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Praise for Eyes Up!

“TJ Kostecky has done us all a favor with his delightful book Eyes Up!, in which he shares simple yet profound ways to experience the world and its possibilities anew. With vivid storytelling and infectious positivity, TJ easily convinces the reader that his recommendations are immediately doable in many facets of our lives and that they can bring instant change to how we perceive our own potential. I found great advice here for improving my own decision-making. As an added plus, TJ’s book made me appreciate soccer, a sport I have long enjoyed, in a new light. Reading this book is like getting great advice about life from a supportive, enthusiastic, wise, and humble friend.”

—Malia Du Mont, Chief of Staff & VP for Strategy & Policy, Bard College, NY, and former Strategist, Office of the Secretary of Defense

“With Eyes Up!, TJ Kostecky shares his vivid personal account of a life enriched by his Vision Training soccer program and the transformational leadership workshops that have evolved out of it. TJ has traveled the world espousing a life of ‘look, listen, learn’ and formed a grateful appreciation for what makes each of us unique—at a time when community and connectivity are needed most. A most inspiring read indeed!”

—Joseph A. Machnik, PhD, World Cup TV Soccer Rules Analyst, National Soccer Hall of Fame

“Eyes Up! provides an inspiring road map to expand your perspective and deepen your impact on the people and community around you. Drawing on personal stories from decades of player-centric coaching, TJ shares tangible practices that all leaders can apply on the field and in life.”

—Michael R. Minogue, President and CEO, Minogue Consulting LLC; Chairman, Michael and Renee Minogue Foundation; and retired Chairman, President and CEO Abiomed, Inc.

“Eyes Up! is a highly relevant, thoroughly enjoyable read for people of both sporting and non-sporting backgrounds. TJ weaves his strong personal values through fact-based leadership strategies aimed at improving one’s perspective and experiences. He succinctly links his Vision Training methodology in soccer with his own personal connections and stories to animate and activate the Vision Training for Life program, making it accessible to readers from all walks of life.”

—Adam Janssen, High Performance Director, Canadian Paralympic Committee, and former Goalkeeper, Canadian Olympic Team

“Coach TJ weaves his personal philosophy, psychology, and insights about the ‘beautiful game’ to help readers appreciate connections throughout their lives, both on and off the field. From his lifelong career as a successful soccer coach, Coach TJ shares anecdotes filled with charm and wisdom. He challenges us to see the world with fresh eyes and shows us how to find deeper meaning and purpose in the everyday.”

—Tracy Trevorrow, Professor of Psychology & Director, Center for Medical Psychology, Chaminade University, HI, and Author, The Fourth Foundation

“Eyes Up! delivers real-life tools for success whether you’re a coach, student-athlete, parent, or corner-office executive. It’s a book full of thoughtful lessons to inspire us in our daily decisions, to make the world a better place, and to become kinder, happier people along the way. TJ combines sport and life encounters to show us ways to broaden our lens and create a life-solution road map with positive outcomes, no matter the challenges or obstacles before us. His experiences create a clear window into what it means to lead an ‘eyes up’ life, using the 5 Ps and 3 Ls as guiding forces. By following TJ’s teachings, you will become not just a better player/coach/leader; you will become a better person. Eyes Up! is a book that provides substance, insight, and the foundation for living your best life.”

—Terry Wansart, Director of Athletics, Hunter College, NY

“TJ distills lessons and concepts from his experiences of interacting and connecting with others and brings them to life in the most compelling manner. The lessons emphasize that growing our values and priorities involves a broad range of positive interactions with others. We never know when the most routine and ordinary encounters will bring true insight and meaning.”

—Dave Simeone, Director of Education Programs, United Soccer Coaches of America

“Eyes Up! is a book about soccer and how to play the beautiful game. But it is so much more. It is philosophy, anthropology, memoir, advice, metaphysics, physiology, ethics, and psychology. As a former Division I athlete, I am struck by how deeply the core of TJ’s book embodies compassion and generosity. Yes, TJ’s teaching will lead to more wins on the playing field. But more than that, it will stimulate thoughtful, considerate, energized, perceptive, engaged human experience. TJ has demonstrated—with fascinating and wide-ranging stories about coaching, family, work, and relationships—how meaning, connection, and purpose bring us into the fullness of life.”

—Paul Marienthal, Dean for Social Action and Director of the Trustee Leader Scholar Program, Bard College, NY, and former Captain, Stanford University Men’s Tennis




EYES

UP!





