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  Very little worthwhile can be achieved totally on you own. You may occasionally think you are ploughing a lonely furrow and doing it all yourself

  but always in the background there are people going the extra yard to help and encourage you. I have been luckier than most and there are a fair few people right from the outset of this book I want
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  Publicity; Russell Williams, Dave Creasy, Sean Bannister, Graham Bristow and Eddie Wingrave – the latter taught me never to take my hands off the handlebars when crossing the line; he used to

  disqualify me to ram the message home. Nor must I ever forget Garry Beckett and the late Ron Beckett for all they have done, not to mention Monty and Grant Young at Condor

  Cycles.




  As I progressed up the ladder and I was lucky to encounter seriously good coaches and back-up staff – so many thanks to Doug Dailey, Steve Pauldling, Marshall Thomas, Simon Jones and of

  course Peter Keen who played such a big role in setting up the success story that is British cycling. Matt Parker is an exceptional coach who seems to have devoted his last two years to making it

  happen for me – if you are Matt’s wife and reading this, thank you for loaning me your husband – while down in the pits let’s hear it for Chief Mechanic Ernie Feargrieve,

  Mark Ingham, the ubiquitous Spike and all the crew. Thank you guys for all your help.




  I must thank all the girls at the World Class programme for all their hard work: Diane Evans for that wonderful big smile she always greets you with which brightens the darkest day, Rose, who

  very possibly does the best jacket potatoes and filling in all of England, and Steve and Giles who keep the Manchester Velodrome up and running at all hours and in all weathers so the likes of me

  can get their training fix and some ungodly hour every morning.




  Terry Dolan and his family have been great friends and supporters throughout, a real constant in my life and, on the subject of special thanks, where would myself and Cath be without Claire, who

  is just the best child minder and baby sitter in Christendom and whose complete reliability and love for the kids means myself and Cath can rest easy when we are away. And huge thanks, of course,

  to Brendan Gallagher, for everything with the book.




  And now those who have added the X factor in my cycling career and transformed dreams into reality. Thank you Chris Boardman for being my initial cycling inspiration and then working so hard – with an occasionally difficult pupil! – to ensure I fulfilled my potential in 2004 and beyond. Thank you Dave Brailsford – the GB Performance

  Director – for being simply the best man manager I have ever encountered in sport. Despite the huge load on your shoulders you have remained a total cycling enthusiast, which I love, and

  although you are my ‘boss’ you are also my friend. Thank you Steve Peters for opening my eyes on how to approach my worries and fears and for simply being the world expert in common

  sense – isn’t it odd how extremely rare ‘common’ sense is? And finally thank you Shane Sutton. You are a men amongst men. A total inspiration as a bloke and coach and

  somebody whose friendship I cherish so much. None of my recent success could have happened without you Shane, I truly mean that.




  I’ve lost track whether you are an ‘Aussie’ or a ‘Taff’ these days but I do know you are the true heart and soul of British Cycling.
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  It’s four in the morning . . .




   




   




   




   




  Saturday 26 January 2008 and it’s 4 a.m. at home in Eccleston, a sleepy town in West Lancashire, north of Manchester and west of Liverpool

  – nowhere in particular, anonymous and unpretentious, which is exactly as I like it. The wind is kicking up outside but the kids are fast asleep in the room next door and my wife Cath is dead

  to the world beside me, sleeping the righteous sleep of a young mum who has been looking after two toddlers around the clock. Just about everything in my life is good. It is early in Olympic year

  and already I have half an eye on Beijing and dreaming the dream, although the immediate target is the World Championships in Manchester in March and going for three gold medals in front of my home

  crowd. I am tired in a reassuring sort of way after another long winter’s week logging up the miles on the track in Manchester and a massive fortnight on the roads in Majorca before that.

  Feeling relaxed, I stretch my long legs carefully as I shift in bed so as not to wake Cath. Somewhere, a million miles away, I fancy that I can hear a phone ringing but I’m almost certainly

  dreaming. I’ve been dreaming a lot recently, mainly of Beijing. I ignore it.




  I can’t ignore it. Cath’s grandmother hasn’t been very well recently and when it’s 4 a.m. and the phone is ringing off the hook you always fear the

  worst. The shrill call keeps drilling its way into my brain; gradually I come round and reluctantly return to the land of the conscious. It is definitely our phone ringing. Shit! What bloody idiot

  is phoning me at this time of night? Nobody phones you in the middle of the night unless they’re pissed or they’ve got very bad news indeed. Hoping for the former but fearing the latter

  I slip out of bed, trying desperately not to wake Cath.




  I rub the sleep out of my eyes, pause for a moment to clear my head and compose myself before tiptoeing down to the kitchen to take the call. Another thought flashes through my mind and my heart

  sinks a little. There was a time when my father Garry – my biological father that is, he cleared off when I was two years old and only made very sporadic and erratic appearances in my life

  thereafter – used to phone me about this time of night. He would call from Australia after a long day throwing beers down his neck – VBs as I recall – and start crying down the

  phone with all his woes and remorse about leaving my mother and treating her so badly all those years ago. But he hasn’t phoned for ages now; in fact, to be completely honest, I have no idea

  if he’s even still alive. Our relationship has reached ground zero.




  I brace myself, snap into action and reach out for the receiver. It’s an Australian twang at the other end all right, but it’s the friendly and always welcome voice of Shane Sutton

  – mentor, coach and general inspiration to me and many others at Team GB – one of my best friends in cycling and just about the soundest guy I have ever known. A bloke you would want in

  the trenches with you, as I have discovered on more than one occasion.




  Just for a second I relax, but almost in that same instant my stomach lurches again and I realise that it can only be bad news. Myself and Shane are in constant touch during key phases of the

  season – we are both unrepentant cycling nuts and talk non-stop about our sport – but he would never wake me unnecessarily in the middle of the night during a heavy

  stint of training. This must be very serious indeed.




  ‘G’day, Brad, sorry about this, mate, but I just had to call you, I couldn’t wait until the morning,’ said the usually chipper Shane in a strained voice.

  ‘I’ve had a message from a guy in Australia – he just said his id was Neil and that he was a friend of your dad’s – saying that Garry is very ill. I’ve got a

  number you need to phone at the John Hunter Hospital in Newcastle in New South Wales. I’m really sorry about this mate but I just had to phone you straight away. Ring back if there is

  anything I can do to help.’




