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The dream, as Koepka suggested, 
is that one day we can connect 
the two.

A variety of approaches
I didn’t grow up playing golf, 
though my father would regu-
larly watch tournaments on tele-
vision on Sunday afternoons. 
When I really took an interest in 
learning more about the sport, 
and I started to play decades 
later, I was hooked. Then, when I 
had three sons, I thought it 
would be cool if they were 
hooked, too. But I was at a loss 
as to how to make that happen.

First, it should go without 
saying, but I’ll say it anyway: Ev-
ery child is different. Some chil-
dren are handed a cutdown club 
and a ball and that is literally all 
it takes. But other children bene-
fit from more encouragement. 

I
 NEVER THOUGHT I’d have
something in common with
Brooks Koepka, but here we
are.

Koepka is a famous, tal-
ented professional golfer
and, well, I am not. We are
both parents, though, and he

recently said something out loud 
that I have always thought. 

During an interview before 
the 2026 Cognizant Classic, 
played in Palm Beach Gardens, 
Fla., Koepka said his son had re-
cently upgraded from a set of 
plastic clubs to a set that was 
much more substantial, includ-
ing a real iron. “He kind of hit it 
and it went quite a bit farther 
and his reaction was quite cool,” 
said Koepka. “It was awesome to 
see as a dad. I mean, secretly, I 
want him to play golf and enjoy 

it, so we can go do it as a family. 
He’s taken to it…. It’s so much 
fun just getting to see him 
evolve and grow.”

He slipped it in there, that 
word, “secretly,” and that is how 
many of us feel as golf-loving 
parents. We don’t want to push 
our children into golf; we are 
aware that children don’t like 
something just because their 
parents do—in fact, they may 
dislike something precisely be-
cause we love it. But we secretly 
dream about bonding while 
walking the fairways. We want 
to geek out with them about 
gear, and we look forward to 
having them filling in our four-
somes.

There are so many of us out
there—parents obsessed with 
both golf and our children. We 
enjoy the sport, and we love 
spending time with our children. 
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director of golf at Desert Moun-
tain Club in Scottsdale, Ariz., if 
he had ever wanted to tell golf-
ers they might benefit by start-
ing a little closer to the hole. It 
had to be awkward—essentially 
pointing out that they aren’t as 
good as they used to be, or as 
they might think they are.

He said that at a previous 
club, he had done just that, 
pointing out to a group of older 
members a newly installed  set 
of forward tees.

“I asked them if they would 
try them,” says Fisher. “Just try 
them.” Fisher says he didn’t 
want to rile them by suggesting 
it was better for them, more re-
flective of their ability. So, he 
says, “I told them it was a pace-
of-play experiment, and every-
body was going to play from 
those tees that day.”

Fisher says the group played
30 minutes faster, and got lower 
scores. They loved it—and never 
went back to their old tees.

“They didn’t want to hear that
they were getting older,” he says. 
“They didn’t want to hear how 
much fun they were going to 
have, because they were opposed 
to the idea, as we all are, of ag-
ing and limitations.” 

Fisher likens it to taking the
driver’s license away from a par-
ent. 

“How do you say that without
saying what we need to say? 
They were playing faster and 
scoring better. We just had to 
get them to try it,” he says.

I know exactly how they felt.
Fortified by wisdom and per-
spective, if not extra distance 
from my driver, I’m more eager 
to tee it up now than I’ve been 
in 20 years. My rapidly thinning, 
gradually graying hair tells me 
that I’m not the man I was two 
decades ago. But you would 
never know it by my newfound 
enthusiasm for the game.

See you at the senior tees.

Joe Passov is a writer in 
Scottsdale, Ariz. He can be 
reached at reports@wsj.com.

So I rebelled. I swal-
lowed my pride and
announced to my play-
ing partners that I
would be teeing off
from the silver mark-
ers—what used to be
known as the senior
tees. I got several quiz-
zical looks and perhaps
a snicker. And I admit
that it felt weird, as if
I were cheating. But
then it happened: My
drives were now up
with several of my
companions who were
playing from farther
back. After three holes,
I was grinning. Pars
and birdies were
within reach again if I
could execute properly.

After four holes, one
of the other golfers
who had been strug-
gling joined me at the
silvers. We both rel-
ished the fun we were
experiencing. It wasn’t
just about getting bet-
ter scores. I could now

play the course as it was de-
signed to be played—coming up 
with a strategy for each hole, us-
ing different clubs to play the 
best shot, instead of just whaling 
away hoping to hit it as far as I 
could. 

More important, I was enjoy-
ing myself. 

To be sure, hitting from the 
closer set of tees isn’t the only 
thing I’ve done to make the 
game a bit easier. I’m less con-
cerned with competitions and 
scores, so I’m no longer beating 
myself up over short putts; if I 
miss, I wasn’t going to break the 
course record, anyway. And if 
I’m having a really bad hole, I’m 
fine picking up the ball and 
marking down the maximum al-
lowable score for handicap pur-
poses—if I keep score at all.

