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A-Z f a zany sporting year

“moan-o-meters” that will allow umpires
to objectively measure how loud a
player is shrieking. A sort of Hawkear, I
suppose.
N is for Names

Actual athletes from the London
Olympics.
Gaylord Silly, Quentin Bigot, Destinee

Hooker, Gavin Smellie, Semen Antonov,
Yoshie Takeashita, Aichen Wang (not a
cyclist) and trampolinist Dong Dong. But
our favourite was Iranian weightlifter
Saeid Mohammadpourkarkaragh. Surely
he was lifting something heavy when
they asked him his name?
Oh yes, and Bulgarian Varnia

Stamblova, who tripped over the first
hurdle in her 400m heat.
O is for Olympics
The British were probably entitled to

go a bit doolally after their athletes won
29 golds (they took one in Atlanta 16
years before) and while it would be diffi-
cult to begrudge any one of them their
moment in the limelight, the cloying re-
ception from their national broadcaster
did grate. Sentimentality and patriotic
fervour are part of the Games, but come
on, it was more fun when they were
miserable. Summed up best by the
super annoying Jake Humphrey: “Let
me tell you how it works in the Velo-
drome. You turn up, you watch a race,
we win a gold medal.”
P is for Pitt

might have hinted that
Brad had bigger cojones than most gave
him credit for, but it was surely a revela-
tion earlier this month that must garner
him the most respect.
Back when Mike Tyson was the

biggest badass in heavyweight history,
few would have chosen to get on his
wrong side. Yet, during divorce proceed-
ings with actress Robin Givens, Tyson
says he would often pop over to his
soon to be ex for a roll in the hay.
“One day, I’m going over but no one’s

home, and I’m leaving and she’s pulling
up with Brad Pitt, and I’m sad,” said
Tyson. “He wasn’t Brad Pitt back then.
He was just some little beach-bum-look-
ing dude, probably selling his body for
money or something, I don’t know. He
was very pretty.”
“I hope Brad don’t think I’m mad at

him. I’m not mad at this guy, no way,”
Tyson concluded. Still Brad, best to
steer clear of him for another 30 years or
so you’d imagine.
Q is for Quotes of the Year

-
Croatia’s Ivano Balic reacts after his
side’s handball semi-final defeat by
France in London.

Niger rower Hamadou Djibo Issaka
trained for just three months for the
men's single sculls, but never in his
landlocked and mostly desert native
country.
R is for Routemaster
It’s the name they give those iconic

double-decker buses in London. And
when Team GBBC were not being smug
about how many medals their guys had
won last summer they were busy com-
paring things to buses. For example:
Pole vault: Colin Jackson tells us

these women can fling themselves over
a double decker. Long jump: John Inver-
dale intones that, yes, that leap was as
long as a Routemaster. How far are
these divers plummeting? A double
decker deep. If you lined up 15 double
deckers what would you get? The dis-
tance this Eastern European lad is going
to throw the discus.
Infuriatingly, we were left in the dark

over whether a shot put would break a
London bus window? How may ping
pong tables you could fit in one if you
take out the seats? And what percent-

age in height is a high hurdle is in com-
parison with a double decker.
S is for Snooze
Rory McIlroy is feted everywhere he

goes as one of the greatest golfers in
the world, an inspiration to young Irish
players who are swinging on the driving
range every day. But he did something
almost as important for us indolent,
lazy slug-a-beds too. He is now our
poster boy.
After sleeping and almost missing

his tee-time on the final day of the
Ryder Cup, he proceeded to bag a
point that helped the Europeans to an
unlikely victory.
So improbable was it, ESPN golf

writer Gene Wojciechowski wrote on
the Saturday evening, when Europe
found themselves 10-6 down going into
the singles, that for them to win,
Keegan Bradley would have to be ab-
ducted and George W Bush, Amy
Mickelson and Rev Jesse Jackson be
drafted into the US side by Davis Love
III.
He added that Lee Westwood —

who was having a poor tournament —
would have to become a US citizen
and Marty McFly would need to show
José María Olazábal how to go back in
time to Friday morning. He must have
been quite alarmed to see Tiger Woods
concede his final game so.
T is for Tapia
There was sad news on the boxing

front in May when five-time world
champ Johnny Tapia died at the age of
45. He was probably most famous for
his cocaine addiction, alcohol, depres-
sion, run-ins with the law and the fact
he wasn’t dead already.
Most surprising, his death wasn’t

suspicious. Why? Well his dad was
murdered when his mother was preg-
nant with him and she in turn was kid-
napped, raped, hanged, and stabbed
26 times with a screwdriver when he
was eight.

