
April 13, 2015… I was playing in a golf tournament, the second one at the start of the 

season. I was up against the root of a tree on the 11th hole on the final day and leading 

by 1. Coming off a win the week before I was hungry to make it two in a row. So, I 

decided to take the shot on regardless of the fact that I could injure myself. Sure 

enough, I ended up with a broken left wrist. It was probably the most painful thing that I 

have ever experienced.  

The 8 months after this injury were mentally the hardest months of my life. For the first 3 

months it was complete rest. After that I started going in for rehabilitation. Each day at 

the Physiotherapists clinic, I would question myself if I would ever be able to play at the 

same level ever again. It just seemed like there was no improvement in the first few 

months of rehab, the pain was constantly there. My goal had always been to play 

professional golf later in my life, but that dream seemed like an unattainable one at that 

point. After almost 8 months of the injury, the pain had gone, and I was given the heads 

up to go and get back into golf but “Slowly”. Saying that I was back to playing golf was 

easy enough, but mentally I was scared to even hit the ground on my downswing. So, I 

started hitting balls of a tee, in an attempt to get back to the game. My wrist would be 

sore after every practice session, but I’d ice it and constantly tell myself that it would get 

better.  

Over the next six months I practiced harder ever before. My first tournament after this 

period ended in disappointment as I finished in a tie for 20th. The week after that didn’t 

end in a win, but the second place finish with scores of 71,70,74,68 was probably my 

greatest achievement so far. It showed me that there was light at the end of the tunnel 

and that I could be better than what I was before. 


