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To the future generation of golfers everywhere, may you always carry forth the honor and traditions of our great game and forever play and compete in the words of the great Nelson Mandela, “Live life as though nobody is watching, and express yourself as though everyone is listening.”


“Achievements on the golf course are not what matters, decency and honesty are what matter.”

—Tiger Woods



PROLOGUE


IT’S THE SUMMER OF ’96, AUGUST 25TH, 5:56 p.m., and the entire world of golf is about to change in the most unpredictable of ways.

Not because of a stroke taken.

But because of a stroke that wasn’t.

IT’S THE FINALS OF THE US AMATEUR, the biggest amateur golf tournament in the world, considered a major by many, including the great Bobby Jones (he won five) and equally great Jack Nicklaus (he won two) and, apparently, a young, two-time defending champion Tiger Woods from California, with wings on his swing, who is getting absolutely thrashed by an equally young Steve Scott from Florida, who is much more walk-along-the-ground than wings, and is in a state of disbelief. While certainly quite confident in his own game, Steve didn’t see this coming.

Certainly not like this.

Simply dominating Steve off the tee, this amazing Tiger Woods kid flies Steve’s drives by 50 yards or more, depending on club choice. When Tiger is hitting wedge into the green, Steve is hitting 5-iron. It’s really an unfair fight.

Even Tiger’s stinger 2-iron off the tee creeps up too close for comfort to Steve’s flushed drives.

Steve and Tiger are polar opposites, both personally and geographically. But they do have this one thing in common.

Both collegians are vying for the US Amateur title and the ultimate stepping-stone to lucrative PGA Tour contracts and the chance to create immortality. Win, and the world is your oyster.

Lose, and you are the discarded shell.

The US Am.

Thirty-six holes define the US Am’s final’s match, grueling to say the least under Pumpkin Ridge Golf Club’s ceaseless summer heat, despite its Pacific Northwest Oregon location. But both of these young guns are young and foolish—they are 19 and 20, after all, and their adrenaline is flowing like a live volcano. This is the biggest moment of their very young lives.

Five thousand, five hundred and thirty-eight entries into the tournament have now become two.

The first 18 holes sees Steve Scott a mind-numbing 5 holes up on Tiger Woods, who has yet to lose a finals match in all his born days, in spite of being 6-down to Tripp Kuehne in ’94 and 3-down to Buddy Marucci in ’95.

Since embarking on his unthinkable tear through the amateur ranks, Tiger is 35–0 en route to all his previous USGA victories (three straight USGA Junior Ams and two consecutive US Ams), and on this day he is vying for match number 36, for a place in golf history.

This is an absolute butt whooping. Steve should know. He’s had one or two in his young 19 years of life, including one from Tiger in the final round of a college tournament hardly nine months prior. Score of 80 for Steve, 70 for Tiger. Ass kicked.

But on this day, Steve Scott is trashing Tiger’s perfect script altogether.

Imagine being down 28–3 in the Super Bowl rolling into the fourth quarter, 5-zip in a soccer match midway through, a 20-point lead in basketball with little time left on the clock.

Keep something in mind. In the history of the game of golf, no one has ever won three U.S. Amateurs in a row. Not the great Bobby Jones, the equally great Jack Nicklaus, nor the greatest amateur golfer of the modern era (next to the one standing beside Steve on the first tee of the finals match, that is), Jay Sigel.

No one.

Wow.

Tiger changes outfits after the first 18-hole pummeling.

Because Steve was so far ahead, NBC was worried that the finals match might be over far too early for their TV window. There’s a long intermission—90 minutes. Almost double a Super Bowl halftime. Is it the longest intermission in US Amateur history?

That is a long time, for someone with momentum, to, well, lose said momentum, and someone else to gain it.

Tiger changes into a red shirt and dark pants, from a morning match of white shirt and khakis.

Steve stays the same. After all, he doesn’t want to break the mojo. While Tiger heads to the practice tee with his golf swing coach, the legendary Butch Harmon, and his sports psychologist, Jay Brunza, Steve has lunch with his aunt, uncle, and caddy and then goes shopping in the pro shop, with his girlfriend, Kristi.

Souvenirs of a magical week.

Girlfriend Kristi is also Steve’s caddy this magical week, by the way, and she is damn good at what she does. With all the aspects of toting the rock—clubbing your player, talking him off the ledge, keeping him pumped as a jumpy castle or cucumber calm. Kristi is also a fine player in her own right.

