
 



 

 

 

  

 



DISCLAIMER: We use the principles of the great game of golf to support our coaching. 

Why? Golf is played exactly the way the game of life should be played. Golf is played 

with rigorous honesty, and when there is an infraction, the golfer calls it on themselves. 

Our coaching demands playing life straight down the middle and flirting with the out of 

bounds lines is not permitted. Our coaching platform has been named, “The Country 

Club of Life” and will improve the lives of golfers and non-golfers alike if our students 

commit to doing the things most won’t.  

 

The Country Club of Life (here-in-after referred to as CC of Life) is a virtual life 

coaching and training system. It is holistic training bent on the development of the 

"Whole" person. The system is a Tried, Proven, and Custom-developed testing into our 

students' lives', Physically, Emotionally, Spiritually, Intellectually, Financially, and 

Socially. Our coaching techniques and methods are rooted in the belief in Intelligent 

Design. Why? With over 30 years of clinical observation, trial, and research, we have 

observed that determining "Whose" we are will be critical to eventually discovering 

"Who" we are – and accepting the limitations of our discovery. "Who" we are and being 

anything one makes their minds to be are typically the goals of most coaching techniques. 

Our research, trials, and findings strongly rebuke that approach. It is only through 

determining where we came from that we can determine where we're going. Only through 

the acceptance of our defects of character and limitations can we develop a successful 

focused, workable, and closely monitored game plan for our students. However, we do 

not reject and do not attempt to change the findings and opinions of contrarians. We 

operate solely from a position of attraction - not promotion or opposition. Experience has 

shown us many want what we offer, making it unnecessary to debate the pundits. 

  

CC of LIFE IS CURRENTLY IN THE PROTOTYPE STAGE and IS FOR 

INFORMATIONAL PURPOSES ONLY. DESIGN, FINAL EDITS, GRAPHICS, 

REFERENCES, RESEARCH and COMPLETE CONTENT ARE UNDER 

REVIEW. COPYRIGHTS and TRADEMARKS ARE ALSO IN PROGRESS.  

 

CC OF LIFE DOES NOT SUGGEST THAT THE SYSTEM WILL GUARANTEE 

SUCCESS.  WE CAN ONLY SUGGEST OUR STUDENTS SUBSCRIBE TO OUR 

MOTTO. " DO WHAT MOST WON'T – ENJOY WHAT MOST NEVER WILL" 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The following bio is a bit different from the norm; however, while it does not consist of 

the typical line items of achievements, every word of it is true and without 

embellishment. Following by the grace of God is the inspiration behind the development 

of “The Country Club of Life.” I hope you enjoy it and maybe find it a bit inspirational 

too. 

 

In His Service and yours, 

 
Course Developer  

wdcarlucci@billcarlucci.com 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 
  

TThhee  IInnssppiirraattiioonn  BBeehhiinndd    

TThhee  CCoouunnttrryy  CClluubb  ooff  LLiiffee  
  

 

If I were to be viewed by the world’s standards, I would fall into the category of 

"failure, "loser," and "unsophisticated," along with many other adjectives I've been 

labeled by some that would not be proper to list in this context. By the way, these labels 

put on me came from Christians in the community I was serving. I would later discover 

my biggest critic was an insecure pastor of a church where I had an office. I detected his 

incompetence from the get-go and saw he lived in fear of being found out.  I’m stating 

this since it will be critical to the conclusion of this bio. Then along the way, while 

attending a conference, I heard a speaker say, “God knew exactly the way your life would 

go before He ever created you.  Yet He created you anyway because He had a specific 

purpose for your life that when discovered would glorify Him,” being a simple guy that 

made sense to me. 

My round on this course of life began on March 26, 1953, in Stamford, Connecticut. 

My family lived in a three-family home owned by my aunt and uncle in the Italian 

section of town.  I use the word “home” since I didn’t realize until I was older how my 

father’s family didn’t have a lot.  My uncle had a garden behind the garage. Many meals 

were homemade. My father’s brothers and sisters all had roles in the family. One uncle 

was the painter, the other a carpenter, and my father took care of the plumbing and 

heating.  One sister made a lot of the family's clothes while his other sister spoiled 

us. She and my uncle both worked and as kids we all thought they were rich, they were 

just incredibly generous. 

