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			In memory of EJ – who raced through life with heart, humour, and unstoppable drive. This is for the man who made the world louder, bolder, and infinitely more fun. 

			You were one of a kind. 

			FTB.

			Keith O’Loughlin
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			Preface

			 

			I am honoured to have been asked to write this preface, as not only was I fortunate enough to know Eddie Jordan, I also enjoyed the privilege of his friendship for many years.

			Eddie had an extraordinary ability to connect people. He made connections that turned into opportunities, friendships, and memories that endured. Believing deeply in giving back, he channelled his energy into supporting numerous charitable causes, whether in Monaco or beyond. He participated, he gave, and he encouraged others to do the same.

			As someone who has always championed sport and the arts, I admired Eddie’s equal passion for both. Whether in the paddock, behind a drum kit, or on a stage, Eddie was a performer in the best sense – joyful, mischievous, and always generous. He was a regular and enthusiastic participant in our Saint-­Tropez to Monaco charity bike rides – never the quietest cyclist in the group, but always one of the most determined and generous in spirit.

			

			In many ways, Eddie became an ambassador for Monaco. Wherever he was in the world, he spoke about Monaco with affection and pride, making people want to be part of it.

			He loved Monaco, and Monaco loved him back.

			Our friendship was also bound by heritage. Eddie’s Irish roots and my own connection to Ireland through my mother, Princess Grace, gave us a shared cultural affinity. His legacy is more than his Formula 1 record. It is in the people he championed, the underdogs he backed, the mischief he encouraged, and the sheer sense of life he brought to everything he touched with such generosity.

			This book captures so much of who Eddie was – the lessons, the laughter, the risks, the rewards, and his humanity. It is a fitting tribute to a man we all miss, and whom I was proud to call a friend.

			HSH Prince Albert II

		

	
		
			

			 

			Foreword

			 

			This book is a testament to the success of Eddie’s life. It contains tributes from all sorts of incredible people who were inspired and motivated by him. It is written from the heart, out of love for Eddie and all he gave us, by Keith O’Loughlin. It is written for the benefit of the Eddie Jordan Foundation, whose mission is to keep Eddie’s legacy alive – helping those he always believed were out there somewhere, and who might need just a little bit of help at the crucial moment, even if he himself can no longer be physically present.

			All of us who have contributed to this book want to share the gift of Eddie – because we saw how he brought out the best in people. We all felt like better versions of ourselves when he was around. Through the Foundation, the sincere hope is that he will continue to give to those with a spark of creativity or that ounce of talent, who only need a slight push or the sense of permission to fulfil their true potential. They will become his greatest tribute.

			In this book, you’ll also find an explanation of The Jordan Code: 25 Principles to Live and Lead. Those of us who knew Eddie well are quite surprised to hear he had any code, let alone one with 25 principles! So now you’re beginning to understand. Eddie had no real rules, no boundaries, and no reason not to do what you wanted. And that’s exactly why we loved him. Deep down, people don’t want to be constrained. They want the freedom to express themselves, to live life to the fullest. EJ would ask you, quite directly, “Why don’t ya just fookin’ do it?” It’s a good question. It may be the biggest question of all.

			

			 

			This book won’t do anything for you. You have to do it all yourself. But by reading it, you may absorb some of the EJ philosophy that might just empower you to venture into a world of complete freedom – the Infinite World of Eddie.

			To call it a philosophy might be misleading. I doubt Eddie ever thought of it that way. He just did what felt right in the moment. He listened to his gut, his soul, his finely tuned survival instincts. He didn’t let convention contain or restrict him. He saw straight through the hypocrisy of those who wanted to hold him back because he wasn’t playing the game the way it was “supposed” to be played. These people are the begrudgers. Eddie saw through them. He saw what he wanted and went after it. To hell with the begrudgers! Or, more succinctly – as only Eddie could put it – FTB. You can guess what the “F” stands for.

			In his life, Eddie achieved a staggering amount and he did it from virtually nothing. So how did he manage that? He certainly wasn’t born in Monaco – though he did end up living there. Monaco has many famous residents, but Eddie didn’t just hide away, counting his millions. No, he brought EJ to the Principality and became close friends with so many, not least HSH Prince Albert. Eddie could, as Kipling put it, “walk with Kings – nor lose the common touch”.

			

			And that’s the point. Society is riddled with hierarchies – constant, subtle reminders to “know your place” or climb above others. This book is about how not to let that define you, or limit your life. Be yerself, was Eddie’s way. But who is yerself? You’ll have to find out for yourself. And it starts by stepping out into the world and breaking a few of your own rules.

			Knowing Eddie Jordan was like being in a private club. But in EJ’s club, everyone was welcome. The only rule? Don’t be a killjoy. If you weren’t bringing something to the party, the party would leave you behind, so you’d better keep up.

			 

			Eddie was a whirling dervish, a small tornado, an electron that never came to rest – energizing every room and everyone in it. “Faster Than Life,” Bono once called him, and that about sums him up. But he was also many other things. One moment, he’d be babbling from topic to topic, seemingly off track, and then suddenly – bam! – he’d land exactly on what needed to be said.

			Sometimes he was uncouth, it’s fair to say, but when the word finally came out, we were all grateful he’d said it – so we didn’t have to.

			And then, just as suddenly, he could speak in hushed tones – your counsellor, your confidant, your closest friend, your therapist. The next minute he was a stern, matter-­of-­fact businessman, explaining the seriousness of your situation. Then he’d be playing spoons with a musician in a beach bar. And when you thought you were playing golf with him, you’d find him in the bushes – looking for any golf balls, not just his. He always liked to come out ahead. He was, shall we say, unpredictable. But never boring. Always enjoying himself. Always able to see the absurdity in the moment.

