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TESTIMONIALS 

 

Playing Out Of Your Mind: Moving Beyond Swing Mechanics, 

“…simplifies complex points and presents them in a manageable, readable, and most 

importantly, instantly applicable way. Well done. Great job!” 

Dr. Karl Morris, Europe’s Leading Mind Coach 

 

Playing Out Of Your Mind: Moving Beyond Swing Mechanics  

"will not only show you how to stop working against yourself when playing golf; the tips 

and wisdom shared within these pages can be put to use in just about any other sport or 

aspect of your life. This book is highly recommended for anyone who wants to improve 

their performance in golf, sports and life."  

 

Jack Magnus, Reader's Favourite Review 

 

Playing Out of Your Mind: Moving Beyond Swing Mechanics," is a quick and easy read 

which explains how, by simply using the power of your mind, you can knock strokes off 

your game This book will help you on your way to becoming a better golfer without 

having to spend endless hours on the driving range!” 

Justin O’Leary, C.P.G.A. Head Professional 

Cedarbrae Golf and Country Club 

Toronto, Ontario, Canada 

. 

http://www.booklaunch.io/davesgolf/playingoutofyourmind
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“Golf has some drawbacks. It is possible, by too much of it, to destroy the mind.” 

Sir W.G. Simpson, Bart 

The Art of Golf 
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PLAYING OUT OF YOUR MIND: 

Moving Beyond Swing Mechanics 

 

This story is based on true events. Names have not been changed to protect the 

innocent. Any resemblance to golfers you know (perhaps intimately) is purely 

intentional.  

Our story takes place at the Cedarbrae Golf and Country Club in Toronto, Ontario, 

Canada. The private golf course has been the locale for numerous provincial and 

local events over the past twenty years. Meandering through the course is the 

Rouge River, which provides an aesthetic backdrop and deceptive trap for the 

unsuspecting golfer.  

The original design by Robbie Robinson has endured for thirty-two years. While it 

has undergone significant updates in keeping with modern day design, the layout 

remains an outstanding example of a challenging test for golfers at all skill levels.  

The date is August 4, 2014. He doesn’t know it yet, but this is a unique day in the 

life of our protagonist Jonathan.  

He is about to have the walls of his fundamental beliefs about the game 

completely shattered – and he is not a happy camper! 

We join Jonathan as he is en route to the club for his regular Wednesday 

afternoon game.  

He always arrives one hour early and claims his regular spot at the far end of the 

practice range for forty-five minutes before teeing off. This inviolate practice 

routine has been guided for years, by the belief that effective muscle memory can 

only be developed by countless hours of practice.  

  



 

 

 

Jonathan shoots in the low to mid nineties consistently and, like most of us, 

yearns for the “secret” that could vault him into the rarefied air of the single digit 

golfer. 

He regularly scales to the edge of the precipice, only to be victimized by one (or 

more) blow-up holes that leave him hanging in midair: he never knows when or 

where they might occur – only that they will.  

The occasional brilliant shot fosters a growing belief that scoring in the low 

eighties is not impossible. If only he could figure out how to re-create those shots 

more often.  

As Jonathan pulls into the parking lot, he is confronted by cars parked 

everywhere. The parking lot has overflowed. Vehicles are parked on the banks 

and hillsides.  

His regular spot is occupied by two cars jammed together side by side. He 

manages to squeeze into a space at the farthest point from the clubhouse.  

Muttering audibly, he sidles out of the passenger-side door, “What the heck is 

going on?” 

Jonathan follows the curving cobblestone path towards the clubhouse. Glancing 

up, he is confronted by a phalanx of golfers advancing towards him.  

As the wave floats around him, he catches snippets of conversations about a new 

golf “instruction” book.  

Above the sea of heads, Jonathan sees one of his regular playing partners in the 

throng and pulls him aside.  

“Hey Barry, what’s going on?” 

  



 

 

 

“Didn’t you see the newsletter? It’s a book signing by the author of Just Hit The 

Damn Ball! The guy’s at a table in front of the Pro shop. Better hurry, I think 

there’s only a few copies left!”  

Jonathan frowns. “So, are we playing today?”  

“Not today. After reading this book, I have some homework to do. As Moe 

Norman was fond of saying, “try smarter – not harder”. I’ll catch up with you next 

week.”  

As Barry walks away, Jonathan shakes his head and frowns. 

“...Must be something in the coffee...all this nonsense over another golf book. 

When will golfers learn that you can’t change your game just by reciting 

mantras?”  

As the Pro shop comes into view, he sees Tim, the third member of his group, 

near the front of the book-signing line. He slips into the queue beside Tim, much 

to the displeasure of the lady behind. 

For the past five years, Tim could always be found at his regular spot on the 

practice range between 10:00 am and 2:00 pm every day.  

