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 FOR MY WIFE, EMMA, WITH LOVE






 PROLOGUE


I FIRST MET TIGER WOODS on October 6, 2002. It was a sunny Sunday morning at his home course of Isleworth, Florida, and Tiger was playing best-ball scramble with four average Joes who had won a sweepstakes with Upper Deck sports cards. I was invited to ride along with Tiger for the first nine holes and ask him a few questions. Nothing too personal, his agent had warned me. Questions about his new girlfriend, Elin Nordegren, would get me tossed off the property within seconds.

I had met his father, Earl, the previous June during the Tiger Woods Junior Golf Clinic at Walt Disney World. He had talked for nearly an hour, repeating amusing, candid, and downright embarrassing anecdotes from Tiger’s youth. Earl was a master of oversharing, and Tiger had learned to smile in an aw-shucks way at his father’s long-winded stories. If Tiger was annoyed by his father’s bravado, he didn’t show it.

Earl may have been an interviewer’s dream, but Tiger had a reputation of being a Cheshire cat, known to grin and disappear when asked questions he didn’t want to answer. Tiger’s team members made clear to me that he could end the  interview at any time, and they recommended that I not ask anything offensive.

I met Tiger on the golf course, and he gave me a polite, yet firm handshake as we climbed into his cart. It was a shallow conversation, the equivalent of elevator small talk. We chatted about baseball cards, hip-hop artists, and sports drinks. We shared workout tips. I admired his pimped-out golf cart, complete with neon running lights and a six-speaker sound system. What I learned about Tiger that day: He loved Caddyshack  but hated Caddyshack II. He was self-conscious about his skinny calves. He liked to ski. He loved pink lemonade. He sweated a lot while golfing in the oppressive Florida heat and humidity, so he had a half-dozen extra shirts in his golf cart.

We didn’t talk much about golf that day; his one-stroke loss at the 2002 PGA Tournament was still painfully fresh in his mind, and he was teetering on the edge of a slump that would last nearly three years. Still, Tiger was engaging, relaxed, and occasionally funny as we developed a rapport that made him an easy interview. I liked him immediately.

On April 16, 2004, I met Tiger again, this time at Fort Bragg, North Carolina. Tiger had spent the previous week running obstacle courses, shooting rifles, and polishing boots with the Green Berets. Earl Woods had been assigned to a Special Forces unit at Fort Bragg in 1967, and Tiger wanted to take a training tour to honor his father.

The military week had made Tiger a little more introspective than he had been at our last meeting; wearing his camouflage uniform with his name above the left pocket, Tiger was willing to open up a little bit more. “I’ve always taken the  creed that you can be young once, but immature forever,” he said. “I think I’m growing up now.”

Tiger was in midslump by then—he had finished twenty-second in the 2004 Masters five days earlier—and he was in a reflective mood, like a teenager leaving summer camp for the cold reality of the next school year. He looked longingly at the waiting Humvee and sighed. “If I weren’t a golfer,” he said, “I would have trained for Special Ops.”

I was on hand for his October 5, 2004, wedding. Wearing a tan suit and white shirt, a serene Tiger stood on a Barbados hillside and pledged to spend his life with Elin Nordegren for better or worse, richer or poorer, in sickness and in health. As Tiger’s face was illuminated by a spectacular fireworks display at the reception, the optimism in his eyes was unmistakable. Whatever would happen later, he seemed to believe on that picturesque evening that this was a permanent union, and he was ready to share his amazing life with his stunning new wife.

The next time I sat down with him was on January 26, 2005. Married for less than four months, the newlywed Tiger exuded an optimistic glow as we chatted about his marriage, his dreams for the future, and his desire for children. His professional resurgence had just begun, including a win at the Buick Invitational just three days earlier. He had regained his confidence on the course and would go on to win the Masters that year. It was the most candid Tiger would ever be with me, and he talked openly about his new bride. “I knew that Elin was a special woman pretty soon after I met her,” he enthused with pride. “I knew that she was the one for me. She’s a special person, and I know how lucky I am to have her.  We’re at the beginning of our life together, and that’s an exciting place to be.”