  I put the phone down. Garry had been in scrapes many times before and had often been in and out of hospital with ill health. I knew for a fact that he had suffered with minor skin cancers from

  cycling, or old saddle sores that had gone bad and festered and still played up as his general health declined. And if it wasn’t that, he would be hospitalised for treatment after various pub

  brawls that had left him and the ‘other fella’ battered and bloodied. Nothing new there whatsoever. I am sad to say that Garry Wiggins being in hospital – or even prison, for that

  matter – had become the norm and not the cause for any particular alarm for his far-flung and abandoned family – only anger, resentment and pity.




  So when Shane’s urgent message came to call Australia immediately I knew deep down that Garry was already dead. That had to be the logical conclusion. I was a little stunned, but not

  shocked. In the very back of my mind I had been preparing for this scenario ever since I had been briefly reunited and reconciled with my ‘dad’ when I was 19. His life had been such a

  roller-coaster and, for many years, so very unhappy and dysfunctional. For a while I had feared the worst, but, in my determination to pursue my own career and dreams and to enjoy a loving family

  life, I had consciously put any thoughts of Garry Wiggins on the back burner.




  I thank Shane for his kindness and promise to phone back when I’ve got the full story. I pour a glass of water and stand there for a while, numb, trying to take it all in. What with the

  phone call from Shane and the house downstairs lit up like Christmas, Cath has stirred and come down to see what’s up. I briefly tell her exactly what I know.




  What to do? For a moment I seriously consider just going back to bed and going into denial. Do nothing at all. This man had deserted me and my mum when I was a kid, hit her in mad rages when

  under the influence of drink and drugs, and contributed not a penny to my upbringing. When I did finally feel strong enough to meet him in Australia he was depressed and morose, full of

  unattractive self-pity. And then, for a few years, he repeatedly tried to dump all his emotional baggage and guilt on me during long anguished phone calls at some ungodly hour. He wanted to turn

  the clock back 20 years. He just couldn’t move on and make anything of his life.




  When I arranged to meet up with him at the Ghent Sixes he would happily let me ‘sub’ him all night so he could go around the nightclubs and bars buying drinks for all his old cronies

  and acting Mr Big – he would explain to everybody where I was going wrong as a cyclist and what a great Six Day rider he had been. I held my tongue on that occasion, I was still trying to

  give him the benefit of the doubt, but, if I am honest, he was a complete disaster as a human being, at least in his relationship with me. Other people claim to know another nicer, much kinder

  Garry Wiggins, who would do anything to help a real friend, but unfortunately I never met him.




  I could respect Garry only as a bike rider and could relate to him only as a bike rider. He was an extremely talented and determined Aussie, who bravely trekked up to Europe

  to tackle the very best Continental riders on their home patch on the lucrative Six Day circuit. Lucrative, that is, for those very few who made it onto the fabled ‘Blue Train’ –

  the small phalanx of top riders, perhaps 12 or 14, who got invites to all the competitions across Europe and were looked after by the organisers. But hell on earth for those who were riding their

  guts out trying to make it. A nasty dog-eat-dog world. I remember reading once that very few Six Day riders remain close friends after they retire. There is too much baggage between them all, too

  many old fights and broken alliances, too many old scores that haven’t really been settled.




  Garry was pretty classy on a bike, with good natural speed and undoubtedly he was a bloody hard case, a hard-driving Aussie warrior who would get into fights not only off the track but on it as

  well. You didn’t cross Garry Wiggins and get away with it. Garry only knew one way to sort out an argument and that was with a left hook. Talking to his old colleagues and opponents I see a

  look of fear, and occasionally loathing, on their faces when I bring up his id.




  Nonetheless, I have always been proud of his achievements and style as a rider, and talking to those contemporaries – male and female – it is clear that, on a rare good day, he could

  also be a lovable rogue with an undeniable charm: the leader of the pack and centre of most of the fun and all the mischief. But as a partner and a parent he was a car crash – and I was just

  one of the battered survivors.




  The truth is, I didn’t like this man one bit as a bloke and, having met him in his declining years and been briefly reconciled in my late teens, I then felt confident enough to make up my

  own mind as to whether we remained close. My verdict, eventually, was that I wanted nothing whatsoever to do with him. He had never met my wife and our two beautiful children Ben and Isabella, and

  that was a conscious decision on my part. He was so wild and erratic in his latter drunken years that he clearly wasn’t going to be a stable factor in their lives. It

  could only end in tears and there had been too many of them already.




  We hadn’t spoken since after the 2003 World Championships, although he left a message after my Olympic success in 2004. He had abandoned me and now I was withdrawing from him, even if

  occasionally I still wondered if he continued to follow my career 12,000 miles away. Just as I was still proud of him as a bike rider, he apparently was proud of me, although typically he never had

  the balls to tell me to my face. In fact he used to criticise me nonstop and humiliate me in front of his mates, like that occasion in Ghent or a track meet in Australia once when I took him along

  and came ‘only’ second in the Madison.




  I stand there in a daze, unable to think straight or decide what needs doing first, if anything. Cath, as usual, brings me back to my senses. She has been doing this since the blessed day we got

  together in 2002. Of course I had to phone the hospital in Australia. Despite everything, Garry was my father and, just as importantly, the grandfather of Ben and Isabella. There would be

  formalities to complete; my mother would need to be told of his death and would need support; and there were other members of Garry’s extended family – my family – who I needed to

  bear in mind. Whatever the history between myself and Garry – and there was plenty – I needed to try to do the right thing now so the surviving members of the family could come a little

  closer.




  I take courage and phone the hospital; it is pretty clear they have been waiting for the call. I was immediately put through to a ward doctor who, in a very professional and businesslike way,

  told me that he was very sorry but Garry has died. The hospital seems to be totally unaware that Garry has close surviving family in Australia – a sister and two daughters, that is, my aunt

  and two sisters – so later that day it fell upon me, 12,000 miles away, to start making the sort of phone calls you dread.




  My first reaction, however, was perhaps a little strange. I suddenly tore up the stairs to wake Ben and ’Bella from their sweet dreams. I just wanted to see them alive, feel them in my

  arms and cuddle them. It is a big horrible world out there sometimes but nothing could take my little family away from me. I was getting very emotional about it all. Whatever life threw at us they

  would always have a ‘dad’ in their lives.




  As dawn started to break I phoned my mum, Linda, who understandably was in a state of shock despite the fraught relationship she had endured with Garry. She had loved him once very much and

  there was a place in her heart that was always his. Then came his older sister – Glenda Hughes – in Australia who broke down in tears before phoning her niece Shannon who was the

  product of his first teenage marriage. Shannon said she would contact Madison – so idd because of his love and expertise in that specialist track cycling event – who was our much

  younger sister, the progeny of his failed third marriage, to Fiona.




