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To my father, Javier Ochoa, my mother, Marcela Reyes, and my brothers and sisters, Pay, Ale and Daniela, for dreaming with me and for helping me every step of the way. Without you I wouldn’t be here today. I have always felt so grateful for my career, but even more so for having you. I love you so much. 










INTRODUCTION



 


A 18 INTRODUCTION



It’s hard to believe that the night before such an important event I was able to sleep soundly. But that’s how it was. That day I would play at a competitive level for the last time, and I was as happy and as excited as I was when I played professionally for the first time, almost nine years prior to that. The time had come to close a cycle in my life, one of immense efforts but even bigger satisfaction, and start a new cycle, and which was my biggest dream of all: fulfill myself in my personal life and as a woman.


When I opened my eyes I saw my husband beside me and I felt whole. I have always felt great support from Andrés; since I met him he has made me feel safe, fully realized and with his backing, his words gave me encouragement at difficult times, and his love has made me stronger. All of that was essential in order to end my career, as I had always wanted to. At last the day had arrived; I was just 18 holes from retirement.


As on every morning since the day we got married, the first thing we ask each other when we wake up is how we slept. I realized that Andrés was restless and worries. I think, deep down, it was harder for him to accept the idea of my retirement and, above all, get over it publicly. As with many other people, he would have liked me to play for longer at a competitive level, but in the same way as my other loved ones did, he never questioned my decision and supported me unconditionally.


The tournament would take place at the Tres Marías golf course in Morelia. When we arrived I had the same feeling that I had when I won. My purpose on that day was to enjoy every moment, all of the holes, the good shots and the not so good shots, the affection of my people and of the public that has supported me so much, and that’s what I did. That day became one of the best of my career and I will always remember it as a very special day.


When it was my turn to tee off from the first hole, I was introduced as usual: “From Guadalajara, Mexico, the world number one, Lorena Ochoa.” I lifted my head, thanked the public, as I had always done, stood behind the ball, crossed myself, placed the club next to the ball and, with tears in my heads, took my first shot. They would be my last 18 holes on the Ladies Professional Golf Association (LPGA).


Taking the first steps on that hole, I felt like my legs would give way. Trying to handle it, I looked for my caddie and gave him my driver, and without being able to suppress the tars, I told him we were going to enjoy the day. And although it wasn’t the easiest start, I was able to play a good game, which was like a gift to the fans and the public accompanying me, and which allowed me to keep the wonderful memory of seeing all of the people smile ad being happy for my days of golf and my triumphs. There were my family and friends, and the public that had followed me for so many years, entire families who had traveled to see me that day and to bid me farewell, holding up placards that read ‘Thanks, Lorena”, “You’re the best, “We’ll miss you!” and “Mexican pride,” and my sister carried one that red “You did it, China!” When I turned to look at the crowd I had so many good memories of so many years of golf, tournaments, trips. My mind returned to my childhood when I wanted to play to be the best in the world. That day, all my effort had reached its end, I had achieved it, and it was time to say goodbye.


Teeing off for the last time on the 18th hole, I aw the stands and all the spectators holding white handkerchiefs, which they waved in farewell, and all I could feel was fortunate and grateful for so many years of support. People shouted my name as they waved their handkerchiefs. After hitting my shot, Greg, my caddie, put his hand on my shoulder and as we walked I thanked him for being with me at such an important moment in my life. With tears in his eyes, he said: “Enjoy it,” and the two of us walked toward the green, Inside I also gave thanks to God, to my parents and my brothers and sisters.  That day in Morelia will remain in my memory forever.


At the prize giving I was accompanied by all my friends from the LPGA who were there to say farewell. I thanked them for their friendship and their support. The spectators shouted: “Lorena, Lorena, Lorena!” and then the mariachi musicians arrived. I said goodbye with a big smile. I was ready to start a new phase in my life. I felt like the happiest woman in the world. I had dreamed big and I had achieved all that I had longed for: To be the world number one, and to retire as the world number one, and do so in my country. It was time to chase other dreams, even bigger ones.
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REVELATION OF A TALENT



 


I’ve always asked myself whether golf found me or I looked for it. Perhaps it’s something to do with fate and I was born to play it. One thing is certain, is that the sport has meant something very special in my life and has allowed me to achieve my greatest dreams. I became the best lady golfer in the world. I achieved that because it’s what I most wanted in life, it was what I most longed for, and I dedicated my body and soul to achieving it. It was not luck or by chance, and neither was it an easy task. Now, looking at it in retrospect, I realize that it was the result of a series of correct decisions taken at their due time, of focused actions, of discipline, training and, above all, a great passion for golf. 


 


FIRST STEPS ON A GOLF COURSE


How did it all start? It all started as a game, for fun.


When I was a child, my family lived next to the Guadalajara Country Club, which has a golf course, so I practically grew up there, and since I was very young I was connected to the sport, as some of my relatives have been golf enthusiasts. My father, for example, has played all his life, more than anything as a way of relaxing, as well as his brothers. But, in contrast, my mother has never felt attracted to the game, but her father, my grandfather Lolo, was a very good player. So golf had always been present in my life.


