
		
			Advance Praise for

			Mind Golf

			“Bob’s book is entertaining and funny with its stories about Moe and informative at a level that will attract the attention of competitors on professional tours—especially with regard to what they call ‘the zone,’ the state of mind where all goes well and the shots fly true.” 

			—Craig Shankland, “Top 50 Teacher” by Golf Digest

			“I was hitting balls on the range one day and Bob walked over and watched me for a few shots. Then in a minute or two, he told me what to do to set up the shot and turn away from the ball. I did it and hit the best 6 iron shot I’ve ever hit. It was easy.”

			—Craig Kwongsee, Director of Golf at Katchiwano 
G.C., Lakefield,Ontario, Canada

			“I started reading the book and I couldn’t put it down. It’s great.” 

			—John Elwood, an average casual golfer

			“I usually shoot in the low 90s. Bob explained by phone a simple way to create the image of the shot-to-be. I did it the next time out and made four birdies and shot 80.”

			—Jimi Merk, a weekend casual golfer
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			My brother, Neil Young, whose encouragement and financial support caused ease in my lengthy association with Moe Norman and, my parents, Scott and Rassy, who drove me to golf tournament as a teenager making it possible for me to get into the great game of golf.
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Foreword 

			by Neil Young

			Our family was always connected to golf. My dad and mom played regularly. Maybe my mom more than my dad for the social aspects of playing with friends, but we were always connected to golf courses in some way. During my youth, we were members at the Summit Golf Club near Toronto, not far from our home in North York. I was going to school as a young boy, and every weekend we visited Summit and played golf.

			I remember the eighteenth hole at Summit was viewed by a gallery from the hill outside the clubhouse. Moms, dads, and families all looked down from a big hill where the clubhouse restaurant was located with an outdoor area for drinking, eating, and talking with friends as they spent hours watching players finish on the eighteenth. My mom always talked about how she was so proud of my “short game” chipping and putting. She would gather with her friends up there on the hill and watch as we came up the eighteenth toward the green. I was okay but not really that good. Not like my brother Bob. He seemed to be a “natural” and was already playing in the 70s while I was trying to break 100.

			We played a lot of golf during those pre-teen years, eventually moving to a town outside of Toronto called Pickering. Pickering Golf Club was a public course where I played a lot, and my brother played a lot more. Our new house was right across the road. At that time, Bob was really good and was starting to play in junior tournaments.

			When our family broke up with mom and dad divorcing, I went to Winnipeg with my mom while Bob stayed in Toronto. My mom and I joined the Winnipeg Canoe Club, where she had played golf as a young girl, then we joined Niakwa Country Club, and I resumed playing on weekends. I was also starting to play in my band, The Squires, and working weekends at the community clubs in town, playing dances, and eventually I sold my clubs to buy a better guitar.

			One summer, Bob visited Winnipeg from Toronto, and we talked a lot about what we were going to be doing with our lives. He wanted to be a pro golfer. He was really good and could easily take that on. I could see that.

			Bob suggested I stick with music, so eventually I went south to Hollywood with my friends and started a band, Buffalo Springfield, that was successful and got a recording contract. I was writing songs and started to make some money. About that time, I helped Bob get onto the pro-circuit in Canada, in Florida in the winter, and Australia, by sponsoring him. He was great, and it was a good feeling to be part of his success.

			Along the way, Bob had met a golfer named Moe Norman, who was quite an amazing player. They became friends and played often together, practicing daily hitting balls for hours at a private practice area down in Florida. Bob had discovered Florida early when our family went down there for winters, and my dad would write in a cabin on the beach we rented. Bob and I juggled schools and got used to moving. We never stopped.

			Bob and Moe played together for years; Moe’s way of playing was known to be exceptional by all the pros. He really knew how to hit the ball exactly where he wanted it to go.

			While I kept playing my guitar, Bob kept playing golf. He got to know Moe Norman as well or better than anyone on the planet. Once, Moe told Bob that hitting a shot was like creating music. There is a moment where you just visualize what you want to do and let it happen—not thinking, but there was a lot more to it than that. Bob learned Moe’s secrets while he shared his own with Moe.

			This book tells the story of Bob and Moe from Bob’s view. Bob was closer to Moe than anyone on the planet during those times. Moe was seen as being apparently mildly autistic and very unique in his life and habits. Bob’s closeness to him was unusual, unique. Moe Norman was a master of the game, and Bob spent more time with him than anyone for years and years. Bob shares his time with Moe and their golfing secrets in this book. If you love golf, you will find this quite fascinating.

			 

			—Neil Young





Foreword 

			by Barry Morrow

			People find their way to golf in any number of ways, and I was no exception. But baseball, back in 1960, was the love of my life, and all you needed then to participate in the national pastime was a glove, any old glove, and a cap on your head. With just that, I could walk out my front door and join a game in progress right there in the street.