			

			My son, Oliver, has Down’s syndrome. He and EJ had a special bond. Eddie saw that Oliver cared about who you are, not what you are. Oliver has no concept of fame or money, but he has an instinct for good people – and he instantly liked Eddie. Maybe it was the funny face?

			One day we were at a party at Eddie’s house in Spain, and Oliver decided he liked Eddie’s Crocs. So he took them. Eddie thought it was hilarious. That kind of cheeky, unfiltered behaviour? That was exactly the sort of thing Eddie approved of. Maybe, in that moment, he realized he’d met his match. And to be fair, Oliver did look better in them – but that’s not the point of the story.

			Before Eddie left for South Africa – to be with his family for what he must have known was his final chance to fight the illness – he made sure that part of a deal he’d helped me with went to our charity, HALOW, which helps young people like my son live a fuller life.

			 

			We met at his London flat for a curry, just him, his sons, and a few close friends. Eddie was frail, thin, and clearly very tired. He had already been fighting this disease for some time. But still, he made this gesture of friendship. There must have been countless things on his mind, but he made sure this was done. It was on his list. Just in case.

			It’s impossible to capture Eddie Jordan in full. He was too big, too complex, too brilliant. For those of us lucky enough to have known him, there is deep sorrow that he is gone – but great joy in the remembering. And for those who never met him, this book holds a generous dose of his essence. I hope when you finish it, you’ll wish you had known him. I’m sure you will.

			

			And if one day, many years from now, someone writes a book about you – filled with stories of love, laughter, and admiration from everyone you touched – then you’ll know your life was well spent.

			FTB, EJ.

			Damon Hill OBE

		

	
		
			

			 

			A Word from Marie

			 

			This book captures Eddie’s unique way of approaching life and business. When I think about how he operated, one quality stands out above all the rest.

			Eddie never took “no” for an answer, as those who knew him well will confirm. He would start by asking a straightforward question – if that wasn’t agreed to, he would then ask in a slightly different way, and he would go back again and again until he got his agreement in some form. 

			Also, he was often asking for outlandish things to begin with and then reaching more normal territory by the end and ending up by getting what he had originally wanted or expected. I ­witnessed this many many times, used in various different scenarios. A great lesson in never giving in after the first hurdle. 

			This was all natural for Eddie and there was no planning or strategy. Just normal business and the thrill of pulling off another deal! 

			Miss you, with all your mischief.

		

	
		
			

			 

			Introduction

			 

			This book didn’t start as a tribute. It started as a few scrappy notes – business ideas, sharp lines, and wild stories picked up from time spent with Eddie Jordan. But like everything with Eddie, it didn’t stay small. It grew. It picked up speed. It got loud. It became something else.

			Not a business book. Not a racing memoir. Not a self-­help guide. Something messier. More honest. More useful. This is a book of principles – tested in chaos, sharpened through risk, and lived at full throttle. You won’t find academic theories here. What you will find is instinct, conviction, and a way of moving through the world that doesn’t wait for permission. And always grounded in fun.

			It’s not about what Eddie achieved – though that list is long. It’s about how he did it. Why he did it. And how you might too.

			This book is for the doers, the risk-­takers, the people who think sideways. It’s also for anyone who needs a push – to believe more, to bet bigger, or to stop playing by someone else’s rules. It’s a reminder that life doesn’t come with a manual – so you might as well write your own.

			

			Eddie didn’t go to university – but he probably learned more than most who did. Because learning isn’t confined to lecture halls or diplomas. It’s a mindset. A hunger. An openness. Eddie had a rare instinct for asking sharp questions, really listening, staying curious, and picking things up fast. He was always learning – and always interested. And while he was known for taking shortcuts, they weren’t to cut corners. They were to get to the goal quicker. This book can be your shortcut manual – if you’re ready to move.

			At the centre is The Jordan Code – 25 principles that shaped how Eddie led teams, made deals, built trust, backed talent, and stayed real. They’re not commandments, they’re rhythm and feel. Eddie didn’t live by bullet points – he lived by instinct. But those instincts left a pattern. That’s what this book is about.

			Inside, you’ll find stories from garages and boardrooms, backstage and broadcast booths, boats and startups, bike rides, late-­night chats, and bold moves. They come with laughter, heartbreak, wisdom – and plenty of unexpected detours.

			You’ll also hear from the people who knew him – teammates, drivers, friends, partners, and musicians. People who were in the room when it got loud, and stayed when it got hard. Their reflections remind us that success isn’t about titles or trophies. It’s about the energy you bring, and the permission you give others to be bold.

			To make it practical, there’s a digital companion – The FTB Hub – filled with exercises, reflections, and prompts to help you apply the ideas. Whether you’re building a business, leading a team, or just trying to live with a little more intent, it’s there to help you turn inspiration into action.

			

			But let’s be clear: this book isn’t about trying to be Eddie. No one else ever could be. It’s about learning from the way he moved – with urgency, loyalty, rhythm, and mischief. He didn’t separate business, life, and fun – and neither does this book.

			You don’t want to be Eddie Jordan – there was only one. But you can learn from him, just as he learned from others – often the hard way. His success speaks for itself, and the principles here reveal much of what powered it. Eddie didn’t just build a career – he built a life, rich with family and enduring friendships.

			Whether you read this book from cover to cover or just dip in when you need a push, we hope it stays close. We hope it earns your scribbles, your coffee stains, and a few corners folded down. You’ll find repetition – that’s intentional. This book is meant to be used, not simply read. It will make you laugh, think, and reflect in equal measure. Some stories have been shaped for clarity, others are told exactly as Eddie told them – poetic licence and all. But every one of them is true in spirit.