On weekends, my father went to play golf very early in the morning, and before leaving he would often shout: “Who wants to come and play golf with me?” And I was always the first to reply: “I want to!” But he didn’t let me go with him because he though, at such a young age, I would get bored and that he’d have to look after me and not be able to play. But I insisted: “Me! Me!” Until one day, when I was a bout five years old, he decided to take me with him. I remember well how much I enjoyed it. While my father and my brothers played, I would spend my time rolling in the grass; running, jumping, trying to drive the golf cart and climbing the trees. And I used to think, what fun is golf! So I accompanied him on many occasions. My brothers were very talented, and when I went there with them they would berate my father, asking him why he brought me along if I didn’t even play and didn’t let them play. And so, little by little, by father began to involve me. First of all he let me carry a club and walk with them, or he let me drive the golf cart. Then he cut some clubs down to size so that they would be small enough for me and he let me hit a few balls and he explained how the game is played.


“Look, little one,” my father would say. “What you have to do is hit the ball on each hole with the fewest number of strokes and, according to the distance that you want to hit, you choose one of these clubs,” and he showed me the different clubs that were in the bag and what each one was for. And then he explained how to hit the ball and what was the correct technique for the swing. The first shots weren’t easy, but with my father’s patience I started to learn. And golf seemed much more fun, and one day I played an entire round. I am sure that, at that time, nobody thought that I would become a professional golfer, and neither did I, of course, but since then I entered the sport with much enthusiasm and began to accompany my father each time he went to play. When he saw my enthusiasm and the ease with which I hit the ball, he thought it would be best that I take formal classes, and he took me to see the pro Jesús Sandoval, who had a long career as a teacher and gave a special golf class for children. My father told Chuy, as we affectionately called him, that he thought that I had a special talent for hitting the ball, and that he wanted him to see me play. Chuy asked me to take some practice swings while he watched attentively, and he agreed with my father that I had a gift for golf, and decided to help me and be my teacher in my phase as a child. From the age of five to ten years old we practiced together practically every Saturday for four hours.


As in all sports, there are people who have a special talent from the beginning. In golf it is generally very difficult to hit the ball well the first time, and it’s even more difficult to make contact and make the ball take off with altitude. In my case, I more or less managed to do so, which really impressed Chuy. Hitting the ball well is really exciting and gives great satisfaction; and it is precisely the challenge of dominating the game that I loved since I was small. Some years later I found out that Chuy and Robert, his assistant, knew that what I did that first day was very unusual, as in all the time they had been giving classes they had never known anyone like that. Although at the beginning it just seemed like a bit of fun, I loved playing golf and I always wanted to get better. There were only two girls in the class, Shanti and myself, among about 15 boys, and the “pique” was very strong, as, by nature, the boys had an advantage, and as I didn’t like being beaten, I became very competitive. Then a couple of other girls joined the class. I think my father did well in not trying to teach me to play but seeking an expert to do so. Although he instructed me in the basics of the game, later he just accompanied me, and always respected the opinion of my teachers.


Later, when I was about ten years old, Barry, a splendid golf instructor from the US taught me, and who was giving classes at the Country Club. He has been a very special person for me. Barry, as an American from Utah, had greater knowledge of the level of golf played in his country, above all in the junior category that I was in. When he saw me play he told my father that, even compared with other players in his country that were top ranking in my category, I outclassed them as a player. Without paying too much attention to his comments, we simply continued practicing as we had been doing before. At that age I practiced for two hours every afternoon and Barry checked up on me and gave me a few tips. He always believed that the natural approach is what gives the best results, and he challenged me with exercises, but he also let me do what I was used to doing. His years at the club were a great help to me and we still maintain a great friendship to this day. He now lives in Alaska, and I hope to go and visit him soon and go fishing together in the beautiful places there.


 


MY PARENTS’ SUPPORT


My parents, each in their own way, have been my greatest support, both in my career and in my personal life. My father in everything relating to golf, and my mother in questions of school, social life, and at home. This was key to achieving a balance.


 


My father, Javier Ochoa, has been my companion, my friend, my fan and my guide. He has a huge heart. Since I first started playing golf he has been at my side and has been the main promoter of my career, always supporting me, encouraging me and demanding I give my best. I acknowledge that and am grateful that he has motivated me to do everything for my own pleasure, and that he has fomented my passion for the sport. He has shared joy and suffering on the golf course with me; if I suffered, he suffered more; if I was elated with a victory, he was happier than anybody. Many of the steps I have taken playing golf he has also taken, walking by my side.


My father has always been a businessman, mainly in the buying and selling of real estate. Thanks to that he has always had plenty of spare time and therefore was able to accompany me both on the golf course and be so present in my career. We are very alike: we are adventurous, we never place limits on ourselves, and e like challenges while being very demanding.


Although he never obligated me to play, he was strict and insisted that if I was going to dedicate myself to golf that I had to give it my best. I often thought that he was too demanding. However, when I was able to compare how some other father treated players, I never complained about him again. When I committed an error in a tournament, I could see him very angry among the spectators, but when I finished playing, even if it had been the worst of tournaments, he was the first to affectionately hug me and offer words of comfort. When I was smaller he was angrier, but then he learned to control his emotions and managed to relax more. Now I know that if my father had not made demands on me like he did, if he had not asked me to make more effort, to practice for more hours and to take it more seriously, I would never have become number one. He was my accomplice.