			There were no public golf courses anywhere near where I lived, so for me, golf was something that dwelled only inside our TV console, when it was working. Even in black & white, seeing swash-buckling Arnie and his raucous army charging over hill and dale was captivating. But the idea of me actually playing the game remained an exotic, faraway notion, as remote as men walking on the moon. “One day, I’ll get some clubs and play golf,” I told myself.

			Time, they say, flies, and three decades later, I landed in Austin, Texas to stay with an old pal for my first golf lesson. In the intervening years, I had switched my dream of pitching in the majors to pitching movie ideas around Hollywood. I’d found success there, perhaps more than my due, creating character-based TV and film dramas about outsiders and underdogs. I was taking a well deserved break now to play golf.

			My host was no teacher, but he did live on a golf course and merely had to step across his patio to be on the 13th tee-box. I woke up early, eager to start the day, while my ersatz instructor slept in. And that’s when I spotted it lying there on his coffee table—that 1995 Golf Digest magazine with a snow-haired bear of a man on the cover, along with these words: “Moe Knows What Nobody Else Knows.”

			Moe Norman, I learned, was not only a golfer of extraordinary talent, but a truly odd and eccentric character, an outsider who marched to his own drumbeat. His friends, the piece said, called him the Rain Man of golf. Hooked now, I quickly consumed that article along with a bagel, then strode to the 13th tee-box, laying the magazine open on the ground so I could mimic Moe’s swing techniques from the photographs.

			How did I do? Not so good. I would need more than photos to find out what Moe knew about golf. Indeed, I’d have to see him in person, and on his home turf preferably, in Canada. Texas, meanwhile, woke up and came out to join me. “You’re fired,” I told him. “I got a new teacher.”

			Pursuing Moe became my obsession, and not just for the sake of prying open his golf secrets. The screenwriter in me had to know all about the man himself—how he dreamed and how he saw the world; what made him tick. Was he truly a gifted savant like the role Dustin Hoffman immortalized, but with golf clubs rather than card-counting or toothpicks? I’m certain of one thing—both were excellent drivers.

			Somehow, I pulled it all off. I interviewed Moe over the course of a week, then spent another year crafting a story and wrangling with studio lawyers over contracts and other details that aren’t important until they are. It was about then that I received an email, or maybe it was a letter in those days. In any case, it was from one Bob Young, who suggested we talk. About Moe.

			Mind you, I had written a forgettable TV movie earlier in my career featuring an adolescent Drew Barrymore and Robert (call me Bob) Young, the beloved star of the long-running TV series Father Knows Best. What on Earth, I wondered, might he have to offer about Moe?

			That deep, gravelly voice answering the phone sounded nothing like the actor I once knew, nor was it. Rather, it was the son of a legendary sports journalist, brother of a legendary rock-and-roller, and longtime pal of a legendary ball striker. It was that other Bob Young, former Canadian pro golfer, and he launched into a description of what he and Moe had been working on over the course of their friendship—not just the techniques or mechanics of golf, but something far more critical and elusive: the mind. He wanted to take me on a tour of Moe’s mind.

			I was no golfer, remember, so when Bob spoke of “seeing” the apex of the ball flight before it was struck, or “feeling” the flow of energy in the release, and other nuances of Moe’s “inner” game, I knew I was in over my head. “Bob,” I said. “You’re gonna have to show me.”

			Bob Young had spent untold hours over the years both playing with Moe and experimenting with him side-by-side on the driving range. Now it was my turn to learn. We got together, first in L.A., then in Toronto, for impromptu lessons, and we talked (I mostly listened) way more than we hit balls, for Bob was now introducing me to Moe’s inner process. To hear him tell it, Moe was forever trying to find ways to explain what was in his head. That is, reveal the mental side of golf. Being inherently shy, it didn’t come naturally to Moe, but this is where Bob’s encouragement and questioning came into play. Thus, Moe continued to grow, bouncing his ever-evolving ideas off of Bob, who recalls them so vividly in this, his uniquely personal account of those halcyon days, Mind Golf. Alas, that movie I mentioned didn’t get made—yet. Like golf, timing is always key, so I’ll keep working on it. I’m also producing a documentary film about Moe that will be, and I mean this, coming soon! I never became the golfer I hoped to be, but the real takeaway for me are the bonds formed in that pursuit, in this case with the many golf folks I so admired and learned from. So, don’t feel sorry for me, I won the Grand Slam. I count Bob Young and the late Moe Norman among my friends, and in this inspiring book, Mind Golf, they’ll become yours.

			 

			—Barry Morrow
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