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DepICATION

To my amazing Son, Eric. Your journey on and off the
golf course has been inspirational, and | feel blessed to
have shared it with you. This one’s for you, my baby.

To my husband, proofreader, and fact-checker, whose
love of golf inspired another generation.

To my amazing illustrator, Sandy Vazan, whom | am
thrilled to have with me again on this new journey.

To my dear cousin Paul Hope, who is golfing with the
angels. The story is finally ready to be told, and I’'m
sending it up to you.

To my beautiful family and friends who have encouraged
and supported me on my writing journey, thank you from
the bottom of my heart.

And . ..

To kids who struggle with reading. Don’t judge a book by
its thickness. It may hold the key to a most unexpected
adventure. Never give up; your story is out there.



“lt was an exceptional day
when ye walked through the
gate, laddie. It has been an
honour and a privilege to get
to know ye, and | look forward
to many more adventures with
ye and Daddy.” He paused for
a moment, having forgotten to
tell us something important.
“Ye must look for the signs in
the spring,” he said, looking at
both of us. “They will let ye
know when it is time to visit us

again.”

G?TA IN Hook

“Change is hard sometimes,
bud, and it’s hard to say
goodbye. The good news is
that it won’t be long before
you see them again. Do you
remember what the captain said
about the five driving ranges?
I'm sure Old Tom, Mulligan,
and the captain will be there
with you on every one. In the
meantime, carry them every
day in your heart, and they will

never leave you.”
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“This is not really goodbye,
young laddie. It is merely a
farewell until your next visit.
School is important, and you do
love your hockey, so you must
finish what you started. There
is plenty of time for golf, and
| know it will be a part of your

life for a long time.”
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Cuarrer. ONE
A Golf Journey
X

Any chance to get a break from school was a good one.
| looked forward to every PD day on the school calendar,
and this one in particular. While the teachers were
profes-sionally developing, | had something much more
exciting planned.

Anyone who knows me is also aware that | have never
been a fan of school, apart from recess and gym class.
Being stuck inside a classroom, forced to concentrate on
schoolwork, was painful and boring! All | could think
about while the teacher was talking was how much longer
it would be until the lesson was over. My teachers
had been kind enough, though, and if | were lucky, | would
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get one who understood how boys learned best. If
learning wasn’t engaging or fun, then what was the
point? The same was true for reading.

The only time | had enjoyed reading a book was in
grade one. My teacher had been great at finding
stories that made sense to me and that | could relate
to. The books were not too thick, and the stories were
just long enough to keep me interested. Things had
started to change in grade two, and they continued to
go downhill from there. We started making more freauent
trips to the library—the first problem! The books started
getting thicker, and they ended up finding a permanent
home in my backpack. From that point forward, | read
because | had to, not because | wanted to. Reading
became as unenjoyable as homework. And don’t get me
started on homework! | remember my poor mom going
through every library and bookstore trying to find
something that interested me. She had even con-sidered
writing a book for me about something | love. Little did
she know, there would be a lot to write about in the
coming years. Anyway, let’s not ruin a perfectly good day
by talking about school.

“Are you ready, my baby?” a voice called from the
kitchen. “Dad asked me to get you there early enough
to warm up. | don’t want you to be late.” In case you
haven’t figured it out, that’s my mom. She’s one of my
biggest fans. “Dad left you a note,” she continued. “It
says that he will join you right after his meeting and that
you shouldn’t worry. He’ll be there in plenty of time.”

“Thanks, Mom,” | responded, wondering if she remem-
bered that | was fourteen years old and about to start
high school. “I'm going to check my gear, and then Il
meet you at the car.”



THE MAGIC OF GOLF AT HOOK'S HIDEAWAY— ERIC’'S STORY

My golf bag and golf shoes always sat beside Dad’s gear
in the garage. As | reached over to grab my things, I
noticed something carefully tucked away on the other side
of Dad’s golf bag: my first driver and my first pair of golf
shoes! As | looked at them, | realized that they seemed
very small now. | was surprised that Dad had kept
them after all this time.

“We have to go, Eric,” Mom reminded me. Refocusing
my attention on the task at hand, | checked every pocket
of my golf bag to make sure that nothing was missing.
Next, | counted my clubs to make sure that | had what
| needed to play. With nothing left to check, | loaded
everything into the car, and we headed to the golf course.

| couldn’t have asked for a better day for my first
round of golf on a full-length course. The Hook’s
Hideaway Junior Invitational was taking place at a
beautiful old golf course near Hook’s Hideaway, an
extraordinary driving range where my incredible golf
journey had begun. | had travelled these roads with
Dad many times since. Every summer, a new driving
range had revealed itself, teach-ing me more about the
game and myself. They challenged my skills in uniaue
ways, in the most unexpected places. Everything |
experienced during that time had prepared me in some way
for today.

