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THIS is a Tour de France book of sorts, the pictures and the narrative certainly revolve loosely around the events of the 2010 Tour de France, which proved a particularly tough one for me personally. To my mind, July 2010 was the first really big public failure of my career, when I performed well below what I had expected and hoped. The race also offered a steep learning curve for my new Team Sky, who were making their Tour de France debuts. We finished the Tour much wiser men. 


	But I’m hoping this book is more than just that. My intention right from the outset – regardless of whether I challenged for a podium place and yellow jersey in Paris or trailed home in the bunch – was to offer a comprehensive snapshot of modern-day Grand Tour cycling, or any major stage race for that matter. This effectively is our office, where we go to work and earn a living, where hopes and bodies are cruelly smashed but where, every so often, you have one of those days – and it’s not always when you cross the line first – that makes everything worthwhile and keeps you coming back for more. 


	I love bike racing with a passion. Occasionally I loathe it as well, but mostly it’s a mad love affair. It’s the whole scene that first drew me in and I don’t feel any different now. It’s the sheer madness and ‘foreigness’ of racing on the Continent; the larger-than-life characters that seem to populate the sport, the daily hustle and bustle and that sense of being in a bubble and nothing else mattering. You can lose yourself totally in the sport. It’s akin to a travelling circus and the sensation is of being constantly on the move and on tour. That brings the almost daily excitement of arrival and the novelty of a different town and a new hotel. And then, just as suddenly, you are packing your bags again the next morning, handing over your key card at reception and getting a police escort in the team bus to the next start. It’s a little bit rock and roll and, if we are honest, that’s part of the appeal. You do your stuff and move on to the next gig, the next venue. 


	Dates and times aren’t really how you measure your progress through a long tour and, indeed, the season; they all tend to merge. What you remember 


THIS is a Tour de France book of sorts, the pictures and the narrative certainly revolve loosely around the events of the 2010 Tour de France, which proved a particularly tough one for me personally. To my mind, July 2010 was the first really big public failure of my career, when I performed well below what I had expected and hoped. The race also offered a steep learning curve for my new Team Sky, who were making their Tour de France debuts. We finished the Tour much wiser men. 
	But I’m hoping this book is more than just that. My intention right from the outset – regardless of whether I challenged for a podium place and yellow jersey in Paris or trailed home in the bunch – was to offer a comprehensive snapshot of modern-day Grand Tour cycling, or any major stage race for that matter. This effectively is our office, where we go to work and earn a living, where hopes and bodies are cruelly smashed but where, every so often, you have one of those days – and it’s not always when you cross the line first – that makes everything worthwhile and keeps you coming back for more. 
	I love bike racing with a passion. Occasionally I loathe it as well, but mostly it’s a mad love affair. It’s the whole scene that first drew me in and I don’t feel any different now. It’s the sheer madness and ‘foreigness’ of racing on the Continent; the larger-than-life characters that seem to populate the sport, the daily hustle and bustle and that sense of being in a bubble and nothing else mattering. You can lose yourself totally in the sport. It’s akin to a travelling circus and the sensation is of being constantly on the move and on tour. That brings the almost daily excitement of arrival and the novelty of a different town and a new hotel. And then, just as suddenly, you are packing your bags again the next morning, handing over your key card at reception and getting a police escort in the team bus to the next start. It’s a little bit rock and roll and, if we are honest, that’s part of the appeal. You do your stuff and move on to the next gig, the next venue. 
	Dates and times aren’t really how you measure your progress through a long tour and, indeed, the season; they all tend to merge. What you remember 


























are the hotels, good or bad, and occasionally the names of the towns and cities where something significant happened. You remember where you got a good kicking or died a hundred deaths on the final climb, or that blissful day when you miraculously found some form and scarcely broke sweat as you effortlessly tapped your way around some remote corner of France. You always remember where you were when you got ill and where you spent your so-called days off. 


	As a professional cyclist, you are on the road constantly, on or off the bike. It’s a lifestyle as much as a profession and can be very hard, but very addictive and comforting for those who know nothing else. It might not look like it but there is a routine and rhythm, you know weeks in advance what you will be eating and where. All the small daily decisions of life are made by others. You don’t have to work the satnav or park the team bus, wash your bike or do the washing. You never have to make the bed and hang the towels up in the bathroom before you leave. Mobile phones and laptops are laid on for you, Skype is set up for you to speak to the wife and kids back home, breakfast is laid out just so every morning, ditto the evening meal. They never vary, you don’t have to fret over what to eat. Equally you know exactly what is expected of you on the bike and what the daily task is. Your job is to execute that where possible.