EYES

UP!

Discover Your Full Potential and Form Meaningful Connections Through Subtle Shifts in Perspective

TJ Kostecky

with Dan DiClerico

[image: ]

Matt Holt Books

An Imprint of BenBella Books, Inc.

Dallas, TX






Eyes Up! copyright © 2024 by TJ Kostecky

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

Matt Holt is an imprint of BenBella Books, Inc.

[image: ]

10440 N. Central Expressway

Suite 800

Dallas, TX 75231

benbellabooks.com

Send feedback to feedback@benbellabooks.com

BenBella and Matt Holt are federally registered trademarks.

First E-Book Edition: 2024

Library of Congress Control Number: 2023030381

ISBN 9781637744666 (hardcover)

ISBN 9781637744673 (electronic)

Editing by Katie Dickman

Copyediting by Michael Fedison

Proofreading by Christine Florie and Cape Cod Compositors, Inc.

Text design and composition by Jordan Koluch

Cover design by Brigid Pearson

Vision Training for Life logo courtesy of Beth Sillen


Special discounts for bulk sales are available.
Please contact bulkorders@benbellabooks.com.






To Kate and Caroline, your kindness, curiosity, and spirit inspire us all.




[image: ]

Contents

Introduction

PART I: CHANGE YOUR LENS, CHANGE YOUR LIFE

Chapter One: The Power of Perception

Chapter Two: A Shared Vision

Chapter Three: Beyond the Soccer Pitch

PART II: THE SEVEN LESSONS OF GREAT LEADERSHIP

Chapter Four: See the Whole Field

The Five Ps of Vision Training

Chapter Five: Look, Listen, Learn

The Three Ls of Vision Training

Chapter Six: Discover the Joy of the Game

Chapter Seven: Play the Game the Right Way

Chapter Eight: Make Everyone Around You Better

Chapter Nine: Believe in Yourself, Believe in the Team

Chapter Ten: See Beyond the Game

PART III: FINDING THE GOOD IN OTHERS

Chapter Eleven: Antonin Kostecky

Chapter Twelve: Six Stories of Finding the Good in Others

Chapter Thirteen: Conclusion

Acknowledgments

Selected Bibliography




[image: ]

INTRODUCTION

Synchronicity is an ever present reality for those who have eyes to see it.

Carl Jung

One of the greatest goals in U.S. soccer history came fifteen minutes into the 2015 FIFA Women’s World Cup final against Japan. Carli Lloyd, Team USA’s wily, veteran captain, collected a loose ball near the midfield line and, after a few deft touches, sent it soaring fifty yards into the back of Japan’s net. While the strike itself was a dazzling display of talent, the goal only happened because of something Lloyd did a split second earlier. She lifted her eyes up.

With that slight, barely perceptible shift in perspective, Lloyd managed to scan the field around her, collecting data points that other players missed—the angle of the defense, the proximity of her teammates, and, most importantly, the fact that Japan’s keeper was dangerously adrift from her own goal line. Lloyd saw her chance and took it, and with the conversion, cemented her place in the firmament of U.S. soccer legends.

I was some three thousand miles away at the time, watching the World Cup from my apartment in Brooklyn, near the campus of Long Island University, where I ran the school’s Division I men’s soccer program from 1999 to 2019. I immediately spotted the quick lift of the head that led to Lloyd’s goal, and it gave me a small measure of pride. Though I never trained Carli directly, her college coach was a big adopter of Vision Training, the soccer program that I co-created with Len Bilous in 1981 to empower players to make smart decisions by expanding their field of vision.

Over the decades, Vision Training has helped tens of thousands of U.S. players, including luminaries like Lloyd, Claudio Reyna, and Julie Foudy, plus countless youth, high school, and college athletes. The program has also been embraced internationally, by clubs at every level in countries like Costa Rica, Canada, Finland, and Ukraine, to name just a few.

In recent years, I’ve taken my teachings beyond the soccer field, with leadership workshops that start with the basics of Vision Training, then layer on additional ideals and principles, like integrity, purpose, and the power of synchronicity. It’s all about living every day with your eyes up, recognizing new and unique opportunities and having the wherewithal to seize on them, just like those players on the field who see and do things that others miss. To make that point more clearly, let me ask you a few questions:


	Do you wish you could form deeper and more meaningful connections within your community, if only you could figure out the right way in?

