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  JAYNE:




  I would like to dedicate this book to Chris for being my inspiration and best friend; to Phil for his love and support; and to my beautiful children, Kieran and Jessica.




  CHRIS:




  I want to dedicate this book to the person who has been by my side on and off the ice for the last 46 years, Jayne; and to my two boys, Jack and Sam, who have shown me the love

  a father can have for his children.




  





  Contents




  Preface




    1 Growing Up




    2 Ice




    3 Mentors




    4 Learning How to Win




    5 Bolero




    6 Fame




    7 Accidents & Injuries




    8 Love & Marriage




    9 The Russians




  10 Bronze Medals




  11 Touring




  12 Parenthood




  13 Dancing on Ice




  14 Choreography




  15 Torvill & Dean on Torvill & Dean




  16 Present & Future




  Acknowledgements




  Index


    List of Illustrations




  





  Preface




  JAYNE & CHRIS:




  When we were first approached about writing this book it’s fair to say we were sceptical. We’d already written one autobiography, about 20 years ago, and were at a

  loss as to what else there would be to say. We were the same people – who’d want to read the same stories again?




  Then, as we began going through the first book we realised that actually things had changed. We’d changed. Perhaps we could deliver something different and original after all.




  As we discussed the idea further it became apparent that we did indeed have a story to tell. That 20-year period had presented us with countless new experiences – the majority of which

  we’ve never discussed in detail before. But we also now see the past through different eyes, and our memories seem to be full of what really matters to us.




  So, much of what you’re about to read will be completely new to you. And even the events you may be familiar with have been told by us as we are today, not as we were two decades ago, and

  that’s a very different proposition.




  





  
1




  Growing Up




  CHRIS:




  I was born in Calverton, which is a small mining village on the outskirts of Nottingham. My parents, Colin and Mavis, and I lived on an estate that had been built by the

  council specifically to house miners and their families. Home was a flat – a kind of maisonette, really. It sounds quite posh but I promise you it wasn’t.




  Come to think of it, the inside of the flat resembled something out of Coronation Street. We had lino instead of carpets and all of the furniture was either second-hand or on its last

  legs. If it had legs! We even had three ceramic swallows swooping majestically across the living-room wall, just like Hilda and Stan Ogden’s flying ducks.




  The flat was heated by coal, of course – or at least the living room was – which, despite living so close to the pit, would still be delivered by the coal men each week. The rest of

  the flat wasn’t heated at all, except by the warm weather, and there was certainly no double glazing. I remember during the winter months getting up in the morning and

  scraping the ice off the inside of the window.




  I had one bath a week (something my children find stomach-churning), except in the summer when I had a stand-up strip-wash – the weather being far too hot to light a fire and we had no

  immersion heater. We had more of a continental climate back then and having a bath seemed less of a necessity. In fact, you could say it was more like an event.




  Believe it or not, throughout my young life I only ever had one pair of shoes at any one time. There were no trainers or plimsolls then, or at least not in our house, so it didn’t matter

  if I was playing football or going to school, I always wore the same shoes. We often went to ridiculous lengths to make them last – usually sticking the soles back on with glue – but I

  do remember going to school once with my shoe wrapped in black tape. The glue obviously hadn’t worked so plan B was brought into operation!




  All I wanted to do when I was young was climb. That was my thing, and from the age of about four I would shimmy up the side of our building, clinging on to the old pot drainpipes that ran down

  the side. You had to be careful as they could be quite fragile, but I always managed to get up on to the roof and into the garret. Funnily enough, my mother didn’t share my enthusiasm for

  climbing and would stand at the bottom of the drainpipe trying to make me come down. ‘You get down from there. Get down!’ Which I did, of course, although very slowly. Somewhere

  slightly easier to negotiate was the outhouse, which we shared with the other three flats. That was a far less dangerous proposition and didn’t scare my mother nearly as much. Once on the

  roof I would sit there cross-legged, surveying all that I thought was mine and looking out for new things to climb.




  Despite never falling off a roof (thank goodness) I seemed to have a ‘hate-hate’ relationship with bicycles. I was a bit of a daredevil and could only go anywhere

  fast. Slow was just something you had to go through to get there!




  Accidents became an almost daily occurrence at one point, with my mother spending half her life patching me up and mending my clothes. I always got straight back on, though; in fact, it was

  impossible to stop me. I saw it as some kind of challenge, even then. It was up to me to master the bike, not the other way round. It definitely stood me in good stead for what was to come.




  As much as I loved exploring our garret, the one place in Calverton I visited on a regular basis but never wanted to leave was the local Co-op food store, where my mother worked full-time behind

  the meat counter. In those days professional childcare hadn’t really been invented (we wouldn’t have been able to afford it, anyway); so, if your parents didn’t have a family

  member or a reliable friend close by, you were picked up, taken along, put down out of the way somewhere and told to behave. Had my mother worked in an office, I expect it would all have been quite

  boring; but the Co-op had a storeroom at the back, and in the storeroom there were boxes – hundreds of them. To me, it was like having my very own adventure playground.




  Something else that hadn’t really been invented in the early 1960s was ‘health and safety’; at least, not like it is now. These days there are thousands of people all over the

  country busily enforcing billions of pages of rules and regulations. Back then, you got a finger wagged in your face and a warning: ‘Remember, Christopher, no climbing on the boxes,

  OK?’




  ‘Yes, Mum.’