	Of course it’s not quite as cosy as I make out. Professional cycling is a bloody competitive and dog-eat-dog world, and, yes, we have had our drug cheats who sometimes rip the heart out of the sport and make you question everything you do – although I like to think their days are numbered. 


We are always trying to get one over the other teams, verbally and on the road, but despite it all we are also a large family and there are a lot of really good friendships between ‘opposition’ riders and staff as well. In a cycling career you can be involved with three or four teams – I have actually clocked up seven teams, if you include the Linda McCartney racing team which closed down a few weeks after I joined; although I like to think the two 
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events were not related. Some ex-riders can find it very difficult to tear themselves away from it all when the time comes and I’m not surprised. It’s the life they know and understand.


	The Tour de France, especially, becomes a daily soap opera, with star names and bit players all making their contribution. It’s the ultimate reality TV I suppose, and fans have their favourites even though they know they will never win. Individuals are on edge and there can be a lot of unpredictable and erratic behaviour. The Tour is a massive media event that gets reported around the world with arguments and incidents – sometimes unbelievably petty – getting blown out of proportion. But that only adds to the drama and the feeling that, for three weeks, we are at the centre of the universe. For three weeks it feels like the world is revolving around us guys in the peloton and nothing much 
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else exists. Complete nonsense of course, but it’s quite a heady feeling.


	The Tour is also about men – well, mainly men, although every team has women among their back-up staff these days – living together in close proximity and trying to get on together for well over three weeks under a whole load of physical stress and mental pressure. It’s a bonanza for people-watchers. It’s about dealing with insane tiredness and the emotional roller-coaster that is bike racing. There are plenty of tears around; there is one team out there most days having a complete nightmare. It’s about suffering and somehow getting the job done when probably the more logical and sensible option is to sit up, get off and book the first flight home to your loved ones. It’s about making decisions on the hoof and then having to deal with the consequences of those decisions, right or 
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wrong. It’s about fronting up to your team-mates if you have been found wanting or lacking bottle, and admitting that you can not always pass the buck.


	You could go on almost endlessly. There are extremes of weather to contend with, nature to observe, terrain to respect and mountains to fear. On the Tour de France the three weeks stretch endlessly ahead into the distance. You never really feel – or at least a wise man doesn’t – that you are going to reach the finish until you climb off your bike on the final Saturday and sit down with your team that night for a blow-out dinner with just the promenade into Paris left. 


	All those highs and lows – you just have to try and flatten them out if you are going to survive. You can’t live your life like that, you have to try and tread the middle path. Don’t despair after the latest nightmare day but equally don’t for one minute 
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think you have the race cracked on the much rarer high days, when you walk on air and your feet hardly touch the pedals. I would advise humility at all times. The Tour de France will always have the final say and accepting that totally is a big step in the right direction. Having made that quantum leap, just keep your head down and try and ride to your limit as often as possible.


	You don’t have to hype the Tour – just about everything you read is true. It is undoubtedly faster and harder and bigger than any other race in the world. Nearly 200 of the world’s best cyclists devote the entire year to arriving in France early every July in peak condition. Nobody is soft pedalling or riding for training on the Tour, it’s full-on from start to finish. Even the so called quiet days are harder and faster than quiet days in other races. 


	It’s like 21 consecutive world championships or 
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one-day Classics virtually on the bounce, give or take two rest days. After riding it for the first time in 2006 I vowed I would never ride it again. I can remember sitting in the village in Morzine after the final rest day promising myself that I would never tackle this race again. It was just so bloody hard. There are sports scientists who say a hard-ridden Tour de France can take three years off your life. And yet here I am again. You very quickly forget the bad days and remember only the amazing buzz of riding in the peloton.


	Every day feels like an Olympic final, and I feel qualified to say that because I have competed in my fair share of Olympic finals. The crowds take your breath away, every time. In terms of the profile of the sport, you can bundle everything that happens 
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in the other 49 weeks of the year together and it still doesn’t equal what the three weeks of the Tour offers up. Months later – years later – you wake up in the middle of the night and find yourself suddenly re-living a particular moment from a past Tour as your long dammed-up memories start to come flooding through. Your brain can’t take it all in at the time, there is too much going on to assimilate everything. But it is there for you to hit the recall button in later years.


