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        by George O’Grady, Chief Executive, The European Tour


      

    


  




   




   




   




   




  Golf has been blessed, decade after decade, with admirable champions and, surveyed from any angle, scrutinised how you like, Colin Montgomerie’s achievement in being

  Europe’s Number One golfer eight times – including a remarkable seven years in succession – is a benchmark unlikely to be surpassed.




  Great sportsmen are inspired to ascend unprecedented heights by courtesy of prodigious talent, raw courage, instinctive self-belief, innate ambition and sheer motivation. Colin possessed all

  these qualities and much, much more in becoming the most consistent golfer of his generation in the world, winning 40 titles, and during a 20-year association with The Ryder Cup he superbly

  demonstrated not only as a player but also as a captain his unique leadership attributes.




  Colin represented Europe eight times as a player, winning 23 ½ points from 36 matches, remaining unbeaten in the singles, finishing on the winning team five times, but the greatest,

  proudest moment of his illustrious career came when as the captain he led his team to a glorious victory in the famous biennial contest on that memorable blue-sky Monday in Wales in 2010.




  For Colin the love of golf triggered an exhilarating, triumphant journey and one which I and millions around the world have been proud to admire, appreciate and celebrate.












   




   




   




   




  1  THE GREATEST HONOUR




   




   




   




   




  The proudest moment of my career.




  That is what being captain of the European Ryder Cup team meant to me. Were I to win the Open, or any one of the Majors – something which is perhaps becoming a bit improbable at this stage

  of my career – I’d be thrilled. So would my family. But it wouldn’t come close to how I felt when I was presented with the Ryder Cup in 2010 at Celtic Manor. It wouldn’t

  come close. The Ryder Cup will always have pride of place in my trophy cabinet regardless of what impressive piece of silverware might be sitting next to it.




  People will almost certainly read this and say to themselves, ‘Oh, he’s just saying that because he has never won a Major.’ but, were you to ask a couple of our Major winners

  for their take on a Ryder Cup win versus a Major, it would not surprise me one bit were they to see things in much the same light as I do myself.




  Not too long ago, I came across Graeme McDowell’s comments at the post-match press conference when he was asked to compare the Ryder Cup triumph with his US Open win at Pebble Beach:

  ‘It was a different level of pressure to Pebble Beach and this is why this match is extremely special and will continue to be one of the greatest – possibly the greatest –

  event on the planet.’




  The Ryder Cup really is that big a deal.




  The denouement of the 2010 match was virtually unwatchable as everything came down to the final single, the one between Graeme and Hunter Mahan. The American, who

  needed a half-point if the US were to hang on to the trophy, had clawed his way back from three down after eleven to be only one to the bad with three to play ...




  From a European point of view, the situation was becoming more excruciating by the minute.




  That, though, was when Graeme showed all the qualities which paved the way for his US Open triumph. When it came to the 16th, he holed a 25-footer – it was as pressure packed as any

  25-footer can have been in the game’s history – for the birdie which took him back to two ahead. As his putt fell so, by all accounts, the smile on my face grew proportionally

  bigger.




  But there was still a lot of work to be done ... Holding himself together on the par-three 17th, he hit a shot which flirted with the bunker but pulled up on the fringe.




  When poor Hunter came up short from the tee and then fluffed his chip, Graeme’s steely nerves did the rest. He putted to within five feet of the hole and happily accepted his

  opponent’s proffered hand when the American’s par putt failed to find the hole.




  Europe had won the Ryder Cup, with the result a nail-biting 14½ points to 13½.




  Half Europe converged on the green and a roar carried through the Usk Valley. When I returned in 2011, it was as if the echoes had never gone away.




  In the winter, I took the trophy to the Wales–Ireland rugby match at the Millennium Stadium in Cardiff. I was due to have lunch with some friends and, as I walked into the hospitality

  suite carrying the metal trophy case, the place came to a standstill. It was almost as if there was some kind of halo around the case.




  And it is not just across Europe that the magic has spread. I took the trophy on a tour in Tokyo, Shanghai, Singapore and Australia, followed by Dubai, Abu Dhabi,

  Qatar, Oman and Bahrain, and the reaction in those faraway parts was similarly astonishing. Even going through security, the place would go nuts. People were stuck in queues, patiently waiting as

  the airport staff took photographs. I don’t think my fellow travellers minded – at least I hope they didn’t.




  As with the FA Cup, or the Open championship’s Claret Jug, the Ryder Cup knocks people for six.




  *




  After all the hugs and tears in the immediate aftermath of our victory, I went on some kind of mental walkabout. At least to my ears, the yelps of delight and the cheers

  suddenly faded to a background buzz. I was in one hell of a state, an out and out wreck. The emotion of the previous four days had well and truly caught up with me.




  Once back at the Twenty-Ten clubhouse, I found myself a quiet corner in the locker room. And, at a time when I should have been going over and over the captain’s closing ceremony speech

  (my friends had kindly advised that it would be heard by an audience of some 160 million), my thoughts were all over the place.




  They darted back and forth, from my wife, Gaynor, to my vice-captains, to my winning team – and to what it all meant to the European Tour.