  Despite being ordered to stay at ground level, I was allowed to build dens with the boxes – not to mention cars, planes, rockets and battleships; a fair compromise, I thought. None of the

  other mothers who worked there brought their kids in with them, so I had the whole place to myself for the entire day. I only wandered through to the shop on the rare occasions

  I was either hungry or in need of some company.




  I’ve never really been one for reminiscing or hankering after the ‘good old days’, but about 20 years ago I decided to go back to the Co-op while on a visit to Calverton

  – and, after explaining myself to the manager, was allowed to have a peek inside the storeroom again. I was ushered through a door and there it was, my old adventure playground. I’m not

  really sure what I was hoping to see – I was probably trying to reignite my imagination – but all the magic had gone. It was simply a concrete floor and about a hundred boxes. The

  imagination of a child is a very precious thing.




  At about the age of five I was evicted from my adventure playground and forced to attend Manor Road Infant School, together with lots of other cruelly abandoned climbers and den builders.

  Crueller still was the fact that I could see the Co-op through the fence in the playground. I was in mourning for months.




  I’m afraid to say I hated school. I could never understand why I was there. My parents never encouraged me to learn so I just saw it as some kind of punishment. It wasn’t until I was

  in my teens that its importance began to dawn on me; by which time it was too late.




  I always yearned for the days when I was required to pack my sports kit. I was what you might call a good all-rounder: running, football, swimming, gymnastics, I honestly didn’t mind, and

  seemed to have a natural aptitude for most. The event I really looked forward to was the 100-yard dash, which was the one I was always most likely to win. Nobody could keep up with me when it came

  to running.




  Looking back, I wish I had been encouraged to do well at school, been made to understand the importance of education. But like the majority of boys at Manor Road Infants, I was expected to leave

  school at 15 and follow my dad down the mines. People’s lives seemed to be almost preordained in those days, especially in working-class communities. It was a rite of

  passage.




  I have a definite thirst for knowledge, though – I always have – and I think I would have taken to university life quite well. It may not have been for me, of course, but not having

  been given the opportunity is one of my few regrets.




  So the first six years of my life were a mixed bag. Before going to school I was fairly happy. We never had any money and home was basic to say the least, but I was always well-fed and got lots

  of fresh air and freedom.




  But then things started to go downhill, and not just at school. Home was to become unhappier still.




  I don’t often talk about this part of my life. In some ways it draws a bit of a blank, and I only remember certain parts. A psychologist would probably tell me that I block out the

  memories, and perhaps I do.




  But on the few occasions that I have discussed what happened with my parents I’m always asked if I saw it coming. I can say in all honestly that I had no idea. When I wasn’t at

  school I was playing outside, and when I wasn’t outside I was in my bedroom reading comic books or playing with my Corgi cars. I was totally oblivious to anything going on outside my

  bubble.




  Then, one day, my mum and dad took me to see some friends of theirs. Or at least I always thought they were friends.




  When we arrived at their house I was told to sit down in the living room. Soon after, I remember an almighty row ensuing. All four of them seemed to be shouting across the room at each other and

  I was sitting in the middle. Even at six years old I understood what had been going on. Apparently my dad had been having an affair with Betty and my mum and Betty’s husband must have found

  out. This was obviously the aftermath.




  When they stopped shouting, it was as if a conclusion had been reached, although I didn’t know what. Something had changed, though, and I remember the atmosphere during

  the drive home being pretty awful.




  Sometime after that my mum took me to see some friends of hers. I didn’t think anything of this; it was just a trip out. Then all of a sudden she sat me down: ‘Christopher, I’m

  afraid I’m going away,’ she said.




  There was no reason or explanation given, although I knew it must have had something to do with the row at Betty’s house. I asked her why but she just deflected the question. Then I

  started to cry. I pleaded with her not to go but she didn’t say a thing. No answer. I remember holding her hand as we walked home, still crying and pleading with her not to go.




  After about a week, with nothing further having been said, my fears had all but disappeared. Children tend to live in the moment, and I was no different. Then, one morning, I went downstairs to

  find my mum standing by the front door with a suitcase. I don’t remember her saying goodbye. One minute she was there, and the next, gone. Then, later on the same day, Betty arrived with a

  suitcase.




  Again, there were no explanations given, and no opportunity to ask questions. It seemed that I just had to get used to the idea. I remember looking at my dad, hoping he’d sit me down and

  explain, but he never did.




  I didn’t know of any other divorced or separated parents, so for a long time we were like the ‘black sheep’ of the estate; there was lots of staring and whispering. Nothing

  said out loud, of course. It was very much a taboo subject. Gossip fodder, really.




  It was never suggested that I should make contact with my mother, and I certainly never asked. She had just seemed to disappear and I was never once given any news as to her whereabouts or

  wellbeing. She was never far away from my thoughts, though.




  A couple of years later, on my way back from school, I saw my mum walking into a flat above the local hairdresser ‘s. It turned out she’d moved back into the

  village and was now living there. It was a strange moment seeing her after such a long time. I was excited; relieved even, yet scared of the trouble it might cause at home. That was the overriding

  thought: What would Dad and Betty say? I was actually in fear of getting in touch with her.




  I didn’t know for sure that they would have had a problem with me seeing my mum again; but I always assumed that because it was never mentioned, it was off limits.




  So, for a time, my mum’s return to Calverton remained my secret. I didn’t tell anybody I’d seen her. I just remember slowing down as I passed her flat each day, hoping to get a

  glimpse of her. And I did some days, but usually just the top of her head.