The excitement of Elin was still new, and Tiger beamed as he talked about her. It wasn’t a grin or a sly smile; it was a wide-eyed, open-mouthed exuberance that can come only from personal fulfillment and happiness. “I married Elin because I see a long future with her,” he boldly declared.

I spent several hours with Tiger that day, watching him put on a reflective suit to do a motion capture session for his video game Tiger Woods PGA Tour 2006. He had famously modified his swing, and he wanted to update the video game to reflect his real-life changes. He was in a good mood, and the conversation flowed easily. I had recently covered the divorce of Brad Pitt and Jennifer Aniston, and Tiger was surprisingly interested in knowing the details. He wondered aloud if Angelina Jolie was really the “other woman.” He asked me about Nicole Kidman and Tom Cruise. It was a human conversation that was shockingly commonplace; it was surprising that Tiger Woods—one of the world’s biggest and most private stars—cared about the lives of other celebrities whom he had never met.

But that was the paradox of Tiger Woods. The more I talked to him, the less I knew about him. Every answer he gave would raise ten more queries, but his limited time made it impossible for me to ask enough follow-up questions.

The last time I spoke to Tiger, on June 25, 2009, the care-free exuberance had been replaced by a weary worldliness. He had spent a frenetic morning promoting his video game in Times Square, but he was more than physically drained; he seemed emotionally fatigued. As I sat down with him, the conversation drifted to his father, who had died three years  earlier. “My dad passed away before Sam [Tiger’s daughter] was born,” he said evenly, “so I didn’t have a chance to talk to him about being a father. I regret that. I will always regret that.”

Father’s Day had just passed; it was the first one since the birth of his son, Charlie Axel. Tiger didn’t celebrate with his family; he was busy playing in the U.S. Open. But he acknowledged that his memories of Earl Woods made it a hard day for him. “I think of him every day,” he told me. “He taught me everything. I hear his voice.”

Tiger got a faraway look in his eye as he told me the oft-repeated story of his father teaching him to play golf: the white high chair in the garage, Earl practicing his swing, Tiger’s fascination with the sport. The coaching, the mind games, the training. It was almost as if Tiger believed that talking about Earl’s influence would keep him alive, at least for the moment.

Over the years, I had heard rumors of Tiger’s partying—drunken nights at the clubs, dirty dancing with other women, phone numbers slipped to pretty blondes—but I didn’t follow up on the tips. For one thing, the stories were nearly impossible to verify, and the sources were usually questionable characters: strip club bouncers, self-promoting club owners, and tabloid reporters. But my unwillingness to follow up on the tips was also self-preservation. Negative coverage of Tiger—or even positive coverage that wasn’t approved and micromanaged—would often result in swift, permanent excommunication from the Tiger Woods camp. It was in everyone’s best interest to sweep the rumors under the rug.

Through hours of interviews, press conferences, red carpets, and events, Tiger Woods seldom spoke a single word to  me that he didn’t intend to say. Sometimes candid and sometimes elusive—his manner really depended on his mood—Tiger was his own gatekeeper, painstakingly building his persona with each carefully crafted sentence. It took thirteen calculated years to meticulously shape his image. It took two weeks to destroy it.






 CHAPTER 1


ON THE NIGHT that everything fell apart, November 27, 2009, Tiger Woods ran barefoot out of his mansion, shivering as he fled into the cold November air. Wearing nothing but khaki shorts and a dark blue T-shirt, he clambered into the driver’s seat of his black Cadillac Escalade. As the brand-new vehicle sped out of his driveway, its screeching tires left telltale black skid marks on the stone-colored driveway. Tiger quickly lost control of the Escalade; within fifty yards of his front door, the vehicle careened into a row of hedges, drove over a curb, and swerved into a fire hydrant before ultimately plowing into a neighbor’s oak tree at thirty miles per hour. Seconds later, illuminated by the lights from nearby homes and the one remaining working headlight on the Escalade, the world’s most recognizable athlete lay amid the shattered glass on the street, unconscious and bleeding from the mouth. His gorgeous blonde wife, Elin, knelt by his side, cradling his head against her black jogging suit. Two golf clubs—a wedge and a bent nine iron—lay on the ground next to her. The disabled Escalade’s engine sputtered and knocked loudly, nearly drowning out the sound of Elin’s sobs.