  Heaven knows how long I was like that but there came a point where Jamie Spence, a former player and a Tour official who had been helping non-stop throughout the week, happened upon me and said,

  firmly, ‘You need something to eat.’




  The cheers and the singing, this time from the balcony, were beginning to register with me once more as Jamie returned with an industrial quantity of bacon rolls and a

  Diet Coke. As it came, so Darren Clarke and José Maria Olazábal, two of my vice-captains, escaped the mayhem of the balcony to follow the scent.




  Together, the three of us ate that welcome sustenance and relived the events of the day. No one said very much but there were tears in our eyes and they spoke volumes. We were all equally

  overwhelmed.




  Balcony scenes, I have to say, are not really up my street. I was aware of having looked out at the very beginning, but only to marvel at our endlessly loyal fans down below. This was the

  players’ time, not mine.




  I have always been happy to leave this kind of thing to others. I am not much of a drinker. No more, as my daughters would cheerfully testify, am I a singer or dancer.




  Before too long, Darren and Ollie were hearing some cries or exhortations from the fans which they drew to my attention. There was an unmistakable chant of ‘We want Monty. We want

  Monty.’




  It was moving, it was incredible and it was insistent.




  Darren and Ollie looked at me. ‘On you go,’ they said. ‘You deserve it.’




  So out I stepped into the evening sun and a racket that snatched my breath away.




  To be standing out there as thousands of people, not all of them wholly inebriated, yelled ‘We love you, Monty!’ was one of the most extraordinary moments of my life – a

  personal moment which is almost too poignantly personal to record.




  Yet you cannot afford to be self-indulgent for long in a team situation and, shortly after, when we were all back in the locker room and preparing for the closing

  ceremony, I noticed that all was not well with Ollie.




  Spaniards show their emotions rather more than most and Ollie was weeping, openly, and saying he was sorry, but he would not be attending the ceremony. He could not face the public.




  It turned out that he had telephoned his great friend Seve Ballesteros to tell him of the excitement and sense of achievement in the European camp, only to find that the health of this

  extraordinarily charismatic figure had taken a sad turn for the worse.




  ‘This might be the last Ryder Cup Severiano ever knows,’ he muttered.




  I understood how he felt. The news was desperately distressing, but I still believed it was important for Ollie that he should be publicly acknowledged for the magnificent part he had played in

  our victory, with specific reference to the way he had helped the Molinari brothers out on the course. Also, there was the point that Seve, watching at home, would be expecting to see him out

  there.




  I called for everyone’s attention.




  ‘Right, lads, quiet a minute,’ I began. ‘José Maria doesn’t want to come on to the stage so I have decided we are all going to boycott the ceremony.

  Agreed?’




  Everyone nodded in approval. ‘Sorry, Ollie, either you join us out there or the whole thing gets cancelled. What do you say? Come on, let’s go.’ I had been desperate to hit the

  right note and, to my relief, there was a wry smile amid the sadness as Ollie came on board.




  Seve came with us as well.




  Lee Westwood’s caddie, Billy Foster, who had also worked with Seve, came up with a brilliant idea.




  There is a famous photograph of Ollie and Seve together at the 1991 Ryder Cup, one with Ollie bouncing up on his friend’s shoulders in a bid to see something in the distance. It had been

  in our locker room all week and Billy suggested it should join us on stage. A couple of the caddies carried it down in advance of the ceremony and fended off a million questions along the way as to

  what on earth they were doing.




  When I introduced Ollie to the fans the roar was already deafening and, as the framed photograph caught all eyes, it rose to a crescendo which told its own story of what Seve meant to the Ryder

  Cup.




  Seve, who died on 7 May 2011, could not but have felt the vibes back in Santander.




  *




  It is because the 2010 Ryder Cup was the week and the win of my career that I recall the match at the start of this autobiography. I like the idea of having the details winking

  at me from the shelf and serving as inspiration for the years ahead.




  On 23 June 2012, I will be embarking on my fiftieth year and, when I turn fifty, I will become eligible for the Senior Tour. I have always said that I have no interest in playing that circuit

  and I am not about to change my mind.




  But I suppose I should confess to a slight crack in that cast-iron statement. I started off by admitting that if the Senior Open were to be played at one of my favourite Scottish courses –

  at Troon, Turnberry, St Andrews or Carnoustie – I would want to be there. I then went on to say I would enter the 2013 Senior Open at Birkdale and take it from

  there.




  Now, as I consider that prospect, I am already chuckling over a question which would be bound to arise if I were ever to do as such great players as Gary Player, Tom Watson and Bernhard Langer

  in winning this premier event for the over fifties. Would it in any way make up for not winning a Major?




  Of course it wouldn’t but, then again, Player will tell you that he rates his Senior Majors every bit as highly as he does his nine regular Majors ...




  It is a bit like how I used to talk about the PGA championship. I once described it as the least important of the four Majors before adding, tongue-in-cheek, that I would change my mind in a

  hurry were I to get my name on the trophy.




  There is, of course, something else the Senior Tour has to offer. I have heard that the players spend plenty of time discussing the good old days.




  If that is indeed the case, I can assure you that there would be plenty of occasions when I would waste no time in turning the conversation to 2010, the year we defeated the Americans at Celtic

  Manor.












