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              INTRODUCTION
            
          

          

            TOO MUCH AINT ENOUGH
          

        

        

          

            
              Thats a line from a fine old country-and-western song by Billy Joe Shaverand not a half bad title for my life story.

          
You see, I havent led what youd call an ordinary life.

          
Ive traveled to six continentsand won golf tournaments on five of them.

          
In my darker days, I had a few drinks, visited a few hospital ERs, and did time in a couple of rehab clinics.

          
Ive beat up hotel rooms, houses, and cars.

          
Ive gambled away a couple of fortunes.

          
I live on Diet Coke, Marlboro Lights, and the support of my fans.

          
Ive weighed as much as 290 poundsand lost as much as 65 in three months.

          
And Ive been married four times.

          
I guess you could say Im not exactly a poster boy for moderation.

          
But I also won two of golfs four majors before I turned 30. Only five other golfers in history have done that. You may have heard of them: Bobby Jones, Jack Nicklaus, Tom Watson, Johnny Miller, and Tiger Woods. I am humbled and honored to be on that list.

          
Sometimes I wonder how Im still standing, let alone chasing my third major. But you know what? Ive always done it my way, and I think the best is still to come.

          
So Im writing this book to tell the whole story, my story. The wins, the losses, and everything in betweenwithout the bullshit.

          
This is me.

          


A lot of people live in the past. They get stuck in a negative life because all they do is wallow in the bad things they did. How is that going to help them tomorrow? My past aint the greatest, but it aint the worst. And I dont have any skeletons in the closet. Theyre all out. I got all my skeletons out. Everybody knows everything Ive ever done. (Or you will after you finish this book.)

          
So you could be thinking right about now, why in the hell, if he really thinks people shouldnt live in the past, is Big John Daly writing a book about his past?

          
Good question.

          
My answer is that laying my life out this way, trying to see it as a whole thing instead of a bunch of disconnected memories, helps me get a grip on the present and try to build a future. So Im writing this book in part to help me understand myselfand get ready for whatever life throws at me down the way.

          
But Im also writing this book because I believe I owe it to you, my fans. Youve always been there for me, and I want to strengthen the bond between us.

          
Throughout my career, you guys have been my lifeline, my port in a storm, my best and most trustworthy connection to all thats good and strong and giving in the human spirit.

          
Without you fans, Id be nothingor maybe dead.

          
So if youve stood by me all these years, through good times and bad, and held out your hands to me, isnt it high time you hear straight from The Lions mouth why Ive done some of the things Ive done, how I feel about things, and what I see around the bend?

          
I think it is. I know I owe you my life, so to me it follows that I owe you the true story of how Ive lived it.

          
My mother, God rest her soul, used to tell me, Champions come from the heart. Those are true words, words Ive tried to live by. Im proud that those wordsmy mothers legacy to meare written above the door opening out onto the University of Arkansas football field, and that Razorback football players slap that sign to remind them of her message as they go out on the field.

          
Champions come from the heart.

          
          
          
        

      





    

      

        

          
          

            
              ONE
            
          

          

            PLAYIN THE TOUR AND LOVIN LIFE
          

        

        

          

            
              Back in the summer of 1991, my first year on the PGA Tour, I wasnt exactly what youd call a household name in golf, unless you happened to spend a lot of time in my mothers household.

          
Finally, after three and a half years of scraping by on the minitours and the South Africa Tour following my decision to drop out of college and turn pro in 1987, and after four trips to the PGA Tours brutal Qualifying School, Id earned my Tour card for the 1991 season. By the beginning of August, I still hadnt won anything, but Id made about $160,000 up to that time, so I was feeling okay. I wasnt tearing it up or anything, but Id made a bunch of cuts, and Id finished fourth at the Honda back in March and third in the Chattanooga Classic in July.