It would have been a dramatic scene anywhere, but it was especially jarring to neighbors accustomed to the calm serenity of Isleworth, a premier golfing community where the rows of multimillion-dollar mansions sat staidly next to a lush golf course. Isleworth was a cocoon of exclusivity, insulating its wealthy residents from dramatic incidents such as this. The neighborhood was a beautiful fortress, gated and safe, with a security team patrolling the streets in marked cars. Even police officers from the nearby town of Windermere were required to ask for permission to enter the gates of Isleworth, although the need arose very infrequently.

In the mansion next door, Kimberly Harris awoke with a start. Lying quietly in bed, she listened to the steady knocking of the Escalade’s dying engine and tried to make sense of what she was hearing. At first, she wondered if someone was banging on the front door; perhaps her brother had forgotten his keys and was locked outside. She slipped out of bed, careful not to awaken the young niece who was sleeping next to her. Quietly descending the grand staircase of the home, she checked all the downstairs bedrooms. All were sleeping soundly in their beds, unaware of the bizarre scene unfolding just a few dozen feet from where they slept. Kimberly peered out the window and saw an unfamiliar black SUV at the base of the driveway, its lone headlight shining directly into her house.

She softly knocked on the bedroom door of her brother, twenty-seven-year-old Jairus Adams. Receiving no response, she knocked louder and harder until he finally woke out of his deep sleep. She quickly explained what she had seen. “I don’t know who’s outside, but I think you need to go out there and find out what’s happening,” she said, “but please be careful.”

Jairus left the warmth of the mansion, bracing himself against the chill of the autumn air. As he trudged down the driveway toward the disabled vehicle, the night’s stillness was palpable: Another benefit to living in Isleworth was the community’s commitment to quiet. The silence framed the sound of Elin’s sniffling and another, more surprising sound: Tiger Woods snoring as if he had simply fallen asleep in the middle of the street. It was clear to Jairus that Tiger, lying perpendicular to the Escalade, had been pulled out of the vehicle and onto the pavement. Jairus crouched down and looked at his famous neighbor; his lips were cut and bleeding, and his teeth were stained blood red. Jairus smelled no alcohol on the golfer’s breath.

Elin hovered over her husband, gently shaking his shoulders and trying to wake him up. “Tiger,” she whispered plaintively. “Tiger, are you okay?” Upon receiving no response, she raised her voice, becoming more urgent. “Tiger,” she said sharply, “Tiger, can you hear me?”

If Tiger could hear her, he didn’t answer. He continued to snore, never opening his eyes or acknowledging the growing panic in his young wife’s voice. Elin turned to Jairus. “Please help me,” she begged, her pretty face twisted with fear. “Can you please help me? I don’t have a phone with me. Will you call someone?”

Jairus sprinted back to the house to call for help. As he entered the front door, he called to his sister. “Bring some blankets and pillows outside,” he said. “Tiger is down.” He then picked up the house phone and dialed 911, being careful not to mention Tiger Woods by name.

Partway through the call, Tiger’s mother, Kultida, sprinted out of the Woods family home. She assessed the scene  instantly and turned to Jairus, her face twisted into a question mark of concern. “What happened?”

“We’re trying to figure [that] out right now,” Jairus responded. “We’re just trying to get the police here right now. We don’t know what happened. We’re figuring that out right now. I’m on the phone with the police right now.”

Kultida Woods stepped over to Elin and whispered into her ear; both women looked at Tiger again as Kultida wiped her eyes.

 




Dispatcher 1: 911 what’s your emergency?


Jairus Adams: I need an ambulance immediately. I have someone down in front of my house. They hit a pole. I came out to see.


Dispatcher 1: Sir, is it a car accident? Hello? Sir? Hello?


Jairus Adams: Hello, yes.


Dispatcher 1: Now are they trapped inside of the vehicle?


Jairus Adams: No, they’re laying on the ground now.


Dispatcher 1: OK, sir, medical is on the line sir, OK?


Dispatcher 2: Fire-rescue. What happened? What’s wrong?


Jairus Adams: I have a neighbor, he hit the tree. And we came out here just to see what was going on. I see him and he’s laying down.


Dispatcher 2: OK, are you able to tell if he’s breathing?


Jairus Adams: No, I can’t tell right now.