  As the day wore on I began to experience massive emotional dips, which really rocked me. I hadn’t expected it. Damn. I should have just picked up the phone occasionally and phoned the old

  man. Why didn’t I do that? He was obviously lonely as hell and perhaps it would have made his day, kept him on a more even keel. It would only have taken five minutes, every other week or so.

  I beat myself up a bit but, as I sipped a coffee or played my guitar out in our sunroom, I rationalised it all and was much kinder on myself. ‘Sod it, I tried again and again with you, Garry.

  You broke my bloody heart but I tried. I kept an open mind despite all the stories I heard around the track. It was me who made the big move and came to visit you in Australia to stay with you and talk through all your troubles, it was me who made the effort to keep in touch. I subbed you while you insisted on standing all your old mates drinks night after night when I

  was riding at the Ghent Sixes. I couldn’t have done more and you kept throwing it all back in my face. You had your chance, Garry, time and time again.’




  Time stood still, as it does when there is a death in the family, and gradually new information came to light, none of it particularly welcome or of much comfort. I phoned up Neil – he

  never offered a second id so I never asked – and thanked him for alerting us to Garry’s death, or at least unexplained absence. He was a comparatively new friend, who had met Garry a

  year or so ago down his local and had taken to yarning most nights away with him. He had become alarmed when Garry hadn’t turned up at the pub one night when they had arranged to meet for a

  drink, had made a few enquiries and had discovered he had been ‘beaten up’ and taken to hospital and was extremely ill. All he knew of Garry’s circumstances was that he was the

  father of Great Britain Olympic champion Bradley Wiggins. Me.




  Neil couldn’t think where to start, so, as a long shot, he phoned the Australian Cycling Federation and somebody there – and a heartfelt thank you whoever you are – thought

  quickly on their feet and contacted Gary Sutton, who is probably best known in Britain as Hugh Porter’s sidekick on the BBC’s cycling commentaries. Gary Sutton was a fine rider in his

  day and has close links with the Australian Federation; he is also the brother of Shane, who he immediately phoned. And that’s how I found myself answering the phone in the middle of the

  night.




  The more I learned, the more disturbing it became. Garry’s sister Glenda phoned back to say she had seen the body in the morgue – he had been beaten to a pulp and there was a huge

  wound on the back of his head that was very unlikely to have been caused by a fall or an accident. One of the nurses had apparently commented that it was the worst beating she

  had ever seen. It sounded horrible. New South Wales police seemed to concur; they set up a special homicide unit – Strike Force Durbin – combining local officers and detectives from the

  New South Wales Homicide Squad. These units are only ever formed to investigate suspected murders and unexplained deaths. At the time of going to press their investigations are ongoing, so although

  we know some of the circumstances surrounding Garry’s death, we are not at liberty to say much. What is known is that Garry was found unconscious and bleeding at 7 a.m. Australian time on

  Friday 25 January, in Segenhoe Street, Aberdeen, which is a small town some way to the north-west of Newcastle. The medics estimated he had been there for some nine hours. Initially he was taken to

  the local Muswellbrook Hospital but later he was airlifted to the John Hunter Hospital in Newcastle where he died.




  Soon after I took the call from Shane Sutton the press and media – in Britain and Australia – got whiff of the story and the phone started ringing from dawn to dusk. In my confused

  state of mind I told one or two reporters exactly where they could stuff their questions. I like to think I get on pretty well with the press but certain individuals overstepped the line that

  day.




  Dave Brailsford – the GB performance manager and, much more importantly in this moment of crisis, a good friend as well as my ‘track’ boss – got through and immediately

  offered to finance a business-class flight to Melbourne and organise everything if I wanted to go down to Australia for the funeral. It was good of Dave – solid practical help at a time when

  my mind was all over the place. Glenda and Shannon both rang back and Glenda said that when she went to clear up his housing unit in Muswellbrook – it was a complete pigsty apparently and she

  had to burn almost everything – there was one neatly arranged shelf, with framed pictures of myself, Shannon and Madison.




  There was also a pile of carefully arranged cuttings covering every aspect of my career from my early wins as a junior to the events of 2007 – two gold medals at the World Track

  Championships and that momentous weekend of the départ of the Tour de France in London, when I got plenty of column inches for being a Londoner riding on his own patch. It was nice to

  think that Garry was proud of us but confusing as well – why could he never show that when he was alive?




  Glenda asked me to come down to view the body and carry the coffin. Initially I was up for it but in the end, on the way to the airport, it just didn’t seem right and I bailed out. Perhaps

  I will regret the decision but it seemed right then and still does. I know Shannon, down in Australia, had to think very seriously about going as well. This was a time of very mixed emotions; Garry

  had caused so much chaos and turmoil in my life I couldn’t stand the thought of any more. I had handled everything he had thrown at me so far but this could tip me over the edge emotionally.

  This was the biggest year of my sporting life and I wanted to feel I was in control – well, as much as any sportsman can be.




  In the end I did what I have always done. Secure in the love and support of Cath on the home front, I lost myself in training and riding my bike. I put in some huge sessions down on the track

  – the World Championships were only seven weeks away and I was deep into heavy conditioning work – and when the weather was clear enough I went on long mind-clearing rides around the

  narrow lanes of West Lancs and far beyond. Usually you invent mind games or hum your favourite pieces of music to help the miles go quickly and counter the fatigue, but this time I had more than

  enough to mull on. If the weather was icy or just too wet to make it fun I took myself off to my cluttered garage, cleared all the kids’ toys out of the way and put my

  bike on the rollers. The turbo as we call it. Then I plugged into my little DVD player, turned on the fan to keep me cool and just pedalled away for two, three, sometimes four hours.




  I am much more of a ‘doer’ than a thinker but this was a reflective time – a tragic start to possibly a career-defining year – with a thousand thoughts rushing through my

  mind and competing for attention. What were my feelings about Garry and his chaotic life? How had I got to this point in my own life where I was grieving for a man I hadn’t met for five

  years? What exactly happened down in Australia? How have I managed to avoid the pitfalls that blew Garry’s life to pieces? Have I achieved everything I set out to do as a cyclist or have I

  got the hunger to take it to another level? How could I ever cope without Cath and the kids? And how could Garry ever leave his wives and children – not once, not twice but three times? Big

  serious stuff that perhaps you only sit down and address properly once or twice in a lifetime. This was one of these occasions. How did it all come to this?