	I love reading old Tour books and leafing through all the cycling mags, and one of the  aspects that appeals is that nostalgic retro, timeless look that black and white pictures give you. To my mind, there is a very strong link between the old and the new – the bikes may have changed but 
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the riders certainly haven’t – they are still flesh and bone, warriors with their own strengths and weaknesses and stories to tell. The mountains remain constant and great stages present pretty much the same challenges as always. When you leaf back through the pages you can appreciate exactly what the legends – Coppi, Anquetil, Merckx, Hinault, Indurain and, more recently, Lemond and Armstrong – achieved because you have trodden in their footsteps many times. It’s the same with the British pioneers who blazed a trail for those of us who followed – fantastic riders like Brian Robinson, Tom Simpson, Barry Hoban, Robert Millar and Sean Yates. Every time I ride up Mont Ventoux I automatically think of Tom Simpson, never more than in 2009 when I was clinging on desperately, hoping to sneak past Lance and get on the podium in Paris the next day.
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	There is a great feeling of continuity in cycling because we have all ridden the same routes and on the same roads, and with that in mind I asked my friend Scott Mitchell, a professional photographer and fellow Mod, whose take on life I enjoy, simply to tag along with us at Team Sky and snap what he saw on the Tour de France in black and white. Scott is not a cycling fan and, most importantly to my mind, not a specialist sports photographer. He arrived on the Tour completely fresh, although, like the rest of us, he left Paris completely bolloxed. That’s the essence of this book. When I get the urge I will also break off and give you my take on a few of the great riders and personalities involved, and hopefully the result will be that elusive timeless snapshot of life on the road I’m talking about. It’s time we got this Tour under way. 
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Hotel Carlton Oasis –  Spijkenisse


Also in residence: Crevelo and BBOX 


Bouygues Telecom


WELL, I won’t do that again in a hurry. What was I thinking of? All my competitive career I have taken the rough with the smooth in prologues and time-trials. Sometimes you are lucky with the weather and the wind and you get an advantage against some opponents, other times it all goes pear-shaped. I lost the final time-trial of the 2009 Giro by a second because the course in Rome suddenly became as slippery as an ice-rink after a later shower. Bad luck Brad. At this year’s Giro the Sky team got absolutely battered by a full-scale storm halfway around the team time-trial and still came home second. Without the bad weather that day undoubtedly we would have won handily. Bad luck 
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again Brad. But I normally take the philosophical view that, over a career, these things even themselves out.


	Today at the prologue in Rotterdam it went pear-shaped again for me, but this time we – I – contributed in a big way by trying to box clever, too clever. All our weather data at Team Sky predicted a dry start to the 8.9 km prologue, but with heavy squally showers coming through the second half of the day. An early starter might gain a considerable advantage. It was just possible that Team Sky could mark our Tour de France debut with something very special indeed and we decided I would take a punt and go for one of the earlier start times. As it happened, the rain arrived much earlier than expected and by the time most of the big guns went out – the time I should really have been starting – the road had dried considerably and was noticeably 
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quicker. An old fashioned cock-up really. 


	Having clearly got it wrong and fretting over that I then rode very conservatively, anxious in my first season as team leader not to crash with over 3500 km still to go, and finished a pretty undistinguished 77th! – a full 56 seconds behind Fabian Cancellara. I’m angry inside but can’t really complain because I bought fully into the idea of trying to get on the front foot and being aggressive. Sky want to be proactive on their Tour debut and make things happen. I am up for that and there is a perfectionist streak in me that fully understands how and why Sky and Dave Brailsford (DaveB) were trying to get an edge. All my Olympic campaigns, with DaveB very much involved, have been painstakingly mapped out and planned to the nth degree, with everything taken into account and the result has been three gold medals and some shrapnel 
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besides. Those big track medals and world records didn’t just arrive by accident, they were planned  for, but sometimes in road racing you have to just go with the flow.


	I’m a good prologue rider – in fact, with all  due modesty, I’m a bloody good prologue rider.  I’m top five material and better – and I have missed a golden chance to get in the mix from the off. That was so important at last year’s Tour, when I took third in the prologue and then Team Garmin finished runners-up in the team time-trial. I immediately figured near the top of the GC (General Classification) standings and started to build momentum and confidence. I started riding like a race contender right from the off.


	It wasn’t all bad for Sky today. Geraint Thomas – G – produced a stormer to come fifth and Edvald Boasson Hagan (EBH) must be pleased with his 
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ninth spot after his injury problems so there were consolations for the team … but none at all for me. Again with all due respect to both my colleagues, I am a better prologue rider and Tour de France time-triallist than they currently are. Yet I am languishing in 77th! A real low and we aren’t even in France yet.