  After a while we did make contact, although I forget how and why. I just remember being allowed to go and stay with her once or twice. Again, nothing was said from either side. I was simply

  delivered to her. She enjoyed the visits, but I found them quite difficult. I was afraid to show any emotion, probably for the same reasons I’d kept quiet about seeing her.




  Then, as quickly as it had started, it all came to a halt and I was no longer allowed to go. I’ve no idea why or from where the order came; all I know is that Mum and I were to go back to

  being strangers again. In a funny sort of way I was relieved, as my going to stay had caused arguments at home. Nothing directed at me, thank goodness, but it was reason enough for me to yearn for

  a return to normality.




  It wasn’t until the mid-1990s that I started seeing my mum again on anything like a regular basis: over 30 years since she first left home. She used to come and watch me skate back in our

  amateur days, but only very rarely, and I was never made aware of it at the time. In fact, it was Jayne’s job to make sure I didn’t find out. It would have been too much of a

  distraction.




  I know it took a lot for her to come and see me in those days, as we weren’t actually in contact with each other then. After she’d seen me skate, that was it,

  she’d be off – there was no popping backstage afterwards for a chat. My dad and Betty often attended competitions, so it would have been too dangerous.




  Much later, when we were making Dancing on Ice, she used to come to the studio sometimes and watch. Occasionally I’d look up to where she was sitting and, regardless of what was

  happening on the ice, she’d always have her gaze fixed on me, as though she was frightened of losing sight of me.




  These days my mum and I get along fine. She’s well into her eighties now and I think would sometimes like to talk about what happened, try to offer closure, perhaps. But if I’m

  honest it’s not something I crave. For a start, my dad is no longer with us, and I suppose I’m afraid that if we start going into detail, I may learn things about him that might taint

  my memory of him. In addition to this, I’d only ever get one side of the story. What would be the point? I don’t hate my dad for having an affair, the same as I don’t hate my mum

  for leaving me. I prefer to look forward rather than back.




  My dad was my constant in life, he was my hero. The one person I knew who would always be there for me. That alone was monumentally important after my mum left. Dad and I never had an especially

  deep relationship, but that wasn’t exclusive to me. If anything it was a generational thing. He was the strong, silent type – a typical miner. We never hugged or said that we loved each

  other, but I knew he did. With him it was a quick handshake, a ruffle of the hair and a ‘Well done, Buster ‘. That was enough for me, though.




  But what little bits of his character my dad was prepared to share are very dear to me, and so, as tempting as it occasionally is to find out the full details of how and why my parents split up,

  the pull isn’t nearly strong enough for me to want to have the conversation. Not just one side of it; it wouldn’t be fair. As I’ve mentioned, I’m not a

  nostalgic person. What’s past is past. That said, I do miss my dad very much.




  He didn’t want much out of life: a packet of cigarettes and a few beers once or twice a week – and to be able to work on his car on a Sunday. He was just a very normal, decent,

  hardworking man. I remember watching him hand his wage packet in as soon as he got it. ‘There you are, that’ll keep us going for a bit.’




  He loved cars, but could never afford anything decent. He used to choose them by rust: how much it had and where it was. He would have loved a new car, and I’d have loved to be able to buy

  him one. Unfortunately, he died before I could afford to. He was only 59.




  People used to say to me, ‘Oh, your dad must be so proud of you’, but I don’t think the word ‘proud’ was part of our vocabulary at home. When we first started

  winning championships he used to shake me by the hand and say, ‘Well done, Buster ‘, or ‘Well done, Bud’. Proud was not part of his lexicon. But again, he didn’t have

  to say it. I knew full well that he was proud of me, just as I knew that he loved me. That’s what kept me going.




  With my own children it’s very, very different. I can’t help hugging them and hanging on to them. As much as they go, ‘Dad, stop it now’, I can’t imagine not doing

  that; not being connected to them. Is that a result of what happened to me as a child? I don’t think so. I’m not compensating for anything by being tactile. They’re my children

  and I love them very deeply. I need to have that bond. I feed off it. What parent doesn’t these days?




  Losing my mum and being an only child definitely went some way to making me who I am today. I’ve always been very independent and emotionally quite self-reliant. I’m very much a

  ‘that’s just the way it is’ kind of person. I don’t let things fester and tend to just get on and make the best of it. Yes, I’m driven, and if I

  get it in my head to do something I’ll always give it my best shot. But everything I do, I do with consideration. I don’t go into things lightly, but when I commit, I commit.




  I never had any heroes as a child, apart from my dad. There were no posters of footballers or pop stars on the walls. I didn’t aspire to be like anybody else and focused all of my

  attentions on doing what I wanted to do. It sounds a bit selfish, perhaps, but I had to channel my independence into something worthwhile. So, as skating became more important, I became totally

  focused. It was the only thing that mattered.




  So, how else has my slightly unorthodox childhood affected who I am today? Well, I did become a bit of a cleanliness freak at one point, which is something that has stayed with me. After my

  mother left it kind of became my job to clean the house. My dad worked seven days a week and wasn’t the tidiest person on earth. Betty worked, too, which meant it was down to me to keep the

  place in order – cleaning, hoovering, dusting and washing up – and I brought a whole new meaning to the word ‘fastidious’. My enemy throughout all this was undoubtedly our

  coal bucket, which had a great big hole in the bottom of it. I used to try and cover it up with newspaper but it didn’t make much difference; the floor would still end up covered in coal

  slag.