          
All year, word had been spreading a little about this redneck kid from Arkansas who could really let it fly but sometimes had to do some looking for it after it landed. So at tournaments Id draw some fans around the tee to watch me hit driver. I never saw too many people along the fairways watching me hit my second shot, but that was okay. I knew I had some other clubs in my bag. Anyway, Id wind up that year leading the PGA Tour in driving distance with just under 289 yards (288.9, if youre a stats freak). That would be good for about number 98 in 2005, and probably out of the top 100 in 2006. But back then, it was like 6 yards ahead of Greg Norman, who was number 2, and people were taking some notice.

          
Playin the Tour and lovin lifeman, I was 25 years old, and I had the world by the tail!

          



As August rolled around, though, I hadnt made enough money to qualify for the PGA Championship at Crooked Stick Golf Club in Carmel, Indiana, which is just outside of Indianapolis. I was close enough to know that if Id made a few more putts along the way, Id be getting ready for my first practice round. But I was far enough back at ninth alternate to figure I had no chance in hell of getting in.

          
The week before, Id played the Buick Open in Grand Blanc, Michigan, just outside of Flint, and Id stunk up the place, missing the cut by a bunch. So I went back to Memphis, where Id just closed on my first home and spent $32,000 I couldnt afford on a new BMW for Bettye, my fiance.

          
I did pretty much what I always did when I was home. Practiced at Chickasaw Country Club. Hung out with whatever buddies were around. Probably ate lunch at McDonalds. Maybe played some in the afternoon. Went home. Had a few drinks, no doubt. Nothing out of the ordinary.

          
I never once thought I had a prayer of playing in the PGA Championship. A couple of foursomes of guys would have to withdraw for me to get in. There was no way that was going to happen, not in a major.

          
          
But then a few guys dropped out for one reason or another, and every time one did, Id get a call from Ken Anderson of the PGA of America to tell me that Id moved up a notch. Nothing to get excited about. Then about five oclock Wednesday afternoon, he called to say I was now third alternate. Still not likely Id get in, he said, what with the tournament beginning in less than 24 hours.

          
Now, most Tour pros wouldnt walk across the street to watch somebody else play golf, but I decided to drive on up to Indianapolis to watch the PGA, to hang out, andokay, Ill admit itto have a few drinks with my buddy Fuzzy Zoeller.

          
Fuzzy had won the Masters in 1979 and the U.S. Open in 1984. He was a serious player. A major player. And he was just maybe the most popular guy on the PGA Tour. And I wasas I saidnot exactly a household name. Or put it another way: I was a nobody. But Fuzzy and I had met in 1989 at the Federal ExpressSt. Jude Classic in Memphis, where I lived. Being a local boy, Id gotten a sponsors exemption. Fuzzy spotted me and asked me to play a practice round with him. Weve been close friends ever since.

          
But my best friend in those days was Jack Daniels. Had been since I was 19. Most of the time, I was drinking Jack like you wouldnt believe. A fifth a day, sometimes more. If I was in a bar, it would be Jack and Diet Coke. If I was home or in a hotel, Id just drink it straight out of the bottle. Most people would be drunk for a month on what Id had before dinner. Id paid a couple of visits to emergency rooms in college to have my stomach pumped. But maybe the scariest time was in Falmouth, Maine, in 1990, the night before a Hogan Tour tournament began. I was partying with some guys, and I was having what had, over the summer, become my usual: triple Jack Daniels on the rocks, no water, three at a time. After a while the waitress said the bartender wouldnt serve me but one drink at a time. Fine. Id order a drink, shed bring it to me, and Id drain the glass while she was standing thereand ask for another. After a little of that, I had to be taken to a hospital because Id passed out with my eyes open and the guys I was drinking with thought Id had a stroke or something. The next day I shot two under.

          
But none of that stopped me. I was still young enough and dumb enough to believe I was bulletproof.

          
Back then, JD and JD were quite a pairpractically inseparable.

          



Wednesday afternoon, my fiance, Bettye, and I were on our way to Indiana. (Yeah, my clubs were in the trunk. Thats my rule: never leave home without em.)