Dispatcher 2: OK. We do have help on the way. What color is his car, too?


Jairus Adams: It’s a black Escalade.


(Background, Kultida Woods yelling): WHAT HAPPENED?


Jairus Adams (to Kultida): We’re trying to figure [that] out right now. We’re just trying to get the police here right  now. We don’t know what happened. We’re figuring that out right now. I’m on the phone with the police right now.


Dispatcher 2: OK. We got paramedics on the way.


Jairus Adams: OK, OK, thank you.

 



It had been a slow night for the Windermere Police Department, which wasn’t unusual for the small precinct of only thirteen officers. Since nightfall, they had responded to four calls: a domestic incident, two minor traffic accidents, and a panicked old woman who had eaten too much Thanksgiving turkey and mistaken her heartburn for cardiac arrest. Windermere just wasn’t a place where very much happened, and that’s what its residents wanted. In this town located just eight miles outside the Orlando city limits, the average homeowner was a respectable, productive member of society who had paid more than $800,000 for a Spanish-style home. People moved into Windermere to escape crimes, not commit them. The resulting low crime rate gave the police force a lot of downtime.

The crown jewel of Windermere was the Isleworth subdivision, where the average house cost more than $4 million. In addition to Tiger Woods, other notables called Isleworth home: NBA stars Shaquille O’Neal and Grant Hill owned mansions there. Actor Wesley Snipes had recently moved out. Business leaders and society members lived their lives of luxury within the gates, and they very seldom needed to call the police.

Officers Jason Sipos and Brandon McDonnell were conducting their routine patrol when they received a call to respond to an accident at 6432 Deacon Circle. Although they instantly recognized that the address was inside the gates of  Isleworth, they didn’t immediately make the connection with the golfing superstar. Turning on the cruiser’s siren and blue lights, they sped toward the scene, momentarily pausing at the Isleworth gates to get permission from the security guard to enter the neighborhood. The car stopped at the scene, its blue lights reflecting off the shiny Escalade. Tiger was still unconscious, covered by a red blanket with a pillow tucked under his neck. Assessing the situation, the officers knelt down on the pavement next to him. Officer Sipos held the golfer’s head and neck steady while Officer McDonnell, a former paramedic, checked Tiger’s vital signs and began to administer first aid.

Tiger moaned loudly and stirred. He opened his eyes, looking straight ahead, yet did not focus on anything. He tried to move, but his efforts were thwarted by a combination of the officers holding him down and his own inability to control his body. His eyes suddenly rolled back into his head, and he lost consciousness again. Fearing that he had suffered a spinal injury, McDonnell and Sipos continued to restrain Tiger while waiting for the paramedics. The golfer began to shiver uncontrollably in the forty-degree chill; a cough turned into a sputter, and tiny droplets of blood sprayed into the air.

Within minutes, an ambulance arrived, its red lights combining with the police cruiser’s blue flashers to illuminate the entire street. A growing gaggle of onlookers sleepily emerged from their homes, partly to see if they could help and partly to gawk at the unfolding scene.

As paramedics jumped out of the ambulance, one of them draped his arm around Elin and gently led her away from Tiger. She started protesting loudly. “That’s my husband,” she shrieked loudly. “You can’t keep me away from him. Let me  be with him.” The paramedics tried to calm her, but Elin’s concern became more hysterical as she called out to her fallen husband.

Ignoring her repeated pleas, paramedics quickly assessed Tiger’s vital signs. His blood pressure was steady; his pulse was strong. Although he was bleeding from the mouth, there was no additional sign of trauma to his head. They exchanged worried glances with the police officers; there were very few external injuries, yet Tiger had been unconscious for nearly ten minutes. He was either impaired, or he had suffered a brain injury. They just couldn’t tell yet.

Paramedics began testing for paralysis by applying painful stimuli to his left foot. Tiger groaned as he opened his eyes again, and his pupils rolled back into his head while his eyelids stayed open, causing the onlookers to gasp at the whites of his eyes. Neighbors would later describe his eyes as looking “lifeless and dead.” One of Isleworth’s security guards, stunned at the disturbing scene, began to recite the Lord’s Prayer. Elin, her tear-stained face illuminated by the ambulance lights, started to shriek. Kultida put her arm around Elin for comfort, and the two women huddled together in the cold.