	I’ve been anxious and a bit fretful in Rotterdam this week, not like last year when I just rocked up to the Départ in Monaco with a vague desire to finish top 20 in GC but, above all else, to help team leader Christian Vande Velde onto the podium in Paris. Back in 2009 I remember finishing the British National Road Race on the Sunday before the Tour started and feeling so good and relaxed about life that we stopped on the way home and I blew out with a big pizza and necked a couple of bottles of Corona. Happy days, and why not? During the Tour 


ninth spot after his injury problems so there were consolations for the team … but none at all for me. Again with all due respect to both my colleagues, I am a better prologue rider and Tour de France time-triallist than they currently are. Yet I am languishing in 77th! A real low and we aren’t even in France yet.
	I’ve been anxious and a bit fretful in Rotterdam this week, not like last year when I just rocked up to the Départ in Monaco with a vague desire to finish top 20 in GC but, above all else, to help team leader Christian Vande Velde onto the podium in Paris. Back in 2009 I remember finishing the British National Road Race on the Sunday before the Tour started and feeling so good and relaxed about life that we stopped on the way home and I blew out with a big pizza and necked a couple of bottles of Corona. Happy days, and why not? During the Tour 














itself we would often treat ourselves to a glass of wine in the evening as well. Just the one, but a nice lingering glass of something good to chill out at the day’s end. This year I’ve been living like a monk.  I’ve become completely obsessive and a bit of a grumpy sod as well, so I understand from my wife Cath and long-standing friends. Am I losing my sense of humour? God, that would be awful – you need it to survive in this business. I need to lighten up a bit but this desire to excel for Sky – and myself – and ultimately achieve something historic in the Tour  is beginning to eat away at me. Hopefully it will  settle down once we get into the rhythm of the race. That’s normally the way. Let’s get out of Rotterdam, let’s get out of this hotel, and get this Tour under way.


	Although I’m 30 now, it all seems very new and, in fairness, this is still only my fourth Tour 


itself we would often treat ourselves to a glass of wine in the evening as well. Just the one, but a nice lingering glass of something good to chill out at the day’s end. This year I’ve been living like a monk.  I’ve become completely obsessive and a bit of a grumpy sod as well, so I understand from my wife Cath and long-standing friends. Am I losing my sense of humour? God, that would be awful – you need it to survive in this business. I need to lighten up a bit but this desire to excel for Sky – and myself – and ultimately achieve something historic in the Tour  is beginning to eat away at me. Hopefully it will  settle down once we get into the rhythm of the race. That’s normally the way. Let’s get out of Rotterdam, let’s get out of this hotel, and get this Tour under way.
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de France. We are clearly a new team and a lot of people are very keen, and anxious, to play their part fully, but there are too many voices in my ear at present, everybody wants to have their say, make their contribution to the team effort. It’s all well intentioned but it’s information overload sometimes. We need to keep it simple.


	Tour Départs are always fraught. They can look so glamorous on TV, and so far I’ve done Strasbourg, London, Monaco and now Rotterdam, so they spread it around. It’s a big gathering point for the entire bike industry and for the fans, officials and sponsors. There is a lively social scene kicking off in the background and, for the press, big stories often rear their head. But for the riders – like any athletes – we just want to make a start. Commentators talk glibly about the romance of the Tour but, as you potter around in your hotel during the days before the prologue, it really dawns on you that nearly 3600 km of brutal cycling await you over the next three weeks and it is you who has got to push the pedals every single inch of the  way. It can be a bit of an overwhelming, almost lonely feeling.


	Only myself, Michael Barry and Steve Cummings remain from the team that raced together for three weeks in the foul weather in Italy, when we built up a great team spirit. The Giro was a brilliant, crazy, race this year, ridiculously hard at times. We had no luck at all and we all suffered, but by the end of the race were very close and dealing with everything together as a team. It was a good time – you could feel everything coming together for when we were blessed with a bit more luck. With different people on board for the Tour that’s been diluted now, and we need to try and build it up quickly.


	We are sitting around the hotel here with the guys from Cervelo and BBOX Bouygues. The Tour organisers ASO book up all the team hotels months in advance – in fact it’s the way the new route each year generally leaks out to the media before it is officially announced – and then place the teams in those hotels in strict rota. You get what you are 
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given, five stars or no stars. Over the three and a half weeks ASO try to ensure it evens itself out but, being human, you always think the other teams are getting preferential treatment. The grass is always greener, isn’t it? We have done all right here but I don’t particularly like the look of some on our itinerary in the next couple of weeks. Got to blank that thought out though. Bottom line is that all I need is a comfortable bed to sleep in and Sky have arranged for our own special mattresses and pillows (with integrated ipods, would you believe, if you want to be lulled off to sleep), which they transport from hotel to hotel. Sleep is the absolute must on every Tour, the only way your body stands any chance of recovering. And good, safe, food. Sky have our own chef along, so we should be ok on that score as well.
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