He was subsequently raised by an
uncle and grandparents, who literally
(literally) kept him on a leash at times.
In 2007, several days after he was hos-
pitalised after a cocaine overdose (one
of the four times he was declared clin-
ically dead, excluding the final one) his
brother-in-law and nephew were killed
in car accident on their way to see
him.
He survived shootings, a bus crash

and a near-drowning, but it was
between the ropes where he went 11
years unbeaten as a pro before Paulie
Ayala defeated him in 1999’s Fight of
the Year, that he should be re-
membered.
U is for Upton Park
If West Ham don’t get their

much-wanted move to the empty
Olympic Stadium, they can at least
console themselves they are probably
the best football team in Luxembourg.
For that was their venue was conveni-
ently located for the summer bout
between Dereck Chisora and David
Haye after the British Board of Boxing
refused to sanction the fight after the
pair’s fisticuffs at a press conference in
Munich in February.
For all the condemnation, however,

interest in the showdown was substan-
tial with the 30,000 tickets sold sur-
passing the attendance for Lennox
Lewis v Frank Bruno in 1993. Haye
wants a crack at Vitali Klitschko and
will put up his title of the Grand Duke of
the tiny state, which has yet to produce
a world champ, or any actual boxers for
that matter.
V is for Valentine’s Day

“Happy Christmas, dear.”
“Two tickets to Paris! For Valentine’s

weekend! Thank you so much.”
Kiss exchanged.

“It’s bloody freezing!”
“Wait ’til the game starts and you’ll

forget about that...”
Stadium announcer: “Le jeu a été

reporté parce que le terrain est gelé.”
“...What did she say?”
“She said: The next time you give a

romantic weekend away as a gift
under false pretences, expect karma
to bite you in the ass.”
W is for Wiseman
There was quite a bit made of play-

ers from Castlehaven’s commuting
commitments. And the odd story
about lads heading back from London
for the weekend.
Top prize for club stalwartship

surely goes to Enda Wiseman of
Castletownbere. The defender made
the trip from Raleigh in North Carolina
seven times this year to help his club
win the Cork IFC title. Surely the most
noble and insane example of club loy-
alty ever seen.
X is for X-rated
First a German ice-hockey team

signed a shirt sponsorship deal with a
local brothel.
The wonderfully named Landshut

Cannibals secured a sponsorship
deal with its local brothel, Lustra,
which was to see the players wear
bright pink warm-up shirts complete
with a lipstick-covered mouth logo,
the motto “The world could be so
sexy”, and the silhouette of a woman
in high heels with a thong dangling
from her grip.
Alas, the deal only lasted two days

as other sponsors threatened to pull
out (no pun intended).
In Greece, where both belts and

thongs are tighter, they kept it up
much longer (pun intended) and had
no such qualms when Larissa-based
club Voukefalas agreed to wear the
pink shirts emblazoned a local
madam’s establishments ‘Soula’s
House of History’ and ‘Villa Erotica’.
Once they don’t expect too many
clean sheets...
Y is for Yellow jersey
It is hard to imagine anything piss-

ing off the French more than an Eng-
lishman winning the Tour de France
(OK, asking for ketchup in a restaur-
ant will annoy them more). Yet Brad-
ley Wiggins was welcomed with
waves of relief after years of drug
scandals (when if it had ended in Dis-
neyland Paris instead of the Champs
Elysée it would at least have provided
a fitting backdrop to the make-believe
results) came home to roost. Yet Arm-
strong’s shadow will cast a shadow
as large as the Alpe d’Huez on every
cyclist’s achievements for a quite
some time, even if that seems unfair
to someone with such magnificent
sideburns as Wiggins.
Z is for Zebo
Well, what did you expect? Simon

Zebo’s father, Arthur, hails from Marti-
nique, where he lived until moving to
France at 19 for military service
(meeting Zebo’s Cork-born mother
Lynda). During his military service, he
suffered a broken leg which ruled him
out of the Montreal Olympics’ 800
metres in 1976. That would explain
the speed of the Munster winger
then.
Notice any sport missing? Our

A-Z of the soccer year will appear
on Friday, January 4.