When I was eleven, my parents bought a home whose backyard looked into a 

fairway of the town golf course. My father brought me to that golf course so I could 



begin caddying and earning money and where I would see baseball legend Jackie 

Robinson who lived in Stamford, come to play nine holes several afternoons each week 

during the summers. I began practically living at the course caddying and playing the 

game, it became a part of me and it seemed I had been given a God-given gift at it. 

By the time I was fifteen, I was shooting in the 70's most rounds yet I had no formal 

training. We “dug our games out of the dirt” as the expression goes. In June of that year, 

1968, an unknown touring pro by the name of Lee Trevino came to play the club. It was 

the Saturday before he would win his first of two United States Opens. I remember it was 

also the day of Robert Kennedy’s funeral. I along with others at the club came to know 

Lee and I would see him several times a year for the next six years.  He was a cool guy 

and I wanted to be just like him. It was off-the-chart exciting. 

That September, I entered my sophomore year of high school with my sights set on 

making the varsity golf team, which I would do. The next year I would be playing in the 

number one position as a junior and little did I know I was getting scouted by college golf 

coaches. That spring and summer I began getting letters and phone calls from college 

coaches making all kinds of offers and telling me about the exciting experiences I could 

have by attending their school like playing golf in Scotland. The coaches' calls had me so 

overwhelmed and afraid that I decided not to go to college. None of the coaches could 

believe my decision. I would learn years later that in my senior year I was one of the 

most recognized players in the state. In June 1971 I graduated high school and continued 

working around the golf environment. That summer would turn out to be incredibly 

exciting watching Lee win three national championships (The United States, British and 

Canadian Opens) in a span of twenty some odd days. He would go on to win his second 

of five Vardon Trophies1, be named Sports Illustrated Sportsman of the Year, the 

Associated Press Male Athlete of the Year along with many other awards. It is certainly 

one the greatest years in sport that launched him to the pinnacle of the game. 

I then began eating, sleeping and drinking the game to coin a phrase. Then that fall 

most of the guys I graduated high school with went off to college, my other buddies were 

still in high school and I was working at the golf course listening every day to a bunch of 

old guys talking about their aches and pains and dying. It was turning out to be anything 

but exciting, but I kept pressing on toward the goal of becoming a golf professional. I 

 
1 The Vardon Trophy is awarded by the PGA of America to the PGA Tour's leader in scoring 

average   



covered up my fear of not going to college by saying I wanted to be like Lee and make it 

the hard way.  

Also that fall, there was a Pro-Am event held at a country club in the area. My 

father’s friend was a member and got me the opportunity to caddie for Tony Manero the 

1936 U.S. Open champion two years in a row. While in his mid-sixty’s at the time, he 

still had plenty of game. Observing the likes of Trevino and Manero it was evident these 

guys had what is referred to in sport as "It", that difference that shapes a champion from 

all the rest. The inside knowledge of the game I learned from these two guys was 

unmatched. In fact teaching students over the years some of whom were members of 

prestigious country clubs with top teaching professionals told me they never shared such 

tips - and secrets to the swing with them. 

Hanging around this public course, in particular, made a kid grow up fast. I became 

introduced to various addictions such as gambling. There were guys at this place that 

would have bet on two ants crawling across a table. “To make it interesting” was the way 

they referred to it. Some of these guys could play too. Their games were comical, but 

they could play - especially for money. That was an art. Not only did you have to bring 

your game when you played them, but you also had to master how to get into their heads, 

and you needed eyes behind your head, cause they were going to cheat you every chance 

they got. 

 I had no idea how that decision would come back to haunt me. I quickly discovered 

as a result of turning pro at the ripe old age of 20, I was no Lee Trevino or Tony Manero 

for that matter, and I had begun that “rude awakening” I was often told I would someday 

get. 

In 1973 I went to work as an assistant golf professional at a club and began working 

through the process of obtaining a “Class A” P.G.A. Professional Golfer’s designation. I 

was disciplined and committed, and I applied what I was learning and I began developing 

“my game”, meaning I was learning how to manage a golf course and score 

competitively. To quote caddie extraordinaire Bagger Vance, “Inside each and every one 

of us is one true authentic swing... Somethin' we was born with... Somethin' that's ours 

and ours alone... Somethin' that can't be taught to ya or learned... Somethin' that’ in 

ya...”  It was a whole different world from amateur golf. I ran into guys who could dead 

play and were cutting a living working as club professionals. 