  My relationship with Betty, who is also no longer with us, was naturally quite difficult at times. We definitely had a love-hate relationship, especially in the first few years. I always felt

  like I had to go out of my way to please her, and I couldn’t always do that. After all, I was a six-year-old boy, and children of that age can be quite testing. Being in almost constant

  search of her approval was a challenge, and not one I particularly enjoyed. I was walking on eggshells a lot of the time, never really knowing what her mood was going to be. Anything could set her

  off – the slightest thing. You had to be very careful.




  To be fair, it must have been very hard for her taking on a new family. She had two grown-up children of her own when she moved in with us, so having to go through all that

  again, and with somebody else’s child, can’t have been easy.




  The one thing I’ll always be grateful to Betty for is introducing me to ice skating. She’d been a recreational skater in her teens and had talked my dad into buying me my first pair

  of skates. That must have been a huge outlay for them at the time, but it was quite a masterstroke.




  She also pushed me towards ice dancing, which you’ll read about later – so I’ve a lot to thank her for.




  JAYNE:




  I grew up on the Clifton council estate in Nottingham. It was all very new when I was young but these days it’s one of the most troubled estates in the city. The

  singer Jake Bugg also grew up there.




  According to my mum, the first thing that ever interested me as a child was music. It didn’t matter what kind of music, so long as there was a rhythm attached to it. Then, when I was old

  enough to get up on to my feet I’d try and twirl to it. It was obviously something instinctive and I still remember doing it – getting up off the floor and going round and round on the

  spot. The only downside was that this put me at eye level with most of the windowsills in the house, which resulted in one or two collisions, and ultimately a few tears. It never stopped me,

  though. The pull was far too great.




  Like Chris, I was a very active child, always out and about – although I couldn’t be doing with climbing. That was far too dangerous. We used to have a coal shed at the side of the

  house, and once a week the coal lorry would arrive outside, always full to bursting with sacks and sacks of the stuff. I remember watching the two coal men jump out of the front, absolutely

  covered from head to toe in dust. As they poured the sacks of coal into our shed, small pieces would fall on to the ground where I was sitting, watching them. I’d

  obviously still not cottoned on to what coal was actually for at the time, and as the stray pieces fell on the ground I’d pick them up and eat them. Don’t ask me why. It just seemed

  like the right thing to do. As I tucked in, the coal men would pause and have a bit of a giggle, before my mum came racing out to stop me, shooing the coal men on their way and carrying me

  indoors.




  Being quite a girly girl, I was always into dresses – especially new ones. Once, when I was about five years old, my mum asked me if I’d like to be a bridesmaid for one of my aunts.

  It was a rhetorical question, of course. What self-respecting five-year-old girl with a penchant for dresses and twirling wouldn’t want to be a bridesmaid?




  I was so excited. ‘Will I get a special dress?’




  ‘Yes, of course you will.’




  ‘Great, what colour will it be?’




  ‘Yellow.’




  ‘Oh, OK.’




  Although yellow wasn’t my favourite colour in the world, it didn’t really matter. I was getting a new dress!




  The day the dress arrived was a huge event in our house. Well, for me at least; like all my birthdays rolled into one. I’d never had such an important job to do and I was taking my role

  very seriously indeed.




  When I tried the dress on my mum looked at me. ‘Now, our Jayne, you must look after this dress. Whatever you do, don’t crease it. Try and keep your arms away from the sides a little

  bit so that you don’t squash it.’




  Rather than keep my arms out to the sides a tiny bit, as my mum had actually advised, I took what she’d said a little more literally. In fact, for the entire day I insisted on holding both

  my arms straight out at the sides – not just for the service but during the photos, the reception, the throwing of the bouquet, even the journey home. As long as I was in

  that dress I carried that position. I don’t remember much about the day itself – I was far too busy concentrating on the job in hand. There’s a photo of me somewhere, standing

  there in that odd pose. Every time I see it, it makes me smile.




  Like Chris’s dad, my parents, George and Betty, had a tremendous work ethic. They never stopped, and that definitely rubbed off on me. Dad worked for Raleigh Bicycle Company when I was

  young. They were an institution in Nottingham, and Mum was a machinist up at the Lace Market. She used to work all kinds of funny hours and sometimes wouldn’t get home until past ten. But it

  was the only way they could both have a job and still be able to look after me. When I was a bit older they bought a newsagent’s business.




  Although my dad’s very active, he’s an extremely laid-back sort of person, very placid and not easily fazed; whereas my mum, who is also very active, is far more forceful. Even now

  in their mid-eighties they have fairly busy routines to stick to and are still totally independent. I’m definitely a cross between the two: I’m like my dad when I’m off the ice,

  and like my mum when on it.




  They’d first met in the early 1940s, at a dance at the school they’d recently attended, Adela Roscoe. My dad had been taking ballroom lessons and eventually became quite good. Being

  able to dance was the best way of finding a girlfriend back then, as the better you became, the more girls there were who were willing to dance with you. It was always their big thing, ballroom

  dancing, and I remember very vividly how my dad would pick me up and stand me on his feet at the local British Legion club, then he’d take my hands and we’d dance the foxtrot together.

  It was my first introduction to movement.




  At about 8.30pm, me and all the other kids would go outside and play for a while, before coming back in and being greeted by this huge cloud of cigarette smoke. Everyone

  smoked in those days. Then, when I eventually became tired I’d fold my arms and fall asleep at the table, before being picked up and carried by my dad when it was time to go home.




  Holidays were usually spent at a B&B in Cornwall – that was our destination of choice, and such a beautiful part of the world. I was often a bit of a nightmare while we were there,

  especially as I was such an active child. Sitting still for more than two minutes was virtually impossible, and, boy, did my mum know it: ‘Jayne, will you come and sit down!’