	Do you want to find ways to become a purposeful and more transformative leader?

	Are you often paralyzed by major life decisions, including those related to your career and family, because you’re unable to think through the different outcomes?

	Have you ever missed out on the chance to get to know someone better, maybe a colleague or fellow volunteer, simply because you couldn’t remember their name?



If you answered “yes” to any of these questions, your lens may not be as wide, deep, and bright as it could be. I truly believe the lessons contained in this book will help and, in the process, change your life for the better. I am so excited to show you how small shifts in perspective can have a major impact on how you see the world and live your life, leading to higher levels of success and satisfaction. These benefits won’t just be for you, but also for every other person in your orbit. Carli Lloyd might have gotten the hat trick that day in the USA’s 5–2 defeat of Japan, a feat that helped earn her the Golden Ball as the tournament’s top player. But when the moment came to raise the 2015 World Cup trophy, she was standing shoulder-to-shoulder with her twenty-two teammates, plus the entire nation back home that was elevated by her greatness.

This is the wonderfully transformative power of Vision Training, its ability to improve your life and make the world a better place. It might sound like magic, especially since the results are often so immediate. In fact, it’s simply about applying the process I’ve refined over decades to expand your lens and take in more of what the universe has to offer. Now, what do you say we get started? Let’s go—eyes up!





Part I
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CHANGE YOUR LENS, CHANGE YOUR LIFE






Chapter One
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THE POWER OF PERCEPTION

When I was twelve years old, a run-in with an old, rusty nail changed the way I saw the world forever. It was 1971 in the small town of Fords, New Jersey, where I lived with my parents, Antonin (Tony) and Ludmilla (Lucy), and my older sister, Nina. Ukrainian refugees of World War II, my folks were hardworking immigrants who had chosen to raise a family in this quiet, middle-class community near the Jersey shore, over the hustle of the big city.

They were both educated, my father in medicine, and he enjoyed his work as a cytologist, studying human cancer cells. Mom started off as a bank teller and eventually became a manager at the local branch. And I was your typical child of the late ’60s, early ’70s. This was before video games and cable TV, so there was a lot of riding bikes, playing games, and exploring the woods behind Fords Junior High School. I never got into any serious trouble—a “good boy” is how my mother and sister used to describe me—but I was always up for adventure.

My best friend at the time, Donnie Carrington, was the courageous and mischievous one. That’s how we wound up in the forest that early summer afternoon. Growing up, I always spent the bulk of my summer break at a Ukrainian camp in the Catskills. But this was in the window between when school let out and camp started.

“Come on, TJ, let’s go to the woods,” Donnie said, jumping on his ten-speed.

“Okay, sure!” I answered, pedaling eagerly to catch up to him.

We dropped our bikes at the edge of the grass field and ventured into the forest. About fifty yards in we came upon the perfect climbing tree, a towering birch with a beautiful round bough. The only problem was the trunk was as slick as oil and the lowest branches were too high to reach.

“We need to build a ladder,” Donnie said. His dad was an electrician, so besides being adventurous, he was handy. We biked back to his house and grabbed a few tools and scraps of lumber. Back at the tree, Donnie positioned the first step about chest high and lined up the nail. I was standing directly behind him, a few steps back so as not to get whacked by the backswing of the hammer. I never considered the possibility that the nail would break off, fly through the air, and plunge into my eye. That’s exactly what happened. I fell to the ground in a heap.

“Holy crap, TJ, are you okay?” Donnie cried.

I pulled my hand away from my eye and tried to open it.

“I can’t see, Donnie!” I screamed. I jumped on my bike and hightailed it back home. Thankfully it was a Saturday, so my mom was there. I flew into the kitchen and told her what had happened, still clutching my right eye. She laid me down on the living room couch and placed a damp cloth over the wound. Between her soothing tone and the cool pressure, my eye immediately felt better.

“You’re going to be fine, synok,” my mom said, using the Ukrainian word for “son.” After about ten minutes, I pulled away the cloth and opened my eye. Everything was blurry. I couldn’t see. The tears started to flow for real.

Next thing I knew, I was being examined by an emergency room doctor at the big hospital in Perth Amboy, ten miles up the road. The doctor put a few drops in my eye and looked at it under the bright light. I hadn’t spent a lot of time in hospitals, but I could tell from her demeanor that the situation was not looking good. She called for the eye specialist, who did his own examination. More scowls and headshakes. The doctors told the nurse to put a patch over my eye and then they all left the room.

