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PROLOGUE

I HATE GOLF. I’m serious. I’ve always thought golf was boring. I used to put it on the TV when I was a teenager because it made me fall asleep, and then I could sleep through being grounded. But when I married professional golfer John Daly in 2001 and started traveling with him on the PGA circuit, I decided I should try to make the best of it, even if it meant dressing all preppy and acting like a golf wife. I actually went out and bought a bunch of these boring collared shirts. That should tell you how committed I was to my marriage. I hate collared shirts, almost as much as I hate golf.

Little did I know that being a golf wife would mean fighting off strippers who think it’s okay to be out on the golf course without any clothes on, like I found myself doing at a charity event in Arkansas about two years into my marriage. By then I’d gotten a clue that the world of professional golf isn’t anything close to what it appears to be on TV. I’d learned that, actually, Dallas is the place that’s known for strippers. The greens there aren’t all nice and pretty, like you’d picture them to be. No, they look more like they’re covered in garbage. They are. Strippers swarm the course alongside the real golf fans, acting like they’re watching the game. Only they’re wearing slutty high heels made out of rubber, and they’re handing out to all of the players fliers for the strip clubs where they work. The grass is just littered with pieces of paper printed with pictures of those nasty strippers on them. Not only that, but I was a little disturbed when I first heard that a lot of the golfers do go to strip clubs. We even had a few who left their wives for strippers, plus a few wives who used to be strippers. They know who they are. I guess I shouldn’t have worried so much about being preppy enough to fit in with the other wives.

The PGA has groupies, just like the ones who hang around the NBA. Golf sluts may dress in golf outfits, with those nerdy visors and argyle socks and sweater vests, and pretend they’re interested in the game. But they’re just whores in preppy clothes. They even go down the names on the money list, which makes their job easy by ranking all of the players according to their earnings for the year, and try to get with the richest guys they can. At least the NBA whores dress well.

Many of the guys aren’t just players, they’re players, and that means that when they’re far away from their wives and kids, they get up to all kinds of bad behavior. Don’t think for a second that Tiger’s the only one who’s ever strayed, or that the rest of them are devoted husbands. No way. Being rich and successful, these golfers have their choice of women, and being out on the PGA Tour means that they have plenty of opportunity to hook up with whomever they choose. When a golfer wants to sleep with a woman, all he has to do is write his number on the golf ball he’s pretending to autograph for her.

So don’t let the polo shirts and Dockers fool you. Professional golfers behave just as dirty as any other professional athlete or rock star. On top of all that, I had to go and fall for John Daly, the one they call Wild Thing because of his reputation for getting married (and divorced), losing hundreds of thousands of dollars at the casinos, drinking whiskey, trashing hotel rooms, and just generally getting into trouble—what we like to call “cutting up,” where I come from in Memphis.

Now, this isn’t all that surprising since, like a lot of women, I’ve always had a thing for bad boys. In my defense, though, John didn’t act wild when we met, so I figured he’d already gotten all of that out of his system. Truth is, he was a little old, a little chubby, and a little blond—as in not my usual choice of tall, dark, and handsome. I thought I was a little out of his league at the time. I felt like I was the prize, not him. Some people have tried to run their mouths, saying I married him for his money. I don’t think so. He had no money. He wasn’t winning. He was kind of a has-been. And I’ve always had a good life. I drove a Mercedes before I met John, and I had plenty of generous friends and boyfriends. When I was twenty-one, I made a friend who had a private Learjet. So let’s just say that when I started traveling around with John, that was not my first private plane, or my first rodeo with Vegas, or any of that other stuff.

John seemed like good marriage material. He was real sweet, and I figured I could run him. For a little while, right after we got married, I did have a good system going, where I made sure he focused on our family life and his golf. He was playing better than he had in years. He started winning, and he came back up the ranks again, making money and getting some big sponsorships.

There was just one problem, which John warned me about right from the get-go. He said, “If you ever see me drinking whiskey, leave.”