   




   




   




   




  2  TEAM PLAYERS




   




   




   




   




  Allow me, as I said at the opening ceremony, or words to that effect, to introduce my team ... They were twelve first-class golfers and twelve first-class individuals whose

  combined force was such that they were able to seize the moment against one more great US side. They won for Europe but, on another level, they won for their captain and for that I can never thank

  them enough.




  LEE WESTWOOD




  Quite simply, he was Europe’s No. 1 and he played that way. I was thrilled to have him in my team. I had total confidence in Lee. There was talk in the lead-up to the

  event that he might still be carrying the calf injury which had kept him out of the game for six weeks, but I knew that if he was still struggling he would have been honest enough to say so. There

  was no way he would try to conceal anything.




  If Lee said he was fit, he was fit.




  My intention had always been to pace the team, giving each man at least one session off, but the weather put paid to that idea. With rain delays forcing the Friday fourballs to carry over into

  Saturday morning, it was clear there was no way we would be able to follow the traditional format of five sessions – two on Friday, two on Saturday and the singles on the Sunday.




  Equally, though, no one wanted to cut the number of matches to squeeze them into the time available. Corey Pavin and I discussed the options with the Tour officials from both camps

  and we decided on what I thought was an excellent plan. Instead of the five sessions, we would have four; meaning that in Sessions Two, Three and Four (the singles) all

  the players would be out simultaneously. That suited me just fine.




  The format, from start to finish, would look like this:




  

    

      

        Session 1: Four fourballs




        Session 2: Six foursomes




        Session 3: Two foursomes and four fourballs




        Session 4: Twelve singles.


      


    


  




  I had complete confidence in every member of my team and had no worries whatsoever about having them all involved in the remaining three sessions. In Ryder Cups in the past,

  there have been eight or perhaps nine very strong players, with some weaker links making up the numbers. But that was not the case in this side of 2010 and I was at pains to make sure the players

  knew how I felt when I explained the changes.




  In this way, what could conceivably have been a negative was transformed into a positive, further reinforcing our ‘togetherness’.




  But I was a bit concerned about Lee. Because of the adjustments, there would be no opportunity to rest him if it became necessary. All we could do was to ensure that he had the best possible

  treatment on tap in the way of icing and physiotherapy. It made me feel better about him and, rather more importantly, it was going to make him feel better about himself if he was experiencing the

  odd tweak.




  RORY McILROY




  It was back in 2009 that I was walking along the range in Abu Dhabi when one of the golf writers fell into step to ask which of my fellow players I would stop to watch, if I had

  time.




  ‘Rory McIlroy,’ I replied. ‘Everyone wants to watch him because they think they could be looking at the next Major champion. He’s that

  good.’




  Well, he didn’t win the next one, which would have been the Masters of 2009, but he did win six Majors later – the US Open at Congressional.




  Rory is all about talent. In my view he is the second most talented golfing individual ever to come out of Europe behind Seve.




  The twenty-one-year-old Rory brought a glorious rush of youthful enthusiasm to the locker room. I had watched him playing in the Vivendi Trophy (the rebranded Seve Trophy) with Graeme McDowell

  in 2009 when the two annihilated Søren Kjeldsen and Álvaro Quirós in the fourballs before putting paid to Henrik Stenson and Peter Hanson in the greensomes. It was impressive

  stuff.




  Rory then followed those successes by leading out Great Britain and Ireland in the singles, where he beat Stenson again in a performance which was as magical as it was mature.




  When it came to the Ryder Cup, I was tempted to follow suit and have Rory at the top of the line-up on the last day, but I decided against the idea for one very good reason. I suspected that

  Corey Pavin would put Tiger out top and I wanted to avoid a Rory–Tiger clash at all costs.




  Not because I feared Rory couldn’t handle Tiger; I had no worries about that at all. It was more because there had been an issue between them in the run-up to the tournament.




  Rory had made some throwaway statement about wanting to play Tiger because he was sure he would beat him. ‘I would love to face him,’ Rory told the press. ‘Unless his game

  rapidly improves, I think anyone in the European team would love to face him.’




  I was dead against that sort of thing. You don’t go riling Tiger Woods like that – and I think most players in the age group above Rory’s had learned as much from that famous

  occasion in the 2006 Accenture Match Play championship in Carlsbad when Tiger was due to play Stephen Ames in the first round.




  The press had gone to Ames for a quote on how he felt he would do against the World No. 1 and Ames, not wanting to sound beaten before he set out, endeavoured to give the impression that he had

  hope.




  ‘Anything can happen in match play,’ he volunteered, cheerfully, before adding an ill-advised ‘given the way Tiger’s hitting it’.




  Tiger being Tiger, he won by 9 & 8 (that was over eighteen holes) and more or less admitted at the end that Ames’s comments had contributed to the scoreline.




  My feeling about Rory was that, if he were to play Tiger, it could prove too much of an all-round distraction.




  As things worked out, Woods played Francesco Molinari in the eighth match out of the twelve and Rory and Tiger missed each other, as they had all week. Enticing contest though it would have been

  for everyone, I was massively relieved that it did not come about. My whole approach to the captaincy was that we were a team as opposed to a group of individuals and the last thing I wanted was

  for personal issues, which the press are bound to play up in a Ryder Cup week, to get in the way.