Kristi and Steve are like Batman and Robin. How awesome is that? You have the love of your life on your bag for the biggest moment of your life.

FROM THE FIRST SHOT TIGER HITS ON the practice tee in the practice session with Butch by his side, he starts smiling. And laughing.

Laughing.

Who laughs when you’re 5-down in the US Amateur with life-changing history on the line?

The second 18 holes of this historic match at Pumpkin Ridge, like often in the back 9 of our lives, is drastically different. Steve Scott has moments where he leaks oil like a drip pan, while Tiger dials it in like an old rotary phone, no number forgotten, just as Tiger will do just a few months later, when he wins his first PGA Tour event at The Las Vegas Invitational, beating PGA Championship winner Davis Love III in a playoff, one of many playoffs and Tour events Tiger will win over the course of his legendary career.

(Tiger would come into that event finishing 11th, T5, and T3 and ride that momentum like a Cowabunga wave into a historic 12-shots-clear-of-the-field Masters victory the following season. In his first full year on Tour, Tiger wins a Major. Crazy. And yet right now Steve Scott has him on the ropes, like Muhammad Ali on Joe Frazier in the Thrilla in Manila!)

But how about this for momentum?

Better yet, a lifetime momentum changer.

Tiger will stride around the Witch Hollow Course at Pumpkin Ridge like a man possessed, hitting twenty-eight of his final twenty-nine greens—think about that for a second—and on the second 18 miraculously gets the finals match two down, with three to play.

After being five down in the morning, Tiger is still, somehow, very, very much alive.

Yet, as soon as Tiger gets close to a miracle in the making, Steve’s oil stops leaking, when the University of Florida All-American holes a miracle flop shot from the deep spinach for a birdie two, to win the next hole, the 10th at Pumpkin Ridge, a deceptively difficult par three.

The stars are aligning for young Steve Scott, one by one. Constellations, too. Even the shooting stars are smiling down as they fade away into the night, dotted mayonnaise on a pumpernickel bread sky. Steve’s girlfriend, Kristi, whom he will one day marry and raise a happy family with, is on the bag. Could it get any better than this? This is the stuff that only happens on the big screen.

But Tiger has seen that movie before.

And thus, here is where the world of golf changes.

Forever.

The sixteenth green—the 34th hole of the match—at Pumpkin Ridge.

Tiger will soon bury a 6-footer for birdie, after deftly spinning a sand wedge down the slope following a 330-yard drive—yes, he hit it that far off the tee. Then there’s Steve, with a breaking 10-footer after a blast out of the bunker—a pretty sweet shot from a very testy lie.

But Tiger’s ball mark is in the way—it’s in the direct line of Steve’s putt. Steve politely asks Tiger to move his mark one to the right, and his opponent politely obliges. After all, golf is a gentlemen’s game. Gentlewomen, too.

Steve cans his 10-footer for par like it has eyes, as if the ice water flowing in Tiger’s veins now flows through his, too.

Tiger steps in to make his putt for the win. To go 1-down, with two to play, and the match very much alive, unthinkably resuscitated by a 20-year-old kid who will one day go on to lay strong claim as the greatest golfer in the world, and of all time. Lost in the moment, perhaps, or perhaps thinking himself capable of making any putt from any distance without fail—as he has shown his entire life—Tiger doesn’t move his mark back.

It bears repeating.

Tiger doesn’t move his mark back.

Tiger puts his ball down behind his coin, behind his moved, but not moved back, mark. If Tiger putts out from there, as he is just about to do, had Steve said nothing, Tiger loses the hole, the US Amateur, and, up to this point in his young life, everything he’s ever dreamed of.

Match over. Place in golf history: poof.

Life forever changed, and Steve Scott wins the US Amateur Championship, lucrative sponsorships, and starts on the PGA Tour that will surely come his way and who knows what else.

Steve Scott’s world is about to explode in exponential ways if only he says . . .

Well, nothing.

Stay silent, and Steve is set for life. At this point, Steve is just beginning his journey, jump-started by cables unimaginable. And what a journey it could be, would be.

Should be?

Phil Knight, founder of the all-mighty Nike, watches all this unfold live and in person, as he is in the gallery, step for step. Phil also has a $40 million contract in his hand, literally, and it doesn’t have Steve Scott’s name on it. Phil is ready to hand it over to Tiger, with Mont Blanc pen in hand for him to sign on the dotted line, when Tiger wins his third US Amateur in a row.

Something no one has ever done in the history of the sport.

If.