  I came to a striking, perhaps shocking, conclusion. I examined my emotional reaction to his death honestly and, once the fog had cleared, I realised that, deep down, I was almost glad he had now

  gone. Or at least relieved there would be no more suffering. Glad that Garry couldn’t hurt himself any more and have to endure the life he was living and what he perceived as his

  disappointments and failures; glad that his struggle was now over and he was safe from the demons that seemed to haunt him. And just glad that myself and my two half-sisters – who I

  didn’t meet until I was 19 – could be free of the black cloud that has always hung over us. He was free … and so were we.
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  My father’s son




   




   




   




   




  During those long training miles I decided that my story – such as it is – and certainly the account of how I became a World and

  Olympic cycling champion, has to start with an account of Garry, warts and all. He may have gone AWOL for most of my life but his achievements as a cyclist and almost ‘legendary’

  hard-man status on the circuit undoubtedly helped propel me towards a competitive career in the sport. Our shared DNA is at the heart of the story.




  You will have to bear with me a little because there are significant gaps in Garry’s story – he left such a trail of devastation and alienated himself from so many people that we may

  never know the full truth. At various times he lost touch completely with just about everybody who cared for him or had loved him. There are considerable periods of his life that are unaccounted

  for.




  The trail starts in Yallourn, Victoria, where he was born, and then just down the road in Morwell where his family lived – both towns are a million miles away from the beachside paradise

  you often conjure up when thinking about Australia and the rippling tanned athletes it seems to produce in all sports. Morwell existed for one reason only and that was to provide housing units for

  those working at the huge Yallourn power station and the old open-cast coalmine that used to operate nearby. On 20 November 1952, when Garry was born, it was a pretty rough,

  tough, male-dominated ‘bush’ town, with very little of the sophistication of the state capital Melbourne some 90 miles to the west. It definitely was not the Australia you read about in

  the tourist brochures.




  As far as I know, Garry’s early years were far from unhappy or troubled and his folks – his father Roy is still alive aged 90 – were supportive. He soon showed an aptitude for

  bikes and his mum and dad used to drive Garry and Glenda in their camper van all around Victoria, and sometimes beyond, to attend various cycling competitions. The original Aussies on tour –

  fiercely self-sufficient and independent. Garry quickly became a National Junior Track champion and was an outstanding prospect, but he was very ambitious and had no intention of simply becoming

  the best in Australia and scraping a living.




  He was thinking big, but generally life was far from glamorous in Morwell. From what he used to tell me, every Friday night without fail finished with a frenzied Wild West free-for-all down the

  pub. Garry was very useful with his fists even then – a Victoria junior champion according to his own claims – and a fanatical love of boxing is about the only thing I have ever had in

  common with him apart from cycling.




  Sport was one of the few ways you could hope to better yourself and escape from the small-town drudgery. Garry very quickly saw cycling as his passport out of Morwell and started making plans to

  move to Europe and to compete in, if not the Tour de France – he had no experience or background as a road racer – then at least the highly profitable winter track circuit, for which he

  was very well suited. He had made a big splash with the local Latrobe City Cycling Club and was ready to move on. He wasn’t the only one. Another young lad from Morwell, John Trevorrow – who became the Australian road cycling champion and a well-respected correspondent for Cycling News – chose exactly the same path just a couple of years

  earlier.




  Garry was ruthless in his ambition and not even a teenage marriage and a doting young daughter, Shannon, was going to thwart those ambitions. Loads of young Aussies trek up to Britain as part of

  their life experience but they don’t usually ditch a wife and daughter to live their dream. Some would argue he was running away from his personal problems, but to my mind nothing was ever

  going to stop Garry from taking his shot at fame and fortune. That was what drove him on. Nothing else mattered. He didn’t think twice about doing a ‘runner’, and, having scraped

  the airfare together, he headed for Heathrow in 1974, first stop the well-known Archer’s Cycling Club at Herne Hill.




  Herne Hill, in south London not far from Dulwich, was the venue for the track cycling events at the 1948 Olympics, when Britain’s Reg Harris won two silver medals. In fact it is the only

  venue from those games still being used, with its Good Friday meeting remaining one of the institutions of British cycling. A long concrete track – 430 metres, with gently sloping banks of no

  more than 30 degrees – it has always been something of a Mecca for track cyclists in London and is very much the home for Archer’s Cycling Club, a thriving club which was then sponsored

  by Cutty Sark and slightly more affluent than most, although that isn’t saying much. There was never a fortune to be made in British track cycling.




  Like any sporting club in this country it is run by a band of dedicated stalwarts and one of those – then as now – is Stuart Benstead, who was the first point of contact for Garry.

  Stuart is half-Australian himself – his dad was from Alice Springs – and he always kept an eye open for hungry and talented young Aussie and Kiwi riders looking to travel and gain

  experience in Europe. In a short period of time he recruited the likes of the Sanders brothers – Dave and John – who were both classy performers and Australian

  champions, New Zealander John Mullan and Garry. Initially Stuart put Garry up for the first month or so at his home in Heston, before Garry found more permanent lodgings for 18 months with Graham

  Temple in Shepherd’s Bush. Robin Croker was another ‘Aussie’ who dropped into the British scene around this time, although he had British parents and had qualified to ride for GB

  at the 1976 Olympics, where he took a bronze medal in the Team Pursuit.




  Garry adapted quickly, earning enough prize money at the thriving Monday night ‘comps’ and the open meetings every Wednesday, where up to a thousand die-hard spectators would often

  create a bit of an atmosphere. Companies like Cutty Sark, Charringtons, Philips (the shaver company) and EMI used to put up decent cash prizes, and the competition was fierce. Some of

  Britain’s best young riders, like Ian Hallam – twice an Olympic bronze medallist – and Steve Heffernan, often used to compete. Garry must have been pretty useful to hold his own

  in such company, and he was able to pay his rent from his winnings, and subsidise what was already a voracious thirst and a party lifestyle. At this stage he seemed well able to handle the grog

  and, although he was an extremely tough gung-ho Aussie, his behaviour while living and riding in England caused no particular alarm, although I suspect it will be news to many of his contemporaries

  that he had already abandoned a wife and young daughter.