1974 would come to be a year that would impact the rest of my life. I became an 

assistant golf professional at a real top-shelf country club. One day while working at the 

club I became very dizzy and sweaty and became short of breath. It passed within a half-

hour or so and I attributed it to the heat. Approximately a month later I was eating dinner 

late one night and I experienced the same thing again. This time the symptoms were more 

violent. When my parents observed what was happening I told them this had happened at 

the club also and I asked them to take me to the emergency room. I was examined by a 

doctor who told me there was nothing wrong physically and I should see my family 

doctor and ask him to recommend a psychiatrist. I thought how strange!  I was a carefree 

twenty-one year-old guy with a dream job, why would I need to see a psychiatrist?  I 

learned I was experiencing panic attacks which, at the time were not considered to be in 

vogue. 

So I went to see my family doctor, who was a very nice and kind man. Trying to help 

me he experimented with tranquilizers and antidepressants. When I took these they 

spaced me out to where I felt I was living life out of body. Working in the summer heat 

and feeling so lethargic, the panic became more violent and disabling making it 

impossible to function. By the fall I had completely isolated and my family doctor who 

had tried his best referred me to a psychiatrist who began helping me almost immediately 

through self-hypnosis. That summer I had my final interaction with Trevino during the 

infamous carnage at the US Open at Winged Foot in Mamaroneck, New York? 

In 1975 three years into the process of earning a “Class A PGA" status, I was 

teaching at a club, and a young woman my age came to me for golf lessons, who I would 

end up marrying the following year. Up to this point, I was working morning to night 

March through October in the golf business. After seeing two of three head professionals 

I worked for divorce I made the decision the golf business was no profession for a 

married man.  So, I decided to leave my dream for a so-called “normal” life with a “real 

job” having no idea what I would do and no education to fall back on. I wound up in the 

financial services industry, thanks to a contact at one of the clubs where I had 

worked. Being a disciplined guy and a self-starter, I worked hard – real hard and began 

doing well very quickly. 

In 1978 I received my amateur status back, and in June 1979, I entered a 54-hole golf 

tournament in memory of former NBA Commissioner J. Walter Kennedy. Two months 

earlier my father had a second coronary episode and ended up in the intensive care unit. I 



was so afraid he was going to die that I dedicated the tournament to him. I so much 

wanted him to be proud of me. I birdied the first hole and never looked back. I was a 

wire-to-wire winner and set a scoring record that would not be broken until 1993 if 

memory serves me correctly. When I sank the winning putt, the only person I saw in the 

gallery was my father with a proud smile on his face. He looked like a little kid. The 

interesting thing was while I won the tournament with ease, hitting most fairways and 

greens and not touching one sand trap in 54 holes, I knew I gave everything I had 

emotionally to that one event.  How the tour players do it week in and week out is beyond 

my comprehension.  Jack Nicklaus’ winning 18 majors is just not human.  Trevino’s six 

majors are not human. The average golfer has no clue. 

Over the next few years, I competed here and there but mostly worked. In 1982 our 

first daughter was born and the plan was that my wife would be a stay at home mother. 

We bought a beautiful and affordable townhouse and things were going along great. In 

1984 I qualified for the Million Dollar Round Table2.  It seemed I had nowhere to go but 

up. 

In January 1985, my mother-in-law, who I loved dearly, was stricken with a 

malignant brain tumor which we learned would be fatal. After eight months of horror, she 

passed away. This experience would become a spiritual marker in my life. My mother-in-

law would talk before getting sick that she had a fear of death. While she was so sick I 

remember thinking just how God protects us because here she was going to die but she 

was never really aware of what was going on – or so we thought. 

1986 rolled around, and I got the urge to break away from the New York City 

financial services firm I was with and set out on my own. Having no idea how to begin 

my own business, I began by attending a workshop sponsored by the Service Corp of 

Retired Executives, S.C.O.R.E. A retired executive was assigned to me who began 

working with me by developing a business plan. Next, I would apply for an SBA loan3 

along with going out for private funding "from people who knew me and believed in me."  