‘Just try’
Recently, I asked Andy Fisher, 

would hit a decent tee shot on a 
par 4 yet still face an imposingly 
long second shot to reach the 
green—or else have no chance at 
all. Golf became repetitive, and 
demoralizing, because I couldn’t 
score as low as I used to.

Swallowing my pride
I don’t know why I endured that 
unpleasantness for so long, or 
why the ridiculousness of it 
dawned on me that day in Texas. 
Why was I playing this game if I 
wasn’t enjoying it?

I T WAS a snap decision 18
months ago that made me
fall in love with golf again.

On a warm, early October
day in suburban Dallas, I ar-
rived at the first tee at one

of the most difficult courses in 
the country. The course—Omni 
PGA Frisco’s Fields Ranch East—
was designed to challenge the 
sport’s most skilled competitors; 
it would surely overmatch my 
ever-dwindling ability. I braced 
for a frustrating day and a high 
score.

But as I steeled myself to 

tackle this formidable layout, I 
had an epiphany: Move to one of 
the tees farther up, do what I 
could to make the course easier, 
and—most of all—stop worrying 
about my score.

And so began my new golf 
mantra: Have fun.

I could never drive the ball 
that far, but at one time, I 
sported a respectable 6 handicap. 
Now that I’m well north of age 
60, my swing speed, ball speed 
and foot speed have diminished. 
Playing from my usual set of 
middle tees at most courses, I 

How I Made Golf Easier—and a 
Lot More Fun I checked my ego at the door. Now 

I’m playing faster, scoring lower and 
enjoying the game more

Others hate any push at all.
I tried a variety of formal ap-

proaches with my three sons, 
who are now 21, 18 and 14. With 
my oldest son, I enrolled him in 
a series of lessons that focused 
on etiquette and character build-
ing, alongside how to swing. He 
didn’t take to golf this way. 
When my middle son was ready, 
he joined a team that had a pro-
fessional coach. It was a little 
better: He liked having team-
mates, but he didn’t really take 
to golf then, either. 

With my youngest son, who 
plays soccer all year, one team 
parent had the idea to sign the 
children up for the same golf 
camp. The children are athletic 
and spend a lot of time together 
anyway, and they wanted to try 
it. Most of them learned to play 
that week and they spent the 
rest of the summer, and fall 
weekends, searching for avail-
able tee times.

Laughing over Putt-Putt
But it was really the informal ac-
tivities that made a difference. 
Throughout their youth, I offered 
to take the children to driving 
ranges, practice facilities or to 
play on course whenever they 
wanted to go. I know a lot about 
golf, so I shared related things 
that I learned about nature, sci-
ence, or cool courses and destina-
tions. We still don’t drive by any 
kind of minigolf on vacation with-
out stopping to play. I am inter-
ested in every golf experience we 
can have, and some of the quirky 
Putt-Putt courses are where we 
have laughed the hardest.

I also recommend making golf
fun at home. No pressure, just 
fun. Let children putt on a mat 
in the house or just hit it across 
the floor. Play chipping games in 
the yard or take some foam balls 

to an empty field to see how far 
they go. Find some great video 
clips of amazing shots to ignite 
their imaginations.

I also suggest reading golf pic-
ture books together, or getting 
the children started on some 
classics, like “Down the Fairway” 
by Bobby Jones, or “Harvey Pen-
ick’s Little Red Book,” written by 
Penick and Bud Shrake. Show 
your children aerials of courses 
from all over the world, and talk 
about how different courses can 
look along the Pacific coast, the 
Lowcountry of South Carolina or 
in the Scottish Highlands. Intro-
duce the concepts of golf archi-
tecture—bunkers, hummocks and 
risk-reward shots. You never 
know what will click, or if it all 
will bore them.

Some children benefit from 
knowing cool golf history facts—
like how balls are now made 
with a synthetic rubber core, but 
they used to be stuffed with 
feathers. Cut a ball in half for 
some hands-on learning. Play 
golf in different environments, 
including entertainment venues 
that feature interactive hitting 
games and golf simulators.

Many children also like to 
make everything a competition. 
So go to the driving range and 
have a putting competition on 
the practice green. Go to a 
course and play for real, or just 
drop a ball on a spot that looks 
good in the fairway. Let them 
drive the cart. Encourage them 
to meet friends at the range or 
partner up with another parent 
and child for an easy foursome.

I’m never going to play like 
Brooks Koepka, and my sons are 
probably never going to love golf 
as much as I do. But each of 
them came to golf at his own 
pace, in his own way. They know 
the game, and can talk with me 
about it, which thrills me. We 
play together occasionally, which 
thrills me even more.

In the end, my goal was never
to raise great golfers. It was to 
give them a glimpse of my joy, 
my passion, in the hopes that 
one day they will find their own. 
And that maybe, now and then, 
they will call and ask, “Want to 
play a round?”

Lee Carr is a writer and golfer in 
Independence, Ohio. She can be 
reached at reports@wsj.com.

If You Want Your Kids to 
Love Golf as Much as You Do…

Many golf-loving parents dream 
about bonding on the fairway.There is no guarantee, but there are things 

you can do to improve the odds that they’ll be 
hitting the links with you