  Now Rory, as Jack Nicklaus has said, is ‘as smart as a whip’, and he knew that he had made a mistake in saying what he had. His worry once he got to Celtic Manor was that it might

  have a negative impact on our chances.




  He was down on himself when he spoke to me about it and all I could do was to offer as much reassurance as I could. Somehow, I had to unearth the inner, carefree Rory,

  the golfer who, as a teenager, had so amazing a handle on our Royal and Ancient game that he was at one point playing to a handicap of plus six.




  As the two of us were talking things through, Graeme McDowell’s caddie, Ken Comboy, was standing nearby and must have heard snippets of our conversation. Comboy decided to take matters

  into his own hands. He had his own idea as to how to get that McIlroy smile back in place ...




  On the Wednesday evening he went into Newport and found six Rory-style wigs – something which, to my way of thinking, was akin to finding the proverbial needle in a haystack.




  The next morning, before our first practice session, Ken sidled over to me and explained what he had in mind and I was delighted to become an accomplice.




  My role was to hold Rory back on the putting green before he headed out for his round. I was singularly well suited to that task, requiring as it did the ability to keep talking. I did as

  instructed while Ken scampered away with the wigs.




  When Rory politely excused himself and said the others would be waiting, we crossed the bridge to the tee – and it was at this point that he spotted Martin Kaymer, Graeme McDowell, Luke

  Donald and the caddies all sporting the ‘McIlroy look’.




  It was a good laugh and just what Rory needed to make him feel that he was back in the thick of things. He was the only one to have been overly worried about his Tiger comments but it was

  important for him to see that no one else was holding them against him.




  Those curly wigs straightened things out.




  It was an inspired call by Ken. Out of a negative, we had found a positive, one which added an extra fillip to our team spirit. The photographers were giving us the

  thumbs-up and most of the newspapers went with the picture the following day.




  There was another bit of fun – Rory described it as ‘cool’ – on the Thursday morning. I was on the tee of the par-three 17th along with two of my vice-captains, Thomas

  Björn and Darren Clarke, when Darren picked up Ian Poulter’s club, and had a swing.




  Someone from the packed gallery shouted, ‘Go on then!’ and I thought, why not? ‘Come on lads,’ I said, ‘nearest the pin.’




  I duffed mine, Darren pulled his and Thomas shanked his. I think it was fair to say everyone was glad that none of us was playing. It was one more amusing bit of nonsense but, at a different

  level, it also showed how tight – or do I mean loose? – we were as a group. I don’t think the Americans had that.




  The pairing of Rory with Graeme McDowell was obvious. They were both from Northern Ireland and are great friends. I had high hopes for the two of them and was slightly surprised when, after the

  second session, they had done no better than to halve one and lose the other.




  Why? They are both fabulous talents but something wasn’t quite right.




  It could have had something to do with the way Rory had not quite understood what to expect. It wasn’t a case of taking the event too lightly. Not a bit of it. In fact, I don’t think

  any of us underestimated the strength of the American challenge, despite the fact that we were seen as hot favourites.




  It had more to do with the way in which, when all the talking was done and the match was under way, the level of expectation soared off the scale. It’s a scary atmosphere out there,

  especially playing at home when you are expected to win. If you haven’t prepared yourself for it, the pressure can hit you like a tonne of bricks and that is how it

  was for Rory.




  He took the second session foursomes’ loss to Stewart Cink and Matt Kuchar badly and I had a tricky decision to make in order to lift his spirits. Did I break his partnership with Graeme

  or was it better to leave things as they were?




  It turned out to be not such a very difficult decision after all. I decided that all they required was the vote of confidence which would be implicit in my leaving them together. They responded

  brilliantly, beating Zach Johnson and Hunter Mahan 3 & 1.




  If I were a betting man, I’d have no hesitation in putting a few quid on Rory being Europe’s top scorer in 2012. After the events of Celtic Manor, he now ‘gets’ the Ryder

  Cup. Boy, does he get it.




  LUKE DONALD




  Luke was one of my captain’s picks and, with all due respect to Padraig Harrington and Edoardo Molinari, he was the first of the three. If there had been such a thing as

  the ‘most valuable player in the team’ award, Luke would have walked away with it. Somebody came up with the following quote which mirrored his performance to perfection –

  ‘You can’t even play PlayStation as well as Luke Donald performed in the Ryder Cup.’




  Luke himself will tell you that his game has benefited, hugely, from the input of Dave Alred, the rugby-player-turned-performance-coach who taught England’s Jonny Wilkinson to make the

  most seemingly impossible of goal-kicks.




  Pat Goss, Donald’s long-term technical man, had felt that Alred would be the man to help his player make the most of his potential by harnessing his

  organisational skills. For the past three or so years, Alred has encouraged Donald to put pressure on himself in his practice sessions by way of making them as similar to the real thing as

  possible.




  If, say, he is practising his wedge play, he has to take note of how many shots from the 70–110-yard range land within a six-foot hoop he places around the hole. As I write, his percentage

  is probably even better than it was at the start of the year when he mentioned to the press that he expected to get 50 per cent of those shots inside that circle.