With my good left eye, I took in my surroundings—the bright overhead lights, the infusion pump, the gurneys lined up in the hallway, and the tops of the trees swaying in the breeze outside my window. For the first time in my life, I became aware of my own perception, because it had been suddenly cut in half. Call it addition through subtraction. I began seeing things that were always there, but that I hadn’t noticed or had taken for granted.

This went on for close to a week. Every day, the doctors came in and examined my eye. There were never any smiles or warm greetings. No “Hey, TJ, great to see you!” They would check my eye, confer in hushed tones, then walk out of the room without so much as a word to me or my mother. I should mention that my father just so happened to be a few floors up at the same hospital recovering from a back injury he’d sustained in a car accident a week earlier. It had not been a banner week for the Kostecky family. On my fifth day, he was finally able to move around enough to come see me. I remember him walking into the room, gingerly but with a sense of purpose I’d never seen before.

“They want to take your eye out, synok,” he said. “They don’t think they can save it.”

The room started to spin on me. Even though I knew the news wasn’t good from the doctors, I never considered the possibility of actually losing my eye. As the information sunk in, the fear for my future made me cry.

“I’m not going to let that happen,” my dad said. “I’m getting you out of here.”

I still break into tears every time I think back on that moment. There stood my dad, barely able to walk but filled with courage and confidence and displaying complete and utter selflessness. That moment taught me about the importance of sacrifice. My dad would do everything, including risking his own health and safety, for his children. Naturally if he had accepted the doctor’s decision, the outcome for me would have been much different. His courage and belief is something I’ve leaned on throughout my life. When faced with a seemingly insurmountable challenge, I think to myself, “What would my dad do?”

Later that night he checked us out of the hospital and we drove through the Lincoln Tunnel into the bright lights of New York City.

My dad was well connected to the medical community through his work, so I was fortunate to get in with a top doctor at Manhattan Eye and Ear, one of the preeminent hospitals in the world for eye, ear, and throat problems. Despite its reputation, the place was incredibly drab, housed in a turn-of-the-century building in Midtown, with old-fashioned light fixtures and frosted windows that you couldn’t see out of, even if you did have perfect vision. It was all in stark contrast to the bright, shiny hospital I’d just come from.

But the staff knew exactly what they were doing. The nurses were all older Irish women and they took a shine to me because I was so much younger than most of the patients there. “Don’t you worry your little heart, TJ,” they’d say. “Everything is going to be all right.”

Shortly after being checked in, a new doctor came to examine my eye.

“You have a very bad infection in your eye,” he told me. “Fragments of the nail are lodged in it. That’s why you can’t see. We’re going to have to inject medicine into your eyelid to stop the infection.” 

My parents both had to work, so I was by myself when the doctor delivered this news. I swallowed hard and nodded my head. Within a few minutes, the old Irish nurse was on one side, holding my left hand, and the doctor was on the other, leaning into my eye with a six-inch needle. I remember sweat pouring down my face. I grabbed the brass lamp on my right and squeezed it for dear life as he gently inserted the needle. If I moved an inch, the needle could miss the mark and that would be it, game over. Talk about pressure. But I held still long enough for the doctor to finish injecting the medicine through the inside of my bottom eyelid. It hurt like hell. Then he repeated the procedure on the top eyelid. That one hurt even more. It was the most painful experience of my life.

Then it was over. And I was alone in the room, for what would be a two-week convalescence. Every few hours a nurse would come in to check my eye and change the dressing. And my parents would visit after work as often as they could. My only other distraction was a small transistor radio, which I used to listen to the Mets. The baseball broadcast trio of Ralph Kiner, Bob Murphy, and Lindsey Nelson got me through a lot of dark, lonely nights.

During the day, I observed what I could with my left eye, as I had at the first hospital, only at a much more heightened level. It was like in the comic books where the hero first discovers their superpower and has to figure out how to use it. All of a sudden, my head was on a swivel, turning to see objects and people outside my line of vision. It forced me to look longer, more closely, more deeply. You often hear about when people lose one sense, other senses are heightened. If they go completely blind, for example, their hearing becomes more acute. A similar process happened, but all within my vision. Because I had a narrower field of vision to work with, I had to work harder to gather detailed information: a person’s facial expressions, how they moved their lips, their body language, their show of emotion, and so on. All this information that I never noticed before was suddenly right in front of me. Within seconds of the doctors or nurses entering the room, I could tell if there was worry or relief in their minds.