  Garry was a busy rider, always ready to accept a challenge. At very short notice he rode the nine-day Tour of Ireland, which included plenty of punishing climbs – his first stage race. He

  won an Australian Handicap up at Leicester and was also a regular racer at the old Paddington track as well as Herne Hill. At one time I understand he and Heffernan used to

  combine forces a little in individual races they ostensibly entered as individuals, but then spilt the prize money when they got on the podium.




  Garry was pretty formidable on a tandem apparently – I can imagine him giving his partner absolute hell if he slacked at all. His reputation as being a hard man was already in place. You

  still hear tell these days of the morning he and Mullan – his regular training partner – fell out violently on a ride and Garry chased him across the fields to administer his usual

  brand of justice.




  At the end of 1976 he turned professional with the Falcon team, and during this period he was also periodically returning to Australia in the winter to compete in their track season. He was

  pretty successful down there, winning the Australia Kilo championship – a 1000 m time-trial and the event Britain’s Chris Hoy dominated for so long in recent years – and helping

  the Victoria quartet to take the Team Pursuit title.




  Meanwhile back in Britain he had met my mother Linda just a matter of months after he had arrived. Garry didn’t waste time. She lived in a block of flats close to the Paddington track and

  used to avidly watch all the meets, and they soon clocked each other. She was a very independent and, dare I say, feisty 17-year-old, who knew her own mind, and he was a handsome Aussie, seemingly

  a man of the world, albeit he was only 22 and had recently ditched his wife and child. The attraction was fairly instantaneous and by 1976 they had moved in together in West End Lane nearby.




  He married Linda at St Augustine’s church in January 1979 and immediately departed for Ghent in Belgium – a major cycling enclave on the Continent – moving Mum over as soon as

  he found a small apartment. He was going for broke and, as he reached for the top, was increasingly out of control




  Garry pursued his career remorselessly and was moving into dangerous territory. He was good enough to harbour hopes that he might make it but, in the cold light of day, he

  wasn’t quite good enough to get to the very top on sheer talent alone. He would need to be stronger, nastier and more ruthless than anybody else. He would have to train longer and harder than

  anybody else, learn all the dirty tricks and use his fists regularly to intimidate other riders. A generation of riders felt the full force of his fists, including his team-mate and friend –

  former Olympic 4 km champion Robert Dill Brundi from Switzerland – who he hospitalised with one punch after they crossed swords in the interval at a Six Day race in Cologne. Garry was a man

  living on the edge.




  It was bloody hard out there. I accept that, and a large part of me admires Garry for having a go. At one stage, during the summer season, he would often work a night shift in a warehouse and

  then ride in a 200 km Kermesse – Belgium’s own unique version of a small-town Criterium around a tight closed-roads circuit – as a domestique for a small team. And all this

  for a pittance. He might do three or four days like that a week and he gradually climbed up the ladder. He had his successes as a Kermesse rider and once famously beat Lucien van Impe at a race at

  Eeklo in Belgium in 1981, and these successes were enough to just about keep the dream alive.




  On the track he was giving it his all – no half measures in anything with Garry. Remember there were about 150 resident professionals in Belgium, Holland and Germany chasing 28 starting

  places on the Six Day circuit. Just over half of those were nailed down by the elite ‘Blue Train’ members who attended all the meets. At some of the big events, like Berlin or Munich,

  upwards of 80,000 paying fans would go through the gates during the six nights and they would party until the early hours at the bars, restaurants and nightclubs. It was and is a huge business, and

  to be one of the chosen few riders to attend every race was to have made it in a big way. That was the ultimate. Another ten or so places were distributed to reigning World

  Track champions, who were a big draw in their own right, and the local heroes of whatever track you were at. That left everybody else scrapping – sometimes literally – for the few

  remaining invites. It was dog-eat-dog because the rewards were very good – you could pay for a house with one decent winter on the circuit. Five or six good years and theoretically you should

  be made for life.




  For a while Garry was a ‘reserve’ or extra man, which meant he was the lowest of the low. He had to be permanently on call – bag packed, track bike stripped down – to be

  parachuted in if one of the first-choice riders suddenly fell ill or crashed and a replacement was needed. It was nerve-wracking stuff but gradually he began to earn a few invites as of right. One

  of his early colleagues was Maurice Burton, a powerful British rider and the first Brit to really have a concerted go at the Six Day scene. Maurice was the first black rider to emerge from Britain

  and was a tough guy who took no nonsense from Garry, so there was a lot of mutual respect between the two. Looking back, it was the strong guys who stood up to Garry and refused to be bullied by

  him that brought the best out of him and probably have the fondest memories of him. But they didn’t have to live with him.




  Right in the middle of this I came along. Born in Ghent, a beautiful historic old city in Belgium, on 28 April 1980. I definitely wasn’t part of the master plan. Just as Shannon’s

  arrival in Australia a few years earlier had seriously cramped his style when he was looking to spread his wings and move to Europe, Garry was now hell-bent on becoming one of the greatest, and

  wealthiest, track riders in the world; and, frankly, starting a second family was bloody inconvenient and bad timing, to say the least.




  Trying to understand my dad now I can see he was a man under immense pressure, although a lot of it was self-induced. He was rapidly heading towards 30, had a second wife to

  support and a young son on the scene, and he hadn’t really made the big breakthrough he wanted and expected. Having spoken to him and Linda there is not the slightest doubt that, along with

  some other riders, he was using amphetamines to keep going during his hectic racing schedule.




  It was pretty unsophisticated drug use and during that era it was still semi-acceptable, or at least tacitly ignored. After the Second World War, over 80 million amphetamine tablets had been

  dumped in Europe and other theatres of war by departing American forces, who had used them to keep their troops awake in combat situations. A black market sprang up and cyclists, who had been using

  and abusing various strange potions for decades, soon monopolized that market. The early 1980s was the tail end of that phase, before more sophisticated performance-enhancing drugs came to the

  fore, and the situation became almost comical occasionally – at one stage Garry flew us down to Australia to meet his family and, on the way back, smuggled more drugs back into Belgium,

  hiding them in my nappy.




  Garry had earned the nickid ‘Doc’ on the circuit – I will let you draw your own conclusions – and not only used amphetamines but also dealt. My mum has vivid memories

  of local riders queuing up at our apartment in Ghent on Friday evenings to get their fix for their weekend racing. And, worse still, the pills were gradually changing his personality. We now know

  how amphetamines – speed – accentuate the psychotic and extreme sides of your personality, and when you combine that with the industrial quantities of booze Garry consumed most nights

  it wasn’t a pretty sight. He started to smack Mum around when he came back from the racing, high on booze and drugs. Maurice Burton pulled him up about it one day, much

  to Garry’s embarrassment, when he noticed Linda was trying to disguise another black eye. Garry and Linda fought like cats and broke up a couple of times only to get back together again.