  Moving on to the putting green, he monitors his progress with a daily exercise in which he arranges five putts of four, five, six and seven feet around four different holes. Here, he expects to

  report back to Alred that he has made a minimum of 17 out of the 20.




  I used to do something similar when I was at Houston Baptist University ... It was the 100-putt routine in which Dave Mannen, the coach, called us to hole 100 two-footers in a row. You had to

  hole each in turn and, if you missed, you had to go back to the beginning and start all over again. It was, of course, all about muscle memory.




  Luke has bulked up, as they say, in the last few years but, at five foot nine, he is never going to come across as a hugely powerful golfer. Yet anyone who thinks of him as a short hitter is

  stuck in a time warp. Alred apparently describes him as ‘sneaky long and getting longer all the time’. As for Luke himself, he notes, quietly, that he is ‘plenty long enough and

  I’m working on it’.




  Luke never missed a shot at Celtic Manor and had a vital win against Jim Furyk in the singles. As a character he is quiet and unassuming. He gets on with the job and I was happy to leave

  him and his caddie, John McLaren, to it. He was brilliant and I couldn’t have asked for more.




  We all know what he went on to do in 2011 and none of it surprised me. To recap, he won twice in America – the Accenture and the Hospital Classic – and finished the year at the top

  of the PGA money list while winning the Vardon Trophy, the Byron Nelson Award and the PGA Player of the Year trophy. Back at home, he won the BMW at Wentworth, which was when he became the World

  No. 1 for a first time, and followed up by bagging the Scottish Open at Castle Stuart to reinforce his position at the top of the golfing globe.




  What next for Luke?




  A Major I would think.




  MARTIN KAYMER




  Martin was the most recent winner of a major championship, the 2010 PGA at the time of the Ryder Cup but, perhaps because he is such a reserved character, he came up on the

  rails in terms of public awareness.




  Not, though, among his colleagues. None of us was surprised by his success in that we were all well aware of what a great player – not to mention a great man in the Bernhard Langer mould

  – we had in our midst. Back in 2008, Nick Faldo had so liked what he had seen of Kaymer that he took him out to Valhalla simply to give him a taste of what the match was about.




  It was the best preparation he could have had yet, as applied with Rory, I don’t think Martin quite performed to the best of his abilities at Celtic Manor. Although he did well in the

  fourballs and foursomes, his game never ignited in the way it could have done.




  To peak for each of the big events in turn is not something that comes easily to even the best of players and, as likely as not, Martin simply did not click that week.

  There is also the point that the pressures attached to a home tie in the Ryder Cup are not necessarily going to bring out the best in someone at the first time of asking.




  It was because I thought that he might be a little overawed by his first Ryder Cup experience that I paired him with Westwood on the first day. This was Lee’s seventh match and he was well

  able to take a rookie-Ryder Cup man under his wing.




  Having made that decision, my next move was an obvious one – that they were the perfect partnership to lead us out on the first morning. They were not necessarily the strongest pair but

  they were the best front-runners.




  I have always gone big on the need to get off on the right foot, of giving yourself every chance to hit a good shot off the first tee in a medal context and of snatching the first hole in match

  play.




  If you can get off to a flier in a Ryder Cup, it can build momentum which can feed through to everyone behind and I was confident that the combination of Martin’s form and Lee’s

  experience would make itself felt.




  I was right on that score: they did their job magnificently but unfortunately, for whatever reason, their success did not filter down to the rest of the team and we ended that first session down

  2½–1½. The best-laid plans ...




  It was during Lee and Martin’s foursome that the only ‘incident’ of the whole competition occurred out on the course. It was a rules issue that demonstrated the sportsmanship

  and etiquette that lie at the very heart of the game.




  They were up against the young Rickie Fowler and Jim Furyk and, on the 4th hole, Furyk hooked his drive into the cloying rough which was getting worse all the time

  because of the weather. They were given a free drop, but poor Rickie mistakenly used his own ball rather than Furyk’s. The rules are quite clear on this point: you have to finish the hole

  with the ball you used from the tee unless, of course, you have lost it.




  As soon as Rickie realised he had made a mistake he informed the officials himself and forfeited the hole. I would have expected nothing less, but I was still impressed. Rickie was a young man

  in a high-octane situation but he did not allow that to affect him. He acted superbly.




  With Martin well and truly settled in after his two matches with Lee, I was able then to shift things around a bit. Ian Poulter is such a versatile character that he can play with just about

  anyone and I was comfortable that Martin’s calm and his flamboyance would spell success.




  It did. They had a memorable 2 & 1 victory over Fowler and Mickelson. But though I had precisely the same good feelings when I paired Poulter with Ross Fisher, that fell somewhat flat.




  IAN POULTER




  You would pick Ian if he was anywhere in the top fifty in Europe. He is our ‘Mr Ryder Cup’. I rated every member of my team, without question, and I stand by Luke

  Donald being the most valuable player in terms of golf. But when it came to heart, passion and pride in representing Europe, Ian Poulter led the field; he was the public face of the whole

  competition.




  Ian is a very confident individual, one of the most assured people I have ever met. His ability to make waves is his greatest strength. On and off the course he is 100

  per cent a team player and quite incredible at match play. It is in his DNA: he loves the sense of battle and competition that comes with the format, he feeds off the crowds, relishes the

  responsibility of playing with a partner. In fact, I would say Ian is simply made for the Ryder Cup.