My mother, Marcela Reyes, is a woman of great strength, warmth and joy, with a great capacity for giving and for dedication to her children. She is honest, frank and transparent; it’s very easy to read her feelings and emotions. I admire her in all senses, above all for her wisdom of how to treat her four children equally, and at the same time give each of us our own place. She is a well-known artist, painter and sculptor, and I learned a lot from that special sensibility that she possesses, as, combined with the techniques of golf, it gave me very good results.


She took care of the house, and the education and care of my siblings and me. She was also an important economic pillar for the household. For many years she gave painting classes in the afternoons, which brought in revenue that she was able to use to make sure we were never lacking anything. My sister Daniela helped her with her students and also developed a great ability for artistic activities.


My parents are very passionate about life and without a doubt this is a very valuable inheritance that they have passed on to my siblings and myself, and since we were children we have demonstrated passion and dedication for all that we do, and is something that has always characterized us.


These two values, passion and dedication, have accompanied me throughout my career as a golfer. I am grateful to them both for never having had differences with my siblings, and for having always treated us the same way. Family life never revolved around me and that helped me a lot to keep my feet firmly on the ground and maintain a good relationship with my siblings.


 


MY FIRST BIG VICTORY


The adventure of my life began when I won the first Junior World Championship at the age of eight.


The club organized annual golf tournaments. When I was six my father asked me if I wanted to enroll and I said yes. In golf tournaments there are different categories according to age, and which are divided into boys and girls, but because in the category I played in there was only Shanti and myself, and so boys and girls were all pitted against one another. That was the first time I won and I remember the incredible sensation I felt when I finished in first place. I was so happy! At the end of the tournament the club organized prize-giving ceremony with all the protocol. And because in my category there were only six players, we were all given prizes, with me in first place, and Shanti in second. All of my family were there cheering me on. For me it was a very important event, and they made me feel very important because I was still so young, and it served to make me realize from then on how much I enjoyed competing, and winning!


Without having imagined it, that was the start of my career as a golfer. I started to play the tour in Guadalajara, and a year later I won my first national tournament in Mexico City. With the accumulated points in the Interzonas tournament, as well as the points from the national tournament, the best players in each category were chosen, and who qualified to play in the golf world cup representing Mexico. And I had that privilege. The Junior World Championship was played in San Diego, California. I was bursting with happiness, not just to be going to the United States to play in the Junior World Championship, but because my father had promised me that as a reward he would take me to Disneyland and I must confess that was what excited me more as, along with all children, it was my dream to visit that place.


When the family talked about me going to play in the Junior World Championship in the United States, many of my uncles and friends looked worries, as they thought it was an unnecessary risk. My father is known as “Sobina,” and they said: “Sobina, how are you going to take your daughter who is so young to play in the Junior World Championship where the best players in the world are going to be. If she loses it will be very tough for her, she will look ridiculous and that will make her very sad. She doesn’t have the experience and she has only played in a few tournaments. Don’t expose her to that in this way.” In contrast, other people told him: “The child won that place and now it’s her turn to go. So you’d better see how you’re going to take her there.”


So my father decided that we would go to the Junior World Championship. But there was one big problem: the economic situation at home wasn’t ideal, there wasn’t much money and it was expensive to travel to San Diego. It’s not that we were lacking in our daily life, and in reality my family didn’t lack anything, but there were limitations. Sometimes money was scarce and my parents had to make sacrifices in order to make ends meet. I was never worried about that issue, and I’m sure my siblings weren’t either. I don’t know how my parents did it, but at the end of the day they always managed to make ends meet. Now I think that, in the end, everything is a learning experience. That situation taught me to appreciate things and to be grateful, while developing a mentality of serving others. Over time, all difficulties become learning experiences.


Many people showed us solidarity so that I could go to the Junior World Championship, accompanied by my father. I received help from the club and from some relatives. Fortunately, my uncle Pedro, my father’s eldest brother, had an apartment in San Diego, and which he lent us so that we could stay there, with a car in order to be able to get around easily.


It was all new for us. When we were preparing for the trip, what most worried my mother was that I wouldn’t know how to brush my hair by myself as I had very long and frizzy hair that was ‘very rebellious’ and it was not easy to brush, and my father did not have the remotest idea about those things. This is why, since I was a little girl, my siblings have called me ‘curly.’ For all mothers, appearances are fundamental, and the easiest remedy that occurred to my mother was to take me to have my hair cut and buy me a hat that covered almost all of my head. What a shock! It was a drastic remedy but in the end it was effective, above all for my father.