			At its core, this is a book about belief. Belief in ideas. Belief in risk. Belief in people – especially when it’s not the obvious choice. Eddie built his life on backing people before they’d proven anything, often before they believed in themselves. 

			When he passed in March 2025, there was a minute’s silence at the Chinese Grand Prix. Across the world, people paused – not only in silence, but in recognition. They thought of him, and universally they smiled, feeling the spark he left behind. For a man who made the world turn that little bit faster, he would’ve loved that tribute.

			As part of writing this book, it was extraordinary to see how many lives Eddie had lived – and how many people’s lives he touched. The number who called him their best friend, or one of their closest friends, was remarkable – a reflection of his rare ability to connect, listen, and make people feel seen. Everyone who met Eddie came away with an experience and a story. That’s what people remembered. That’s what made them smile.

			

			He gave his time and energy freely, yet no one ever felt they were asking too much. And he never made you feel like he was rushing to the next thing. One-­on-­one, you had his full attention. In a group, he lit the room – made everyone feel like something electric could happen at any moment.

			And finally, 100 per cent of my royalty earnings from sales of this book will be donated to the Eddie Jordan Foundation – supporting programmes that unlock potential, ignite creativity, and create opportunity for young people who just need one person to back them. Please scan the QR Code below or visit ­www.ej.foundation and get involved.
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			Thank you for reading. I hope this book inspires you – so you can inspire others. 

			Welcome to the ride.

			FTB.

			Keith O’Loughlin, May 2025

		

	
		
			

			 

			FTB

			 

			What’s FTB? FTB stands for “F*** the Begrudgers”.

			Simple as that. It was Eddie’s mantra and motto and features throughout this book.

			This book is about momentum. It’s about showing up. About betting on yourself. About making something out of nothing – and doing it without waiting for permission.

			But to do that, you have to ignore the noise.

			The cynics. The critics. The ones who talk and never do. The ones who say, “That’ll never work,” or “Who do you think you are?”

			You know the type.

			They’ve got no skin in the game, but they’ve always got something to say. Eddie had a name for them: Begrudgers. And his answer? Always the same: FTB.

			He had FTB tattooed on his wrist! And he wore it with pride and shouted it from the rooftops. And that is how he lived.

			Because the truth is – if you try to do anything big, bold, or different, they’ll come for you. Not because you’re wrong, but because you’re moving. And movement scares people who’ve stayed still too long. These are the people who want to slow others down to their pace. Jealous and begruding, they drain the energy from people and things.

			

			Eddie never waited for the world to clap before he acted. He built teams, backed talent, made deals, told stories, raised hell, and helped thousands – all while staying true to his rhythm. And along the way, he tuned out the doubters.

			Not with anger.

			With action.

			FTB isn’t about aggression. It’s about belief. It’s about commitment.

			Believe in your vision.

			Believe in your team.

			Believe in your rhythm.

			Believe that being fully yourself is not only allowed, it’s the only way to live!

			So, this book isn’t just about business. Or racing. Or drumming. Or deals.

			It’s about building your life around your voice – not theirs.

			It’s about being your best.

			And every time the noise gets loud?

			Just smile.

			And remember:

			FTB.

			Let’s go . . .

		

	
		
			

			Eddie Jordan

			A Full-­Throttle Life Timeline

			From Bray to the grid to global boardrooms – always at full tilt. 

			1948–1970s: Born with Rhythm and Rebellion

			
					1948: Born 30 March in Dublin, raised in Bray, County Wicklow 	Educated at Synge Street CBS – numbers came naturally, authority less so 
	Joins the Bank of Ireland – leaves to chase speed and freedom 
	Races in Formula Ford and Formula Atlantic, winning the 1978 Irish Atlantic Championship.



					1978: Married Marie McCarthy, who remained by his side for life. 

			

			

			1980s: The Maverick Manager Emerges

			
					1980: Launches Eddie Jordan Racing – the proving ground for raw talent 	Gives early drives to Martin Brundle, Johnny Herbert, Jean Alesi, and Ayrton Senna. 



					1989: Briefly sells a stake to Warburg Pincus, but later buys it back (for a fraction of what they paid him for it) – refuses to let go of the vision. 

			

			1990s: Shakes Up F1 with Jordan Grand Prix

			
					1991: Debuts in F1 with the now-­iconic Jordan 191 	Gives Michael Schumacher his first F1 race 
	Known for culture, charisma, chaos, and competitiveness. 



					1998: Achieves maiden win – a dramatic 1–2 at Spa. 

					1999: Jordan GP finishes third in the World Constructors’ Championship. 

			

			2000s: New Stages – Music, Media, and Money

			

			
					2005: Sells Jordan GP – the team becomes Midland, later Force India, and eventually Aston Martin. 

					Plays drums in V10 and Eddie and The Robbers, performing with Bryan Adams, Mike Rutherford, and Texas. 

					Joins BBC F1 as a pundit – colourful, outspoken, and beloved. 

					Guest-­hosts BBC’s Top Gear during its transitional era. 

					Appointed to the board of Citibank Private.

			

			2010s: Elder, Explorer, Entrepreneur

			
					2012: Awarded an Honorary OBE for Services to Charity and Motorsport. 

					2013–14: Circumnavigates the globe aboard the sailing yacht Lush in the Oyster World Rally. 

					2022: Receives the Freedom of the City of London 	Mentors young entrepreneurs, investors, and athletes. 



			

			2020s: Still Moving the Needle

			
					2022: Makes a £3 billion bid for Playtech. 

					2023: Launches the Formula For Success podcast with David Coulthard 	There are 110 episodes, featuring icons from F1, sport, business, and music. 