          
I didnt have a hotel booked, of course, but my agents, Bud Martin and John Mascatello, managed to get me a room that afternoon in a Residence Inn. Id signed with John and Bud back in March after the Players Championship, and we used to laugh that the best move they made all that first year was booking me a cheap motel room.

          
Id told the PGA office where Id be staying, just in case, and when me and Bettye rolled into the Residence Inn at 2:30 in the morning and got to our room, the message light was blinking. It was Ken Anderson, the same guy who all week had been saying I wasnt going to get in. This time his message was different: Youre on the tee at 1:58 on Thursday.

          
Turns out the last three guys ahead of me on the alternates list had pulled out. Bill Sander was injured, Mark Lye didnt want to play without getting in a practice round, and Brad Bryant had an illness in the family. And then Nick Price withdrew because his wife was about to give birth to their first child.

          
So, thanks to Sue Price, I made it into the 1991 PGA Championship!

          
Happy as I was to get in, my expectations of doing much in the tournament werent exactly what youd call high. I hadnt been playing worth a damn, I hadnt played a practice round, and I was beat from being on the road for 10 hours. Didnt matter. I was just jumping out of my skin with excitement. I just wanted to go on out there and play the course.

          
Only one little problem: it was 2:30 in the morning.

          
Six hours later, after breakfast at McDonalds, I was raring to go. I had everything I neededtee time, clubs, golf shoes, golf shirts, even a caddy, thanks also to Nick (and Sue) Price. When he found out on Wednesday morning that I was on the short list of guys still hoping for a miracle, Nickwhos one of the great guys on the Tourcalled to wish me good luck. He asked if Id consider using his caddy, Jeff (Squeeky) Medlen, if I did get in. Would I consider it? Squeeky was only one of the top loopers on the Tour at the time and a terrific guy to boot. You bet Id consider it.

          
Wheres the first tee?

          



Squeeky and I hit it off right from the start. Id never even seen Crooked Stick, but he knew it because hed walked it in practice rounds with Nick earlier in the week. At 7,289 yards, Crooked Stick was the longest course ever to host a major, and my only strategy was to go out there and kill the fucking thing. Squeeky was down with that: not once did he advise me to play defensively or conservatively.

          
Squeeky was a damn good caddyso experienced, so focused. It was amazing how fast he got to know my game. He could club me right away, like wed been working together for years. Thats not easy. At the pro level, there are a lot of gradations. One guys 8-iron is another guys 7. One guy fades everything, another guy draws it. Low trajectory, high trajectory. And so on. That doesnt matter on your average Saturday morning, when most guys dont have caddies anyway. But for pros, it matters. A lot.

          
Right from the first tee, Squeeky saw how good I was hitting driver, and he didnt want any negative stuffno backing down and playing safe and hitting the 3-woodso hed hand me the driver, and in that voice of his that got him his nickname, hed say the same thing: Kill it, John. Just kill it.

          
So thats what I did.

          
The first round, I shot 69three underwhich left me only two shots off the lead. Needless to say, I was pretty damned satisfied with that. Thinking back on it, the whole day was pretty cool: from ninth alternate to one of the leaders after the first round.

          
Thing is, though, I didnt know how near the top I was until the next day. Thursday afternoon was when that big storm blew through and the lightning killed a fan. PGA officials suspended play for a while at about 2:15, so our group didnt finish our first round. The next day they sent us out early to finish the last three holes on the back nine. Thats why nobody knew about my 69because it didnt get posted until Friday morning. No appearance at the media center, no having to face a bunch of cameras and a bunch of guys asking questions. Looking back, that was undoubtedly a good thing.

          
Thursday night, after grabbing dinner at McDonalds, Bettye and I went back to our motel room and hung out. Bettye played sportsshe was a strong tennis playerso she understood competitiveness and had a good idea of what the day had meant to me. Me, I was just flat-out tired, as tired as Ive ever been in my life.

          
But it was a good tired.

          
That first round, me and my playing partners, Bob Lohr and Billy Andrade, didnt have any kind of gallery following us from hole to hole. Mostly, the only people who saw us were folks just standing along the ropes, watching for big-name players as the groups came through. And anybody who did stay with our group had to be following Bob or Billy. Nobody was following me. Why would they? At least not at first.