  The big split eventually came over the Christmas holidays in 1982. Mum had brought me back to her parents’ flat in Kilburn and Garry was to follow when he had finished his latest Six Day

  event, but, just before Christmas, he phoned Linda up to say he was leaving her and she wasn’t to bother coming back to Ghent. He had ‘met’ somebody on the circuit – Miss

  Dortmund, to be precise, who went by the id of Enid – and we were history. Shortly afterwards he threw all our belongings into four black bin-liners, took the ferry back over to Britain and

  left them at the foot of the stairs in the block of flats where Grandad and Nan lived.




  Garry refused point blank to see Linda, but insisted on taking me to London Zoo where he even asked a passer-by to take a rather poignant picture of father and son apparently enjoying an idyllic

  day out together. It was the last time I saw him for nearly 17 years, although of course I don’t really remember the day itself. I’ve just got the picture from the zoo, around which I

  tried occasionally to create the fantasy that I had a father. A child’s bike appeared a few months later, by way of a third birthday present, but then the door was slammed firmly shut on

  Linda and myself. As far as Garry was concerned we didn’t exist.




  Garry’s subsequent Six Day career fell just short of greatness but, in fairness, he emerged as a mighty competitor and for three years or so got onto the Blue Train and made some very

  decent money – enough to buy himself a flash Mercedes at one stage, as he told me later, although not enough apparently to ever consider sending a few quid over to help with the upbringing of

  his son. In a highly competitive arena he was 7th overall in the 1983–84 series off 13 starts, 8th the following year again off 13 starts and 11th in 1985–86 off

  just ten starts.




  In the 1983–84 season he achieved good results with Britain’s Tony Doyle – who twice won the World Pursuit Championship – in Munich (4th), Zurich (4th), Henning (4th),

  Bremen (2nd), Copenhagen (4th) and Milan (4th). The following season they won the prestigious Six Days of Bremen together and clocked up good results in Zurich (3rd) and Maastricht (4th). In 1985

  they took the European Madison crown in Zurich, having also finished runners-up the previous year. That was the pinnacle for Garry – all the world’s best Madison riders contested the

  European, which was effectively the World Madison Championships even though it didn’t boast that title. I hope Garry was truly happy that evening. It was his crowning achievement. He

  certainly looks genuinely pleased with life in the pictures. Later that year he won the Melbourne Cup on wheels back in Australia and the Griffin 1000, which is a five-day road stage tour of

  Western Australia.




  It was the final, brightest, flame before the fire was extinguished. He had burned the candle at both ends for too long and his determination to enjoy the fruits of his success lured him away

  from the training rides and endurance work that are the foundation for a successful Six Day rider. In no time at all he plunged into a steady and depressing decline. By the 1986–87 season he

  had plummeted to 53rd in the rankings, only racing on seven occasions, although he did pull it around enough to make a brave defence of his European crown with Doyle, winning the silver medal in

  Copenhagen.




  In fairness, was it any wonder? Given the schedule, it is not unknown for Six Day veterans to suddenly crack. There was one point at the very height of the Six Day circuit when the bikers would

  compete on 42 out of 43 consecutive days at Berlin, Dortmund, Geneva, Munich, Ghent and Zurich. It was a totally insane schedule, with racing often not finishing until 3 or 4

  a.m. – a three-hour ‘matinee’ shift in the afternoon was followed by the main event at 8 p.m. every night. Garry hit the wall with a mighty crash and he rode his last Six Day race

  in January 1987 in Copenhagen. The dream was over and the true nightmare was just beginning.




  Along with Enid, who by all accounts was very supportive and tried, like all of Garry’s women, to make their relationship work, he opened a bar in Bremen; but it was the worst possible

  move, like putting King Herod in charge of child welfare. Within 18 months he had drunk all the profits, ruined the business and destroyed his relationship with Enid. At which point he did what he

  always did and cleared off, this time back to Australia – having written to his sister for the fare home – where I think we shall leave him until he decided he wanted re-enter our lives

  towards the end of the millennium. The Garry Wiggins saga was far from over.
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  I am not a great one for reading about somebody’s early childhood – it’s the part of a book I usually skip if I am honest

  – so I will keep this bit short and hopefully relevant to the rider and adult who emerged in his late teens with more or less the same dreams as his absentee dad.




  So, post-Ghent, there I am growing up in a single-parent family in a flat in Dibden House in Paddington, although some people prefer to call it Kilburn. There wasn’t a lot of money around

  and Mum had to work hard all hours. As well as her love and support I was lucky to have brilliant grandparents who stepped in to provide a stable family background. Considering the dramas over the

  split between Linda and Garry, my childhood was remarkably free of angst and was pretty normal in a London working-class sort of way.




  Garry was rarely mentioned, but when he was there was no slagging off from Mum or my grandparents – George and Maureen – even though I know that George, in particular, absolutely

  despised him for what he had done. Mum would simply say that Dad was a brilliant bike rider who used to race for money on the indoor tracks in Europe. She didn’t try to turn me against him in

  any way. She probably knew that at some stage in my life I would have to make up my own mind.




  Initially, after the split, we lived with my grandparents. As Linda’s two sisters were both at home, this made for a fairly crowded flat – myself and Mum

  sleeping on the settee in the sitting room. For such an independent girl it must have been a setback for Mum, but she always remained positive. She had soon got herself a job as a booking clerk for

  a freight company behind Marylebone Station and, at the earliest possible opportunity, we moved into our own Church Commission flat at Dibden House. It only had one bedroom so it wasn’t

  exactly the lap of luxury, but it was from there that Mum started to rebuild our lives.




  She would take me to school every morning – initially nursery school in the Harrow Road and then St Augustine’s junior school. Grandad would pick me up after he had finished work

  with London Electric. We used to walk everywhere and became very close. George was the nearest thing I ever had to a father figure, and I was the son he never had, I suppose, although we have never

  spoken directly about it.




  We became mates as much as anything. We would go to ‘the dogs’ together a couple of times a week – Wimbledon, Wembley, even once to the old White City track at the stadium

  built for the 1908 Olympics, before they knocked it down. I was never into betting – 50p each way was the limit of my resources and ambition – but I loved the ambience and the mad

  collection of characters playing their specific parts to make the entire scene. I used to look on fascinated – and it’s part of what I also love about the cycling scene I eventually

  found myself embroiled in. So much going on, so many people claiming to be in the know. Flash individuals who stand out and make a lot of noise, and others who lurk around a little in the shadows.