If Steve Scott doesn’t say these nine selfless words, “Hey, Tiger—You need to move your mark back,” none of this happens. No Nike contract (at least not one worth $40 million), no US Amateur three-peat, no USGA Championship immortality, no Kilimanjaro mountain-sized level of confidence, no more lack of fear of other players, and dare we say no 80-plus PGA Tour wins, and absolutely no way is his name on 15 major championship trophies.

Even Tiger himself will later say he likely would not have turned pro that day, had he lost.

Had he lost.

None of the above happens if Steve Scott stays silent.

And Tiger loses.

And Steve wins.

And Steve’s world changes forever.

And so does Tiger’s.

BECAUSE OF STEVE SCOTT’S NINE SELFLESS WORDS, Tiger does indeed move his mark back, albeit without the least bit of acknowledgment to Steve, cans his 6-foot birdie putt, and wins the hole to push the match onward.

And then:

In dizzying, hell-bent-for-leather style, Tiger concludes the comeback of a lifetime (it really was epic; there is no denying that), draining an improbable 40-footer for birdie to square the match on the 17th hole, the match’s 35th. Shortly thereafter, (man, it happened so quick), Tiger officially wins his third US Amateur in a row—sealing the deal in a sudden-death playoff on the 38th hole, when Steve lips out a seven-footer and Tiger taps in from two—and the world of golf changes.

Forever. Just like that.

But Steve Scott said those words.

As life-changing as childbirth.

Steve could have stopped Tiger from winning the biggest golf tournament in both of their young lives, if the golf gods were to guess, had he stayed silent. But to stay silent would not be golf, would not be the way the game was meant to be played, the way Steve was taught growing up by his father and an unassuming local Florida golf pro named Ray.

Honesty, integrity, truth, kindness. Respect for one another. Respect for the game. Respect for the moment. Respect for, well, everything. The thought of staying silent never even crossed Steve’s mind.

I should know.

I am Steve Scott, and this is my story.

But don’t feel bad for me. Please. Yes, losing in the finals of the ’96 US Amateur to Tiger Woods, when he was trying to make history, ripped my heart out, vena cava to valve.

How could it not?

But I’m okay with it. At the end of this story, I hope you are, too. After all, my life turned out better than I could ever have imagined. So did Tiger’s.

I guess it was meant to be, you know? I played the role I was meant to play. And I’m okay with that, too.

Let me tell you how it all went down. It’s a mighty fun ride, in spite of the ending on that magical August day.

Oddly enough, that ending was just the beginning.
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ENTRY

MY EARLIEST MEMORY OF THE GAME OF golf is simple, kinda like me.

It all started in the kitchen, at my parents’ house, with a big plastic club, a putting cup, and a giant plastic golf ball, big as a grapefruit.

Our kitchen is a runway kitchen—long and skinny. I think the proper term is a galley kitchen, like on a ship or something, but of course I don’t know this at the time. I’m three years old, in 1980. I loved to just whack that golf ball down the kitchen. And somehow try to find that putting cup.

My dad cut down a putter for me later in life, age five, I think it was. I’m really short for my age, with blue eyes, and my brown hair is cut into a “Buster Brown” type of mop (Mom’s choice). It’s an interesting look, but I don’t have a horse in the race. I can vote, for sure, but it won’t count.

This cut-down putter is my first real golf club, and it feels electric in my hands. It’s like something from a Putt-Putt course, looking back on it, but it boasts a real metal head—a rectangular piece of metal that jutted out from the shaft from the heel. It wasn’t Ben Crenshaw’s baby—no 8802 by any stretch.

But, man, I loved that thing.

I still have it in my attic, somewhere, along with other memories.

Attics are full of memories—many forgotten, until you climb up the ladder and go up there and put your hands on them. And then the waves pass over you like the highest of tides, when the perigee moon is big and full and screaming of gravity.

My brother, Roger, is five-and-a-half years older than me, and when I was five, we had a brilliant idea. We decided to put real golf balls, beat-up range balls I think they were, on top of sprinkler heads and whack ’em down the street with our putters. Not even real clubs. Seventy, eighty yards or more. With real golf balls. In our neighborhood!

It was the dumbest thing, looking back on it. But we didn’t break a window, didn’t dent a car. Still, I can’t believe we did that. Fifty, seventy yards down the street. Boy, would that golf ball bounce!

That was pretty nuts. But, man, was it fun.