His practice regimen was legion to every player at the club. Jonathan grasps Tim’s 

forearm and tugs gently.  

“Not you too, Tim. Come on. We still have time to hit a small bucket before our 

tee time.”  

“Sorry Jonathan. After reading this book, I’ve decided to skip our game this week 

and focus on some new mental techniques. Did you know that your handicap is a 

habit? See you next week.”  

Tim cradles his autographed copy then slips out of line. 

  



 

 

 

Jonathan stares after him, dumbfounded: “what the hell does that mean?”  

He is jolted back to the present by the lady behind him.  

“Are you going to get your book signed or not?”  

“What...uh...sorry.” As Jonathan looks up, he is face to face with the author.  

“Hi. Thanks for coming. Glad you enjoyed the book. What would you like me to 

write?”  

Jonathan’s eyes dart right and left. Only three copies left. He automatically picks 

one up. “Uh...”  

The lady behind Jonathan glances at her watch and sighs. Recognizing the 

predicament, the author makes a suggestion.  

“How about this? The past doesn’t equal the future.” 

“Uh, sure...whatever.”  

The author signs the book. As he extends his hand, Jonathan leans in close and 

whispers: “I know what you’re doing.”  

“I’m sorry...”  

“You’re giving these golfers false hopes, by telling them that the game is all in 

their head. The secret is dedicated practice and perfect mechanics. It takes years 

of practice to ingrain the correct muscle memory.”  

The author simply smiles and responds, “Are you playing today?” 

“I was, but my regular foursome bailed on me after reading your book. I don’t like 

playing alone. I guess I’ll just spend the afternoon on the practice range.” 

  



 

 

 

Jonathan turns abruptly, apologizes to the lady behind and heads back to the car.  

Smiling wistfully, the author calls out, “Thanks for coming!” 

As Jonathan walks away, he mutters to himself,  

“That’s just great. Today was the day I wanted to try out the latest swing tip I saw 

on YouTube. If I can just figure out how to rotate the back of my left wrist at the 

top of my backswing, I should be able to get another twenty yards off the tee.”  

He cavalierly tosses the book into the trunk and laces up his golf shoes so tight 

that he snaps a lace. 

Jonathan swears softly, snatches up his golf bag and heads towards the driving 

range. He is unaware that his inner dialogue becomes audible to fellow golfers.  

“Try smarter, what a lot of nonsense. You have to focus on proper technique, 

otherwise you’ll keep making the same mistakes over and over. Golfers are so 

gullible.”  

Jonathan strides menacingly to the far end of the practice range, venting his 

frustration on the occasional stray range ball in his path. 

There were six other golfers on the range. Jonathan toppled his bag onto a nearby 

stand and flung the Driver headcover onto the ground.  

He was vaguely aware of someone coming down the line dispensing advice. A 

black cloud gathered overhead as Jonathan grew more disturbed by the second - 

unaware that stranger things were yet to come.  

Jonathan’s line of sight was suddenly infiltrated by the toes of blue Foot Joy 

teaching shoes, standing directly across from him. He had to look up.  

“Hi. Nice to see you again. How’s the practice going?”  

“It was the author. Great. The one person Jonathan didn’t want to see.” 

  



 

 

 

“Fine. I don’t need any help, but thanks for the offer.” 

“No worries. Actually, I didn’t come over to give advice. I feel badly that I was 

responsible for disrupting your game today, so I have a proposition for you”. 

“Which is?” 

“How about you play nine holes and I accompany you? I’m working on material 

for another book and you won’t have to play alone - it could prove interesting for 

both of us. What do you think?”  

Jonathan’s initial reaction was to dismiss the idea, but upon further consideration, 

this might be the perfect opportunity for exposing this guy as a complete phony.  

“Why not...? Let me hit a few more balls and I’ll meet you on the first tee.”  

“Great! See you there.”  

A sly smile crept across Jonathan’s face as he whispered, “This ought to be good. I 

can show this guy up as a fraud in no time.”  

Jonathan hit several drives, each one with varying degrees of left to right curve. 

He sighed, plunked the driver back in the bag and headed for the first tee. 

The author was sitting on the bench beside the ball washer, holding a pocket 

notebook in one hand and a Sharpie pen in the other.  

“The name’s Dave. I appreciate you letting me watch you play. Sorry, I didn’t 

catch your name?” 

”Jonathan ,my friends call me J.L.” 

“Which do you prefer?”  

“Jonathan.”  

  



 

 

 

 

As he plopped a Titleist 3 Pro V1 into the ball washer, Jonathan noticed his bag 

stood alone beside the White tees.  

“Do you actually play or just write books?”  

“Oh, I manage to get in one or two rounds a month. My teaching schedule is 

rather tight these days.” 

“I knew it” thought Jonathan. “A wannabe psychologist who thinks he knows the 

psyche of a real golfer.”  