A paramedic pulled Elin aside and quietly asked her if Tiger was on any medication; she responded that she knew he took medication but didn’t know what kind. She dashed toward the house with a police officer at her heels. When she got to the front door, she turned to the officer. “Wait here, please,” she said to him as she slipped into the foyer. The officer tried to look past her into the home, but he saw nothing before she quickly closed the door. Minutes later, she emerged from the home with two brown pill bottles of prescription  medication. One of them contained the sedative Ambien, a sleep aid with a relatively low potential for abuse. The second bottle contained Vicodin, a physically and psychologically addictive narcotic analgesic used for pain management. The paramedic put the bottles in a plastic bag to transport them to the hospital along with the golfer. If Tiger were under the influence of these drugs, his driving would certainly be compromised.

A black-and-tan police cruiser from the Florida Highway Patrol pulled up to the scene, its flashing lights adding to the chaos of the moment. Stepping out of the vehicle, Trooper Joshua Evans joined the conversation and asked Elin if Tiger had recently consumed any alcohol. “Yes,” Elin replied, “he drank some earlier tonight.” The officer made a note of it; if he suspected that Tiger was impaired, he wasn’t saying anything. He called the Florida Highway Patrol dispatch.

After telling the operator that he was working the Tiger Woods accident, the dispatcher asked about Tiger’s well-being. “Is he okay?”

“Yes,” replied Evans. “He’s got minor injuries.”

The dispatcher chose her words carefully. “Was he, um, doing something he shouldn’t have been doing to cause it?”

“No, um, he’s—he’s good,” Evans answered.

“He’s a good golf player, I know that,” the dispatcher responded, as they both laughed.

“But not a good driver,” Evans chuckled. “He’s a little banged up, I guess. That’s all.”

“Yeah, probably a little confused,” the dispatcher replied.

After he hung up the phone, Evans filled out accident report forms. The hospital would do a blood test, and he could subpoena the results.

As Officer Evans walked in a circle around the disabled Escalade, he noted the vehicle’s damage on his crash report. Both front fenders were bent, and the front bumper dangled precariously from the damaged grill. Fluid dripped from underneath the engine, indicating damage to the engine block. He estimated the damage to be $8,000. He inspected the interior of the vehicle and saw a pair of sandals on the floor in front of the passenger seat. He noted that the airbags hadn’t deployed, meaning that Tiger had to have been going less than thirty-three miles per hour. More confusing were the rear windows; they had both been smashed from the outside—damage that was inconsistent with the accident scene.

As paramedics lifted the golfer’s gurney into the back of the ambulance to take him to the hospital, he opened his eyes once again, dazed at his surroundings. Elin looked at him and mouthed, “I love you.” He opened his mouth to speak, but lost consciousness before he could answer.

 



 




TWELVE HOURS LATER, news of the crash still hadn’t made the local papers, and Tiger’s managers briefly hoped they’d be able to keep the entire incident under wraps. After all, Tiger had the reputation for being a private celebrity who chose not to offer his personal life for public consumption. The strategy of secrecy had been extremely successful, and Tiger’s career had been scandal-free for more than thirteen years. Perhaps the event wouldn’t garner many headlines over the long Thanksgiving weekend; most newspapers and magazines had only a skeleton crew working. Hopefully, they wouldn’t notice. Maybe this would just go away.

November had started out well enough for Tiger when he eked out a two-shot victory at the Australian Masters, pocketing $3 million in the process. “I’ve never won down here, so now I have won on every continent, except for Antarctica,” he bragged in a post-tournament press conference. “I haven’t played the Antarctica Four-Ball yet. But to have won on every playable continent, it’s something I’ve always wanted to do. And now I’ve done that.”

But as the Thanksgiving holidays approached, rumors of his infidelity were gaining momentum and threatening to tarnish his squeaky-clean image. The week before the car crash, the National Enquirer had run an explosive story claiming that Tiger was having a sexual affair with a stunning Manhattan party planner, Rachel Uchitel. The story was explicit in its details, including an eyewitness account of Rachel meeting Tiger in his hotel room during the Australian Masters earlier in the month. Rachel’s friends told the tabloid that Tiger and Rachel had sent each other dozens of sexually explicit text messages. The article even quoted Rachel as saying, “It’s Tiger Woods! I don’t care about his wife! We’re in love.”