I got my first set of clubs from my grandmother, on my dad’s side of the family. Her name was Frances Scott. She had played golf a long time before me—and had this old-school set of Patty Berg clubs. Wilson’s, I think they were. Leather grips, with the reminder. They weren’t even round. An angled part—a dent almost, to show you where to angle your forefingers.

I think I was seven. Nothing fit me at all. But I couldn’t help taking a liking to the game. My dad played, and I recall many great times on various public courses with him. The only time I was ever a member of a private club was back then, as well: Inveraray, where they used to host the Jackie Gleason Classic PGA tournament. Just for a couple of years. Between the ages of eleven and thirteen. And then, well, my parents got divorced. That sucked. And I moved to Arkansas. My time of playing golf at a private club was very brief.

I didn’t grow up with a silver spoon in my mouth. But when it came to the game of golf, I guess you could say I grew up with a ladle.

Plastic, of course.

Just like the golf ball I chased down our galley kitchen.

MY BROTHER ROGER HAS ALWAYS BEEN A much better athlete than me and bigger, too. He even became a football kicker in high school—Roger could kick it for miles—but the game of golf didn’t entice him so much. He didn’t have the patience for it. But we had a bunch of fun with it, goofing about.

For a little while, anyway.

During the summers in South Florida, Roger and I would go around and play the local courses, with the American Lung Card, which my dad had bought for us. Roger opted out more often than not, so often it ended up being me and my dad. But I understood why, even though I missed him being out there with me.

It is so, so hot in South Florida. You can’t walk to your mailbox without sweating like a sinner in church. It’s that hot. And every afternoon, around 2 o’clock, there is a thunderstorm.

Like the sky has had enough, and it needs to explode.

It’s funny how different two boys who grow up under the same roof can turn out. Roger is a trainer now—a sports and conditioning specialist who trains the Chinese Olympic speed skaters. A heck of an athlete, Roger is, but he pretty much just didn’t have the patience for the game of golf. He played one tournament in his life, I think, and hated it. He never loved the game like I did—it didn’t move fast enough for him. Roger likes to rock and roll. Let’s go, Steve, let’s go!

But that’s cool.

I’m mighty proud of him, my brother.

I’M GOING TO BACK UP A SECOND if that’s okay with you.

Man, I loved the challenge of hitting those Patty Bergs. Blades, knives, with no forgiveness whatsoever. What you hit is what you get. Polar opposite of today’s equipment. I would later get a set of mishmash clubs—but the Patty Bergs is how I learned the game. Kind of akin to Sam Snead and his hickory stick in the deep woods of Virginia, hitting pinecones.

And by hickory stick, I mean it was a stick of hickory.

Well, along came the Lung Card, breathing new life into me. Where I could play all these great courses that we could not have afforded otherwise, at a greatly discounted fee. And I would spend all day there on those courses. I would chip, and putt, find someone to play with.

Boca Raton was busy as a Christmas Walmart in the winter, but a ghost town in the summer, because it was so darn hot. There was a place called Boca West—oddly enough, a track where I would some eight years later shoot 64 in the final round to qualify for the US PGA Junior. Funny, how life comes full circle. There was a place in Georgia, too—Callaway Gardens. Our one big family vacation in the summer.

Man, they had a lot of golf there. Mountain View, Lake View, Garden View—which was kind of like an executive course, comprised of half par-threes and half par-fours.

So much fun to play.

I was in Heaven.

My dad would sometimes play a place in Tamarac, Florida, a couple cities away from where we lived in Coral Springs, a place called Colony West. They had a big 18-hole course—a proper one. I’m eight or nine or something. It’s a Saturday morning. Across the street was their executive course. Cost five bucks. That’s where Roger and I would play, paired up with random people. Mom never played. She’s more into acting and drama, stuff like that, like my daughter, which I think is pretty awesome.

It’s funny, how life skips a generation.

IN FEBRUARY OF ’88, I’M LOST LIKE most kids, but curious, too. It was then that I meet a guy named Ray Daley, near Pompano Beach, at a place called Crystal Lake Country Club—a public track. And by public, I mean come one, come all, from wherever you may be. Which I thought was great—that’s how I got to go there.

I am as public as they come.

Ray is maybe 75 at the time. Gray mustache. Rocking the Sansabelt pants, V-cut at the bottom, to complement his blue golf shirt, with the double-button pocket and the bat-wing collar. And he is just so nice. Felt like I had known Ray all my life, just from the way he welcomed me into his world, the world of golf.