Of course, by the time he picked up the whiskey again, after his mother died in 2002, we’d been married more than a year, and I wasn’t about to just up and leave him. He still had that sweet side, and I loved him. Not only that, but where I come from, we take marriage serious. I’d been in love and had long-term boyfriends before, but I never married any of them—not even the father of my son Austin, who was eighteen months old when I met John—because I truly felt like marriage was a once-in-a-lifetime commitment. I didn’t get married to get divorced. I really thought we’d be together forever. That’s why it made me so mad that everyone else seemed to think it was some kind of a joke when John started cutting up real bad after his mother died. They even seemed to like him more the worse he behaved.

I put up with a lot from John during this time: trashed hotel rooms, wrecked homes and cars, nights he got so drunk he pissed the bed. Some nights he got so drunk he had to go to the hospital in an ambulance, and then his agents made up lies to pretend his drinking wasn’t to blame. I usually just went along with it. But those strippers in Arkansas finally put me over the edge. Now, I have a problem with strippers to begin with. When my first son, Austin, was a baby, there was this one time his dad took a $10,000 check and got a limo with a bunch of his friends to go to the casino. Well, they wound up at this big strip club in Memphis called Platinum Plus, which ended up getting closed because so many dirty things went down in there. I had followed the limo in my own car because I was furious that he had spent so much money when we had a new baby to support. The door guys wouldn’t let me in to confront Austin’s daddy, so I was just sitting there in my car, fuming, with my sister trying to talk me down and Austin in his car seat. And then Austin took the biggest dump ever. I pulled right up to the club’s front door, and I took that shit diaper and threw it, and it just splatted right on the entrance. That should pretty much tell you what I think about strippers. And it sure felt good.

So I wasn’t happy when I heard that this charity event John was playing at included strippers as part of the day’s festivities. And I certainly wasn’t happy when John started drinking whiskey at seven o’clock that morning. But I tried to be fine with it, just to keep the peace. That was until I saw the strippers over at the tee box with John. Now, mind you, this was at a nice golf course, and they were raising money for the Make-A-Wish Foundation. There was not one but two girls, and they weren’t wearing pasties or a bikini—or anything. They were buck naked, with these fat, cheesy butts. They weren’t even cute. I could have made more money stripping, and I was then eight months pregnant with John’s son, Little John. Not only was John standing by those girls. His hand was in his pocket, and he was getting money out. Giving it to strippers when he could have been giving it to Make-A-Wish kids. I was like: You do not give my money to strippers.

I was being driven to the bathroom by this redneck guy in a huge, four-wheel-drive golf cart. Only I forgot all about the bathroom when I saw the strippers.

“Go! Go!” I said, pointing in the direction of their ugly, naked asses.

“What’s wrong?” the redneck said.

Like he needed to ask. I could tell he knew exactly why I was mad. So he started driving real slow, which made me even more heated. People were always protecting John and cleaning up his messes. The slower this guy went, the madder I got, thinking about how sick and tired I was of John’s little fan club, and how they thought it was funny to encourage him to behave just as bad as he possibly could. They weren’t the ones who had to deal with him when he staggered in drunk and out of control. No, that was his wife and kids.

It didn’t help that I was watching the strippers prance and flirt around in front of John this whole time. And on top of that, all of this was being observed by a couple of hundred people, a lot of them friends and neighbors from our home in Dardanelle, Arkansas. I was going to have to see these people out around town and have them looking at me, thinking the whole time what a pig my husband was.

Well, that big stupid redneck couldn’t stall forever, no matter how much he wanted to kiss John’s ass. We finally got closer to John, and I realized that one of the strippers was a girl I’d seen earlier, with her shorts open, hanging around the tee box that John had been assigned to hit drives from that day. And when I say “shorts,” they weren’t anything more than a zipper.

“I just need an autograph,” she kept saying.

“Get your autograph and get on down the road, girl,” I said. “Scat.”

Only when she finally did leave, she turned back toward me and smirked.