  ‘But I want to go outside.’




  ‘Why don’t you read a book?’




  ‘But we’re on holiday. Can I go out and play?’




  Most parents will have had similar conversations with their kids at some point. At home it wasn’t a problem because I was always surrounded by friends and cousins. Boredom was almost

  unheard of! But on holiday it was just the three of us, so I was far less easily entertained. In the end they usually relented – it was either that or watch me fidgeting all day – and

  off I’d go and practise my cartwheels.




  Cartwheels used to get me into all kinds of trouble, especially with my mum, and especially on holiday. On one occasion we were sitting down to dinner at the B&B. I’d wolfed down my

  food and had finished way before everyone else – so began pleading: ‘Mum, can I go out and play?’




  ‘Not yet, we’re still eating. Can’t you just wait for a few minutes?’




  ‘No, I want to do something.’ And on it went . . . (I have exactly the same running battle with my daughter, Jessica, today. Even though she’s adopted, she’s very much

  like me when I was a child, and I’m exactly the same as my parents: ‘Will you just sit down!’)




  Within about a minute I was waved on my way, and took myself off into the hall just outside the dining room. I could do cartwheels undisturbed there. Well, not quite: I

  remember having to try and avoid kicking some fellow guests once or twice. But it was fine; better than sitting in our room. Everything was going swimmingly, in fact, until the next load of food

  was ready to be brought in. I didn’t see the kitchen door open, or the landlady walking out carrying a two-storey tray. All I remember was starting a cartwheel. I was getting good now and

  could cover quite a distance from start to finish. Well, within about three seconds the landlady and I were covered from head to toe in steak and kidney pie, potatoes and peas. She just stood

  there, aghast, still clinging on to the tray, minus its contents. My mum knew instinctively what had happened. She came out and didn’t even bat an eyelid.




  ‘Our Jayne, this hall’s not big enough for cartwheels, and you’re too big to be showing your knickers in public. Get up those stairs and clean yourself up. I’m most

  dreadfully sorry, Mrs . . . ’ It didn’t put an end to my cartwheeling.




  Although I didn’t have any brothers or sisters, I was surrounded by family. My mother was one of eight children and three of her siblings – a brother and two sisters – also

  lived on the estate. They had kids of their own so I was never short of company, and we were always in and out of each other ‘s houses. It was a bit like having four homes.




  When I was at primary school my cousins and I used to walk home for lunch, and I remember once, in my final year there, being confronted by the school bully on the way to my

  house. ‘I’m gonna get you, Torvill,’ he said. ‘The next time we see you about, you’re for it!’




  I’m not ashamed to say that I was absolutely terrified at the time. He had a gang – about six of them – and they were all quite tough-looking. Sure enough, the next time they

  saw me, they began to run towards me. I tore off, as fast as my legs would carry me, straight into the schoolhouse. As soon as I was inside I headed straight to the staffroom

  and banged on the door. ‘Please let me in, they’re going to get me, they’re going to get me!’




  ‘Off you go back to the playground, Jayne, and stop being so silly!’




  The next day the same thing happened, except this time I was on my way to my aunt’s house with my cousins. ‘Hey, Torvill, we’re really gonna get you now!’ came the

  familiar cry, and so once again I set off as fast as I could, my cousins close behind. We made it back in the nick of time, with only a couple of seconds to spare. It was terrifying! As soon as the

  door was shut we pulled down the lock and breathed a huge sigh of relief. That wasn’t the end of it, though. We could still hear them shouting outside. Eventually we plucked up enough courage

  to peep through the side of the curtains, and there they were, prowling around the front of the house, looking menacing. In the end they got bored and walked off, but it seemed to take an age!




  The only teacher I remember clearly from primary school was Mrs Fitzhugh, who organised the skating trip that first got me hooked. She was one of the younger ones and always seemed pretty all

  right to me. The majority of the teachers were quite old, as I remember, so having one even a bit closer to your own age was a novelty. Mrs Fitzhugh spoke to us like grown-ups, not like children,

  so we also tended to respect her a bit more.




  I remember that, on the way back from that first trip to the ice rink, there was some problem with my parents picking me up – I think our car had broken down – so Mrs Fitzhugh took

  me back to her house and her husband gave me a lift home. Going to a teacher ‘s house was really cool! She was very laid-back; a lovely lady and a great teacher.




  There were three senior schools in Clifton, and going to the grammar school meant you were top of the pile, at least educationally. My passing the eleven-plus was a big thing for my parents, because their schooling and education had been quite limited. Both of them had left school at 14, which you could easily do in those days, and I think they were secretly quite

  excited that I was doing well. The fact that I never made it to university was never an issue with them. I think they were just pleased that I did as well as I did for as long as I decided to do

  it. Their support has always been completely unconditional. Ironically (or fate-driven, as Mr Dean might say), the uniform at the grammar school was purple – a colour that, from 1984 onwards,

  would become almost synonymous with us.




  I was very well behaved at school, and seemed to have a halo permanently fixed around my head. In fact, in all my years at both primary and at grammar school I don’t ever recall incurring

  the wrath of a teacher. How horribly square! This didn’t always go in my favour, though: several times I had naughty children put next to me in class. I presume the teachers thought I might

  be a good influence on them. I remember thinking I wish they’d asked me first.