In January 1987, I launched my own company with my business plan and my limited 

personal resources. My business plan had not funded and, I was behind the eight-ball so 

 
2 The Million Dollar Round Table (MDRT) is the Premier Association of Financial Professionals. 
3 SBA, Small Business Administration, participates in a number of loan programs designed for 

business owners who may have trouble qualifying for a traditional bank loan. MUCH caution must be 
used when applying. Few are actually given out and banks who are said to participate, rarely engage 
in active participation. 



to speak before I ever started but didn't know it. The icing on the cake would be the stock 

market crash and the Tax Reform Act kicking in. 

1988 was an exciting year which would prove bittersweet. We did get some funding, 

but we were well behind plan. I hired a woman part-time who had been in marketing 

before having children who knew what she was doing. She caught my vision and put the 

company on the map. In December, we had our second daughter. I have been blessed 

with two amazing daughters who I love more than words can explain. The following year 

the company remained on life support and by the end of 1990, it all turned into an 

absolute nightmare. 

In January 1991, key backers moved in over-powering me and pulled the plug. I 

would later learn a few of them had ulterior motives for their behavior. Little did I know, 

this incredibly painful experience would later become the inspiration for The Country 

Club of Life.  I would discover a burden for disadvantaged youth, to help them to not go 

through what I did. I would discover I didn’t have to come from “The Hood” to relate to 

these kids. I just needed to find the courage to take a searching, fearless and, rigorously 

honest journey into the ghetto I had been living in on the inside. God had to have been 

with me; normally I would have run at this point. What man intended for evil, God would 

use for good. In life, we learn through wisdom or crisis, and wisdom is much more 

enjoyable. Trust me on this since I’ve tried them both. 

My clouded judgment hurt family and friends “who believed in me.”  I was labeled 

"The Culprit," and I have been paying for it dearly to this day. My attorney would later 

come to learn through his investigator that two of my partners who were highly visible in 

local politics and civil service were involved in questionable dealings apart from me. By 

putting the heat and focus on me would keep it off them and their other involvements. 

This period dark as it would prove to be would be life-changing when I entered 

Alcoholics Anonymous. I was drinking heavily due to the pressure I created myself. A 

few years earlier I had read how Lee Iacocca also drank heavily before being fired by 

Ford. The insanity of the disease of alcoholism led me to believe drinking heavily to ease 

the stress was normal, and I was actually on a success path. Known as "AA" by us 

insiders showed me quickly the insanity behind my thinking. The AA training along with 

the precious grace of God taught in a way the church doesn’t get, has allowed me to 

remain alcohol-free ever since. 



AA stressed my human powerlessness and living a life of "rigorous" honesty while 

taking complete ownership of my life and having strict accountability with another 

recovering person, which the AA movement refers to as a "sponsor."  I had no problem 

hearing about God during meetings. My parents raised me in the church, and up to the 

age of fifteen, I was seriously considering becoming a priest before I dove into golf with 

everything I had. 

This year was also significant for another reason. My wife was a brownie co-Leader 

with another mother. Somewhere along the line, my wife mentioned to this woman her 

desire to try a church outside of Catholicism. This woman invited us to the church her 

family attended, and we found a new home. When I saw a married man with a family 

pastoring this church, my desire for a ministry life came back like it never left. 

In my early days in AA, I adhered to the simple advice given to all newcomers, 

"Don't drink and go to meetings." Days rolled into months and months into years. The 

miracles I witnessed in others, along with the newfound freedom I was beginning to 

experience was all the proof I needed to know that this new “Way“4 of life wasn't coming 

from me. I was well convinced of what I was capable of being the boss of my life. 

 Upon learning of the amends process AA teaches, I remember asking God that if it 

were His will, I might someday make financial amends to those my poor business 

judgment hurt in a way that would be unmistakable that only God could be doing it. I'm 

hoping and praying The Country Club of Life will be what God will use to fulfill the 

“desires of my heart.”5 

In 1996 while acting as a consultant for a small financial firm, I became the director 

of a men's parachurch6 ministry by the name of United for Christ. UFC used sports as an 

entry point to un-churched men and youth, which I felt was within my wheelhouse due to 

my golf background. I would go on to spend the next eighteen years in that position. 

