Dirty Harry put it quite well. "You have to ask yourself one question: 'Do I feel lucky?'  Well, do ya, punk?"

I don't suppose that either Yuichi Ui or Chris Walker would have felt too confident about looking up the business end of "the most powerful handgun in the world" at the end of the season, not with the way their luck was  going at the time. But you can't deny that the fickle finger of fate is that certain something (I wanted to write "je ne sais quoi" in there, but I'm boycotting all things French at the moment) which puts an extra bit of spice into what is already the best sport in the world. 

My experience of top champions is that they are big believers in luck,  and they plot its fortunes in great detail. I’ve come to the conclusion that it's part of that inner belief that all champions must have. Whenever  I was beaten in a bike race, I naturally thought it was because I was crap, and I’d better try harder at my day job. The true competitor, by contrast, would just assume he was beaten due to bad luck, and would redouble his efforts. The idea that he might possibly not be the best racer in the world would never occur to him. All these "real" competitors are the same; how many times have you seen a boxer on the telly with two black eyes, a nose like a fried tomato, and a cauliflower back, saying that he was stopped by a "lucky punch"? Or a footy player saying he was "sick as a parrot" because a 7-0 defeat was "very much against the run of play, Brian."?

Roberto Locatelli actually watched Yuichi Ui crash out live on a huge trackside video screen – so he knew for nearly a lap that a red Derbi was out, he just had to wait until his pit crew confirmed who it was. An Aprilia press release said that Mr Locatelli thought he deserved this slice of good fortune, because it made up for his unlucky mechanical problem in Brazil.

I suppose it depends what your idea of unlucky is. Both Mr Walker and Mr Ui may have lost championships,  but they're not going to be walking through the rain to start work  in a factory at 6am tomorrow, are they? Leaving aside the teeshirt legend which says that second place is just first loser, and though I can’t speak for Chris Walker,  I myself would certainly trade in his four second places for just one win. But then again, I would gladly swap my own position – that of a scribbler and failed racer – for just one  BSB second place.

Napoleon was famous for selecting lucky generals rather than clever or brave ones for his armies, though what that did for his command structure as the Duke of Wellington was kicking their arses isn’t recorded. This is an important part of the theory of luck, though; we tend only to remember lucky people because, as the proverb says, history is written by the winners. (It’s true - French history books are full of blank pages). Arnold Palmer, the golfing star, always used to say "the more I practise, the luckier I get" but I'm not sure it's that simple. For every world champion who writes in his autobiography that he can remember spending all of his time and money on his bike as a young racer to "make his own luck", you can bet that there were a thousand other young racers who did exactly the same thing and ended up stacking boxes in warehouses. Of course, we never get to hear about these people because Julian Ryder doesn't write biographies about them.

This neatly brings me to John Reynolds and his Brands Hatch victory. Perhaps because he's never been a flash, gobby git as seems increasingly normal for bike racers these days, Mr Reynolds has, in my opinion,  been consistently underrated all his career. You could say that, after having the bad luck of having to struggle against a nagging injury all season, he "deserved" some good luck to take the WSB win at the end. However, simple analysis shows that he didn't get (or need) any lucky break to get this win – he just did his job right, and so did everyone else on the team. They didn't need any luck to help them, but it gave the whole team a lift.

Mathematicians point out, quite correctly, that chance has no memory. Just because the little ball on the roulette wheel has stopped on black six times in a row, doesn't make it any more likely that it'll turn up red next time. The odds are still 50-50 This is all very well, but people don't work like roulette wheels. They aren't mechanical devices, they're a jumbled bag of emotions, all fighting each other like ferrets in a sack. A bit of "luck" can completely alter their performances. It's too easy to assume that real life follows rules of chance and probability like a game (I was surprised when I first went to London, because the houses were so much bigger than I expected, and a different colour; but then I realised that Monopoly is only a game, too).

Life, unlike a game, can't be calculated on probability. Basketball players really do get that "hot hand", boxers get a "golden glove", and racers will occasionally “get the groove". Confidence is infectious, it can make all the difference to a sporting performance. If you line up on the front row of the grid next to three previous winners when you've never been on the podium yourself, it's far too easy to psyche yourself out of leading into the first corner. By the same token, there's no feeling quite as good as getting into a boxing ring knowing that you've fought your opponent previously, and hammered him. Nothing succeeds like success.

Bye-bye, and be lucky.