          
Friday, though, when I shot 67 and got to eight under, it was a whole new ball game. I was leading the tournament! The PGA Championship! Me, John Patrick Daly, Tour rookie from Arkansas, I was the leader in the clubhouse midway through a major!

          
But you know what, because I hadnt finished my round on Thursday, I hadnt had all night to think about what going low in a major meant. I just went from finishing my first round on Friday to eating lunch to starting my second round, with not a lot of time to get all nervous about what was happening.

          
Its not hardly a big secret that one of the keys to my 69-67 start was my length. The first par 5 at Crooked Stick, number five, was the longest par 5 we played on the Tour that year. Still would be, I think, if we played it all the time600 yards. Well, in the second round I hit driver, 1-iron to the middle of the green, and there I was, putting for eagle. Lohr and Andrade were looking at each other like, No way hes on this green in two. No fucking way.

          
I guess I might have been a little surprised myself. I figured Id get close, maybe up and down for birdie, but getting on in two and putting for eagle got me a little pumped. I two-putted for birdie. Ill take two-putt birdies any time.

          
          
Toward the end of Fridays round, some fan stuck his hand out as we walked from the green to the next tee box, and without thinking about it one way or another, I slapped him a high five. No big deal. It just seemed like the natural thing to do. But it caught on. Next thing you know, Im high-fiving every hand I see. Now, Tour golfers arent known for doing that sort of thing. Maybe theyre afraid they might hurt their hands or something. I dont know exactly why I started, but once I did, I never stopped.

          
After the round, a couple of PGA officials grabbed me and took me to the media center. That was kinda cool. Id been in the media center at Honda, but there was over a hundred people at Crooked Stick, all in the biggest tent Id ever seen. Somebody asked me if I wanted something to drink. I thought about a beer, but I didnt know how that would go down, so I asked for a Diet Coke.

          
I dont remember much about my first time in front of the media that week. You always start with birdies and bogeysthat is, you go through hole by hole; you tell the reporters what you hit, why you missed this putt, that sort of thing. Thats the standard routine, before they start asking questions about what you thought or what you felt or what you thought you felt. Golf reporters never see most of a golf tournament, at least not live. They only see whats playing on the TV feed in the media room. Some go out on the course, usually on Saturday, but even then they can only follow a couple of guys at a time. And theres 144 of us out there the first two days. So we have to tell them how we played, otherwise they wouldnt know. And nobody had any idea who I was, or what my game was like, so after they were finished with birdies and bogeys, there wasnt much anybody could ask except, Howd it feel out there, John? and What do you think about the course? and How do you think youll do tomorrow?

          
          
How did I think Id do tomorrow? Shit, I was still thinking about today.

          
Afterwards, my inner circle of buddies rallied around me and cheered me on. My best friend at the time, Donnie Crabtree, was there along with Rick Ross, who was sort of my coach. A few other guys from home, too. Mom and Dad watched it on TV at home. Fuzzy, the only Tour guy I knew well enough yet to call a friend, had missed the cut and hit the road, so I didnt hear from him until Saturday morning, when he called and told me to go get em, keep on kickin ass.

          
By the weekend, of course, I wasnt the mystery guest anymore. I have the tapes from CBS of that tournament, and I cant remember seeing any of my shots on Thursday. On Friday, I played early, so they werent on the air yet. But by Saturday, things were nuts. The newspapers had been full of stories about me, and the galleries had caught on.

          
I was paired with Bruce Lietzke on Saturday; we were the last twosome to tee off. In the clubhouse after the round, Bruce had said to me, I want to beat you, but if you keep on playing like this, nobodys going to beat you this week. Bruce is definitely a good guy.

          
On every hole now, I was high-fiving people, and after all that had been in the newspapers and on TV, the galleries were going wild. I mean, the crowds were yelling and screaming and hollering, Kill it, Big John! I guarantee you it was the first time I ever needed marshals and security guys to get from hole to hole. I was so happy and surprised and proud of all the people rooting for me, it started to feel like a big party, and it just kept getting bigger and bigger.