During my early days in ministry, a clergy friend gave me an audiotape program on 

the Twelve Steps of recovery, along with various scripture verses used as references with 

each step.  In one of the recordings the speaker referred to life as a round of golf and the 

steps as the clubs used to play “the game of life.”  Then I learned author M. Scott Peck 

 
4  Refers to the words of Christ, “I am the Way, the Truth, and the Life.” 
5 “Take delight in the LORD, and he will give you the desires of your heart.” Psalm 37:4 
6 Parachurch: faith-based organizations that work outside of and across denominational and cultural 

lines to engage in social welfare and evangelism, usually independent of church oversight. These 
bodies can be businesses, non-profit corporations, or private associations. 



called it, “The greatest event of the twentieth century…The founding of Alcoholics 

Anonymous and the creation of the Twelve Steps” to managing life, and management 

consulting guru Peter Drucker was said to have made the statement in his later years that 

“The Twelve Steps were the ideal management consulting and personal coaching 

platform for success and joy in life.”  I thought “WOW” can I get some “yardage” out of 

this.  

Today, the Twelve Steps and along with two of their “Promises7, make up our 

fourteen-club bag for playing the game of life that can be used by anyone, golfer and 

non-golfer alike.  Practiced and applied daily, they will develop spiritual reflexes taking 

the thinking out of life.  They free people to really live, “respond to” versus “react to” the 

errant shots life sends our way.  They help us find the swing “We was born 

with.” Having found "The Swing I was Born With" and observing the unifying potential 

the game of golf offers, along with the life principles the game teaches, our team then 

changed the ministry's name to Game of Life Foundation positioning ourselves under the 

acronym G.O.L.F. 

Being an introverted person, I sought refuge in my inner world and began writing life 

and golf tips with biblical references. Next, I began sending these tips by e-mail to our 

distribution list. Due to the reach of the internet, the tips quickly began traveling the 

country. I began receiving testimonials weekly from golfers and non-golfers alike, telling 

me how blessed they were by the messages in the tips and the impact they were having 

on their lives. 

Then a testimonial came from Hong Kong telling me about a men’s golf fellowship 

that was launched by the name of “Mulligans."  Their mission was to "OB" their existing 

lives and tee up a new life following the teachings of Christ in part through the use of the 

tips. I was the furthest thing from a writer, so I knew these tips were without question 

coming from that “Power” outside myself. The newfound wisdom I was gaining in AA 

was due to the rigorous honesty I was learning through sharing my personal experience, 

strength, and hope to benefit others.  

Once again, I was only doing what I heard at meetings, “You can’t keep it if you 

don’t give it away.” I would often receive inquiries as to where I was getting the tips 

since the people who knew me didn't believe I was writing them. As the “Spirit of 

 
7 Along with the Twelve Steps, AA adopted Twelve Traditions and Twelve Promises. 



Truth”8 continued creating depth and freedom in me it led me to a relationship with the 

"Person" of Jesus Christ.  Few knew my name.  I had become a ghostwriter known as 

“The Golf Guy,” who was using the game God put in his hands to fulfill the purpose of 

my life and sharing God’s word through it. One of my favorite bible verses is Psalm 

84:10, “I would rather be a doorkeeper in the house of God than live ‘the good life’ 

deceived by sin.” [Paraphrased] 

Struggles were beginning to turn into blessings. I was surprisingly coming to 

understand the value of the struggle. God was clearly doing for me - and my family what 

we couldn't do for ourselves. Then on Sunday morning, October 15, 2000, life would deal 

a low blow. My younger brother Danny died suddenly. He was only 44 and had 

everything to live for. I remember initially thinking, "what a waste." Then I caught 

myself and realized God doesn't waste life. God creates every life for His glory. Then a 

clergy friend told me if Danny had a chance to come back to this life, he never would 

after experiencing life in the presence of God. 

My brother was a gifted musician and a hell of a golfer himself. The day he died, I 

received a call that evening from his friend Teddy after he heard the news. I asked Teddy 

if he would eulogize Danny and it would be important for Danny's children to hear 

Danny was in heaven. Teddy would knock the eulogy out of the park. He said, "Some 

people may be wondering how God views a life that ended as Danny's did. Here's what 

Jesus says about it." Teddy went on to quote John 10:27-29. "My sheep recognize my 

voice; I know them, and they follow me. I give them eternal life, and they will NEVER 

perish. No one will snatch them away from me, for my Father had given them to me, and 

he is more powerful than anyone else. So no one can take them from me." When the 

funeral was over, Teddy gave me the eulogy which I carry in my bible. 

Shortly afterward, I was out for dinner with my brother's two sons. His older son said 

to me, "Uncle Bill, the thing that will keep me going is to know I will see my dad again." 