					2024: Continues to act as a TV pundit and commentator 	Guides Adrian Newey’s move from Red Bull to Aston Martin. 
	Second fastest in a 120km cycle race in the over-70s category, Cape Town Cycle Tour race. 



					2025: Helps lead the revival of London Irish Rugby with his son, Kyle Jordan. 	Passes away on 20 March 2025, aged 76. Tributes pour in from across the world. 



			

			

			Eddie Jordan: Achievements

			Eddie Jordan’s achievements span motorsport, business, media, and music – all powered by instinct, energy, and fearless belief. Here are the key highlights of his extraordinary journey:

			Motorsport

			Founder of Jordan Grand Prix (1991–2005)

			
					Created one of F1’s most beloved and overachieving independent teams. 

					Debuted on the F1 grid in 1991 – with almost no budget – and finished fifth in the Constructors’ Championship in its first season. 

					Gave Michael Schumacher his first F1 drive (Belgium, 1991). 

					Achieved the team’s first win in the 1998 Belgian Grand Prix, a 1–2 finish with Damon Hill and Ralf Schumacher. 

					Won three subsequent F1 races:	1999 French Grand Prix – Heinz-Harald Frentzen
	1999 Italian Grand Prix – Heinz-Harald Frentzen
	2003 Brazilian Grand Prix – Giancarlo Fisichella.



					Finished third in the Constructors’ Championship in 1999 – beating McLaren in one race and Ferrari in another. 

					Sold the team, bought it back for a fraction of the price, and sold it again. 

			

			

			Talent Spotter Extraordinaire

			
					Launched or accelerated the careers of many great drivers including: 	Michael Schumacher
	Damon Hill
	Rubens Barrichello
	Eddie Irvine
	Ralf Schumacher
	Jean Alesi
	Giancarlo Fisichella.



			

			 

			Known for:

			
					Bringing colour, chaos, and creativity to a grid that was growing increasingly corporate. 

					Outperforming bigger, better-­funded teams through culture, hustle, and heart. 

			

			Broadcasting and Media

			BBC F1 Pundit (2009–15)

			
					Became the charismatic, unfiltered voice of F1 coverage. 

					Beloved by fans for his candid insights, bold predictions, and unpredictable energy. 

			

			Top Gear Pundit (2016)

			
					Channel 4 F1 Team Member (2016 onwards).

					Continued as a respected media figure and go-­to voice in F1. 

					Often credited with asking the questions others wouldn’t. 

			

			

			FFS Podcast with David Coulthard (2023–25)

			
					Recorded over 100 episodes. 

					One of the most popular sports podcasts in the world. 

			

			Music

			Founder of Eddie and The Robbers

			
					Performed regularly as a drummer, including with celebrities and professional musicians. 

					Played gigs across Europe and the Middle East, often combining racing weekends with music events. 

			

			 

			Known for:

			
					Playing with the likes of Bryan Adams, Texas, and Chris Rea. 

					Making music part of his brand and energy wherever he went. 

					Pulling out spoons at any possible moment and kicking off a music session. 

			

			Business and Deals

			Entrepreneurial Spirit

			
					Made shrewd deals throughout his F1 career – including licensing colour rights (e.g. “Jordan Yellow” to DHL). 

					Turned Jordan GP into a launchpad for sponsorship innovation – with brands like 7UP, Benson & Hedges, and Puma. 

			

			

			Bids and Business Ventures

			
					Involved in a headline-­making £3 billion bid for Playtech (2022). 

					Lead acquisition of London Irish and Bezier Rugby Clubs in 2024/25. 

					Supported major businesses, startups and causes in sports, hospitality, and tech. 

			

			Mentorship and Legacy

			Mentor and Backer of Underdogs

			
					Advisor and mentor to the winning 2014 Ryder Cup team and Captain Paul McGinley at Gleneagles. Also performed with Eddie and The Robbers at three Ryder Cups. 

					Believed in raw talent over polish – often backing people before the world saw their potential. 

					Known for mentoring musicians, entrepreneurs, yacht captains, and young broadcasters. 

			

			Philanthropy

			
					Champion for young people through education, mentorship, and creative opportunity. 

					Long-­time and passionate supporter of CLIC Sargent, the UK’s leading charity for young people and families affected by cancer. 

					Founder, supporter, and patron of Amber Rocks charity for disadvantaged young people.

			

			 

			

			Eddie used his platform in Formula 1, music, and media to raise awareness and funding for all charities.

			Cultural Icon

			
					Brought Irish flair, humour, and chaos into one of the world’s most precision-­driven sports. 

					Remained grounded and loyal to his roots, even as his global influence grew. 

					Recognized not just as a team boss but as a character, connector, and culture-­maker in F1 and beyond. 

			

			Awards

			
					Awarded the OBE (Officer of the Order of the British Empire) for Services to Motorsport and Charity in the 2012 New Year Honours list. 

					Honorary Doctorate of Law – University of Ulster (2002). 

					Honorary Doctorate of Philosophy – Dublin Institute of Technology (2003). 

					Autosport Awards – Gregor Grant Award (2009) – Lifetime Achievement Award. 

					Motorsport Industry Association (MIA) – Outstanding Contribution to Motorsport Award. 

			

		

	
		
			

			Part I

			The World of EJ

		

	
		
			

			1

			Chaos in the Blood

			How a kid from Dublin built a global legacy by never asking permission.

			Born into Motion

			There’s a certain kind of chaos that lives in the blood – a refusal to sit still, a hunger for movement, a need to turn friction into fuel. Eddie Jordan had it from the very beginning. He was never built for stillness, never made for systems. His spirit was a cocktail of adrenaline, instinct, mischief, and motion. And though he didn’t know it then, that exact mix would one day take him from the backstreets of Dublin to the front row of Formula 1.