  A close-knit, smallish world, all depending on each other.




  With Grandad as my mentor I lapped it up, along with our frequent visits to the ‘Legion’, where I spent countless hours playing darts, pool and cards. I should

  have ended up a right geezer after such a glorious misspent youth – thanks to George my childhood days were rarely boring.




  As the crow flies, our home was probably a mile and half from the Houses of Parliament but it was a different world from the glitz of Westminster. There was an amazing ethnic mix ranging through

  all the Indian subcontinent to war-torn Somalia and Sudan, to my good self, an Anglo/Aussie hybrid from Belgium. I wouldn’t have been the only product of a single-parent family either.




  Essentially I was shy, but there was also an extrovert side to me that liked to entertain, act the class clown and mimic the teachers. This really started to emerge once I moved up to St

  Augustine’s secondary school. Looking back, it was a defence mechanism, a way of earning popularity and keeping out of trouble. I was good at most sports we tried – football, baseball,

  cross-country running – and the PE teacher, Mr Hatch, was the one master I developed a rapport with. He was ex-army – or at least he had the bearing of an ex-army man, I never actually

  asked – and at parents’ evenings I would always steer Mum in his direction in the sure knowledge he would sing my praises. I was certainly no academic and praise was going to be in

  short supply elsewhere.




  I had one little mad spell when I and another kid for some reason thought it was clever to start stealing money from the masters’ common room. For my part it was simply for the challenge,

  to see if we could do it and not get caught – our own Mission Impossible with me as the heroic super-agent – but in reality it was just bloody stupid and could have got me expelled. I

  was on a bit of a knife edge at the time and I could have tipped over the wrong way and become a right little thug. Many others did.




  Mum eventually got a job as secretary at the school which helped sharpen up my good behaviour, and by this time she had also settled down with a new partner – Brendan

  – who became my quasi-stepfather. We never had a father-and-son relationship but Brendan was sound and was totally supportive of everything my mum and I did. They produced a son of their own,

  Ryan – my half-brother – who is seven years younger than me and with whom I have always got on. Until Mum and Brendan split up in my late teens that was the family unit and we rubbed

  along fine.




  Football was my first passion – we used to spend every daylight hour kicking a ball around outside the flats – but I had a serious dilemma. I was an Arsenal fanatic but all my mates

  supported the enemy – Spurs. I enjoyed their friendship and didn’t fancy going up to Highbury on my own when I could afford it so I started going to White Hart Lane with them.




  This is not normal behaviour at all and I started to develop a split personality – an Arsenal diehard who nonetheless listed Gary Lineker and Paul Gascoigne as his football idols and had

  the posters in his bedroom to prove it. I even adopted Gazza’s eccentric hairstyles, a harbinger of things to come, perhaps, as I was later to become well known in cycling circles for my own

  ‘interesting’ hair.




  Poor Gary Lineker. We started to stalk him, for want of a better word. We discovered where he lived down Abbey Road and used to hang around behind bushes and dustbins like paparazzi. Once I

  bumped into him after he nipped out to get a couple of pints of milk and another time I got really bold and went up to his front door and rang the bell. His then wife Michelle opened the door and

  didn’t seem at all phased when I asked if Gary was in. She reached over to a pile of postcard photos signed by the great man that she kept just inside the door and gave me a couple. Somehow I

  got the impression I wasn’t the first nutter she had dealt with trying to knock down her front door wanting to meet her husband.




  But then came the parting of the ways. I fell in love with cycling. I had spent the entire summer of 1992 down at the West Ham Soccer School at East Ham, which, if nothing else, kept me out of

  Mum’s hair for six weeks. I fancied myself as a goalkeeper and I was okay – by no means out of my depth – and despite being an Arsenal fan who went to Spurs home games I wanted to

  be Peter Shilton, who played for neither team. But then one evening I was enjoying a final kick-about with the lads outside the flats when Mum frantically called me in and said there was something

  I needed to watch on the TV.




  I reluctantly trooped off but soon shelved all thoughts about football as I sat in front of the TV and watched Chris Boardman getting ready to tackle Jens Lehmann from Germany in the final of

  the 4 km pursuit at the Barcelona Olympics. Mum was talking away – ‘This was one of the events your father was very good at, it’s the Blue Riband event of track cycling,

  it’s the race that all the best riders like to win’ – so I sat down and was transfixed as Chris cruised around on that beautiful, specially produced, ‘space age’ Lotus

  bike of his. He and the bike seemed from another planet.




  Bloody hell, this was fantastic. I got a real buzz from watching Chris win his gold medal – 12 years later he helped me to do exactly the same in Beijing – and the next night I

  abandoned the football again to watch the action from the athletics track. This time it was Linford Christie racing to gold in the 100 m and Sally Gunnell doing exactly the same in the 400 m

  hurdles. Fantastic, and not just the pure sport. Again I loved the theatre of it all – the build-up, the preparations, officials running around, Linford going into the zone and prowling

  around, refusing to acknowledge anybody and making everybody wait on their marks until he, the great man, was ready to race. The flash of cameras as the gun went, the press and

  media interviews afterwards and the medal ceremonies with the Union Jack going up the pole and everybody trying not to cry. It was the entire package that mesmerised me.




  Then, a couple of days later, came Redgrave and Pinsent in the rowing and another gold for Britain. Wow! It wasn’t just cycling I had fallen in love with, it was the Olympics itself and

  the sheer glory and achievement of trying to win medals for Britain. I used to almost get sick with the excitement and nerves of watching the British competitors line up. That week or so in front

  of the TV watching the pictures from Barcelona changed my life, and I hope there are kids out there today who still get as excited about sport and competing for your country as I did. We are in

  serious trouble if there aren’t. After each British gold I used to get my old bike out and go charging around the flats, working off my excitement. This was what I wanted to do. Ride a bike

  and win medals for Britain.




  I went down the Serpentine in Hyde Park – the nearest place where you could race around on your bike on closed roads, which was great – and a little bit of local knowledge gleaned

  then did no harm 15 years later when the Tour de France prologue used part of that exact same route – but I had to find a permanent base for my sport.