Think about that! During my ministry travels over twenty years, I’ve met countless 

people young and old that would reassure themselves how their parent(s) was/were in 

heaven or was going to heaven. It was obvious the importance that assurance meant to 

them. I’ve heard it said the two greatest evangelists are not the names you might think but 

are Terminal Illness and Death. While there are no atheists in foxholes, there are also few 

atheists in the beds of those who will not see today to its end. 

 
8 Spirit of Truth: a term used to refer to the Holy Spirit.    



In early 2003 I began seminary studies at the recommendation of a friend and 

mentor, Reverend John Guest. It was an honor yet perplexing why a guy like John, a 

highly respected theologian and international speaker and teacher, would make that 

recommendation to me. When I asked why he told me my writings were profound and 

people need to hear them. Inside I was hearing, “Is he talking to me?”  

As I continued facing more and more about myself and went over clinical 

observations I was making during these studies, God opened up my heart to a very 

practical theology which today has become the basis of The Country Club of Life. It's 

about identifying and "KNOWING" the strongholds/dependencies/temporal substances 

we use to fill the God-shaped void that exists in every human being.  Those members 

who take advantage of “The KNOW Sin Zone” Training Facility at the club, understand 

that the saying, “We are our own worst enemy.” Think about it. What happened in the 

garden? Satan tricked us handing us over to the bondage of self-will under the guise of 

our independence. The problem with that was independence wasn’t God’s design for us. 

Members become aware of their double-minded Jeykl and Hyde natures along with 

identifying and coming to “KNOW” those strongholds/dependencies/temporal substances 

(swing flaws for us golfers) and if I may whisper the word “Sin” that are plaguing them 

from “Finding Their Life Games” to the degree that top champions do. 

Early 2007 I had completed seminary studies and another of my spiritual mentors 

offered to ordain me. Two weeks before being ordained in an African-American church 

by Bishop Derek Calhoun, my mother died very suddenly. In November my father who 

was battling Parkinson's disease for several years also passed away. My parents were 

both over eighty and I, of course, miss them but was most sad was they wouldn't get to 

see their first great-grandchild.  

In April of 2008 we received the gift of my precious grandson Jack being born. After 

having two daughters I was psyched. He and I spend loads of time together and are real 

buddies. He is such a precious gift to me. Just weeks after the birth of our grandson, my 

wife of thirty-two years told me she was going to separate from me and in July 2009 she 

was granted a divorce. In keeping with rigorous honesty, our marriage was a powder keg 

just about the entire time. For the record, I knew I was making a mistake before the 

wedding, but my gambling nature kicked in figuring, I could beat the odds. The “rude 

awakening” continues! Since then, I have been blessed by my Violet Christine (my little 

“Snoogs”) and Michael (my smiley “Mikey”).  



During the next couple of years, as the smoke cleared, it became evident this was 

something she had been planning for quite some time. She made up quite a story and tied 

her charges back to my behavior of twenty years before. As Michael Corleone (Al Pacino 

said of Tessio’s betrayal in Godfather I), “It was the smart move.” It was a very slick 

maneuver of “Double Jeopardy.”9  In rehab, I learned I was my family’s scapegoat, and 

I’m automatically the “culprit” when something happens. That’s something I am 

powerless over yet understand due to the blessing of wisdom and acceptance I have 

gained. 

I was powerless and God was faithful. God kept me mindful of what I was capable of 

running my life. Just about every day for the first couple of years I watched the movie on 

the life of Pope John Paul II starring Jon Voight. I needed a visible grasp of his faith and 

depth of prayer. I needed something tangible to emulate. While the struggle went on for 

several years, God was faithful and gave me the strength to press on. It was just as AA 

promises, "God was doing for me what I couldn't do for myself."  I did an honest 

inventory journaling constantly. Which when coupled with the writings I had already 

done over many years, it provided valuable additional content for "The Country Club of 

Life. 

What makes The Country Club of Life Life Coaching and Training System different 

from the others? Our extensive research and hands-on development over twenty years we 

KNOW that in this "Have it all NOW” – “Do anything you make up your mind to do" 

world before a person can discover "Who" they are, they must first discover "Whose" 

they are - and accept it. Without acceptance, they will spend the rest of their lives looking 

for fulfillment while wallowing in “The KNOW Sin Zone” as we call it in frustration, and 

possibly discouraged along with the rest of the also-rans. 