IN THESE closing days of
the year, we on the sports
desk often find it difficult to
come up with new stories
because we have the
nagging feeling we haven’t
fully understood the year
gone by yet.

And the best way to chronicle that
year is surely the tried-and-trusted, if
illogical A-Z format. So here goes:
A is for anthems
Lots of sporting occasions begin with

anthems and I decided so should we.
It looked like the biggest cock-up of

sporting introductions would be the
London Olympic organisers flashing
the South Korean flag as the North
Korean ladies football team entered the
pitch and then promptly walked off in a
huff. At least they didn’t play a version
of the Kim Jong Il puppet singing from
the film as their
anthem.

But that would certainly not
happen, right?
Yes, unless you’re in

Kuwait.
The Kazakhstan

shooting team were left
stunned when the open-
ing strains of “

greeted Maria Dmitrienko’s
gold medal presentation at the Asian
Shooting Games.
That would be the spoof Kazakhstan

anthem from the film . Oh.
C is for Cavan
Once this proud Ulster county was

known for two things. A canniness
when it came to cash and eating your
dinner from a drawer.
Yet by blowing his whole fortune

(albeit still squirrelling a few pound
away to keep the family in shoes),
Sean Quinn became the focus of ire
across the nation.
But even this couldn’t match the dis-

pleasure the county’s own inhabitants
had for another Seanie, after Mr John-
son donned a helmet for the first time
and had a brief cameo for Coill Dubh
hurlers to ensure his eligibility to play
football with
Kildare. Witnesses said he looked
“handy” during his 45-second debut.
Funny, I don’t remember a much fuss

when Fermanagh’s Rory Gallagher
lined out for the Breffni.
D is for Daily Thompson
It’s one thing to not be able to take a

joke about Irish people being
idiots, it’s
quite another
thing to ques-
tion the
proof-reading
capabilities of
Irish
tattoo-artists.
Inkredibly,

that’s exactly
what the
two-time

gold-medal decathlete Daley
Thompson decided to do on BBC’s

when the 53-year-old made
a remark about a torchbearer with a
tattoo bearing the misspelling
‘Oylmpic’.
He said the tattooist “must have

been Irish”. I was so angry I wanted to
write a letter — a big “D” engraved on
his stupid forehead.
E is for Ernie Els
A close-run thing with Elephant Polo

after supermodel Naomi Campbell
sued for suggest-
ing she was organising a three-a-side
tip around in India.
But the Big Easy’s British Open win

takes the honours, if mainly for Adam
Scott’s dramatic collapse.
Has there ever been a more embar-

rassed winner of a major sporting
event? Els at least had the class to
give an understated speech that
praised Nelson Mandela more than
himself.
Scott was four shots up with four to

go before he summoned up the spirit of
fellow Aussie Greg Norman.
F is for Finian’s Rainbow
How often has someone told you a

tip for a horse comes straight from the
yard and you replied, “Sure, if they
always came up, stable boys would be
millionaires.”
Step forward Conor Murphy from

Ballineen whose fancy clicked when
Riverside Theatre raced up the hill
back on the Thursday of Cheltenham.
Handily, it was also the final winner
in a Festival five-timer placed with

Bet365 five months before and
netted the 28-year-old

€1.2million.
A fellow

called Murphy wins a crock of gold on
St Patrick’s Day thanks to a horse he
rides out himself every day named
Finian’s Rainbow. Could it sound any-
more caricature Irish? Yes. Where was
Nicky Henderson’s stable lad when
Riverside Theatre passed the post? “I
was at home lying on the couch, dying
of a hangover.”
G is for Garry Castle
We’re not huge supporters of high-

lighting the mistakes of other local
sports journalists, but... A local paper in
Louth interviewed one of the county’s
footballers Derek Crilly before their
Leinster Championship game against
Westmeath in May. Crilly was speaking
about Westmeath being strengthened
with the players from Garrycastle —
All-Ireland club finalists this year —
returning to the Westmeath squad for
the game.
But the reporter clearly had not

heard of the club. He wrote:

We’re guessing he’d had Chilli Con
Kearney for lunch.
H is for Houlihan
The great Con, the man who’s

large-coated shadow loomed over Irish
sports journalism for so long, died in
August.
I met him only once, introduced to

him as an aspiring sports journalist and
he dispensed some advice over the
next few minutes. Although I greatly
appreciated it and despite spending
many summers in the company of vo-

cally incomprehensible Kerry
relations, it’s fair to say
I didn’t understand a
single word he said.
His speech pattern
contrasted sharply with
his writing, which was
crystal clear.
Dublin writer Colum