That was my first trip to the United States. I love traveling with my father because we have the same tastes. We are both very simple and we enjoy the same things. In order to familiarize ourselves with the place and with the golf course, we arrived in San Diego a week before the tournament started. Every morning I practiced by playing a round at the golf course. We relaxed at midday while eating a hot dog under a tree, and then we continued playing. I enjoyed it so much that I didn’t even get tired, on the contrary, I really enjoyed myself, and more so for going with my father who was encouraging me all the time. When we finished the daily routine we would go to a nearby park or to the marina and spend the afternoon, eat an ice cream while watching the people pass by. And the next day we could go back to the golf course early and repeat the routine. My father always walked beside me and followed me for the whole round, and sometimes he carried my bag and sometimes I carried it and we held hands to show our happiness.


In the evenings when we arrived back at the apartment I used to write down my day’s score. I did so meticulously, with a lot of care and detail. Back then we didn’t know how good my level of golf was. We knew that I played very well, but we had no idea how I would be compared to the other players from other parts of the world. The truth is that we had no idea.


Finally the date of the event came round. I was so excited, but also feeling tranquil. My father was really nervous.  I think that, because of my age, I really didn’t clearly perceive the level of the tournament. There were players from all over the world. The Mexico team was made up of players from all categories, and I was the youngest. We paraded in our uniforms, white shorts and a striped shirt, escorted by a representative who carried the Mexican flag. It was very emotional; I felt a lump in my throat all the time. Once the inauguration ceremony was over, recognition was given to the champions of previous years.


That day, all of the players were given a package that contained various objects, among them a magazine chronicling the history of the tournament, and one of the pages carried the records of the champions from previous years. My father had a look at it and realized that my practice rounds, those that I had made a note of each evening, had been better than the results of the winners from previous years. The champion from my category from the previous tournament had marked a card of 58, and according to my records I had hit 52. And that meant an enormous difference. My father couldn’t believe it. He was very impressed. And he said to me: “Little one, do you realize? You can win!” we were so happy. Visibly excited, he picked up the telephone and phoned my mother to tell her about our amazing discovery. “Marcela, we’ve just realized that Lorena has a lot of chance of winning the Junior World Championship, her score is much better than those players who won the championship in previous years.” My mother was also very surprised, and nervous.


The tournament began the next day and was held on different golf courses. I was to play on a course called Presidio, of shorter distances, and which is apt for children of between eight and ten years of age. By then I had my own set of clubs, which consisted of three irons, a wood and a putter, and which all fitted in a lightweight bag that my father had made, and which I carried. The Junior World Championship last three days and, after the second day, the players that have not qualified do not play the third day. I played well on the first two days and for the third day the rumor was doing the rounds that a Mexican girl was winning, and that the Mexican players who had not qualified came to see me and to cheer me on. They created a great atmosphere, they were carrying the Mexican flag and they shouted and sang. They were so happy to see how well I was doing and, obviously, my father was very happy to feel so much support, although he was the most nervous of everybody.


I played perfectly on the first two days of the tournament, and my father and I were happy enjoying the excitement of a Junior World Championship. On the last day we arrived at the golf course, as always, having eaten a good breakfast and ready to have a good day. Even though we didn’t mention it, both of us were very nervous, as we knew that there was the possibility that I would win and become the best in the world in my category.


Of the Mexicans who were cheering us on, my father made friends with José and Marta Ostos, a couple who were accompanying their golf-playing daughters, Marta and Pía. I think that my father felt very comfortable with them, after so much emotion during those recent days. And while I played, they chatted and followed me. Since then the two families have remained very united.


Finally, I finished in first place in the tournament. All that emotion and nervousness had paid off. My father and I were so happy. When I finished playing, the TV cameras were waiting for me and, for the first time, aged eight, I was interviewed, and then there was the prize giving. It was so exciting. Even today, remembering that moment gives me goose bumps.


 


And then to Disneyland!


 


Back home my family awaited me with a huge celebration in the house of my uncles the Ochoa. Everybody was there: my parents, my siblings, Lolo, uncles and cousins. They felt part of the victory. They welcomed me with a sign that read: World Champion. And over time those celebrations became a habit, whether I won or lost, they were always waiting for me.


 


THE START OF A CAREER


Now that I think about it, it seems to me that all the elements to become a professional golfer were being handed to me on a silver tray. However, at that time playing golf was just a hobby, something that I enjoyed doing and which I thought was fun. It was too soon to think about the future and whether or not to know if I would like to dedicate myself to playing golf, or even to decide whether I liked this sport, as I also practice other sports that I enjoyed just as much, and in which I also began to compete.


But what I am sure about is that I would never have achieved a career as a professional golfer if it hadn’t been for my parents’ support. At that time, they also saw my golf playing as a hobby and a way of doing physical exercise, and which they also encouraged in my siblings and myself. My father was a keen sportsman, and he encouraged us to do exercise. Every time there was a tournament, he would ask me if I wanted to participate in order to enroll him. It was natural for me to want to compete, and which is part of my character. They never obligated me to train or to compete, and much less to win. As I started to win from a very young age, my parents were especially careful to make sure that this would not mean sacrificing my childhood or preventing me from doing normal activities for children of that age. And I value that and I thank them very much for that, as I had a completely normal childhood and which I really enjoyed.