          
It all happened spontaneously. People were rooting like hell for me. I could hear it, I could feel it, and I guess I figured I would give them back something besides golf. If I went to Crooked Stick and just hit the ball and didnt show them any love, maybe they wouldnt have taken to me like they did. Anyway, it was fun.

          
After only two days, I felt like I was their guy.

          


The craziest thing about the whole weekend, in a way, was getting invited by Mr. Jim Irsay, owner of the Indianapolis Colts, to be his guest at their exhibition game on Saturday night. I didnt know this at the time, of course, but Mr. Irsay was a huge golf nut, and hed seen the way the people in the gallery were carrying on, and so he had Mr. Michael Browning, the president of Crooked Stick, ask me if, after I got through with the media on Saturday, Id come on out to the game. I said sure.

          
See, I love football. Love it. I dont care whos playing. I dont care if its preseason or whatever. Just to see guys out there hitting each other, its awesome. Hey, its footballlets go!

          
It was a blast. I met all the guys in the locker room before the gameEric Dickerson, Jeff George, guys Id seen on TV. Got jerseys. Got autographs. Gave a few. Then, during the game, I sat in Mr. Irsays box and signed programs for the Colts fans in the grandstand. It was great.

          
Next thing I know, Im in the middle of the field at halftime, me and Bettye, with 48,000 people screaming their heads off after they introduced me. I mean, they were going nuts. Id never seen a city embrace somebody like that, especially somebody theyd never even heard of three days earlier. All of a sudden, after what72 hours?I felt like I was the mayor of Indianapolis.

          
          
And I almost became something even better: a kicker in the NFL.

          
Before the game, just kidding around, I told Coach Ron Meyer and the Colts people that Id been a field goal kicker in high school, so if they needed someone, let me know. Well, they told Mr. Irsay, and he jumped all over the idea. Right away, he was looking into having me suit up the following week and kick an actual extra point during the game. But because of the insurance issuesI could have been hurt or maybe hurt someone elseit didnt happen. Wouldnt that have been something? Who knows, maybe I missed my calling.

          
(I got another chance. That fall, the L.A. Ramsthey were still there thenwere playing the 49ers on Monday Night Football. Some PR guy hooked me up with the Monday Night Football crew, and that afternoon I hit a 3-iron out of Anaheim Stadium, where they were playing that night. Then I kicked a 35-yard field goal, barefooted. Don Meredith held for me. And John Madden put me on that years All-Madden team. I got an All-Madden card! I was the field goal kicker on the 1992 All-Madden team!)

          
After the Colts game, me and Bettye went on back to the motel. I still had a lot of nervous energy, but I didnt have any trouble going to sleep, and I slept through the night. You know, looking back, I wonder why I wasnt more wired up or nervous or something, but I was just having too much damn fun.

          



No doubt a lot of people figured I was going to piss it all away on Sunday. Cant blame em. I was a nobody. I wasnt even supposed to be there. It was just a matter of time before my nerves would get to me and Id start spraying golf balls all over Indiana.

          
But I had something going for me that made me feel like, yes sir, I did belong. On Sunday morning, when I got to the clubhouse, I found a note in my locker.

          
Now, golfers arent like baseball players, wholl typically spend a couple of hours in the clubhouse. Most Tour golfers go to a locker room to change their shoes, stash any gear theyve brought with them, and check to make sure their flies are zipped. Really, thats about it. I mean, guys dont usually shower there, or get medical treatments, or sit around in whirlpools.

          
Thats about it, as I said, except for one thing: checking their messages.

          
Things have changed a lot since cell phones and BlackBerrys came along, but 15 years ago, if an equipment rep or some friend of a friend looking to score tickets to the tournament or even your agent wanted to be sure to make a connection, the locker room attendant would leave a message in your locker. And if youre on the leaderboard on Sunday, youre going to find a lot of messages, even if youre some redneck rookie from Arkansas.