As the days progressed, I received daily injections and my recovery continued. There was more joy in their faces. The treatment was working. My eye was getting better.

“You still have a long road ahead and your vision is never going to be perfect,” the doctor said to me toward the end of my two-week stint at the hospital. He was right. For the next three months I had to wear a patch over my eye, and for six months after that I needed sunglasses anytime I left the house. Even then, my eyesight was 20/100 at best, meaning lots of things were still blurry. And that’s how it is today, actually even worse, given the passage of time.

What I came to appreciate in that hospital room, and in the months and years that followed, is the difference between sight and vision. We are all able to open our eyes and see the world around us. But seeing is only part of it. We then have to process all the information that our eyes send to our brain. This is the power of perception. And most people only tap into a small fraction of it.

That’s how you can have twenty-two players on a soccer field and one of them sees things that no one else can see. It’s also why some managers get so much more out of their team than others. Or why some doctors are able to spot the diagnosis that others missed. In each case, these people are using the power of perception to elevate their vision.

It’s easy to think of this power as a God-given gift, something you’re either born with or not. My life’s work is showing how nothing could be further from the truth. It started on the soccer field, where I’ve used Vision Training to help thousands of players see the field better. And it continues with my work as a mentor and life coach, where my Vision Training for Life program helps people in all walks of life become the transformational leaders they want to be.

It took a nail to the eye for me to unlock my own power of perception. You don’t need to go through anything so gruesome. That’s why I wrote this book.




Chapter Two
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A SHARED VISION

Fast-forward to 1980. I’m at Front Row, a sports bar in East Rutherford, New Jersey, not far from the Meadowlands Sports Complex, known today as MetLife Stadium. It was the heyday of the New York Cosmos, which the journalist Gavin Newsham called “the most glamorous team in world football.” These guys were legit, with players like Pelé, Franz Beckenbauer, Carlos Alberto Torres, Johan Neeskens, and Wim Rijsbergen. Talk about dream teams.

In the years following my eye accident, soccer had become my passion. I was always an all-sports kid—I loved going to New York Rangers hockey and Knicks basketball games with my dad and listening to the Mets broadcasts on the radio. But soccer was the game I played. I discovered it through the Ukrainian Sitch Sports Summer Camp I attended in the Catskills, where it was played religiously, along with volleyball, another sport with strong European ties. I could hit an effective crosscourt spike in volleyball, but my teen years were all about soccer.

I had a decent first touch, which along with my keen sense of vision and overall feel for the game, not to mention hours upon hours of hard work, were enough for All-County honors my senior year in high school. But I sensed early on that my soccer journey would lead to coaching. So I became a true student of the game. I watched the European clubs on television whenever I could, which back then wasn’t a lot. I read any books and articles I could get my hands on, including Soccer America, the soccer bible whose arrival to the mailbox I eagerly awaited each week. And, of course, my dad and I went to every New York Cosmos game.

On one remarkable occasion I even managed to get into the locker room. It wasn’t like it is today, where you need a dozen credentials to get anywhere near the players. I was nineteen years old, and my best friend, Donnie Maggi (a different Donnie from the nail incident), scored passes to a Cosmos practice and press conference. There I was in the locker room after training with a scrum of reporters and sweaty players; a few of the internationals were puffing on cigarettes (the players, not the reporters), which blew me away. It was the start of preseason training and the team had underperformed the year before, losing in the Soccer Bowl final. Most of the questions were provocative: Why wasn’t Bogie defending more? Why wasn’t Brcic getting more minutes in goal?

I really wanted to ask a question but was nervous as hell. At that time, I was a quiet teenager and afraid to embarrass myself. Nevertheless, this was a chance to speak to some of the best in the world so I raised my hand from the back of the room. Wim Rijsbergen, the great Dutch defender, pointed to me from his locker. He had come to the Cosmos in ’79 after a successful career with Feyenoord in Holland’s top division, as well as starring with the Dutch National Team.

“What’s your question, kid?” he asked.

I was petrified. Talk about legends. Wim was one of the finest defenders in the world and played behind the great Johan Cruyff during the ’74 and ’78 World Cups. Holland made the final both times, only to lose to Germany and Argentina, respectively.