I’ve witnessed regrettable cases of parents who obligate their kids to play and train. I’ve seen kids crying because they don’t want to be in a tournament, but they have to play because their parents make them. And, for example, when I played golf as a professional in the LPGA, also know as the tour, I saw dramatic scenes of parents shouting at their kids because they were losing the tournament, and even physically attacking them. It was very sad because the result is that they end up hating golf, and they never get to feel love or passion for the sport, but they play it with fear and like a sacrifice. Obviously it’s difficult for them to stand out, and if they do it’s only for a short time.


The adventure started after I won my first Junior World Championship in San Diego, aged eight. After that, one thing led to another. For five years I played and won that tournament. Each time I broke the record for being the first player to win twice, three, and four and five times consecutively. Nobody had previously won on consecutive occasions. For example, Tiger Woods, the best golfer in the world in recent years, won four, but not consecutively. It became the custom for my father to offer me a prize if I won the tournament. On the second occasion that I won the Junior World Championship, we went to Disneyland again, but that time we took my sister Daniela and my cousin Andrés, ‘the blond one.’ In the third year, when my father asked me what I wanted as a prize, I told him that what I most wanted was to do a bungee jump. We had seen that a place close to Los Angeles had the installations to do so, and the day after the end of the tournament he took me and my cousin Kikoman, who had accompanied us that time, but what a surprise when we go there to see that the place was closed. We couldn’t believe it. The good thing is that my father wasn’t prepared to leave the promise unfulfilled, so he got out of the car and, doing his best to make himself understood in English, he told the person in charge what had happened. He asked me to join him and told the man that I had made a great effort to win the Junior World Championship and that he couldn’t let me down. I don’t know how he did it, but he managed is so that the man gave us permission. The three of us went up on the crane, I jumped first and then my cousin jumped. It was so exciting, the most amazing sensation I’d felt in my life. And they didn’t even charge us. Perhaps it was rude, but thanks to God it all worked out.


The following year I had thought long and hard about what I would say when my father asked me what I would like for a prize, and striking an agreement with my sister, we asked him for some skates, which was more than enough, and less risky.


The second year that I won the Junior World Championship in San Diego, they told us during the prize giving that there would be a special prize for first and second place, which was an all-expenses-paid trip for two to go and play in Nagoya, Japan. I won that prize during four consecutive years.


I took my first trip to Japan, in 1991, with my father. It was an unforgettable experience. Back then we had never imagined that golf would take us so far away, nor did we imagine what it would bring and how quickly things would happen. I was nine years old and already I was playing on the other side of the world.


Nagoya is one of Japan’s largest cities. They put us up in the Nagoya Castel, a spectacular hotel surrounded by water. We were impressed by the beauty of its surroundings, with the magnificent temples and the thousand-year-old constructions that had survived the bombings of World War II.


The world’s best golfers of the children-junior category were gathered there. The companionship that that kind of tournaments creates is really beautiful. An adult accompanies each player. My father quickly made friends with the other Mexicans and with people from other Latin American countries. On that trip I first met Marisa Baena, a well-known Colombian player and with whom I formed a great friendship. We met a lot of very nice people, and each year that we went back we met up again. I was really happy traveling with my father as, despite not speaking English, I have always admired how he finds a way to communicate with others and resolve problems. He knows how to move and to make himself understood, and the best thing is that he knows about golf. He accompanied me to the tournament and cheered me on, he guided me, and he made me feel relaxed. He’s great company, and he’s also a lot of fun.


This tournament had a special significance, as the prince of Nagoya himself, who was an imposing character, and is the cousin of emperor Hirohito, accompanied me during the game. It really impacted me meeting him, along with all the protocol. He was accompanied by an entourage that attended to his every whim: they shaded him from the sun with a parasol, they refreshed him, they laid down a red carpet for him to walk upon and they carried an imperial chair so that he could sit down and watch the game. The thousands of reverences paid to him all the time surprised us. At the end of the tournament the prince accompanied us to the prize giving ceremony, and it was so formal that we felt like we were in a movie. The trophy was a beautiful cup of cut crystal and I have never seen a more beautiful trophy than the one they gave us in Japan.


After winning my third Junior World Championship in San Diego, I went to Japan for the second time, and on that occasion accompanied by my mother. It was a real adventure, as she doesn’t speak English either, and she is also very clueless and doesn’t know much about golf. We didn’t understand anything, we didn’t know where we had to go nor at what time, or how. It was a real odyssey. But of course with the huge advantage that she brushed my hair, looked after me and helped me.


There is a rule in that tournament, that on one of the days you are invited to help as a volunteer. With my father I was never worried, as I knew that I could do it easily, but with my mother the whole thing turned into a real spectacle. They asked her to drive a golf cart and that she note the scores on the cards, and which has its own peculiar science, and especially when you have never done it before. I had to explain to her how it should be done. The day when she had to go and offer her services she came back very shocked, telling me that the golf cart almost rolled over and that it was a miracle she had survived. How we laughed about that!


Although she has never played, my mother now knows a lot about golf. But those were her beginnings. The next times I went back to Japan, I went with my brother Javier on one occasions, and the last time I went back with my mother.