          
So there I was on the most important day of my life, trying to pretend I didnt have butterflies fighting to get out of my gut, reading a bunch of scraps of paper from all sorts of people who all of a sudden wanted to be my best friend, when I came on one, neatly folded, with the following handwritten line:

          


          
Go get em, John.

          


          
Just those four words: Go get em, John.

          
Nice note, but no big deal.

          
          
Except that it was signed Jack Nicklaus.

          
Jack Nicklaus!

          
Holy shit! The guy I admired more than anybody else in golf, my childhood hero, Jack Nicklaus was giving me a pat on the back and telling me to go out there and get em. No way that didnt help me do what I did over the next 18 holes.

          
Even so, I still wasnt thinking consciously about winning or losing the tournament. Sounds funny, I guess, but I was just thinking about going out there and playing golf. Dr. Bob Rotella, a real smart man I got to know some years later, says thats called staying in the moment, and its what youre supposed to do. Get ahead of yourself, start thinking ahead to where you want to end up, and youre more likely to screw up and never get there.

          
Anyway, I wasnt scared. I had butterflies. But I wasnt scared. At least thats what I kept telling myself.

          
You wouldnt have thought it, though, by the way I hit my first shot of the day on Sunday. I hooked my driver into the trees, your classic nervous, anxious, what-the-fuck-am-I-doing-here overswing. But then I came back and made bogey, a helluva bogey, considering where I hit the drive. Made birdie on two, so I was par for the day and three strokes up on the field after two holesman, I was in pretty good shape.

          
I was paired with Kenny Knox. Kenny wasnt particularly long, and I was outdriving him by 50 yards on some holes. That went over well with the fans, of course. On number eight, a 438-yard par 4, I hit driver and L-wedge, which tells you how far my tee balls were going.

          
I owned the par 5s that week: one eagle, 10 birdies, five pars, which comes to 12 under. On the other 56 holes, I was even par. I won the PGA Championship on the par 5s.

          
My second birdie on Sunday came on the fifth hole, that humongous par 5 I told you about. Then, just when I started getting a little nervous about where I was and what I was doing, I ran off a solid string of seven straight pars. On the 13th, a par 3, I made a 25-footer from the fringe for birdie, and all of a sudden Ive got my right fist going, waving it around big-time.

          
The 14th hole, a big old dogleg left, was a really long par 4, maybe the longest on the Tour, at 468 yards, but I was hitting L-wedge to it every day, and I had a birdie in the second round and three pars there to show for it.

          
At 17, a 230-yard par 3, I hit a bad 4-iron left into the bunker. The pin was cut about 5 feet from the left edge, so I should have played it to the fat part of the green. Anyway, I hit a sand wedge out about 20 feet, knocked it past about 7 feet, missed coming back, and finally tapped in for double bogeyand still had a three-stroke lead. You got to feel pretty good about your chances when you double-bogey the 71st hole in a golf tournament and still have a three-stroke lead.

          
Play it safe on the final hole and protect my lead?

          
No way: you gotta let the big dog eat.

          
Squeeky didnt hesitate. On the 18th tee, he handed me my driver without blinking an eye. The final hole was a par 4 with water down the right side. I figured, even if I hit it in the water, I could still make bogey and win. Well, I killed my driver smack down the middle and then hit an 8-iron from about 160 yards to inside 30 feet. Thats when I began my victory tour, walking tight up the middle of the 18th fairway, knowing Id done it.

          
There were something like 35,000 people at Crooked Stick that day, and I felt like every one of them was on my side. For some reason, as I started walking, I began waving my right arm around, just like Arsenio Hall.

          
          
The hairs on my arms were sticking up, but I still rolled in a 4-foot par putt for a 276 total, three shots better than Bruce Lietzke.

          
The last guy to get into the PGA Championship finished first.