Now, you do not smirk at a big fat woman in a black spandex Donna Karan jumper that’s about to pop, and whose baby, by the way, was so big that my guts had popped out and I had a hernia. I am not a happy fat person. I’m not happy pregnant. People can say they love it all they want. I don’t. This was not the day to mess with me. And I swear, when I’m pregnant, I can box like a kangaroo.

So when I saw it was her again, I jumped out of the golf cart and started running up there to the tee box. Only I was wearing flip-flops, and I slipped, and then I tripped and fell. So not only was I mad, but I was embarrassed. That just made it worse. I went berserk. I grabbed that one girl, the one who had sassed me, and I choked her.

“I told you to keep your clothes on in front of my husband!” I said.

And then I grabbed the other girl’s hair, and I swung her around every which way. And, of course, they weren’t touching me because I was pregnant.

After that I was so worked up, I don’t remember much of what happened. I don’t think I punched John. But I’ve been told I punched nearly everyone else who was standing there giving those girls money. I punched our banker out, and he told my mom later that he had never been hit so hard in his life. I’m not sorry, either. Giving money to naked strippers that they could have been giving to sick kids.

And by the way, John was so drunk by then, he was already acting pathetic. He didn’t need any help from me to make a spectacle. He was upset with me for going off on the naked girls. So he took a beer bottle, and right there in front of everyone, he threw it and hit me in my big pregnant stomach. And then he just left me standing there, totally shocked and embarrassed. Somebody else had to drive me up to our bus in a golf cart. The whole time, no one asked if I was okay. It was like he could act as nasty as he wanted to, and nobody said anything about it because he was John Daly.

People wonder how I could have put up with all of that, and the even worse stuff that he did to me over the next few years, leading up to the night in 2007 when he acted so bad to me that he lied and said I stabbed him, just to cover it all up. Well, there were plenty of times when we were happy, for one thing. We could have had a real nice life. The perks of being John Daly’s wife, or of being the wife of any player on the PGA circuit, were about as good as they get. And when things were bad, like a lot of women whose husbands get up to no good, I had a real knack for pretending that things were different than they were. And of course, John was always real sorry afterward, and he could explain away just about anything. And when you’re in it, and raising little ones, you’re just trying to get from day to day and avoid a divorce for the sake of the kids. So I was always like, okay, I’m going to give this one more shot. Maybe I was stupid to be so forgiving, but I still think that was the right thing to do.

Because I do think it’s possible for people to be sorry and to change. Maybe that’s because, with me, when I do something, I admit it. Because I’m not going to lie: I’m not perfectly innocent myself. And if I’m going to write this book, I have to tell on myself too. So here it is. The other reason I stayed with John for as long as I did is that I thought it was my karma. When I was younger, I ran around, and I didn’t think too much about the guys I ran around with. If a married guy said his wife was a bitch, I figured she probably was, and we’d go off and party, and that was fine with me. I screwed around with other women’s husbands. I’m not proud of it, but I did.

I never really thought too much about it, until this one lady called my house. She didn’t yell, but it was almost worse, how hard and cold her voice was.

“I just want to know,” she said. “Were you with my husband?”

I actually hadn’t slept with her husband, but I did hang out with him, so she had every reason to believe I had been up to no good. And like I said, it could have just as well been a call from some other wife whose husband I had been with.

I’ve never forgotten what she said to me then. I used to think about it a lot during the times when John would drive off for days at a time, and I didn’t know where he was, and he wouldn’t call me or even answer his phone.

“Just remember one thing, little girl,” she said. “You’ll be married, and you’ll be sitting home with your kids one day. You just remember me, because you’ll get yours.”

So there was a long time when I felt like I was getting mine, and that I even deserved the things John did to me because it was my payback. But after I got it like ten times a million harder, I finally thought to myself, Okay, anybody I’ve ever done anything to, all of you know I got paid back with John Daly. With a bonus.