 Just like shaping the golf swing “you was born with,” what you discover in “The 

‘KNOW’ Sin Zone” may set you back a bit, but when it clicks you will rise to a whole 

new level of play in both games. Our members play life in golf terms, “AS IT LIES.“  In 

other words, “WE PLAY LIFE ON LIFE’S TERMS.”  The wins humble us, and we own 

the losses. We own the losses more since we learn how to win as a result of them.  A 

saying you will hear around the club is, “In The Burnin – Comes The Learnin.”  NO 

 
9 Double jeopardy is a procedural defense that prevents an accused person from being tried again 

on the same (or similar) charges and on the same facts, following a valid acquittal or conviction. 



BLAMING ALLOWED!  It is literally the oldest trick in the book – Read Genesis 3 and 

see for yourself. 

To say my life began to miraculously change even though I was going through the 

most difficult challenges of my life would not be honest.  I had to earn it.  I kept not 

drinking and going to meetings. I went to regular bible studies. I got real accountable and 

life slowly began to change in large part because I began to change. At thirty-seven years 

old I began to discover "the rhythm of the game of life" to paraphrase Bagger Vance. 

Over many years now, I have continued this lifestyle and, today I have been blessed with 

an unexplainable joy. 

No matter where your life has taken you, who you have hurt or who has hurt you, in 

particular, the church and its people, PLEASE, PLEASE, PLEASE DON'T TURN 

YOUR BACK ON JESUS CHRIST. The church and its people are known for shooting 

its wounded.  

Jesus did nothing to you - Just for you. If anyone could have made a case for turning 

his back, it was me, yet I can say with Christ as my judge, I have never looked elsewhere 

which was by His Amazing Grace - Period. Want to turn your back on religion or a 

particular denomination - Go For It! PLEASE DONT TURN YOUR BACK ON 

CHRIST. Look into the arms of your brother whose blood you share and let him embrace 

you with his outstretched arms. In the Precious Name of Christ, I Ask This For and Of 

You. Amen!  

In the words of a truly great philosopher Blaise Pascal, "Belief is a wise wager. 

Granted that faith cannot be proved, so what harm will come to you if you gamble on its 

truth and, it proves false? If you gain, you gain all; if you lose, you lose nothing. Wager, 

then, without hesitation, that God exists. 

In keeping with the club's motto, "If I Do What Most Won't – I Will Enjoy What 

Most Never Will." The Country Club of Life is to developed champions in life.  It 

requires an immovable commitment to using one's God-given gifts for the benefit of 

others.  There are no short cuts.  Half measures will prove nil unless a person is willing 

to make an immovable commitment. 

In the words of the late Archbishop Fulton Sheen, "There is no greater tragedy in life 

than wasted pain." While I have stored up few worldly treasures, I have a dream that 

when I walk up the final fairway of this round of life into the arms of my Creator, I will 

hear the words, “Well Done, Good and Faithful Servant. You may have been a 



ghostwriter - a doorkeeper in my house whose name few knew, but you served my 

purpose and developed the gifts I gave you for My glory.” 

In closing, I want to share the following poem I heard at a benefit golf outing I 

coordinated some years ago.  Our keynote speaker was former New York Yankee second 

baseman Bobby Richardson.  He told the crowd that it was this poem that brought 

Mickey Mantle to faith just days before Mickey died.  

 

God’s Hall of Fame 

“Your name may not appear down here in this world’s hall of fame. 

In fact, you may be so unknown that no one knows your name. 

The trophies, the honors, the flashbulbs here may pass you by, 

And the neon lights of blue. 

But if you love and serve the Lord, then I have news for you. 

This Hall of Fame is only good as long as time shall be. 

But keep in mind God’s Hall of Fame is for eternity. 

This crowd on earth they soon forget the heroes of the past. 

They cheer like mad until you fall, and that’s how long you last. 

But in God’s Hall of Fame, 

By just believing in His Son, inscribed, you’ll find your name. 

I tell you, friend, I wouldn't trade my name no matter how small, 

That’s written there beyond the stars in that celestial hall. 

For every famous name on Earth or glory that they share, 

I’d rather be an unknown here and have my name up there.” 

 

 There but For the Grace of God Go I. Amen! 

 

 

 



 