I played well on the four occasions that I played in the Japan Cup World Junior Championship. In the first tournament I came second, and I came first in the next two tournaments, and I came fifth on my last participation there.


At that time we didn’t realize the magnitude of the impact that those experiences would have on my life in the long term. But what was clear was that I was forging a character of discipline, of dedication and perfectionism... and that’s how I began to fall in love with golf from a very young age.
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LEARNING TO BE AUDACIOUS



 


To play golf you need certain physical, mental and emotional abilities. In my case, since I was very small I had a restless, intrepid and competitive character, but I also a perfectionist and dedicated, and I have some physical characteristics, such as agility, ease of psychomotor and coordination, and very fast reflexes. I was born like this. Thanks to that, since I was a child I showed much fascination with and ease for physical activities, but the key was developing those abilities with practice.


Furthermore, my childhood experiences had a significant influence on me in order to exploit those characteristics and feel an attraction to sports. When I have been asked what I would have liked to have done if I hadn’t been a golfer, I say that if I hadn’t played golf professionally I would probably have practiced another sport professionally, perhaps tennis or basketball, but without a doubt I would have been an athlete. Playing sports is one of the activities I most enjoy and in which I find a challenge that I adore. However, golf seems to me like a much more complete activity, as it is both physical and mental.


 



RESTLESS AND ADVENTUROUS


Very close to Guadalajara there is a beautiful little town called Tapalpa, located in the hills and surrounded by mountains. My family had a second home there, and where we went most weekends. The times I spent in that magical place had a very important influence on my character ever since I was a little girl. It made me adventurous and that’s where my fascination with contact with nature was born and for physical activities, a combination that characterizes golf, as well as some other sports. And I also think that it had an effect on my brothers and sisters, who are also very intrepid. We are four siblings. The eldest is Javier, whom we affectionately call Pay; and then Alejandro; and then there’s me, and the youngest is Daniela, who is the quietest of the family. Among my older brothers and myself there are a few years’ difference, so they are the big brothers, and we are the little sisters.


Some of our uncles and friends also had houses in Tapalpa, so there were always many activities that we could pursue in the company of cousins and friends, such as horseback riding, excursions, riding motorbikes or mountain bikes, or hiking. Andrés Castañeda, ‘blondie,’ is one of the cousins with whom I grew up and with whom I spent more time. He is between my sister Daniela and myself in terms of age, and the three of us were always together. He is like another brother and we shared a lot of adventures that were not limited to just that time, as when I was a professional golfer he helped me out as a caddie during a lot of major tournaments and he has given me a lot of support.


I wasn’t the typical little girl that liked to play with dolls or at cooking. What I liked was adventure and excitement, and so instead of staying at home with my sister I preferred to go out and play with my brothers and my cousins, although sometimes Daniela would get involved and get on her bicycle or on a motorbike with me. Since I was a little girl I was always very brave, or rather wild. I liked having no limits. That had a big influence on my life, nothing scared me and I felt completely free.


When I was four years old my father gave me a little motorbike and he let me ride it whenever there was an adult around to supervise me. I don’t know who was more intrepid, me for riding it or my father for giving me it. I don’t recall it, but my mother tells me that once, at six o’clock in the morning, they woke her up to tell her that her daughter was riding her motorbike around in the street, and when she looked out the window she almost had a heart attack to see me riding the motorbike, with one of my cousins, Juan Pablo, ‘Tacho,’ who was three years older than I was, riding pillion, both of us in our bibs, riding at full speed.


As well as daring, I was also very agile, and which made it very easy for me to do pirouettes. I had only just started to talk and I didn’t know how to pronounce words properly, and when I wanted my parents to come and watch me do a somersault, I would shout “Mom, mom, somersault!” and I would stand on a chair, throw myself off and taking a spin in the air and landing as best as I could. And that’s where my first nickname came from. Somersault. And there are still some relatives and friends who call me that.


I remember those weekends in Tapalpa with much joy. Above all the days spent in the countryside. There were some beautiful places nearby with giant rocks and which we climbed on, or rivers where we could swim and dive in. The adults went by car, but we children loved to walk there, and sometimes we took three or four hours by walking through ravines and down paths. We would spend the day playing different games or we would hang ropes from the trees and make swings. We used to stay there until sunset and all return home together.


We all loved Tapalpa so much that my parents made the decision to move there for a while. Taking advantage of the fact that my brothers were not yet in high school, and their educational needs could easily be covered outside the city, in order to live in that wonderful place for two years.


That time was an incredible adventure. It was like being on vacation every day. We walked to school or hitched a ride in the pick-up section of the truck, and during break times we went into the hills. In the afternoon we would go horseback riding or take a bike ride, and in the evenings we would play kick the can or light bonfires. We were never at a loss for what to play.


After that period of living in Tapalpa we moved back to Guadalajara, but we kept the house there for many years and we went there at weekends whenever we could. When I started playing golf, when it became more and more difficult to travel with my family to Tapalpa, as I went to golf classes on Saturdays and on many weekends I played in tournaments, outside Guadalajara or in another city. It was a sacrifice, but I was convinced that that’s what I must do. It was very difficult to accept it when my siblings went there but I had to stay behind, almost always accompanied by my father, who was the one who generally took me to tournaments. So I learned to appreciate even more those marvelous moments that I spent there, and I still return there at every opportunity.