  As in plenty of good relationships, Ian and I have had our differences. We have both, at various times, done our best to play them down but they have all been well documented thanks to a press

  corps who, in fairness, do a first-class job in bringing the professional game to life for readers who want to know rather more than what clubs we took for our seconds at this hole and that.




  I have vivid memories of Ian as he appeared at the Open at Troon in 2004. He was wearing a pair of Union Jack trousers, which weren’t exactly my thing. Another time, he was kitted out in

  pink from head to toe. Me, I’m more of a plain navy man. In other words, on the surface we could not be more unalike when the truth is that we have more in common than most would believe. I

  think we share the same stubborn streak and precisely the same massive passion for the game.




  One of our ‘altercations’ occurred at the 2005 Seve Trophy at the Wynyard.




  I was the captain of the Great Britain and Ireland team against continental Europe and we were struggling on the first day, having gone down in three out of the four fourballs. Our hope was that

  Padraig Harrington and Paul McGinley would salvage something from the last match which was still out on the course.




  Ian had lost his match with Nick Dougherty and was hitting some balls on the range as the last party arrived on the final green. As they contemplated their putts,

  Padraig and Paul could hear Ian hitting away.




  I have no doubt that Ian would have stopped as the putts were about to be taken but the problem was that Harrington and McGinley could not be sure – and that in itself proved to be a

  distraction. They lost their match and we were 4–1 down.




  Afterwards, I am perfectly happy to admit, I laid into Ian in the locker room for not holding his hand up and saying, ‘Don’t worry, I am watching you. Get on with it.’ But it

  wasn’t only Ian I gave a rollicking to, it was the whole team. We hadn’t been good enough and it was my job as captain to try to sort it out. Ian knew he was in the wrong, I knew he was

  in the wrong, I said my piece and that was it. Or it should have been. I made an error in airing my frustration in public. I shouldn’t have done that and I later apologised. There was nothing

  more to it than that.




  For the record, my kick up the collective team backside seemed to work. We went on to win 16½–11½.




  Another small spat to make the papers occurred when Nick Faldo had to sort out his wild cards for the 2008 Ryder Cup. He and Poulter were in each other’s company a lot during the US PGA

  championship, which was fair enough given that they are good friends and live close to each other in Florida.




  Other wild-card seekers such as myself were a bit put out at the time and, when we heard that Ian was not coming to the Johnnie Walker at Gleneagles for the last ‘counting’

  tournament for the Ryder Cup points’ list, there were a few cracks along the lines that Faldo had already told him that he could be sure of his team place. My own less than clever quip was

  that Ian had ‘a hotline’ to the captain.




  That quote was duly relayed to Ian, who responded with the spot-on suggestion that I should mind my own business. ‘Monty,’ he advised the messenger,

  ‘has got entirely enough to do this week to try and make the side himself. He should be getting his head down and trying to play good golf.’




  The truth in this instance was that I was more irritated with Nick than Ian. Not because he went on to pick him and not me, because I think, in retrospect, that I would have done the same. It

  had more to do with the fact that Nick never asked me to be involved in any capacity, in spite of the fact that I had played in each of the eight previous matches.




  I shall go into more detail later ...




  Hardly surprisingly, the friction stories were given another airing in 2010 when it was reported that Ian criticised my course design in Bahrain during the Volvo Golf Champions event in

  January.




  He was perfectly entitled to say what he said and I daresay that, if I had opened with a disappointing score on someone else’s course, I would have found something to complain about as

  well. It would have been nothing personal directed at the designer and I am sure Ian was not simply having a go at me. Of course he wasn’t. In fact, he said something similar about the

  changes Ernie Els made to Wentworth for the BMW PGA championship that May. As I remember it, he double-bogeyed the 18th in his second round and came away saying that the course was neither fun nor

  fair. Was that directed personally at Ernie? Of course not.




  All it represented was a reflection of Ian’s desire to win and his frustrations at not doing so. No one could understand that kind of reaction better than I can.




  I respect Ian Poulter enormously and I would hope the feeling is mutual. I think we will remain friends for ever after what we went through at Celtic Manor. It was a privilege to have him on my

  team and we would not have won without him.




   ROSS FISHER




  Ross is a very talented individual, one of the best drivers of the ball around today, but his pairing with Poulter on the first day was one of the decisions I got wrong. It was

  done for all the right reasons, but, when it came to the bit, it didn’t work. Where Martin Kaymer just got on and did his job, Ross seemed to shrink beneath Ian’s Ryder Cup exuberance.

  That is not a criticism of either of them; it is merely an observation on how you can never fully predict how two people will interact. Ian’s character can overwhelm some people and I think

  that’s what happened with Ross. I’ve seen the same with Tiger Woods in foursomes – occasions when his playing partner doesn’t shine because he is terrified of letting Tiger

  down.




  Hitting on the right pairings, or trying to hit on them, was one of the most difficult aspects of my captaincy. As a player, I had always been happy to play with anyone. If I was told I’d

  be playing with Bernhard Langer, for instance, then great, that was no problem. In fact, it was an honour. As indeed it was to be lined up with any of the partners I had over my Ryder Cup career. I

  never actually thought about how the captain had arrived at his decisions until I had to do the arranging for myself.