Ray—he played on the PGA Tour, back in the ’40s. Not sure if he ever won anything—kinda sort of unknown out there on the Tour, but he was some kind of special to me. Someone like that doesn’t come along often in life.

Ray was tremendous.

I’m not telling this story without him.

I meet Ray at a golf show in Fort Lauderdale, Florida. Bunch of vendors, hitting nets, check this out, check that out, try this, try that, pull out your wallet—that kinda thing. And this gentleman comes over, this Ray fellow, with gray hair, gray mustache, the outfit, like I said, and looks at a couple of my swings. I felt instantly comfortable in his presence, like Winnie the Pooh and Piglet. To this day, I never knew why Ray came over. Why Ray picked me. I guess he liked what he saw? Or maybe thought what he would one day see?

I honestly don’t know.

Ray walks over, talks to me about me about my grip. And how it has to change. From ten-finger like a baseball bat to, well, something else entirely.

The Vardon Grip.

Holy moly.

That’s a big ol’ change. In golf, your grip is like your personality. At that time, ten fingers was my personality.

Ray is the one who convinced me to go to the Vardon grip, the overlap grip, where you tuck your left index finger above the pinky finger of your right and you marry them. Two become one. For some reason I trusted this Ray fellow, this perfect stranger that I meet at a golf show in Fort Lauderdale, Florida, who would later become my golf mentor and dear friend, and I never looked back.

After I hit a few more shots with my newfound Vardon grip, Ray says to my dad, “Hey, why don’t you two come down to Crystal Lake Saturday morning? At 9 o’clock. I’d like to give Steve a proper lesson.”

I will always remember it was a Saturday morning. I love the weekends. So, I was all in. And I am as excited as all get out.

We go there, my dad and I, and Ray’s Crystal Lake place is a basic driving range, about as raw as you get, but I’m hitting off a mat, which is easy to hit off of. Like hitting off a sponge, kinda—gives you confidence you might not have discovered otherwise. Kinda like teeing up a sand wedge to learn the game before you rip a driver.

Ray’s driving range is small. No grass to speak of. Not a lot of land, either. Seems to stretch out forever, though, in reverse, odd as that may sound.

Like it is in front of me and behind me, all at the same time.

I never take a lesson off grass with Ray. The balls on his range were limited-flight balls—they felt like hitting rubber, kinda like hitting a superball you get out of a gumball machine after you put in a quarter and you get what you get. They were yellowed, old, and scratched up, like an old tomcat. They have the paint on them, too—the painted red stripes that define the middle of the ball. I’ll never forget it. There’s a net on the other side of the range, a few stories high, but I can’t hit it far enough to reach.

Ray gives me a 30-minute lesson my first time with him, and it is the lesson of my life.

I will never forget the paint. Nor the lesson.

Ray tells me to “put it parallel,” with the leading edge of the ball, I mean, with the clubface, because if I hit the paint, it will get all over my clubs.

Ray often said I had a lateral shift into the ball, which I guess you would call a lurch. Ray would say: “Steve, you’re lurching too much.” I’m still not entirely sure what that means, but Ray’s words did teach me to stay still and to swing more like a pendulum than a kindergarten swing set, the two-seater kind that rock back and forth off their foundation if you get going too fast.

Ray got me out of the big-time lateral shifts and taught me a bunch of shots, too. Draw it this way, fade it that way—not that I could ever actually hit a fade. Hit me one low, Steve; hit me one high—now that I could do. Ray says all day long to me: hip and hand, together, Steve; hip and hand together. That was Ray’s swing key for me.

“Chase your hands to your hips, Steve,” Ray would say.

The hip and the hand should get to impact at the same time. Try that sometime. It will blow your mind how well it works. Chase your hands to your hips. Hard as hell to do, but it works like magic.

Especially when you are struggling.

THERE WAS THIS CRAZY-TALL WOODEN POLE—an electricity pole, like a big, wooden pretzel rod—standing in the middle of the range. Thick wires came off it like rabid cables. I had to hit a big 7-iron out to it at the time to reach. It was 70 feet tall? Maybe more. But when you’re small, everything seems big. Maybe 120 yards out or so, that pole was, from where I was hitting off those cushy mats, and I remember trying to hit that pole on the fly because Ray told me to. I’m hitting from an elevated tee. Hip and hand together. And I did hit that pole, once or twice.

Hip and hand together. Chasing, like you do your dreams.

Chase your hands to your hips, Steve. The hip and the hand should get to impact at the same time, so they become one, like a marriage.