 



THE GIRL WITH BIONIC ARMS


Being so intrepid from a young age had its risks. There is one curious, although not at all pleasant, story that became a legend about how my ability to play golf came about; although the reality is that it had no influence at all. It happened at my sister Daniela’s fourth birthday party. I was five. In the garden of the house in Tapalpa there was an enormous tree in which my father had helped us to build a wooden tree house. My brothers had adapted it into a kind of zip line with a rope, which came out of the top part of the house, where they climbed down with the help of a tree trunk in the shape of a fork in order to reach the ground.


I’d ridden it a few times with my brothers’ help and I had built up confidence. That day when there were so many people in the house I decided to do a demonstration of my intrepidity, and without anybody realizing it I climbed up into the tree house and was ready to launch myself off. I remember very well that I couldn’t reach the forked branch and so I had to jump to reach it, but I didn’t hold on sufficiently on one side and I slipped and fell from the tree house to the ground, a fall of more than five meters! It was a terrible blow. The next thing I remember is being on the ground, face down, in pain and very worried. I tried to get up by using my arms but I couldn’t and the effort hurt more and more each time. Before I could do anything, some of my cousins realized what had happened and started shouting, “Lorena has hit the ground, Lorena has hit the ground.” My mother and some relatives, who were on the terrace of the house, stuck their heads round and saw my lying on the ground, immobile, full of mud, and they came running down into the garden. My mother was the first to reach me. Very concerned, she tried to move me to see what I had done, and than she shouted: “Come on, dear, try and get up.”


I tried to support myself but my body didn’t respond. “I can’t, I can’t,” I told her sobbing, gripped by pain and desperation, spitting out the dirt in my mouth. By then I was surrounded by lots of people, and they were all very concerned. They thought I’d probably injured my back and that, as I couldn’t move, had been paralyzed. Others thought they could pick me up, but others said that it would be better not to move me, to avoid doing more damage, and my mother was in shock.


For me it was all confusion. I had fallen facedown and my arms were underneath my body. They finally decided to pick me up. An uncle carefully carried me to the lounge of the house where he laid me in an armchair. I was wearing a white wool sweater that my mother had knitted that covered my arms and hands, and they couldn’t see what had happened to me until mom’s scissors cut through the sleeves and they could see that I’d broken both my arms.


I was conscious throughout, apart from the fact that I was dying of pain. By then everything was chaotic. My family was arguing, whether they should do this or that. My mother didn’t know what was best to do and lamented the fact that my father wasn’t there in order to help her make the right decision. Tapalpa was a very small town and any medical attention I could get there would not be the best. At last they decided to take me to Guadalajara, which in those days meant a two-and-a-half hour trip by road. And people ran in all directions. Who would drive? Where are the keys to the minivan? Who has drunk less tequila? Which doctor shall we call?


At last they decided that one of my parents’ friends seemed like the perfect option to drive me, and he took me in his truck, and which in the rear had a seat where my mother could sit, with me lying across her lap. They gave me a pill for the pain, they splinted my arms and we left at full speed for Guadalajara. My uncles followed in another car. My mother says that the journey was a nightmare. The pill I had taken was supposed to take away the pain but instead it had made me unsettled. She says that I screamed like someone possessed. “I’m going to die, I’m going to die, help me, I’m going to die, it hurts so much,” while I waved my arms around. Poor mother. She had said that was one of the worst moments of her life. At last we arrived at the hospital. They had already called the doctor, Alfonso Salas, who was waiting in the emergency ward to attend to me.


Once they had examined me and taken x-rays they realized that I had broken both arms, with various fractures in each one. They had to put my arms in plaster, from the wrists almost to the shoulders. One of them had to be in plaster for three months and the other, which was more badly broken, for four.


It was terrible. I couldn’t do anything at all, and when you’re five years old, one month is a lifetime and four months is an eternity.


My siblings mocked me, as I had to remain still, which was really hard for me to do. I remember that time like a torture. The most agile thing I could do was put food in my mouth, but with a lot of effort. For everything else, other people had to help me. It was so frustrating. I couldn’t carry out of the activities that were such fun. I couldn’t ride the motorcycle or a bicycle, I couldn’t do somersaults, go horseback riding… And to have to rest! That was the most difficult part. I’d never been one to sit around.


The days seemed eternal, I remember watching my siblings doing fun things and I would sit and cry out of sheer frustration at not being able to do anything. My mother looked for activities for me to do, such as reading stories, jigsaws, watching movies, but all I wanted to do was go out and play.


Thanks to God I made an excellent recovery and turned out fine, because the doctors feared that I could have suffered problems with growth and movement, and that would have been enough to make my life story completely different. The curious thing about this anecdote is that after that accident I got to know and began to play golf, and one day people asked doctor Alfonso Salas is, the day he attended to me, he had implanted bionic arms. And he said that he did! So, many thanks, doctor Salas!


