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18 Holes in His Mind
fo-i- b8y 18 3R

Major James Nesmeth had a dream of improving his golf
game — and he developed a unique method of achieving his goal.
Until he devised this method, he was just an average weekend
golfer, shooting in mid-to low-nineties. Then, for seven years, he
completely quit the game. Never touched a club. Never set foot on
a fairway.

Ironically, it was during this seven-year break from the game
that Major Nesmeth came up with his amazingly effective technique
for improving his game a technique we can all leam from. In
fact, the first time he set foot on a golf course after his hiatus from
the game, he shot an astonishing 74! He had cut 20 strokes off his
average without having swung a golf club in seven years!
Unbelievable. Not only that, but his physical condition had actually
deteriorated during those seven years.

What was Major Nesmeth’s secret? Visualization. You see,
Major Nesmeth had spent those seven years as a prisoner of war in
North Vietnam. During those seven years, he was imprisoned in a
cage that was approximately four and one-half feet high and five
feet long.

During almost the entire time he was imprisoned, he saw no
one, talked to no one and experienced no physical activity. During
the first few months he did virtually nothing but hope and pray for
his release. Then he realized he had to find some way to occupy his
mind or he would lose his sanity and probably his life. That’s when
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he learned to visualize.

In his mind, he selected his favorite golf course and started
playing golf. Every day, he played a full 18 holes at the imaginary
country club of his dreams. He experienced everything to the last
detail. He saw himself dressed in his golfing clothes. He smelled the
fragrance of the trees and the freshly trimmed grass. He
experienced different weather conditions — windy spring days,
overcast winter days, and sunny summer mornings. In his
imagination, every detail of the trees, the individual blade of grass,
the singing birds, the scampering squirrels and the lay of the course
became totally real.

He felt the grip of the club in his hands. He instructed himself
as he practiced smoothing out his down-swing and the follow-
through on his shot. Then he watched the ball arc down the exact
center of the fairway, bounce a couple of times and roll to the
exact spot he had selected, all in his mind.

In the real world. he was in no hurry. He had no place to go.
So in his mind he took every step on his way to the ball, just as if he
were physically on the course. It took him just as long in imaginary
time to play 18 holes as it would have taken in reality. Not a detail
was omitted. Not once did he ever miss a shot, never a hook or a
slice, never a missed putt.

Seven days a week. Four hours a day. Eighteen holes. Seven
years. Twenty strokes off. Shot a 74.
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The promise was a long time keeping. But then, so was the
dream.

In the early 1950s in a small Southern California town, a little
girl hefted yet another load of books onto the tiny library’s counter.

The girl was a reader. Her parents had books all over their
home, but not always the ones she wanted. So she’d make her
weekly trek to the yellow library with the brown trim, the little
one-room building where the children’s library actually was just a
nook. Frequently, she ventured out of that nook in search of heftier
fare.

As the white-haired librarian hand-stamped the due dates in the
ten-year-old’s choices, the little girl looked longingly at “The New
Book” prominently displayed on the counter. She marveled again at
the wonder of writing a book and having it honored like that, right
there for the world to see.

That particular day, she confessed her goal.

“When | grow up,” she said, “I’'m going to be a writer. I'm
going to write books. ”

The librarian looked up from her stamping and smiled, not with
the condescension so many children receive, but with
encouragement.

“When you do write that book, ” she replied, “bring it into our
library and we’ll put it on display. right here on the counter. ”

The little girl promised she would.
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As she grew, so did her dream. She got her first job in ninth
grade, writing brief personality profiles, which eamed her
$ 1. 50 each from the local newspaper. The money palled in
comparison with the magic of seeing her words on paper.

A book was a long way off.

She married and started a family, but the itch to write burned
deep. She got a part-time job covering school news at a weekly
newspaper. It kept her brain busy as she balanced babies.

But no book.

She went to work full time for a major daily. Even tried her
hand at magazines.

~ Still no book.

Finally, she believed she had something to say and started a
book. She sent it off to two publishers and was rejected. She put it
away, sadly. Several years later, the old dream increased in
persistence. She got an agent and wrote another book. She pulled
the other out of hiding, and soon both were sold.

But the world of book publishing moved slower than that of
daily newspapers, and she waited two long years. The day the box
arrived on her doorstep with its free author’s copies, she ripped it
open. Then she cried. She’d waited so long to hold her dream in
her hands.

Then she remembered that librarian’s invitation, and her
promise.

Of course, that partlcular librarian had died long ago., and the
little library had been razed to make way for a larger incarnation.

The woman called and got the name of the head librarian. She
wrote a letter, telling her how much her predecessor’s words had
meant to the girl. She’d be in town for her thirtieth high school

reunion, she wrote, and could she please bring her two books by
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and give them to the library? It would mean so much to that ten-
year-old girl, and seemed a way of honoring all the librarians who
had ever encouraged a child.

The librarian called and said, “Come.” So she did, clutching a
copy of each book.

She found the big new library right across the street from her
old high school; just opposite the room where she’d struggled
through algebra, mourning the necessity of a subject that writers
would surely never use, and nearly on top of the spot where her old
house once stood, the neighbourhood was demolished for a civic
«center and this looming library.

Inside, the librarian welcomed her warmly. She introduced a
reporter from the local newspaper — a descendant of the paper
she’d begged a chance to write for long ago.

Then she presented her books to the librarian, who placed
them on the counter with a sign of explanation. Tears rolled down
the woman'’s cheeks.

Then she hugged the librarian and left, pausing for a picture
outside, which proved that dreams can come true and promises can
be kept, even if it took thirty-eight years.

The ten-year-old girl and the writer she’d become posed by the
library sign, right next to the reader board, which said:

WELCOME BACK, '

JANN MITCHELL.
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