  A question I’m often asked but find difficult to answer is what I might have gone on to do if I hadn’t become a skater. Apart from working as an insurance clerk for a while (which I

  was sort of forced to do, as at 16 you had to get a job) all I’ve ever known is skating; it’s all I’ve ever wanted to do. Thinking up alternatives would be pure fantasy: an

  astronaut or a film star? I honestly don’t know. I never really tried when it came to exams, my heart wasn’t in it, and I came away from school with just two O levels, in Art and

  English, so maybe an artist or a writer? I could have been Nottingham’s answer to Jackie Collins! I actually wanted to stay on and do A levels in those subjects but you had to have a minimum

  of five O level passes to do so. All I know for sure is that every form I’ve ever had to fill in that has required me to declare my profession has always ended up with the words ‘Ice

  Skater’ written on it.
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  Ice




  JAYNE & CHRIS:




  This chapter was originally going to tell the story of how we both became skaters, and we’ll get on to that. But we’ve decided that, given the

  title, we should perhaps dedicate a few words to what it’s like to work on ice. After all, we’ve spent a total of about five years of our lives on it.




  This is only a rough estimate, which was worked out on a bit of paper, but during those five years we think we must have skated at least 250,000 miles. That’s almost ten times around the

  earth!




  The fact is we feel at home on the ice. Even when we’re not working we still have to put our skates on once every few days and feel the ice. It’s kind of essential. Like an amphibian

  needing to get into the water. We have to get back to it again.




  During rehearsals for Dancing on Ice, we’d often stand there holding a cup of coffee, chatting to contestants about moves or routines. Then, without thinking, we’d begin to

  demonstrate the moves while still holding our coffee. We’d never spill a drop, mind you. We’re like pursers on a ship in high winds; totally comfortable in our

  environment.




  Everyone assumes that ice is always the same, but it’s not that simple. Ice is a strangely complicated surface to work on. First of all, there are many different kinds of ice.

  There’s soft ice, hard ice and rough ice; as well as something called Jet Ice. Jet Ice is made with distilled water and therefore has no minerals in it. This makes it faster to skate on and

  is primarily used for ice hockey.




  On a rink the ice is constantly moving (although very slowly) and can change temperature by the minute. It doesn’t just sit there, solid. It has to be treated with care and respect. It

  also changes after use, of course. For instance, during the compulsories (which we would have to perform at every competition), where everybody performs the same dance using roughly the same

  pattern, you naturally start to get grooves forming. As they usually tend to resurface the ice after two groups – and there’ll be five or six couples in each – you could end up,

  if you’re the 12th couple, following a pattern that has already been skated over 33 times (as each couple completes three circuits). Imagine – 33 edges close together. If you’re

  unlucky enough to get caught on an edge, you’re likely to fall. You can be perfectly in sync one minute and on your backside the next.




  We’d always look at the pattern first, and if we were on towards the end of the second group we’d see if we could alter things slightly so as not to get stuck in a rut, so to

  speak.




  When it came to the free dance, things were a lot more unpredictable – the two main culprits, as well as the ice itself, being debris and traffic. Think about some of the costumes we had

  to wear, all covered in sequins, feathers and heaven knows what else; many of which could fall off during the routine. But the biggest offenders were always hairgrips. If you went over anything

  like that it could easily spell disaster. In fact, it could cost you a championship. Imagine if we’d gone over a hairgrip in Sarajevo! It was the same with skating traffic, though.




  Before the warm-up for the free dance every couple would be split into groups. These would then take to the ice one by one and practise different parts of their routines.

  Having so many people on the ice at the same time would naturally result in a few bumps and collisions, not to mention countless near-misses. On one quite famous occasion, during the warm-up at the

  1984 World Championships, Jayne came very close to being floored by another couple. Watching it back now makes us flinch.




  That’s why, pre-competition, we’d always try and get time in the main building so that we could become used to the condition of the ice there, not to mention the environment –

  especially surrounding the rink. This can be crucial, as during practice you begin to notice particular objects at certain points in the routine, and they become markers; reminders of exactly where

  you are – or perhaps where you should be – in the dance. The more familiar you are with the building, the more comfortable and confident you feel.




  It’s hardly surprising that the most comfortable we’ve ever felt on the ice is at Nottingham Ice Stadium, which was demolished and replaced by the National Ice Centre back in 2000.

  From our early teens until our early twenties we probably spent as many waking hours there as we did at home. In fact, in many ways it still is a kind of home – the home of so many memories

  and important occasions: our first time on the ice, falling over and trying to pretend we didn’t care; meeting our first partners, then meeting each other; winning our first British

  Championship. We could probably go on for hours.




  The man whose job it was to look after the ice was very passionate about what he did and soon tuned into how passionate we were about skating. His name was Norman Beckett and he always made sure

  the ice was perfect for us. We can’t stress enough the importance of having good ice to skate on.




  Something else you have to worry about is getting your blades right – and, as with ice dancing itself, you have to really work on your timing. Once you’ve had

  your blades sharpened they will probably be at their optimum sharpness for only two routines’ worth of ice time. The problem is that you’re never exactly sure when that will be. If your

  blades are too sharp you end up having to fight with them a little bit, which can easily result in a fall; and if they are too blunt, you get the opposite effect and go too slowly. Either way it

  can be very hazardous. We probably became slightly obsessed by it at one point and used to alternate between two sets of blades each. We did manage to gauge it pretty well in the end.