Whether it was karma or just something crazy that happened when John and I got together, we had quite a time—good and bad—during the nearly ten years we were married. The truth is, I still root for him. And don’t think it’s because I’m getting any money from him, either, because I’m not. I loved John. He was my husband, and he’ll always be the father of our son, Little John. For a while there, he was a good father to my first son, Austin, too. I also got to travel the world, meet presidents and movie stars, and do some serious damage at Gucci with my credit card. I’ll always be grateful for that, even though it hasn’t been as glamorous in recent years. Not with my sex addict husband publicly rubbing my face in his new relationship with some old Hooters employee, while I’ve been stuck at home, learning how to steal utilities and make a meal out of Taco Bell.

Even when he left me without any child support, took away my car, and had my house foreclosed on, I never had any desire to trash John. I didn’t care if I saw money, as long as my sons were taken care of. But I couldn’t abide people thinking I was this crazy woman who went around stabbing people, like John said I did. So I gave him a choice during the divorce. I said if he’d just go to the media and admit he’d lied about what really happened that night, I’d walk away with nothing and I’d never tell my side of the story. Well, he just couldn’t do it. So, as John used to say, grip it and rip it. The story is coming out. And the first thing I’ve got to say, after everything I’ve learned, is that I stand corrected: The world of professional golf may be many things, but it’s anything but boring.



one
THE RIGHT SHOES AND THE RIGHT ATTITUDE
REQUIRED

IT ALL STARTED, like so many important moments in a woman’s life, with a really good blowout. If I hadn’t given myself one that morning, I might never have met John, and this whole story might never have happened. We hadn’t crossed paths before, even though we both lived in Memphis and knew a lot of the same people. A bunch of my friends had houses in TPC Southwind, which is the gated golf community where John lived at one point before we got married, and where I live now. I was even invited to parties at his house before, through our mutual acquaintances, but I’d always said no thanks. I was working for my dad at the time, selling cars at his car lot. My friend Kent, who owned another dealership in Marion, Arkansas, was good friends with John and had tried to introduce us a bunch of times. I’d always passed. I mean, I really could have cared less about meeting John Daly. It wasn’t just because I wasn’t into golf, either. “I don’t want to meet any more rednecks,” I said. “I’m not interested.”

But when Kent invited me to go along with him to the St. Jude Classic in June 2001, I finally caved. Not because I had changed my mind about meeting John. But if I straighten my hair and get myself all done up, then I’ve pretty much got to go out to lunch, or at least go somewhere I’ll be seen. I’ll keep making everyone I know crazy until I finally find someone to go with me. On this day, no one would even answer their telephones, so I was getting real bored and restless. I wanted to go out, even though it wasn’t like I was looking so hot or anything. In fact, I was especially overweight for me, like 138 pounds. (Just to put this into perspective, I didn’t weigh but 136 pounds right before my son was born.) So I was real chunky for me, with these big, chubby cheeks. And I was wearing my fat pants, which were these black pants that were the only thing that looked halfway decent, an orange tank top, and some red flip-flops. But my hair was done, and I was ready to go out. So when Kent finally picked up his phone and told me he was going to Southwind to check out this annual charity event, I figured it was better than sitting around all day doing nothing.

I met Kent over at Southwind, which is on the east side of Memphis in an upscale suburb called Germantown. We walked down to the course, and it was a real nice day. The event is a big deal in Memphis, so the whole place was packed, and we spotted a bunch of people we knew. We stood and watched the play for a while, and then John made the turn, which is right there at the tenth hole. He came over to say hello, and Kent introduced us. Right away I was struck by the fact that John wasn’t anything like I had thought he would be. I was expecting this big scruffy redneck voice, and he was very soft-spoken, with this sort of gentle nature to go along with his way of speaking. And he had big blue eyes that were real pretty. I still wasn’t exactly interested in him, or anything like that, but he was a lot cuter, and much sweeter, in person than I had imagined. We followed him for a few holes. I knew John was supposed to be some kind of real good player, but I couldn’t tell from what I saw, and I wasn’t any more riveted by golf than I’d ever been. But I was glad to be out of work for the afternoon and having a nice time.