“So, you’re not playing today?” Jonathan asked.  

“This is about your game not mine. If I’m playing, then I’m focused on my own 

game. Think of me as a spectator. I’m just jotting down some notes as we go…“  

“Lame excuse.”, thought Jonathan.”This guy probably can’t break ninety. I’ll show 

him a thing or two.”  

Dave stops scribbling and looks up inquiringly. 

“Do you mind if I ask you something before we start?”  

“Knock yourself out...”  

“I couldn’t help but notice you on the practice range. Why do you spend most of 

your time practicing with the Driver?”  

In a tone tinged with sarcasm, Jonathan replied, “I think it’s fairly obvious. If I can 

hit the Driver well, then I should be able to hit the irons.”  

“Does it work in reverse?”  

“What?”  

“I mean...if you’re struggling with the Driver, does that translate to the irons?” 

Jonathan responded with a quizzical look and thought to himself: “...don’t try any 

of this psychobabble mumbo jumbo on me. “  

  



 

 

 

Jonathan just rolled his eyes and walked ahead to the first tee. 

  



 

 

 

 

HOLE NUMBER ONE:  

Shades of Future Past 

 

The first hole is a relatively short, three-hundred and twenty-six-yard par four. 

The fairway slopes gradually away for about two-hundred yards, then drops off 

sharply to a narrow green, twenty-feet below.  

Dave flipped open the notebook. “Would you mind if I ask some questions about 

your game?”  

“No worries, as long as you don’t offer any advice.”  

“I promise.”   

“Do you usually hit driver on this tee?”  

“Always...with a good drive, I can catch the downslope and end up with a short 

pitch to the green.”  

“How often have you parred the hole?”  

“About once out of every four times - it’s the easiest hole on the golf course. Any 

other questions?”  

“No, I was just wondering...” Dave jots down some notes as Jonathan prepares to 

tee off.  

Jonathan tees up the driver. The ball starts down the left side of the fairway, drifts 

to the right, takes a big bounce and trickles down the slope out of sight.  

As they walk down the fairway, Dave asks, “Is that good?” 

Wearing a look of smug satisfaction, Jonathan proclaims, “It should be perfect. 

With a bit of luck, the ball will be at the bottom of the hill on level ground.”  

On reaching the apex of the hill, both players could see the ball lying just above 

the bottom of the slope on a steep downhill lie.  



 

 

 

Jonathan shakes his head and sighs. “Of all the luck - another three feet and I 

would have been right in front of the green.”  

He takes out his sand wedge and tries to pop the ball up onto the green. The 

leading edge of the club hits the equator, skulls the ball over the green and down 

the bank. A pitch shot back and two putts for a five. 

 “I can’t believe I bogeyed the easiest hole on the golf course – again!” 

Jonathan flings his clubs over his shoulder and marches towards the second tee. 

Dave was standing behind the green scribbling some notes. By the time he 

glanced up, Jonathan was already pacing back and forth on the second tee. The 

foursome in front had just teed off. Dave capped the Sharpie and ran to catch up.  

Panting as he pulled up on the second tee, Dave stopped to catch his breath. 

“How much does your bag weigh?”  

“About forty pounds I guess...why?”  

“You practically ran to the tee. Do you always rush from one hole to the next?”  

”I don’t know...never really thought about it”. 

Dave flips a page in the notebook and scribbles. He looks up inquiringly. “Could I 

ask why you consider the first hole to be the easiest?” 

“What! I’m sorry, I thought it was obvious. It’s the shortest hole on the golf 

course. Wide fairway, no bunkers…it should be a piece of cake.”  

“Correct me if I’m wrong, but the green is very narrow from front to back, so only 

a high, soft shot would hold the green.”  

“So…”  

  



 

 

 

 

“You know the course better than I do, but it seems to me that the best place to 

hit that shot would be off a level lie...between seventy-five to one-hundred yards 

out. It’s awfully difficult to hit a high lob from a downhill lie.”  

“I guess. If only I’d hit a straight drive, I could have parred the hole. Now I have to 

try and make up for it. These guys are taking forever to putt out. Just give him the 

putt. Finally, they’re walking to the second tee. It’s about time!”  

  



 

 

 

 

HOLE NUMBER ONE: THE LESSON 

 

How often have you played the same holes, week after week, year after year, in a 

state of déjà vu?  

Judging a hole as easy or hard has a huge effect. When you learn to describe a 

hole objectively, like long or short (instead of easy or hard), then you unlock the 

potential to re-write the future instead of remaining trapped by the past. 

 

Thanks for reading! 

 

If you enjoy the book, a five-star review would be much appreciated! 

 

Your free subscription to our email newsletter includes the ten-part video series:  

Blueprint To Consistency.  

You can unsubscribe at any time. 

 

Please send me an email and I will fire off Part One today. 

davejohnstongolf@gmail.com 
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