  JAYNE:




  You’d also think that rinks are all completely flat but that’s not always the case. We usually prefer not to perform on a rink where there’s a slope, for

  obvious reasons, but on the few occasions that we have it’s produced a nice bit of dramatic comedy. The last time was at Aberdeen Exhibition Centre while we were on tour with the Russian

  All-Stars. When we arrived we realised that the floor was on an angle. There was talk of fitting a false floor on to the sloping side so as to balance things up a bit, but the cost of that would

  have been astronomical, so we all said we’d carry on regardless and work with the slope. It probably wouldn’t have been visible at first glance but it made a big difference when we were

  skating. We had to skate harder going against the slope, easier going down it – and all in time to the music!




  Shortly after the crew had finished laying the ice we all trooped out for the press call. ‘Line up in the middle of the rink facing the cameras, would you?’ asked whoever was

  coordinating the call. So the company did as we were asked, taking our place in the middle of the rink, and as we all got into position and the cameras started flashing and rolling, several

  hundredweight of skaters started moving involuntarily towards them. There must be a photo of that somewhere?!




  Another thing people often forget is that ice is clear; they don’t realise that the ice as seen on television or at a live show has taken many hours to prepare and has a thick layer of

  white paint running through the middle of it. If it didn’t, you’d be forced to see us skating over a concrete floor and several miles of piping, which would probably take away some of

  the glamour. There’s an art to making good ice, though, and it takes time, patience and skill.




  First of all you put enough water on the surface to cover the pipes and let it freeze, then once you’ve repeated that a few times you cut the ice and clean it, making sure the surface is

  smooth. Next comes the paint, which is applied using a huge spray bar stretching the entire breadth of the rink. After two or three coats you then apply a mist, wait for it to freeze, and then

  start layering on the water again. Once you’re about three-quarters of an inch above the paint, you’re ready to go.




  Start skating when there’s less than that and you’re in trouble. We had that problem many years ago while performing at an ice hockey stadium in Chicago. It was during our Face

  the Music tour. For some reason they’d only gone slightly over the paint, and so when it came to our first rehearsal we were skating on paint, which can be quite dangerous. It’s

  like skating through butter. At one point it was touch and go as to whether the show would go ahead and, up until an hour before we were due on, the entire company were out on the ice trying to

  scrape off the paint. We made it in the end, but only by minutes.




  CHRIS:




  The first time I ever set foot on the ice was in January 1969. I was ten years old at the time and had already been the proud owner of some skates for two weeks. Betty, my

  stepmum, had suggested buying me some for Christmas. She’d skated in her teens and figured that as I was so active, the chances were I might enjoy it. It might also help me burn off some

  energy. Betty was also keen for me to take up ice dancing, as she and my dad were always very fond of ballroom dancing, which is where ice dancing originates from.




  On first setting eyes on those skates that cold Christmas morning, I was thrilled, but also slightly confused. It was quite unexpected really; not what you’d normally get for a

  ten-year-old boy. Excitement soon got the better of confusion, though, and I set about badgering my dad and stepmum about trying them out.




  Slight problem there: Calverton was eight miles from Nottingham, which was the equivalent of around a hundred in my dad’s old banger. A special trip was out of the question, so it would

  have to fit in around a shopping expedition; something which usually happened around once every couple of weeks – car permitting.




  It was going to be about that long before the next trip. We had to get Christmas and New Year out of the way. I’d just have to be patient. How many ten-year-old boys do you know who can

  practise patience?




  In the end we reached a compromise. If I promised not to moan, I was allowed to wear the skates around the house, as long as I kept the guards on the blades. So, for the next two weeks, whenever

  I was indoors, I wore my skates. The movement was a bit of a struggle, especially on the lino, but at least I managed not to break anything. That would come, though.




  Finally, those two weeks elapsed and off we set to Nottingham. It was touch and go for a moment . . . or at least I thought it was.




  ‘The engine’s a bit cold. I’m not sure it’ll start, Buster.’




  ‘What? Oh no, Dad. Please make it start!’




  ‘Only joking, Buster. It’s fine. Let’s get going.’




  After what seemed like an eternity we finally arrived at Nottingham Ice Stadium.




  What happened next was, I suppose, my own version of The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe, as on walking through the heavy, glass-fronted doors I was suddenly faced with this enormous

  wintry kingdom. Winter has always been my favourite season, so this was just blissful.




  The stadium itself was cavernous, with a great arched roof and yellow walls, one of which bore a mural of a picturesque scene from Davos, up in the Swiss mountains. And there, in the middle, was

  the ice; this vast oval of brilliant white, with around a hundred or so people on it, all swishing round at what seemed like a hundred miles per hour.




  I’m sure that if I could see that moment again now, the expression on my face as I first took to the ice would make me smile for a week. I had a grin so fixed it would have been impossible

  to move. The anticipation had been almost unbearable. Two weeks of walking around the house with my guards on, and at last I was let loose.




  What happened next was typical me. As opposed to doing what most people did, which was hold on to the barrier and work your way round, I decided to just go for it. Patience was still eluding

  me.




  Well, it wasn’t pretty, but it was certainly the right thing too. I probably fell over around a hundred times in those two hours, but then I knew I would. Betty had warned me. That said,

  I’d spent more time on my feet than on my backside and by the time I was called in I could skate forwards quite happily.




  ‘Can we come again next week? Please!’




  Dad and Betty could see how much I’d enjoyed it; in fact, it probably gave them as much pleasure as it did me.




  ‘All right then, Buster.’




  As it turned out, they started bringing me every Saturday.