 


IN CONTACT WITH NATURE


For as long as I can remember, we always spent our vacations in Tapalpa or at the beach, in a paradisiacal place in Michoacán called San Juan de Alima. At first we used to camp as it was a virgin beach and there was nowhere to stay, but then some houses were built there. It’s a beautiful place, both for its landscape and its people. We also had a house in San Juan that we really enjoyed for a time.


I was used to waking up just before dawn and running out to look for Cuata, a lifelong friend whose family also spent their vacations there. We would run to the end of the beach where a friend of my father’s, Micky, had some stables, and who would be waiting with two horses ready. We would gallop along the beach, riding bareback, and when we were lucky in that the waves were small, we would go into the sea with the horses. I don’t think I’ve ever felt a similar sensation in my life, of freedom, of strength, of communication with nature. I also went fishing off the rocks with Mariana Vizcaíno and we fished small sea bass. Later we would also go fishing in a boat. I spent whole days with my friends like that, horseback riding, fishing, swimming. We were inseparable.


I love fishing. We had a 16-foot aluminum boat and which was quite small and it was a real adventure launching ourselves in it. On the first occasions when I went out with my father and my siblings I got really seasick with the swell of the waves and we had to go back because of me, sometimes even before we’d been able to fish anything, but over time I got used to it and started to enjoy it a lot. With practice I started to gain experience fishing and pulled out species of all kinds: tuna, mahi mahi, sierra mackerel and many others, and one day I was lucky and fished a huge roosterfish. It was so big and we looked it up on the Internet to see what were the world records for that species because we thought with one that big we must be breaking a record, and we saw that mine was only three kilograms lighter than the largest one fished anywhere in the world.


I think that all the activities I pursued during my childhood, above all at the beach and in Tapalpa, were determining factors for me to later triumph as an athlete. Today I think that it is thanks to those adventures and the risks that I liked to take that I learned to dominate fear, to be audacious, to bear up to tiredness by knowing that I could always make more effort and achieve what I had set out to. Years later, as a golfer, all of that learning was what enabled me to continue at difficult moments. A childhood in which everything was apparently fun and adventure forged my character for achieving success.


 


A LOVE OF SPORTS


From the time I started playing golf with my father, when I was only five years old, it was noted that I had a talent for the sport, and even more so when I started to win provincial, national and international tournaments.


I loved playing and, every afternoon, coming home from school, I would throw down my school bag and run up the stairs at home, kicking off my shoes, tights and the checkered sweater of my uniform on the way, and quickly change into my golf clothes. As we lived next door to Guadalajara Country Club, to reach the golf course I would go out the back door and I only needed to walk a few paces, as the club was right behind our house. But before doing that my mom would have to practically make me sit sown and eat something and finish my food, as I was always in a hurry to get up and shoot out of the door.


At the club I would meet Shanti, my classmate at the golf clinic, who lived two blocks from my place, and we would go out and play together. Back then we didn0t play formally, we were just a pair of girls who wanted to have fun. Since I can remember, when we were young girls aged six or seven, and until now, we had been great friends, and golf was a fundamental part of our lives. Now Shanti’s passion is teaching children to play the sport, and she has trained for that, both in Mexico and abroad.


I remember with much fondness how we used to play together, it was wonderful. We really enjoyed ourselves and would burst out laughing just seeing each other. While we played we chatted, laughing, and we became confidants. We would generally meet at the club at 4 o’clock in the afternoon, but on Mondays we would meet a half hour earlier, as it was the day that we would organize activities for the rest of the week, and we would define how many hours we would spend practicing teeing off and how many out on the course. Only on a few occasions, when I had to train for a tournament, I would say to Shanti “Today I have to practice more seriously,” and I would go off alone with my father. Sometimes Daniela came with us, as she had a real ease of play and sometimes she also played in tournaments.


When I entered high school, I began to feel very attracted to sports apart from golf, such as athletics, tennis, volleyball, basketball, swimming and soccer, everything that I was able to try my hand at. The truth is that I enjoyed each one as much as the other. I even competed in tennis tournaments and I was on the state basketball team. I liked sports not only for the movement and the skill they involved, but also for the competition. With my friends and sisters we always played at who could arrive first, jump the highest, the furthest; or in the swimming pool, who could last the longest holding their breath underwater, who could complete the largest number of laps without stopping. There were tournaments of all kinds, running, skating, swimming, cycling, climbing. Although I continued to play golf and winning the tournaments I played in, I began to get distracted by playing other sports, above all basketball. To be honest, at that time, becoming a golfer was not part of my plans and I wasn’t even sure it was my favorite sport. I always played basketball. In the club, after playing golf, we all went down to the basketball court and played for a while. My most serious basketball era was when I was fourteen. At that time I played every afternoon on the school basketball team and we would play against other schools. I ended up playing a state tournament representing Jalisco, and I remember that experience very well, as I would feel very excited and nervous, even though I didn’t play for too long. The adrenaline and the minutes of the game made me feel very happy. Fortunately, I realized that I didn’t have the sufficient skills to stand out in basketball, and it was beginning to affect my golf results as I was spending so much time training on the basketball court.
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