			Born on 30 March 1948 in Ireland’s capital city, Eddie came into a post-­war world still shaking off its scars. His family was working-­class, devoutly Catholic, and tightly woven – full of characters, contradiction, and warmth. He grew up in Bray, a coastal town just south of Dublin, surrounded by the kind of raw, unfiltered Irish energy that shapes the sharpest minds and the toughest skins.

			

			From a young age, Eddie showed signs of being wired differently. He was curious. He was fast. He was cheeky. He got into fights, into trouble, into places he probably shouldn’t have – and out of them, just as quickly. He had a flair for humour and a disarming ability to charm adults who were initially ready to punish him. Mischief didn’t seem like rebellion in Eddie’s hands – it seemed like art.

			School was always going to be a problem. At Synge Street CBS, a stern Christian Brothers school in Dublin, discipline came before expression. Eddie learned early on how to take a hit – metaphorically and sometimes literally. But what the Christian Brothers didn’t understand was that they weren’t beating misbehaviour out of him, they were simply sharpening his sense of who he wasn’t. He wasn’t someone who would follow orders without question. He wasn’t someone who accepted the world as it was handed to him.

			He was someone who needed to move.

			Even as a child, motion fascinated him. He took apart bicycles to see how they worked. He raced down hills with reckless glee. He played football not for tactics, but for the thrill of running past someone who underestimated him. His friends noticed it too – there was always a streak of “more” in Eddie. More noise. More risk. More laughter. More dreams. He was someone who, even in his early years, had the brightness, contrast, and definitely the volume knobs turned up to the max.

			That streak wasn’t born of ego, it was born of urgency. He could feel the world pulling at him – not to sit still and get a trade, but to push forward, even if he didn’t know what he was pushing towards. He often said he was trying to fit three times more into every day than others, and he did this from an early age.

			

			When he landed a job at the Bank of Ireland after school, it seemed like a win. A stable salary. Clean suit. Pension. For most Irish families in the ’60s, it was the dream. But for Eddie, it felt like a cage. The quiet hum of calculators, the predictable small talk, the uniform days and tighter nights – they weren’t just boring, they were suffocating. He used the bank as a launchpad for his future. 

			When someone called looking for a car loan, Eddie would smile and say he might be able to get them a better car than they’d planned – maybe even one from his own “stock” out back. And if he didn’t have it, he’d go and find it. The name of his side hustle? Honest John Car Sales – a cheeky little operation he ran with his childhood friend, Mick Tunney. Classic Eddie: always dealing, always thinking one step ahead.

			He didn’t last long in the bank.

			In 1966, Eddie went to Jersey for a summer – chasing a bit of sun, a bit of work, and a taste of something different. He worked nights in the Bristol Bar and days at the electricity company, but it was in the downtime between shifts that something sparked.

			Karting.

			A low-­slung machine, hugging the tarmac, buzzing with potential. It wasn’t glamorous, but it was fast – and it gave Eddie his first real taste of racing. The rush. The rhythm. The roar of competition. Everything clicked.

			After leaving his banking job behind, he’d stumbled into something that felt more like destiny than diversion. In those early karting sessions on the island, he discovered the balance between chaos and control – a feeling that would define the rest of his life.

			

			Go-­karts might not sound like much but for Eddie, they were pure magic. Racing stripped to the bone: reflex, grit, feel, balance. No million-­dollar engines. No sponsors. Just you and the corners. Man and machine.

			And in that simplicity, he found everything he needed to begin.

			He dove into it with the same reckless commitment he brought to everything. In those early days, karting was raw. Circuits were patched together. Mechanics were often drivers’ mates. Safety was minimal. But the talent? The hunger? The stakes? Real. Eddie felt at home.

			From karts, he moved into Formula Ford and was competitive, and then moved on to Formula Atlantic, winning the Irish National title in 1978. He raced in the UK and across Europe, against drivers who had far more funding but often less nerve. He didn’t have a factory behind him. What he had was feel. He could sense a line, an opening, a braking point, before most drivers could spot it on a map.

			Still, he knew the limits. The higher up he went, the clearer it became: he wasn’t going to make it to Formula 1 as a driver. He didn’t have the reflexes of a Senna, the composure of a Lauda. But that didn’t disappoint him. It freed him. As Eddie told it, Niki Lauda pulled him aside one day and said, “Eddie, you are a good driver, but look around you. You are in a sport with me, James Hunt, Emerson Fittipaldi, and there is a new French driver coming through called Alain Prost. You are not going to make it as a driver. Sorry. I know you have great experience in commerce. You should start your own team.” Eddie wanted to compete and win at whatever he was doing, not make up numbers. And just like that, Eddie Jordan – former bank clerk, former karting rebel, wannabe rock star with some success as a driver – began his journey as a team boss. 

			

			Because Eddie wasn’t here to be famous. He was here to be in it. And if that meant stepping out of the car and into the garage then fine, he’d build something that lasted.

			He started to see the sport as more than competition – it was opportunity. Who built the teams? Who got the sponsors? Who discovered the drivers? Who made the real decisions?

			In 1980, with barely enough cash to rent a trailer and zero reputation in the paddock, Eddie formed Eddie Jordan Racing. His goal wasn’t to be the biggest – it was to be the most alive. The team was built in his image: fast, gritty, energetic, loud, and loyal.

			He ran it like a band. You didn’t join for a pay cheque, you joined because you wanted to make music with him. Mechanics worked overtime without being asked. Drivers listened to him like he was their brother and their coach. Everyone pulled in the same direction because Eddie made it fun.