“Thank you, Wim,” I said. I had made up my mind earlier that if I got this opportunity, I was going to ask a soccer question. The reporters in the room didn’t know the game. They’d been given the assignment by their editors to go cover the Cosmos and so here they were, dutifully going through the motions, hoping for a juicy quote or two to bring back to the office.

“My question is this,” I continued. “Are the Cosmos playing Total Futbol?” I was referring to the Dutch style of play that revolutionized the game, a free-flowing, player-centric tactical system where any outfield player can take over the role of any other player in a team. It was about using 360-degree vision to see the entire field of play, not just your one corner of the action. Like the questions from the reporters, the Cosmos’ answers at the presser had been pretty rote up until that point. But in response to my question, Wim’s eyes lit up. He became very animated and growled, “Absolutely not!”

The coach of the Cosmos at the time was the famous German gaffer Hennes Weisweiler. He preferred a more traditional, structured style of play over new age Total Futbol. At that point, I glanced over at the gaffer, and everyone in the locker room saw his body language stiffen.

I asked Wim to say more and we got into a lively discussion of the various merits of Total Futbol, as the reporters furiously scribbled away in their notepads. Weisweiler wandered off. The presser wound down shortly after that. As everyone filed out of the room, Wim came over to me and said, “I have to take a shower. You stay here. I want to talk some more with you.”

Sure enough, Wim came back after his shower and we talked soccer for another twenty minutes. And then he gave me his phone number. The Cosmos were heading to the Bahamas for more preseason training, but they’d be back in three weeks.

“Give me a call; we’ll talk again,” he said.

You better believe I did. True to his word, Wim invited me over to his apartment in Jersey City, overlooking the Manhattan skyline. I walked in the door and there on the couch in just his practice shorts, watching the New York Mets, was Johan Neeskens, another Dutch great who scored the lone goal in their 2–1 loss to Germany in the ’74 World Cup final. It was freakin’ surreal! A nineteen-year-old college kid from Jersey hanging out with two of the best players in the world.

“Hey, how are you doing?” Johan asked.

I played it cool, but in my head I was thinking, “Holy crap, this is amazing!” That’s how soccer in America was back then. As Johan told me later that day, when he played for Barcelona he couldn’t step outside without getting mauled by fans wanting an autograph. But on the streets of New York City, nobody knew who he was. This was one of the main reasons he chose to play there—to get a break from the spotlight. I spent several hours with these two incredibly kind and approachable stars. I was impressed by how “human” they were and also how much curiosity they had for American sports, and all aspects of American culture. Johan had told me that he loved watching baseball and as a kid he played on the Dutch youth national baseball team. At one point he had to make a choice between the two sports he loved, and only chose soccer because baseball was a minor sport in Holland, the way soccer was in the U.S.

I knew that was going to eventually change; soccer is too great a sport and the U.S. too big a country. There was an opportunity for me to get in on the ground floor and influence the growth of the game. So I continued with my informal education, while also earning a U.S. Soccer national “C” coaching license. At the age of twenty, I started the Jefferson Youth Soccer Club in Oak Ridge, New Jersey. The sport was still so young that many towns around the country had yet to introduce the game.

All these things were going on in my life as I jockeyed for a position at the bar at the Front Row. The Cosmos had just won a thrilling playoff match against the Los Angeles Aztecs, 3–1, so the mood was loud, festive, and rowdy for the post-match celebration. Fans always poured into the Front Row because the players would go there too.

I was just about to order a Heineken when I heard the guy in front of me say, “Stolichnaya.” He was a wiry dude with smooth tan skin, just like a baby’s, and a big head of curly hair. Americans always destroy the pronunciation of this Soviet-era vodka. But this was flawless. In fact, to my ear it could have been my dad or my grandfather. As he walked past me with his drink, I said to him, “You ordered that like a Ukrainian.”

“That’s because I am Ukrainian.” He smiled. “What, is it written on my face?”

“I’m Ukrainian too,” I said with a huge grin.

“Oh yeah? Where are you from?” he asked.

“Let me order a beer and I’ll tell you,” I said.

That’s how I met Len Bilous, the Venezuelan-raised soccer player, an Einstein of coaching and my eventual cofounder of Vision Training Soccer. As I learned that night
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Discover Your Full Potential
and Form Meaningful Connections
Through Subtle Shifts in Perspective

TJ Kostecky

with Dan DiClerico