Afterward, we all met up in the parking lot, and a little group of us ended up just kind of hanging out there for a while, kidding around and talking. John wasn’t flirting with me, exactly, but I noticed that he was paying me a little extra attention. It was all right by me, but I didn’t think too much about it.

I ended up leaving Kent and John and going off with some friends who worked at the Silver Star Hotel and Casino, where I used to hang out quite a bit. John was staying at the Horseshoe Tunica, and he’d decided to have a little party in his room that night. He eventually called one of these mutual friends and said that he wanted me to come over. By that point I was with my good friend Lauren, and we were already on our way down to the casino, so we said we’d stop by John’s room. But then we decided to go to the Peabody instead, which is this historic hotel in downtown Memphis that’s known for having ducks that swim around in a fountain by the bar. But once we were on our way to the Peabody, we felt bad ditching John after we said we’d meet up with him, so we changed our plans again. We must have turned the car around at least two times, and we were just giggling, laughing, and having fun the whole way there.

By the time we got to the Horseshoe, there were maybe a dozen people partying with John in his room. He’d been gambling and had won quite a bit of money. Plus he’d played very well at the tournament that day. And as I soon learned, just how well John does on the course, and at the slots, is often the key to whether he’s a whole lot of fun or the source of a whole lot of broken glass.

Even back then, I knew he had a reputation for being wild. I didn’t read the newspaper much, so I wasn’t aware of the details, but my friends who were his neighbors had told me things, and I knew there was always something or other going on with him. But that didn’t scare me at all. Like a lot of other women, I’ve always thought I could tame the wild ones, and the challenge of trying to do so was part of the fun for me. Plus, John was real nice, and it seemed like maybe all of that craziness was behind him. He was real attentive to me all night, making sure I had a drink and was having a good time. And then, as it got late, everyone started leaving, until it was finally just the two of us. We sat on the couch together and had a drink, and he decided he wanted to come clean to me about everything. He told me he’d been married three times, and that he had two daughters he didn’t see as much as he would have liked. He really seemed to be sorry for the mistakes he’d made in the past, and to be trying to live better now. I looked into those big blue eyes of his, and I believed every word of it.

I thought I’d finally found someone who was going to be good to me and give me a high quality of life. I ended up spending the night, and we had a real nice time. More than that, I’m not going to say, thank you very much. I’m not someone who believes in talking about what goes on in the bedroom. That might sound funny, given that I was about to marry a sex addict and get involved in everything that’s imaginably wild and crazy. But back then, before the strippers and Hooters girls, I still thought he was a nice guy. So let’s just leave it at that.

I left the next day and went to Pickwick Lake, which is about thirty minutes from the Horseshoe. I was with a bunch of my other friends, drinking and carrying on.

“Where have you been?” they were asking me. More like teasing me, because they could tell from the way I was acting that something was up.

“I’ve been out with this guy, John Daly,” I said.

None of the girls knew who John was. But the guys sure knew a thing or two.

“John Daly, the golfer?” they said.

“I know he’s got a real bad reputation,” I said.

They started giving me a hard time about him and how nuts he was.

“I think I’m going to marry him,” I said.

I was laughing when I said it, like just kidding around. But somehow, I knew that I really meant it.

The weird thing, which I didn’t know at the time, was that John had said the same thing to Kent right after he met me at the golf course.

“I’m going to marry her,” John had said, just like that.

Later on, after we did get married, John and I put it all together, and we laughed with our friends about it. Somehow, he and I both knew it was right.

What I didn’t know was that John may have seemed like he was coming clean about his past, but he had a way of telling only as much as was convenient for him and leaving out, or covering up, anything he didn’t feel like talking about. When he’d told me about his three ex-wives, he also mentioned that he was currently engaged to a woman named Shanae who lived in Dallas. But he gave me a line about her cheating on him, and he had already been planning to break it off with her. He made her out to be so bad that I didn’t think much about the fact that he was technically cheating on her with me; it sounded like it was already over between them.