          



When I look at the tapes of the 1991 PGA, I see the same guy I am today, only a bunch of pounds lighter. I mean, my swing was in perfect balance. I wasnt hanging back. I wasnt de-accelerating through the ball. Hips turned good. I was making a full, strong follow-through on everything. Yeah, Im more mature now. I dont push as hard as I did then. I dont get overanxious. And I dont let the dark side affect me the way I did back thenand later. But the swing and the game, theyre the same.

          
I played fearless golf that weekend. I just went out there and hit the ball. I just did my thing. My short game was great: I hit my approaches close, and I made a bunch of putts from inside 10 feet. Most of the time the ball went where I wanted it to. When it didnt, I didnt get scared. I just went and found it and hit it again. I was fearless. That was the key.

          
(That, and Nick Prices wife going into labor.)

          
The very best thing about that weekendaside from winning, of coursewas the way the fans rallied around me. And theyve been with me ever since. That Saturday night at the Colts game? It was like that at St. Andrews four years later when I won the British. Its like that in Houston, in San Diego, in Augusta, pretty much wherever I playno matter how Im playing at the time, no matter how much Ive screwed up along the way.

          
And it all began 15 years ago in Indianapolis.

          
          
It all happened so fast. The whole week was a blur. Ive thought about it a lot. Ive answered a million questions about it. But except for the Colts game, it was just like every other tournament week: wake up, breakfast from McDonalds, play golf, dinner from McDonalds, go to bed, then wake up and do it all again. Youd figure with all that was going on, and with me seeing my name on the top of the leaderboard at a major, that Id have trouble sleeping or something. Uh-uh. I slept like a baby every night.

          
The only difference was that on Sunday night when I went to sleep, I was the 1991 PGA champion.

        

      







      

        

          
          

            
              TWO
            
          

          

            FINDING MY WAY HOME
          

        

        

          

            
              I was born in Carmichael, California, near Sacramento, on April 28, 1966. I dont remember much about California, though, because when I was four years old, my father, Jim, moved my mother, Lou, my sister, Julia, my brother, Jamie, and me to Dardanelle, Arkansas.

          
Thats where I learned to play golf.

          
Dad was a construction worker who helped build the Unit One nuclear power plant right outside Russellville, just on the other side of the Arkansas River from Dardanelle. Dad was always being yanked back and forth between the day shift and the night shift, and he was always being called away to work on some other plant in another state when they had an outage or something. Sometimes hed be gone two months or so at a time. Then, when he came back, it seemed like hed always be catching the night shift and sleeping days. My brother, sister, and I really didnt get to spend a lot of time with Dad when we were growing up.

          
Mom pretty much raised us. Everybody called her Momma Lou. She ran a pretty tight ship, mostly without ever having to raise her voice. When she did take a belt to me or Jamie, it was because we really needed it. She sewed a lotshe even made a lot of our school shirtsand she was a good cook. Even now, I can close my eyes and taste her chocolate gravy and hot biscuits. But my last couple of years in high school, she was gone a lot. Shed go off to Kansas City when my father was working up there. Later, when he got assigned to a plant in Beaver Falls, Pennsylvania, shed go up there for three weeks at a pop, come back for a weekend, then go back again.

          
Mom died in November 2002. I miss her a lot. So does anybody who ever met her. Dads still living in Dardanelle in a place I bought him and Mom near our old house.

          
Dardanelles a town of about 5,000 people located right in the middle of the state35 miles west of Little Rock, 75 miles east of Fort Smith, just south of the Ozarks. The Arkansas River runs through it. Russellville, on the other side of the river, has a population of about 35,000.

          
Our family wasnt rich or anything, but Dad always had work, and by the time I was a teenager, he was making decent money. He was tight, though. He didnt like to spend it. When Jamie or I wanted something, we always went to Mom. Or wed go to Woodsons, this clothing store in Dardanelle, and wed charge jeans, shoes, shirts, whatever. When Mom would see the bill, she wouldnt get mad or anything, but Dad, hed sometimes have a shit-fit.

          
We were a close family, I guess, but in a kind of distant way. Dad wasnt around much. Mom was, until me and Jamie got to be teenagers, and then she started spending a lot of time with Dad when
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