Blind squirrel finding an acorn, that was me—a blind squirrel, hitting a draw, but Ray was one heck of a walking stick. It was the cool satisfaction of learning the game, from Ray and the way he taught me, I guess you could say, that made me fall in love with golf.

Suddenly, I could see.

Thank you, Ray. I can never thank you enough.

I remember my dad asking, funny enough, at the end of the first lesson, as he shook Ray’s hand and thanked him: “Please, tell me—what do we owe you?”

And Ray says, “Nothing. You don’t owe me nothing.” And then Ray kneels down to get eye level with me and looks me in the eyes like Star Wars radars and says, “Go and love and play the game like a kid, kid.”

Ray Daley, the only golf teacher I ever had as a youngster, never once charged me for a lesson. Ever. Think about that for a second. We could have paid him his going rate—60 dollars an hour. It would’ve made things tight at home, but we could have paid it.

I GOT THE NEWS WHEN I WAS fourteen years old that Ray had passed away. I cried like a baby when I heard. My heart changed that day. People like Ray aren’t meant to die.

I think about Ray often.

Pretty much every day of my life.
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AWAKENING, IN REVERSE

I PLAY FOR RAY.

Ray taught me how to love the game, and how to hit that pole, electric as an eel, and Man, hit it on the fly, Steve. Come on kid, I know you can do it.

Ray gave me the belief I could do that. Ray gave me the belief that I could do anything.

MY PARENTS’ DIVORCE IN THE EARLY PART of 1989 kinda rocks my world—not like the Scorpions’ Hurricane, but certainly a proper summer storm, and my mom remarries.

My parents’ divorce becomes a catalyst for me working on my golf game, like a kid possessed. I’m as wrecked as a train falling off the tracks and crashing into the mountain, not getting up to the top and circling around like in the movie The Polar Express, where all those kids are laughing and loving and wondering what’s coming next. I’m not laughing and wondering about anything but fear and the unknown.

I am an absolute mess.

But golf becomes my best friend. I want to become great, to tell the game of golf: thank you, for saving me. That’s how I’m channeling my energy and frustrations and the sadness that I’m feeling. I know things aren’t right at home—not even sure where home is right now—and I’m trying to find an outlet. Find a way to fix it, whatever it is.

I’ve got to escape and find me again. This sadness has to escape and find happiness again. I am so lost it’s not funny. Well, of course, it is funny. You have to find humor in sadness, otherwise you’ve got nothing.

Golf becomes my outlet, and I plug in like nothing you’ve ever seen.

MY BROKEN-HOME THERAPY SESSIONS—PLEASE KNOW none OF this is on my mom or dad: things just didn’t work out, life happens, and I love them both like crazy to this day—come in the form of lengthy putting sessions at a place called Prairie Creek Country Club (oftentimes the only thing country about such places is the surroundings, for the record, which is just fine with me), an ordinary, run-of-the-mill public track near my new house in Rogers, in the northwest part of Arkansas. Prairie Creek is the first time I ever putt on bent-grass greens, and they are so much smoother than the Bermuda greens I am used to. It’s like putting on a tortilla as opposed to a taco. Some of these sessions make their way onto the actual golf course, with strangers, folks I meet for the first time and often the last.

My mom and stepdad don’t play golf at all—so it’s just me and the fence post, and these random strangers who become acquaintances.

The best thing about this time at the course is that I am in control of my life for the first time ever. It’s just me and the golf ball, and I soon find that I am usually pretty good in control of that little, white, dimpled thing, which at the time is exactly what I needed.

Funny, how something so small can heal a wound so big.

In a sort of backward way, my parents’ divorce was one of the best things, if not the best, that ever happened to me, sad and terrible as that may sound. Or maybe happy. My parents’ divorce brought me closer to golf than I ever would have been otherwise, and it drove me to become better each and every day and to want to one day be an American golfing bad mamajama. By that, I just mean a pretty good player and, well, maybe win the Masters.

Well, there’s that.

I don’t blame my parents for parting ways. Sometimes, things just don’t work out. But their marriage gave me life, and later, new life, and I will forever be grateful for that.

Thank you, Mom and Dad.
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DEPARTURE

I AM TWELVE YEARS OLD AND IN the 8th grade, a tough time to be a kid, especially when you are as lost as I am. Off I have gone from South Florida to the northwest corner of Arkansas, with my mom and her new husband and my grandma, to this city called Rogers. What kind of city would be named after my brother? I can’t help but wonder, and I am oddly excited to see why, yet equally excited to stay put.
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