  My mum picked up on this new-found enthusiasm straight away – in fact I suspect she had half planned it, or at least hoped for something to really fire me up and give me a chance of

  bettering myself. I wasn’t going to achieve that by studying, we both knew that, and she clearly wasn’t convinced by my abilities as a footballer – she used to point out

  frequently how few youngsters actually made it to the top. Which is actually excellent advice but not at all what the next Peter Shilton wanted to hear.




  But she was full-on in her support of my cycling from day one, which is interesting seeing how much heartache the sport had given her in her relationship with Garry. Being

  Mum she immediately wrote to the British Cycling Federation requesting information as to the nearest cycle club and track. She was on my case with a vengeance.




  They pointed me in the general direction of the old Hayes bypass, which was a curious unused bit of dual carriageway waiting to be completed while the politicians made up their minds as to

  whether it was really necessary, or even if there was actually enough money to complete it. In the meantime a bike club had been formed there.




  Mum learned that there was something called the West London Challenge 92 being held there so we rocked up and I raced with my old Halfords bike – all cables and toe-clips – in old

  trainers and an ancient cycling hat of Garry’s, one of those prehistoric hairnet things that Mum had found in Grandad’s shed. I finished way down the field in the 3-mile handicap but

  the next Tuesday we turned up again and this time I finished third in the handicap. ‘That will get you a mention in Cycling Weekly,’ said Mum knowingly, having spent much of her

  early years collecting clippings for Garry. She still has that first ever press mention somewhere, along with everything else that has ever appeared in the press about me.




  The die was cast. At one of the meetings at Hayes my mum spotted Stuart Benstead, the guy who had helped Garry come over from Australia. Mum approached him and pointed me out as Garry

  Wiggins’s son. The autumn was approaching and Stuart suggested I should train and race at Herne Hill, where Garry had cut his teeth in the late 1970s. During the winter months the Archer Road

  Club also had a club night on Fridays, when they used to sit around in the sixth-form room of a local school on Ealing Common Broadway to discuss cycling and plan weekend runs

  and the like. It was a bit of a talking shop really, but it was cool and I made every effort to attend. I was totally smitten by my new-found love. Cycling was going to be my road to success and I

  don’t write that retrospectively. I was dreaming the dream even then.
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  Early success




   




   




   




   




  My life was on track but it wasn’t long before I had my first bad crash on a bike. Strangely it proved a blessing in disguise, not that it

  felt that way at the time. It was pitch black one Friday night late in the autumn of 1992 and I, aged 12, was determined to cycle across town for the club meet at Ealing Common Broadway, because

  that was what you did when you were a proper cyclist. Mum, for all her support, wasn’t keen and we had a blazing row which resulted in me stomping out and heading off without her consent. I

  had no cycling gear, was wearing a pair of Mum’s leggings to keep warm, and headed out into the Friday night rush-hour traffic with a strop on. I was in the Shepherd’s Bush area when I

  went around a bus and a woman driving a car went to turn right into Kwick Fit and smashed straight into me. She clearly hadn’t seen me. I went over the top of the car, hit the ground hard and

  was knocked unconscious. I had also broken my collar bone and was rushed off to a hospital next to Wormwood Scrubs, as I remember. As you do when you are dazed, my first thought when I came around

  was whether I could still make it to the club night, but I was in no state to go anywhere. Mum arrived after a few frantic calls to Grandad’s flat and she was surprisingly good and

  understanding about everything. Eventually I was let out and went home to lick my wounds.




  It’s an ill wind that blows nobody any good, as I was soon to discover. Mum was incensed at the carelessness of the woman driver and decided, in her usual determined

  way, to sue her and get some compensation for her poor battered boy. It involved all sorts of tests and X-rays at Harley Street and a mountain of correspondence on her part, but eventually –

  a year later – I was awarded £1700 compensation. I gave mum £700 to thank her for all her help and the rest I used to buy my first proper racing bike.




  In the meantime – while I dreamed of getting the money and my bike – I was cutting my teeth down at Herne Hill and beyond. I was a busy boy. On Sundays when the weather was better a

  group of us would train down at the track with Russell Williams, or I would meet another coach, Stan Knight, at Acton Station and we would cycle out to Burnham Beeches to get some road miles in my

  legs. Stan must have been 70-odd but was a complete cycling nut who was happy to do his bit to encourage a young hopeful. Monday night was the track league down at Herne Hill and I used to compete

  in all sorts but I particularly remember the U16 Handicap ten-lap points races everybody used to enter.




  By Tuesday we switched to Crystal Palace and the park around the national sports centre and athletics stadium where they used to hold road races on the closed road around the complex. I

  wasn’t any good on the roads at this time – no real strength in my long legs – but it was all good conditioning work. Running me around was a massive commitment for Mum and

  Brendan, who used to finish work as a panel beater at tea-time and immediately start ferrying me around south London. It is only now, as a father myself, that I realise the effort they put in.




  It was an enjoyable summer and the icing on the cake was when the accident money eventually came through and I set out in October to buy my new bike. Those of you who have done the same will

  appreciate the rising excitement. By coincidence I had won a regional pool competition down at Pontin’s on Camber Sands and had been invited up to Pontin’s at

  Prestatyn with the family to play in the national final. All those misspent hours down the Legion had paid off. I got knocked out in the second round but the supreme moment was calling into Ribble

  Cycles on the way home and buying my first racing bike. No more tractor tyres and comical cables that could hold up the Forth Bridge. The Real McCoy, as befits one who intended to make cycling his

  life!




  The year 1994 saw me learning my craft. I raced a lot and won regularly locally but was a year too young really to compete nationally at juvenile level. I still went up to the British

  Championships at Leicester though, just for the experience, and loved every moment. Again it was the scene and setting I loved. Announcements on the tannoy that you can’t really understand,

  official programmes with your id and club in, proper medal ceremonies, officials walking around importantly in uniform, time-keepers hunched up by their table comparing sheets and looking

  stressed, one or two journalists scurrying around, old copies of Cycling Weekly on their stand to leaf through. I felt very at home in this cycling family. I came tenth and fifteenth in the

  Schoolboys’ Scratch and points race, and surprised myself with a seventh in the sprint, but I was there to soak it all in and generally enjoy, which I did.




  By that winter I was training hard, had started to watch my diet and was already dreaming of championships and making money from this sport. I had quickly gone through the stage when you dip

  your toe in the water and are just larking about. I was in this sport for real and intended to be a major success. I loved the physical sensation of riding a bike and the entire ambience of the

  sport, but I also intended to make this love affair with cycling give me a professional career and pay the bills. That was my mindset from the start.
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