Mom wasn’t as familiar with the drive as | was, so
| explained how things would begin to change. When we
passed the cows and horses in the farmers’ fields, | told
her it was a sign that we were getting close to Hook’s
Hideaway. We headed in the direction of the driving
range, keeping an eye out for any tournament signs.

When we finally arrived, the beautiful old golf course
was already getting busy. Young golfers, with their bags
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over their shoulders, said their goodbyes and went to
check in. Mom pulled up to the entrance and got out of
the car while | collected my gear. Giving me a kiss when
no one was looking, she wished me luck. “You’ve got
this,” she said, encouragingly. “You know this course,
so don't be nervous. You are an excellent golfer.”
Mom’s words of support were comforting, but no match
for the first tee jitters. Mom added that she would not
be able to stay, but | knew that (as soon as | was out
of sight) she would park the car and watch me play from
a distance, silently cheering me on.

| had been here before—not as a golfer, but as a student
of golf. | knew my way to the clubhouse and went there
to sign in. Standing behind the counter was a dear old
friend. The captain came around to greet me with his
usual delight. | was no longer the “wee laddie” whom he
had met for the first time years ago, and | was a much
better golfer now.

“Ye have time before ye tee off, laddie,” he said.
“Why don’t ye warm up?” The captain and Mulligan had
always encouraged my dream of becoming a professional
golfer and reminded me often how important it was to
practice.

“And P’ll take your bag,” came a familiar voice from
behind me. Recognizing the voice, | turned around to see
another old friend: Mulligan, the caddie of champions! In
addition to being my friends, both he and the captain had
become important role models and mentors as | learned
about golf and life. Only one person was missing. | won-
dered if Old Tom would make an appearance. What | had
learned over the years was that Hook’s Hideaway made
anything possible!

Now on the range, | pulled out the clubs | wanted to
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THE MAGIC OF GOLF AT HOOK’S HIDEAWAY— ERIC’S STORY

practice with, and Mulligan placed a bucket of balls
beside me. As | gripped my driver, the sound of a tractor
collecting golf balls brought back memories of my first
visit to Hook’s Hideaway. It was there, on the driving
range, that Dad had taught me how to hit my driver, my
7-iron, and my putter. It was also where | developed a
love for the game, and the rest, as they say, is history!
Thanks to Dad, who loves to recount our adventures over
and over again, these special memories will never leave
me.

It was getting close to my tee time, and Dad still
hadn’t arrived. There were three groups ahead of me, and
Mulligan, sensing my worry, assured me that there was
still time. Dad joined us a few minutes later on the
range.

“How are you feeling, bud?” he asked. | told him that
| was a little nervous. He reminded me of the time when
Mulligan and | had watched three different golfers on the
range, that first summer at Hook’s Hideaway. | had
learned about nerves. “Even professionals get nervous,”
he’d said. “The key is not to let it overtake you.”

“Don’t worry about what anyone thinks about how you
play. It’s you against the course.” That was a little of
Dad’s wisdom. “When your mind gets filled with doubt,
look around at this beautiful course and recognize how it
makes you feel.” The golf course was Dad’s happy place.
“Remember your passion for the game and the incredible
adventures that brought you to this point.” Pausing for a
moment, he then said, “l think they called your name. It’s
time to go.”

It was a short walk from the range to the first tee.
Dad and Mulligan waited with me. “Daddy,” Mulligan
said, looking at him (he always called my father “Daddy”),
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“did they tell you that Eric could have a caddie today?”
Dad looked surprised. It was the first time he had heard
about the ruling. Smiling at him, Mulligan continued.
“Would you like to do the honours then?” There was only
one other time that | had seen Dad get that excited.
Luckily, he always carried an extra pair of golf shoes in
his car and practically ran to get them.

A few minutes later, Dad stood with me as | waited
to tee off, giving me a few last-minute pointers. “You
know what to do, bud,” he said. “Just play your game.”

| walked up to the tee box and placed my ball on
the tee. A small crowd of spectators had gathered, but
strangely, | wasn’t nervous. Dad watched with pride as |
took a couple of practice swings before addressing the ball.

At that exact moment (my dad told me later), an old
memory had come flooding back to him. It was the memory
of the day he had surprised me with my first driver
and discovered that | wanted to play golf with him. It
was also on that day, just after my sixth birthday, that
this newfound passion would lead us to a magical place
that would teach me about the game in the most
fantastical ways. It’s a story that’s worth retelling, and
if you have the time, | would love to share it with you
now. But we have to go back to the beginning, back eight
years . . . to the day where it all began.