  Everything about Nottingham Ice Stadium appealed to me, but especially the atmosphere, which was always cheerful. One of my favourite things was watching them resurface the ice. These days they

  use something called a Zamboni, which slices off a very thin layer of ice, before covering with water which is then frozen. But at Nottingham Ice Stadium, circa 1969, things were a little more

  primitive, not to mention comical.




  When the ice was ready for resurfacing, a tractor – which actually resembled one of the old aircraft towers from the Second World War – would be driven on, towing a contraption that

  had a blade fixed to it – a blade, incidentally, that was being guided by an elderly gentleman on skates. Once the blade had skimmed off a good pile of snow, the man driving the tractor would

  make his way to the side, at which point the elderly man on skates, who looked like he was waterskiing behind the tractor, would push a lever, making the blade rise. Then (and this was my favourite

  part) he’d be towed off again, straight through the pile of snow. While all this was going on, another chap would be following them with a hose pipe, spraying on a fresh layer of what would

  eventually become ice. Simple. A Zamboni might be quick and effective, but they’re not nearly as much fun.




  After a few weeks I was able to skate not just forwards, but backwards too. Then I started to teach myself turns, each new trick bringing with it a fresh batch of embarrassments and bruises. But

  none of that really bothered me; it was my challenge, and I was aware even then that it was all part of a process.




  By this point I was actually skating twice a week, adding Thursday evenings to my now indispensable Saturday mornings. This was hugely demanding for my dad and stepmum, but

  their commitment was unfaltering. In fact, it was my dad who suggested I take lessons. I wasn’t keen at the time; I was shy and didn’t like the idea of not being able to do my own

  thing, but it was definitely good for me.




  As well as mastering my first dance steps, I also learned how to move to music, which meant I had to listen to it carefully. It might sound strange but that was probably the first time I’d

  ever properly listened to music. Of course, I’d heard it before, in the background, but I’d never actually listened to it or had to move to it. Now I had to listen to the beat,

  or find it.




  So, when it came to having to choose between learning free skating or dancing, the decision was an easy one, which pleased my dad and stepmum enormously, as they’d always been very keen

  ballroom dancers.




  At 13, I was teamed up with my first ever partner, Sandra Elson, who would later become a friend of Jayne’s. Sandra, who I’m very sad to say is no longer with us, was strong for a

  13-year-old; not just in body, but also in mind. She was headstrong and had a temper on her. I was shy but at the same time stubborn, and didn’t like being pushed around, so when sparks flew,

  it would usually be followed by a firework!




  Despite the odd difference of opinion, Sandra and I stayed together for over four years and in that time won both the British Primary Championships and the Junior Dance Championships. The

  Primary Championships were the kiss of death, apparently, as those who came out on top rarely lasted more than another year. I’m pleased to say we bucked the trend, but not by long.




  I clearly remember the thrill of winning the Primaries, though. I was wearing a navy blue cat suit with a pink samba shirt underneath, which had the biggest sleeves you’ve ever seen. It

  resembled the costumes Morecambe and Wise wore during their sketch with Angela Rippon. Very 1970s!




  There’s a photo somewhere of Sandra and me holding the cup. Fortunately, it’s in black and white. It’s fair to say that from a fashion sense it

  wasn’t one of my finest hours.




  After that we even competed abroad once, visiting Czechoslovakia. It was there that I first met the Russian skaters, Andrei Bukin and Natalia Bestemianova, who would later become great rivals,

  winning multiple European and World Championships. The first time Jayne and I ever competed against Bukin and Bestemianova, the officials got our medals muddled up. They had won silver and we had

  won bronze, but they gave them out back to front. After the ceremony Bukin came up to me and started pointing at my medal. At first I thought he was just trying to congratulate me, and it was only

  after his several attempts to take it from round my neck that I realised what he was getting at. I’m glad it didn’t happen eight years later, though, when we won the European

  Championships and they came second!




  In 1974, Sandra and I came sixth at the British Championships, which was to be the pinnacle of our four-year career. You’ll find out later on how it all came to an end, but despite us not

  being a perfect match (we were obviously far too similar in temperament) it is a time that I look back on fondly, and with a great deal of nostalgia. Sandra was an excellent skater and I think we

  learned a lot from each other.




  JAYNE:




  I’d already been skating for a couple of years by the time Chris took to the ice. I’m about a year older than him and had started when I was eight. Mrs

  Fitzhugh, who was always my favourite teacher at primary school, said one day that she’d like to organise a skating trip, and would we all ask our parents if that would be OK? I don’t

  think there was any question of our parents saying no (we wouldn’t have let them!) and the next day she went ahead and booked it.




  We were due to go on the following Friday, and as the day approached the excitement started to build. Getting us to concentrate on anything other than skating was

  impossible.




  The first thing we did when we arrived was get fitted up with skates. I may have only been eight, but even then I knew what looked good and what didn’t. They were all a horrible brown

  colour, and had obviously been worn (and scuffed) thousands of times before. Those people who’d been on the ice a while had obviously bought their own skates, but these were white. They

  looked wonderful. I hadn’t been on the ice yet but I already knew what colour skates I wanted.




  Laces tied, we all stepped on to the ice in a line holding on to a long rope, each one desperate not to be the first to fall. When the lady looking after us decided the time was right, she

  pulled away the rope and we were free to skate. I took to it like a duck to water. I felt completely at home. My sense of balance was quite keen and I managed to stay upright during the entire

  session.




  The excitement of doing something which, to watch, seemed almost impossible was intense – even for an eight-year-old. I felt like I was flying, and never wanted to have to walk again. I

  wanted to skate everywhere.
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