			In 1983, he gave a seat to a young, electric Brazilian talent named Ayrton Senna. It was a glimpse into Eddie’s real genius: talent spotting. Senna dazzled in British Formula 3 under Eddie’s stewardship. Later, Eddie would repeat this magic over and over – with drivers like Martin Brundle, Johnny Herbert, Jean Alesi, Damon Hill, and of course, he infamously gave Michael Schumacher his first drive in Formula 1. He didn’t wait for the obvious talent to show up polished, he saw it raw and shaped it.

			Those years weren’t easy. Sponsors came and went. Parts broke. Engines failed. There were crashes, lawsuits, money troubles. But the team survived because it had one thing most others didn’t: spirit. Eddie’s teams felt like family. And that feeling couldn’t be bought.

			

			He kept it scrappy. While bigger teams focused on margins and technology, Eddie focused on people. He knew every mechanic’s name. He took drivers to dinner. He shared hotel rooms to save money. There were no egos. No walls.

			Just momentum.

			The Making of a Leader

			Eddie Jordan didn’t become a leader the traditional way. He didn’t study it. He didn’t inherit it. He became one by sheer force of personality, resilience, and vision.

			In those early years of team management, he learned how to lead by doing everything wrong – and then figuring it out. He made mistakes with money, with hiring, with logistics. He underestimated rivals. He overpromised. He scrambled.

			But he never panicked.

			That calm in chaos would become his trademark. “Everything’s gone wrong? Grand. Let’s have a beer, fix it, and go again.”

			He learned that leadership wasn’t about control – it was about trust. If you trusted people, they performed better. If you gave them a little room, they gave you back loyalty tenfold. Eddie wasn’t a micromanager, he was a conductor.

			And when things went right, he didn’t take the credit. He gave it away – to the driver, the mechanic, the guy who stayed up all night. That humility, wrapped in humour, made him beloved.

			He also learned to deal – fast. Sponsors didn’t line up at his door. He had to chase them, convince them, charm them. He pitched in pubs, in paddocks, in boardrooms. He made people believe – in him, in the dream, in the car. He hustled and hustled and hustled.

			

			What he built wasn’t only a team – it was a way of thinking.

			It said: You don’t need the biggest budget to make the biggest noise.

			It said: You can laugh and still win.

			It said: We’re not here to survive, we’re here to shake things up.

			It said: It’s the race, the competitive edge, the challenge that you remember. Not the trophy.

			By the end of the 1980s, Eddie Jordan Racing was more than a small outfit. It was a proving ground. A place where futures were made. A brand. A tribe. A movement.

			And Eddie? He was now far more than a former driver. 

			A leader with nothing to lose.

			A rebel with a following.

			A man about to bring that chaos – the same chaos that once raced through the streets of Bray – to the most elite grid in motor­sport.

			Formula 1 was coming.

			And Eddie Jordan was already on the way. 

			“I wasn’t supposed to get here. But the thing is, I never asked who was doing the supposing. I just went.” – Eddie Jordan
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			Becoming Eddie

			How personality became Eddie’s business weapon. 

			The Birth of a Character

			Eddie Jordan didn’t step into the world of motorsport with a strategy manual. He stepped in with a personality – and that was the playbook.

			In a sport driven by engineering, data, and precision, Eddie was pure theatre. The hair, the shirts, the voice, the sparkle in his eye – it wasn’t an affectation. It was Eddie, turned up to the max. From the earliest days, he knew that if he couldn’t outspend the big teams, he could outshine them. Visibility would become his most powerful tool.

			Back in Dublin, Eddie had always been known as a character. He could tell a story, sell an idea, or calm a situation with a smile. He made people laugh, but he also made them lean in. He had that rare gift of magnetism – you remembered him, even if you didn’t remember why. He took up playing music to get the girls when he was younger: “I wanted to be different and saw that the guys in the band always had girls chasing after them. So I took up drumming.”

			

			When he entered the motorsport business, he realized quickly that the paddock was full of stiff suits, whispered deals, and clenched jawlines. Eddie would be the opposite – loud, open, full of colour and chaos. He wore gold watches and Hawaiian shirts while others wore grey. He played music in the garage. He joked with the press. He danced when others sulked. He used colourful language with a smile. He had an incredible aptitude for numbers, and in a sport where it’s all about lap times and milliseconds, he was in his comfort zone.

			And it worked.

			Formula 1 is about entertainment. He got out of banking because it was boring . . . he wasn’t going to bring boring to the world of Formula 1. 

			People started talking about him – and that talk brought deals, drivers, and attention.

			Eddie claimed, “We all robbed each other in those days. I robbed off the other teams and they robbed off me. And then we would have a laugh about it after the race.” 

			Personality as a Strategy

			Eddie wasn’t trying to be different. He was different. But he was smart enough to know that difference was an asset. He turned personality into performance.

			He built relationships in places others overlooked. He charmed sponsors who hadn’t even considered motorsport. He found drivers not only based on lap times, but on attitude, hunger, and chemistry.

			

			In business, people often talk about the power of brand. Eddie was the brand. And before “authenticity” became a corporate buzzword, he had already proven its power. What you saw with Eddie was what you got – for better or worse. And that made him trustworthy. He wasn’t hiding anything. He was also a natural leader who inspired his team, and they became friends – many of the drivers actually lived with his family: the Jordan team was just the extended Jordan family.

			This authenticity let him operate across borders and boundaries. He could hold his own in a corporate boardroom one hour, then share a pint with mechanics the next. He had no hierarchy in how he treated people. Status didn’t impress him. Character did.

			For Eddie, being yourself wasn’t a luxury, it was the foundation of everything.

			 

			In 2002, Deutsche Post had just acquired a small logistics outfit called DHL, and they were keen to boost the brand’s visibility through their sponsorship of Jordan Formula 1. They called Eddie with a request.