Tiger’s team hoped that these rumors would stay in the realm of the tabloids; as long as they never made it to the legitimate press, people wouldn’t believe them. More importantly, team members hoped that the rumors wouldn’t significantly damage Tiger’s marketability; in addition to being a celebrity, he was a commodity. Any negative press could tarnish his brand, resulting in financial setbacks for everyone around him.

A few members of Tiger’s team were secretly worried about the power of the Enquirer: In 2008, the tabloid had printed a devastating series of stories chronicling former  presidential hopeful John Edwards’s extramarital affair with a videographer, and the report had begun a domino effect that would eventually destroy the charismatic senator’s reputation, along with any chances he’d ever have of higher office in the future. Tiger’s team members hoped that wouldn’t happen this time, especially if the rumors were true. It was best to maintain a “don’t ask, don’t tell” policy in Tiger’s camp. If he really was having affairs, it was in his managers’ best interest to intentionally keep themselves in the dark.

At 3:15 p.m. on Friday afternoon, however, any hope of keeping Tiger’s story quiet were dashed. The Orlando Sentinel  ran a short story on its Web site, reporting that Tiger Woods had been “seriously injured” in a one-car crash near his home and taken to Health Central Hospital in the nearby town of Ocoee. The story quoted a press release from Florida Highway Patrol spokeswoman Kim Montes. The statement would have been unremarkable except for nine words that would infuse it with an ominous sense of foreboding: “The crash remains under investigation and charges are pending.”

The day after Thanksgiving is traditionally a slow news day, one of the slowest of the year, so editors were eager to run a story of the world’s most famous athlete getting into a bizarre car crash. Within an hour, the shocking news was repeated on more than two hundred news Web sites around the globe. Bloggers speculated that Tiger must have been impaired to have had such a serious accident so late at night near his home. News vans parked outside the hospital, hoping for a shot of Tiger or Elin entering or leaving the hospital.

As it turned out, Tiger was not seriously injured; he was quickly treated for the cuts on his lips and released from the hospital on Saturday afternoon, smuggled out a side entrance  into a waiting vehicle. By the time the media realized he had been discharged from the hospital, he was safely within the gates of Isleworth, protected from news cameras and inquisitive reporters.

The next wave of news hit the press on Saturday evening when the Windermere Police chief told news outlets that Elin claimed to have used two golf clubs to shatter the rear windows of the vehicle after the crash in an attempt to pull her injured husband to safety. Members of the media were skeptical; the story made little logistical sense. Why would she have two golf clubs handy? And why smash out both back windows?

By the morning of Saturday, November 28—less than thirty-six hours after the accident—the speculation had become deafening. TMZ.com, a celebrity gossip Web site with a successful history of breaking scandalous stories, reported that Tiger’s injuries had been inflicted by Elin, not by the car accident. Citing an unnamed friend of Tiger’s, the report claimed that Elin had confronted him about the Enquirer  story that he was seeing another woman. The argument got heated, and, according to TMZ, Elin scratched Tiger’s face. The source then told TMZ that Tiger quickly retreated to his SUV, only to have Elin follow after him with the golf clubs, which she used to strike the vehicle several times as he drove away. Whether this story was true or not wasn’t important, at least not to the American people. It was a fascinating narrative, and most people believed it to be the closest approximation to the truth that anyone would learn.

In thirteen years of public prominence, Tiger Woods had never gotten any significant negative press. Sure, he had thrown temper tantrums on the golf course, and he was  known to curse a blue streak—sometimes in earshot of the cameras. But Tiger’s image was wholesome, and he had a reputation for being disciplined, even robotic. His inner circle had never had to deal with a real scandal; Tiger was just above it all. But now that a scandal was quickly unfolding, Tiger’s team quickly met to decide the next course of action. Team members hastily penned a statement and posted it on Tiger’s Web site:
As you all know, I had a single-car accident earlier this week, and sustained some injuries. I have some cuts, bruising and right now I’m pretty sore.