  To some extent, all I could do was put my team out there and hope for the best. They were all proven golfers but, if they didn’t perform on the day, was it down to me? Well, yes,

  that’s just how it works. As captain, it is your job to take that kind of heat.




  The players were doing their best, so if things went wrong it was my fault. I had no problem with that and it was why I made the changes I did following the first session. I had the

  responsibility of reacting to the circumstances in order to give the players the best chance of turning the situation around.




  All along, I felt it was vital that I talk to the players on an individual basis to make sure they were comfortable with what I was proposing.




  Over the years I have seen some pairings that just haven’t worked, even in cases where the players concerned were good friends. There simply wasn’t any spark there; none of what it

  takes to make two heads better than one.




  So I was very aware of this element of my job and, when it came to Fisher and Poulter I thought I had made a good move. I was wrong.




  The fact that they had played in the World Cup together was the clincher for me, but, for whatever reason, there was no fire when the two of them got together on the Friday morning. No punching

  of the air, no buzz, no chemistry. After they lost to Steve Stricker and Woods, I decided to split them for the foursomes session, explaining to Ross that the reason I was partnering him with

  Harrington was because I felt that Padraig would help bring out the best in his game. Thank heavens it worked.




  Before they went out, I said to Padraig, ‘I need you to help get Ross. He’s taken a bit of a knock in confidence in the first match and needs some help to bring him out of himself. I

  don’t care which one of you sinks the putts but just make sure Ross doesn’t retreat into his shell.’




  I needn’t have worried. From the moment they were together, Ross blossomed and began knocking the ball around brilliantly, holing the putts when it mattered and making a significant

  contribution to their victories over Phil Mickelson and Dustin Johnson and then Furyk and Johnson.




  MIGUEL ÁNGEL JIMÉNEZ




  I have never known anyone as comfortable in his own skin as Miguel Ángel. And it is some skin. He is amazing. At forty-six years old, to play in the Ryder Cup and win his

  single – it was the first time he had won a Ryder Cup single – was absolutely terrific. He played very steadily all week and was super in the team room, with his hugs and his

  gesticulations and his cigars setting off smoke alarms. He was thrilling to have around and never less than a reassuring presence.




  He may not always have been consistent throughout his career but, just as he has a warm-up routine – it went out on YouTube at the 2011 Open – which looks like a circus routine, so

  he has this ability to be able to pull the equivalent of a rabbit out of a hat. The kind of flash of sheer genius that can turn a match.




  However bleak a situation might look, you know that if you have someone like Jiménez around all is not lost.




  There were so many wonderful moments during the 2010 Ryder Cup that it would be impossible for me to describe them all here, but one in particular, involving Miguel Ángel, must find its

  way on to these pages. Mainly because it illustrates how the Ryder Cup can affect even the most seasoned of professionals.




  I knew exactly what I wanted from my vice-captains while they were out on the course. Clear, precise, level-headed information over the walkie-talkie (once Paul McGinley had worked out you

  needed to press one of the buttons in order to communicate).




  ‘Okay, guys,’ I told them, ‘wait until the hole is finished and then give me the result. I am only interested in how each match stands. Whether we are up, down or halved. That

  way I will have an overall picture at all times of how we are doing. So please wait until everyone has finished putting – either that or the hole has been conceded

  – before supplying an update. Got it?’




  And that is pretty well what happened, until the singles on the Monday when, finally, the sun burned off the early morning moisture to give us a belated look at Celtic Manor and the surrounding

  Welsh countryside at its supreme best. The heat was on in every sense and I needed to stay 100 per cent focused to juggle all the positions and permutations in my head.




  My walkie-talkie was permanently attached to my ear that day and, even with those instructions to my vice-captains to keep messages short and simple, I went through three sets of batteries.




  I wanted to be with every player on every hole but, since that was impossible, I tried to make myself as available as possible, covering the course in my buggy and offering support and

  encouragement where it was needed most. Sky TV helped in this. They provided me with a television in the buggy which had a four-way split screen, allowing me to choose different matches to watch

  live.




  It was clear early on that the Americans were fighting back and Jiménez’s ding-dong battle with Bubba Watson was going to be vital. The two of them were playing the 8th when a huge

  roar reached my ears. The match was all square at the time and, though it was clear that something good had just happened, it didn’t necessarily mean we had won the hole.




  I would have to wait for the call from my trusted lieutenant Sergio García who was out with Jiménez. But, seconds after the roar died down, my walkie-talkie crackled. It was

  Sergio. The hole must be ours. Or perhaps Jiménez had secured an unlikely half. I pressed the ‘receive’ button to find out.




  ‘Jiménez chips in!!! Jiménez chips in!!!’ yelled Sergio.




  Then it went silent. Nothing more. No indication of the score or whether the hole was won or halved. Just a very excited Spaniard thrilled at the genius of his

  compatriot. I saw the chip on television a little later and I think that I would have reacted like Sergio did. It was one of those key moments, if not the key moment. From there on in,

  Jiménez didn’t lose another hole and closed Watson out 4 & 3.