			“Eddie, we want to increase our sponsorship next year – but we need the car to be white.”

			“Of course,” Eddie replied with a grin. “If you pay me enough, you can have it any colour you like.”

			But first, Eddie made a courtesy call to Nigel Northridge, Head of Marketing at Benson & Hedges – the team’s long-­time title sponsor.

			

			“Nigel, we’re thinking of switching the car to white next year. It’s going to look brilliant.”

			“Sorry, Eddie. That’s a deal breaker. If the car’s not yellow, we walk. Have a look at the contract.”

			Eddie had a problem. The DHL money was too good to walk away from – but so too was Benson & Hedges. So, he called Deutsche Post back.

			“Sorry, I can’t agree to it,” he said. “Because I don’t believe in the DHL brand.” 

			Pause. “But . . . I do have an idea. Let me come to your next board meeting and pitch it.”

			“No outsiders are allowed,” came the reply.

			“Then there’s no deal.”

			A few hours later, the phone rang again. “Fine, you can come. Here’s the time and date.”

			Eddie showed up at the meeting in full Jordan team kit – bright yellow – carrying ten neatly-­bound presentations. As the Deutsche Post board looked on in bemusement, he began.

			“Turn to page one. You’ll see eight white vans – one of them is DHL with a red flash, the rest are FedEx and your other competitors. Next page – six white vans, two yellow ones for DHL. Now planes – same story. White everywhere, with a couple of yellow blips.”

			Then he delivered the punchline: “I want you to change DHL’s main colour from white to yellow – and then I’ll put you on the car.”

			The room was stunned. This wasn’t on the agenda. The board literally couldn’t compute the suggestion. They said they’d consider it – but it was unlikely. Later that same day, Eddie got the call: “It’s a Yes. We have agreed to change DHL to yellow.”

			

			Cool and calm, he replied, “Great. Thank you.” Then he hung up the phone and roared with excitement, “Another robbery pulled off! Love it!”

			The cherry on top? Eddie negotiated a royalty deal for “Jordan Yellow” – meaning DHL paid him for years, even after he sold the Formula 1 team.

			“There’s nothing sweeter,” he liked to say, “than the bit you steal.”

			I was watching a football match with him on TV in 2024 when an ad came up for Coldplay’s upcoming tour, with “Yellow” being the theme song as DHL were sponsoring the tour. He just looked at the advert and beamed.

			That was Eddie.

			Building the Culture Around the Character

			As Eddie’s presence grew, so did his influence. Drivers wanted to race for him. Engineers wanted to work for him. Sponsors wanted to be associated with the energy he brought.

			He created a culture at Jordan Racing that mirrored his own vibe: bold, fast, creative, loyal, and a little bit wild. It wasn’t just about lap times – it was about atmosphere. People smiled more at Jordan. They played music in the garage. They danced in the rain at Spa. They celebrated small wins like they were titles.

			This environment bred loyalty. People worked harder for Eddie not because they were scared but because they cared. He made it personal. He asked about your kids. He remembered your birthday. He’d sit on the garage floor with you after a bad race and drink a beer.

			

			At the same time, he demanded excellence. If you dropped the ball, you’d hear about it – loudly, colourfully, and immediately. And then it was done. Move on. You got a second chance. And a third. Because Eddie knew that the best people weren’t perfect, they were human. And if you backed them long enough, they’d repay you with brilliance.

			Ireland Rooted, Not Limited

			Through all the chaos, colour, and international stages, Eddie Jordan remained unmistakably Irish. Not in a token way – in a lived, daily way. He brought Irish grit and mischief to every deal, every track, every city. He didn’t just represent Ireland; he embodied it – the rhythm, the resilience, the irreverence. Even at the peak of running Jordan Formula 1, with millions on the line and teams scattered across the world, he rang his mother Eileen every morning at 8 a.m. on the dot. It wasn’t ritual. It was respect. It was grounding. Eileen, like Eddie, had a fierce personality – witty, warm, and utterly unbothered by anyone’s status. People who met them both said the same thing: the apple didn’t fall far from the tree. And Eddie was proud of that. He would say, tongue-­in-­cheek with a huge grin, “She was hard . . . unlike me.”

			He stayed true to his roots – not out of obligation, but out of joy. He waved the Irish flag on global stages not to limit himself, but to lift the flag higher. He promoted Irish talent, gave Irish stories a global voice, and brought the nation’s soul with him whether he was in Monaco, Melbourne, or Mumbai. But he was never confined by geography. He didn’t let being Irish box him in – he used it as a launching pad. A rhythm. A swagger. A story that started in Bray but belonged to the world.

			

			The Eddie Jordan Experience

			Outside of racing, Eddie’s life bled into music, media, and moments. One lane was never enough. He played the drums in bands, with Chris Rea, Bryan Adams, Texas, and Mike + The Mechanics. He had his own band, originally called V10, then upgraded to Eddie and The Robbers. He hosted events. He built a network that stretched from race circuits to rock concerts.

			This cross-­pollination made him more than a team boss. It made him a storyteller, a host, a connector. People came to him for more than deals; they came for energy and advice. For advice. For access to a world that felt more alive when Eddie was in it. He didn’t hide his flaws. He swore too much, stayed out too late, trusted people too easily. But he owned those flaws with the same confidence he carried into every meeting. That vulnerability made him real. And in a world full of masks, that realness made him powerful.

			By the time Jordan Grand Prix arrived on the Formula 1 grid in 1991, Eddie was already a legend in the paddock – and not just for his antics. He had built a team, a movement, and a message: be yourself, bet on people, and never apologize for either.