This situation is my fault, and it’s obviously embarrassing to my family and me. I’m human and I’m not perfect. I will certainly make sure this doesn’t happen again.

This is a private matter and I want to keep it that way. Although I understand there is curiosity, the many false, unfounded and malicious rumors that are currently circulating about my family and me are irresponsible.

The only person responsible for the accident is me. My wife, Elin, acted courageously when she saw I was hurt and in trouble. She was the first person to help me. Any other assertion is absolutely false.

This incident has been stressful and very difficult for Elin, our family and me. I appreciate all the concern and well wishes that we have received. But, I would also ask for some understanding that my family and I deserve some privacy no matter how intrusive some people can be.





Meanwhile, the Florida Highway Patrol continued to investigate the crash. Two troopers drove to Windermere to interview Tiger on Friday afternoon, hoping that he would shed some light on the previous night’s events. As they arrived at the front gates of Isleworth, one of the officer’s cell phones rang. It was Tiger’s agent, Mark Steinberg. “Tiger can’t meet with you today. He’s really not feeling well,” Steinberg told the officer. “Can we do this tomorrow, instead?” The officers agreed and drove back to the station.

Tiger’s unwillingness to meet with officers rankled the top brass at the Florida Highway Patrol, prompting spokeswoman Kim Montes to release a terse statement. “The Florida Highway Patrol has received information that Tiger Woods and his wife were not available to be interviewed by state troopers as we had previously scheduled. This announcement came from his agent. Troopers were asked to return tomorrow. This is an ongoing crash investigation.”

The rescheduled interview with troopers was slated for 3:00 p.m. on Sunday, November 29. Paparazzi lined up by the gates of Isleworth in anticipation of the questioning, hoping to get a picture of the cops arriving, but the wait was in vain. Two hours before the scheduled interview, the Florida Highway Patrol received a phone call from Mark NeJame, a prominent Orlando attorney who had been retained by Tiger. The interview wasn’t going to happen, at least not that day.

The Florida Highway Patrol issued another brusque statement. “Just after 1:00 pm, lawyer Mark NeJame contacted the Florida Highway Patrol to inform us that he is representing Tiger Woods. Mark NeJame stated that the interview that was scheduled for today has been canceled. The traffic crash remains under investigation and charges are pending.”

The media latched onto the last three words of the press release. “Charges are pending.” What did they mean?

Shortly after noon on Monday, November 30, the Florida Highway Patrol issued another press release, the latest in its transparent display of annoyance. “As of Nov. 30, 2009, the Florida Highway Patrol has been unable to speak to Mr. Woods about the crash he was involved in on the morning of Nov. 27, 2009, despite attempts to do so. Mr. Woods’ representatives have provided us with his driver license information, vehicle registration and current proof of insurance, as required by Florida Law. The crash investigation is ongoing and charges are pending.”

Tiger’s Escalade was in police impound, where Corporal Tom Dewitt snapped dozens of pictures of the disabled vehicle. There were bottles of water, broken glass, and a thin paperback book called Get a Grip on Physics, certainly nothing to indicate any illegal activity. The windshield was still intact, and there was no sign of blood anywhere in the vehicle. Dewitt headed to Isleworth, where he took pictures of the accident scene. Thanks to Florida’s liberal public records laws, the media quickly got the 105 photos and splashed the indelible images across newspaper front pages throughout the country.

That same day, Trooper Joshua Evans submitted a Request for Investigative Subpoena, asking for access to Tiger’s blood results from Health Central Hospital. Although he had told the dispatcher that he didn’t believe Tiger was impaired, something had clearly changed his opinion. In the narrative section of the request, Trooper Evans wrote: “The driver lost control of his vehicle, crashed and was transported to the hospital. A witness stated that the driver had consumed alcohol earlier in the day and the same witness removed the  driver from the vehicle after the collision. Also, the same witness stated that the driver was prescribed medication (Ambien and Vicodin). Impairment of the driver is also suspected due to the careless driving that resulted in the traffic crash.”

Less than an hour later, Trooper Evans received his answer: Assistant State Attorney Steve Foster, head of the State Attorney’s Office’s Intake Division, denied the request. At the bottom of the form, he scrawled, “Insufficient information provided to lawfully issue subpoena.”