McCann wrote in an
obituary that during an interview with
the dishevelled Kerryman, the only
time he heard him speak coherently
was once, when on the phone to his
bookie. Not only a great writer, but also
a man who knew when it was most im-
portant to be understood.
I is for Imminent arrival
Our favourite Olympian was without

a doubt eight months pregnant Malay-
sian Nur Suryani Mohammed Taibi,
who took part in the ladies beach
volleyball.
Kidding, she was competing in the

10-metre air rifle event, almost as im-
pressive, because how much must a
10-metre air rifle weigh?
Guns and babies don’t usually go to-

gether and so it was again this time:
she came 34th. At least her husband
wasn’t firing blanks.
J is for Jim McGuinness Despite

stiff competition from John Joe Nevin

and Joe Canning, we’ll plump for the
man who masterminded Donegal’s
capture of Sam. A year before, he
was accused of propelling the game
of Gaelic football into a flail-
ing-armed tunnel of doom after the
most negative high-profile game in
living history. Twelve months on he
had revolutionised the way the sport
should be played.
Can it not be somewhere in

between? A year of class and com-
posure was somewhat blighted by
his treatment of a journalist in a
post-All-Irealnd final press confer-
ence. He now heads to Celtic, where
short-handpassing will surely be
frowned on even more than it is by
GAA purists.
K is for Katie
Nothing could take away from us

basking in the reflected glory of our
greatest young sportswoman.
Except perhaps a mind-numbingly
cringeworthy homecoming
compéred by an increasingly des-
perate looking Des Cahill as Taylor
(who possesses surely the most
monotone voice in history) failed to
arrive on time. There’ll be plenty
about Katie (and Kilkenny for that
matter) elsewhere, so instead spare
a thought for Kauto Star. Wonder-
horse Frankel retired from the flat
this year and can look forward to
many years siring the finest fillies
with the most magnificent mares in
the world. His national hunt equal in
reputation can look forward instead
to a career in dressage. That’s
horses dancing.
L is for Lunchbox
European Ryder Cup winning

member Nicolas Colsaerts sugges-
ted his side were that bit more ballsy
than their US counterparts during
that incredible match at Medinah:
“There are no tools you can use out
there. You’ve just got to go with what
you have in your pants.”
Meanwhile, the reigning Olympic

400m champion LaShawn Merritt
pulled up in a hurdles preliminary at
the London Games, but the man
who failed three drugs tests for ster-
oids since Beijing was seemingly
more concerned about his tool than
even the Belgian golfer was.
He claimed the positive results

came about because of his use of a
penis-enlargement drug, which as
excuses go, is probably more diffi-
cult to owning up than being a drug
cheat.
M is for Moan-o-meter
For crying out loud. That’s why

lady tennis players came in for criti-
cism this year.
Plans are afoot for a noise limit to

be introduced to stop female rac-
quet-wielders from grunting. The
WTA say an education campaign at
youth academies will eliminate
grunting for future generations. Woz-
niacki, Sharapova et al are now
being threatened with hand-held

It’s been an incredible/lacklustre/amusing (cross out depending
on your opinion) sporting year. Robert O’Shea examines in

breathtakingly insufficient detail some of the events you may
remember and others you probably never knew even happened,

B is for Bikinis
Is this the choice simply so we can use a

picture of a scantily clad lady from an
Olympic beach volleyball game? No, it also
uses up another letter.
The “beach” event took place in the heart

of London, in Whitehall at the Horse
Guards Parade and the far from exotic (a
butt-clenching, areola-hardening nip was in
the air) conditions caused some visibility
problems, with several male spectators
saying they didn’t even see the ball.
I don’t remember who won gold in the

end but there was quite some hugging
afterwards and I think we can all agree, in
the Olympic spirit (higher, swifter, stronger,
skimpier), that when it comes to nubile
young bodies jumping about, it’s the taking
part that counts, not the winning.
London mayor Boris Johnson put it well

when he said: “They are glistening like wet
otters and the water is splashing off the
brims of the spectators’ hats.”

F is for Finian’s Rainbow: Conor Murphy from Ballineen became a
millionaire after a five-timer at Cheltenham. His dog looks happy too.

R is for Routemaster: Olympic bronze medallist Cian O’Connor jumps
over the iconic and overused comparison, the double decker.