			When he stepped out in Phoenix, Arizona, that day, he knew that he had achieved something nearly impossible, but it became just the first in a series of amazing milestones.

			

			What began as a character trait had become a business weapon.

			Eddie brought personality – and then turned it into strategy. 

			“You can buy engines. You can buy data. But you can’t buy chemistry. People either believe in you or they don’t. I gave them someone to believe in.” – Eddie Jordan
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			Jordan Grand Prix – The Impossible Startup

			How a fearless outsider took on Formula 1 with charm, guts, and belief. 

			The Decision to Go Big

			By the end of the 1980s, Eddie Jordan had built something real. His team had become a factory of future champions, a magnet for hungry talent, and a haven for gritty racers. Eddie Jordan Racing was respected – but that wasn’t enough. Not for Eddie.

			He wanted to go further. He wanted Formula 1.

			It was a mad idea. Formula 1 was the Everest of motorsport – expensive, political, ruthless. Getting there required a level of funding, infrastructure, and influence that Eddie didn’t have. But he had one thing that others didn’t: momentum.

			He looked around and saw an opening. The turbo era was winding down, and a new ruleset was making the sport more accessible. He sensed that with the right package – a decent engine, a nimble chassis, and a brave heart – it might just be possible to survive. To belong. To compete.

			

			So, he jumped.

			In 1990, Eddie announced that his team would enter the 1991 Formula 1 World Championship. The motorsport press laughed. The established teams sneered. People whispered behind his back: “He’s got no money. No facilities. No experience at this level. No chance.”

			Eddie smiled – and got to work.

			He said, “The only reason I started with Jordan Grand Prix was because I was unemployable elsewhere. So, the only person that would employ me was myself.” 

			“Everyone told me I couldn’t do it. That’s how I knew I had to.” – Eddie Jordan

			Building the Dream (with Duct Tape)

			Jordan Grand Prix was born in Silverstone, in a modest industrial estate near the circuit. The team’s early home was more warehouse than factory, more hopeful than high-­tech. But it was filled with people who believed.

			Eddie hired designer Gary Anderson to build the car – the Jordan 191. It would become one of the most beautiful and balanced Formula 1 cars ever made. Powered by a Ford HB V8 engine, the 191 wasn’t about brute force, it was about flow. Elegance. Precision.

			Eddie didn’t have the budget to match McLaren or Williams, but he knew how to hustle. He worked day and night securing sponsors, making promises, and rallying suppliers. His charisma was at full throttle. Meetings ended in handshakes. Doubts melted under the weight of his conviction.

			

			He pulled in deals from Total, Goodyear, and 7UP – who agreed to become the title sponsor after a dazzling pitch. The livery that resulted – green, blue, and white – would become one of the most iconic colour schemes in Formula 1 history.

			Mechanics slept on floors. Staff worked triple shifts. Every penny was stretched. But something rare was happening: a real team was forming. One built not just on contracts, but on belief.

			When Jordan re-­signed with Ford in 2003, Ford agreed to be contracted into giving Eddie a car of his choice. Once the ink was dry, Eddie said, “I will have a DB9 please, for my wife Marie.” Ford owned Aston Martin at this stage, and replied that he could have any Ford, but that didn’t extend to cars from other group-­owned brands. There was some negotiation back and forth and, soon after, Marie picked up her DB9. Another robbery, as he would say.

			A Star is Born – And so is the Storm

			Jordan Grand Prix made its debut at the 1991 United States Grand Prix in Phoenix, Arizona. The world expected disaster. Instead, they saw competence, calm, and pace.

			Andrea de Cesaris and Bertrand Gachot were the team’s first drivers. Both were quick, both were edgy. The car – the Jordan 191 – turned heads with its smooth lines and nimble handling. Points started coming in. Respect followed. It is still lauded as being one of the most beautiful cars in Formula 1 history.

			

			Then came the twist.

			In August 1991, when Bertrand Gachot was jailed for a pepper-spray incident with a taxi driver in London just days before the Belgian Grand Prix, Eddie moved fast. He brought in a little-­known German rookie named Michael Schumacher. The 22-­year-­old stunned the paddock by qualifying seventh on his debut, having never raced at Spa. A clutch failure ended his race early, but his arrival lit up the sport. Within a week, he was gone – poached by Benetton. Eddie had found a star. And lost him just as quickly.

			The Madness of Making It

			Despite the Schumacher saga, Jordan finished fifth in the Constructors’ Championship in its debut season – ahead of teams with double the budget and ten times the experience. It was one of the greatest rookie seasons in Formula 1 history.

			But the chaos never stopped. Every season brought new challenges – budget crises, legal battles, crashes, technical upgrades, driver dramas. Yet Eddie never lost the joy. He kept the energy alive with jokes, dancing, wild interviews, and loud shirts.

			He was never afraid to speak his mind. He took jabs at Fédération Internationale de l’Automobile (FIA) decisions. He mocked rival teams. He defended his drivers fiercely. He wasn’t trying to fit in, he was trying to shake things up.

			Eddie’s office became a shrine to madness: drums, trophies, crazy artwork, and half-­empty wine bottles. Deals were done on the phone, in pubs, on flights. Loyalty was the currency. Fun was the atmosphere.

			

			He didn’t merely survive in Formula 1 – he thrived in his own way.

			What Jordan GP Really Meant

			Jordan Grand Prix was more than a team – it was a way of life.

			It said: You don’t need to be born into power to win. It said: You can build something meaningful with heart, humour, and hustle. It said: Be yourself – loudly and the right people will find you.

			Through the 1990s, Jordan GP became a fan favourite. It was because of the spirit – not just the cars, results, or drivers. Because Eddie had done the impossible. He had taken a wild idea, built it with charisma and chaos
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