He failed to tell me, as I was leaving Memphis to spend the day at Pickwick Lake, that Shanae was flying in from Dallas to see him. And though he may have already made up his mind that he was going to marry me, as far as Shanae knew, he was still very much planning to marry her. The St. Jude Classic was still under way, so she was walking around the course with John, totally clueless the whole time that he’d been with me the night before and that he’d decided I was going to be his fourth wife, even though she was still wearing the five-karat diamond ring he had given her the previous year. There was even an article in the local newspaper about John Daly’s fiancée and her big diamond ring.

I didn’t know a thing about it. Not that I would have cared, to be honest with you. I’m sorry if the way everything went down was painful for Shanae, but it was like that was just the way it had to be. I don’t know quite how to explain it, but it was like things with John just had this momentum to them, and I never had any doubt in my mind that we were going to get married, no matter what obstacles might seem to stand in the way. Plus, he could be very convincing, and so it never occurred to me that there was any side to the story other than the one he’d told me, about Shanae being a cheater and no good. Anyhow, after the tournament, he went out of town, as I later learned, to break things off with her. The next thing I knew, he was back in Memphis, staying at the Grand Casino, and I was seeing him every day.

Now, I had a few things to take care of myself before I was free to become Mrs. Daly. For starters, I had two really nice boyfriends at the time. My son Austin was nineteen months old, and I’d never married his dad, so I was a single mom. And both of these guys really loved my kid, which was a big part of why I liked them. And both of them were very upset when I broke things off. In fact, one of them called me after I’d met John but before I had a chance to let him down easy.

“I’m going to John Daly’s Make-A-Wish event,” he said. “Do you want to go with me?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m already going.”

“With who?” he said.

“John Daly,” I said.

I could tell he was upset from the way his voice sounded all tight and weird.

“Oh my God, he’s going to love you,” he said. “You’re going to end up marrying him. I’ll never see you again.”

“No, don’t be silly,” I said.

But my ex-boyfriend ended up being right about at least one of the things he predicted.

John was always real active with the Boys and Girls Clubs of America and the Make-A-Wish Foundation, as I later learned, because of a young leukemia patient he’d met and been inspired by at a 1994 Make-A-Wish event. And his annual Boys and Girls Clubs fundraiser, which he hosted at the golf course he had first played on near his boyhood home in Dardanelle, Arkansas, was always a big deal for him. Once we were married, it was a total nightmare for me, as something about being back home brought out the worst in John, and I’ve never seen him behave so bad as he did at those events. But that first year, he was on his best behavior. I went up there to Arkansas with him, and we all stayed at his house, which is on the golf course, and we had a lot of fun. I had Austin with me. And John had both of his daughters—Shynah, from his marriage to ex-wifey number two, and Sierra, from his marriage to ex-wifey number three—who were staying with him for the summer. And his mom and dad, and his brother and sister-in-law, who is one of my best friends to this day, all lived in houses nearby, so I met them, and we all got along real well. I was happy, and I thought I would be for a long time.

After that, I started traveling with John, and because Austin was so young at the time, he went everywhere with us. John was real good with Austin, and it was like we were this instant family. John was very nice and attentive to me and to my son, and I couldn’t have asked for anybody better.

A few weeks after we met, I went to my first PGA event, which was at the Colorado Golf Club outside of Denver. I still remember that they make the best chocolate milkshakes there. I’m a big eater, and my mom has even said that sometimes she swears the only time she sees me smile is when I’ve just eaten something delicious, so a lot of times I remember a place by the meal we had there. Sometimes it’s all I can remember of a place, because of how much we traveled and how all of the cities and golf courses started to blend together.

Now, when we got to Denver, I had never walked a golf course before. Even in my fat pants, I was relatively in shape, but when you’ve never walked a golf course before, let’s just say it’s a long way to walk. On top of that, the altitude was killing me. So I was going along on the first day, trying to pay attention to how John was playing, all eager to show him how supportive and sweet his new girlfriend could be. But I was about to pass out. I remember going up this hill, and I literally came close to falling to my knees. I’ve never had that feeling before. It was horrible.

There was a man in front of me who had a bottle of water in his hand.
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