The refusal of the State Attorney’s Office to issue the subpoena irritated many of the officers within the Florida Highway Patrol, who felt that they had sufficient evidence to warrant a subpoena. “I have gotten subpoenas issued with a lot less evidence than that,” said one of the officers involved in the case. “I don’t know why the subpoena wasn’t issued; I really don’t. All I know is that everything was done by the book, and I believe that subpoena should have been issued.”

Later that afternoon, another bombshell rocked Tiger: Jaimee Grubbs, a cocktail waitress from Los Angeles, went public with a voicemail that she claimed Tiger had left on her cell phone. “Hey, it’s Tiger,” he said furtively. “I need you to do me a huge favor. Can you please take your name off your phone? My wife went through my phone and may be calling you. So if you can, please take your name off that. Just have it as a number on the voicemail. You got to do this for me. Huge. Quickly. Bye.” It was the first evidence of an inappropriate affair that any of Tiger’s alleged women would have, and the voicemail found its way onto cable news stations that evening.

Grubbs then provided the media with more than three hundred text messages that she claimed to have received  from Tiger. Some of the messages were mundane, whereas others took on a rabid—almost frantic—sexual tone. “I will wear you out soon,” one message promised. “When was the last time you got laid?” Surprisingly, many of the messages were more romantic than they were sexual. “Quiet and secretively we will always be together,” he had predicted by text in September 2009. The romantic texts were more damaging than the sexual ones: This was not merely a hookup; it was a relationship. The most recent text message had been sent four days earlier, on Thanksgiving morning. “Happy thanksgiving to u,” he had written at 11:15 in the morning. “U too love” she had replied.

The public frenzy was all over the airwaves and the Internet, but things were decidedly quieter inside the Woods home as Tiger and Elin began to work through their personal anguish. During a long conversation, Elin demanded answers. “I want to know what else to expect,” she insisted of her husband. “Who else is going to come forward?”

As Tiger detailed his indiscretions, Elin grew more agitated. Anger and tears gave way to silence, and the couple’s fragile relationship became suddenly distant, as if they were two strangers who happened to live in the same house. Tiger owned a second home in the neighborhood that had once belonged to his father, Earl Woods. He quietly moved some clothes into the second home and began to sleep there. Elin, still reeling from the injurious confessions, remained in the family home with the children.

On Tuesday, December 1, troopers were finally able to meet with Tiger Woods at his Isleworth home. Flanked by his attorney and his agent, Tiger politely answered the officers’ questions and even lifted his shirt to show them his torso and  abdomen. Officers observed that Tiger had a fat lip from the incident, but no other visible injuries. The officers determined that Tiger’s injuries were consistent with an impact on the vehicle’s steering wheel. They issued him a $164 ticket for careless driving, which he signed and paid during the meeting.

Three hours later, more than 100 reporters and camera-men packed a crowded room at the Florida Highway Patrol, and news of the careless driving charge was beamed around the world. Legally, the case of Florida v. Tiger Woods was closed.

But the public appetite had been whetted. By Wednesday, the story had spread like wildfire, attaining a level of notoriety usually reserved for the juiciest sex scandals. Tiger released another statement on his Web site:
I have let my family down and I regret those transgressions with all of my heart. I have not been true to my values and the behavior my family deserves. I am not without faults and I am far short of perfect. I am dealing with my behavior and personal failings behind closed doors with my family. Those feelings should be shared by us alone.

Although I am a well-known person and have made my career as a professional athlete, I have been dismayed to realize the full extent of what tabloid scrutiny really means. For the last week, my family and I have been hounded to expose intimate details of our personal lives. The stories in particular that physical violence played any role in the car accident were utterly false and malicious. Elin has always done more to support  our family and shown more grace than anyone could possibly expect.

But no matter how intense curiosity about public figures can be, there is an important and deep principle at stake, which is the right to some simple, human measure of privacy. I realize there are some who don’t share my view on that. But for me, the virtue of privacy is one that must be protected in matters that are intimate and within one’s own family.

Personal sins should not require press releases and problems within a family shouldn’t have to mean public confessions.

Whatever regrets I have about letting my family down have been shared with and felt by us alone. I have given this a lot of reflection and thought and I believe that there is a point at which I must stick to that principle even though it’s difficult.
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