  It was at the 2011 Open that Jiménez, after his opening 66, gave the journalists a glorious glimpse of the Jiménez psyche. He had been talking of how he would be going back to his

  hotel for a glass of his favourite Rioja and, as he left the room, he had issued the kindly reminder, ‘There is more to life than golfing the ball.’




  EDOARDO MOLINARI




  Edoardo has a strong personality and plays with tremendous passion. He is full of flair, courage and touch and demonstrated all of these qualities in abundance when he birdied

  the last three holes at Gleneagles to win the 2010 Johnnie Walker championship. He had been desperate to force his way into the Ryder Cup alongside his brother because he wanted to make his father

  – and his country – doubly proud. Under that kind of self-inflicted pressure, what he did was nothing short of sensational.




  Before he teed up at the 16th, he had seen a board showing how Australia’s Brett Rumford had signed off with two birdies to close at nine under par. Since he was only seven under at that

  stage, it was pretty obvious what he had to do to beat the Australian.




  He caught the green in two at the par-five 16th on his way to making the first of his birdies. He then holed a 30-footer at the 17th and punched the air time and time again – at least

  that’s what I’ve been told – as he thought of how he would have caught my attention which, of course, he had.




  On to the last, the uphill, par-five 18th where we can expect so much of the action to be when the 2014 Ryder Cup comes round. Here, he was short of the green in two

  but chipped close and holed out for the most important hat-trick of birdies he will ever make. Rumford had second place to himself while Edoardo’s brother, Francesco, after a closing 75,

  finished in a share of third.




  That night, Edoardo marvelled at how, only twelve months earlier, he had been plying his trade on the Challenge Tour. ‘This has been such a great day for me,’ he said. ‘To win

  and to get to play alongside my brother in the Ryder Cup is a dream come true.’




  The Italian was exactly the type of character I wanted in my team and I had no hesitation in picking him. He was there on merit but there was an additional bonus to having him on board ...




  I felt sure that Edoardo would help bring out the best in Francesco – and that is exactly what happened. The two of them lost their foursomes against Zach Johnson and Mahan by two holes

  but, when it came to their Session Three fourballs, they halved with Stewart Cink and Matt Kuchar. It was the best of half-points in that they had been one down with three to play.




  Edoardo may have felt a sense of disappointment at letting Rickie Fowler snatch a half on the last day when he had been three up on the American with three to play but he shouldn’t have

  felt like that at all. Rickie played brilliantly over those closing holes, as indeed Edoardo had done to go three up in the first place. With the fearlessness of youth, Rickie fought back;

  that’s how golf goes.




  Edoardo should not be kicking himself because of it. Instead, he should focus on the fact that, if he had lost the match, the US would have won the Ryder Cup. It was that simple.




  FRANCESCO MOLINARI




  Francesco is quieter than Edoardo, perhaps because he is the younger of the two, and that is one of the reasons I felt it was so important that I keep him and his brother

  together all week, even putting them out one after the other in the singles. (That ploy also guaranteed that their Italian supporters could do more to make their presence felt, which they certainly

  did.)




  Edoardo could act as both a playing partner and a friend to Francesco, which I thought was vital.




  Unfortunately, Francesco came up against a brick wall in Tiger Woods on the Monday. Tiger was the old Tiger that day – nine under par for his last eleven holes – and I’m not

  sure anyone could have beaten him. Francesco, though, gave it his best shot, winning the first two holes by way of giving the Americans something to think about.




  It was quite an introduction to Francesco’s first Ryder Cup, which I very much hope won’t be his last.




  I had, incidentally, been as relieved as anyone when word came that Tiger would be at Celtic Manor. His appearance made the event bigger and better.




  I felt proud when spectators gave him such a cheer at the opening ceremony, while I think everyone was impressed at Tiger the team man that week.




  On the final day, we were both there on the 17th, watching McDowell and Mahan tee off. Tiger was sitting on the grass and, as Graeme and Hunter strode off down the fairway, I helped him to his

  feet. ‘Fantastic play today, Tiger,’ I said. ‘That was an incredible round of golf. It feels you are getting back to where you were. Good luck to you.’




  He thanked me for my comments and I have to say that I was glad to have had that opportunity of saying something I felt so keenly. Golf is a better place when an

  in-form Tiger is around.




  One of my highlights of the week came when Francesco and Edoardo secured their half-point against Cink and Kuchar. Francesco’s putting had not been at its best but when he had to hole a

  clutch four-footer on the last to win the hole, halve the match and complete a fabulous 5½ out of six points for the session, he didn’t buckle. That putt ensured that every member of

  the team contributed, which was critical and meant a lot to me personally.




  When Francesco and Edoardo had lost their Session Two foursomes to Zach Johnson and Hunter Mahan, I had not even considered splitting them up. I was certain they would come good and to have

  separated them would have been to knock their confidence unnecessarily, which could in turn have had a damaging impact on their new pairings.




  Confidence is a key part of both their games; they told me at the start of the week that they had never lost together and were sure they would deliver for me. They did – and they deserved

  to, given the way they played.




  Mind you, they certainly made things hard for themselves when Francesco missed the putt on the 17th which would have put them all square with Cink and Kuchar going up the last. This was the only

  time I became involved in offering advice, much as I was tempted to on a number of prior occasions ...
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