I was looking forwards to the Olympics because I wanted to see the boxing on the telly. It's the only chance you'll get these days, because boxing is one of the few Olympic sports left which clings rigidly to its amateur status. The professional boxing industry has disappeared up its own arsehole and is now not worth a damn - there are so many different "governing" bodies, each with its own version of the world title, that there are about seven different "world" champions at every weight.

I often use the term "amateur" in its derogatory sense, but it's about time I stopped. Amateur boxing is the finest boxing you'll see these days, and I wonder how long it'll be before we're saying the same thing about bike racing?

There are too many prima donnas around in bike racing at the moment, and they're far too "professional". Their idea of a press interview is to let you speak to their PR man, and if you ask to speak to the great superstar in person, they'll just say no – or rather "you'll have to speak to my manager" which means the same thing. We've got riders who don't want to race unless they can be assured of a good payday and an easy win, managers who spend more time in courts than at racetracks, and promoters trying to steal each other's series. What happened to the love of a great sporting contest? 

In a previous age, Colin Edwards, Troy Corser and all the rest would have got together, gone to the organizers, and said "So what if  Haga had too much cough medicine in his system? Give him his points. The man's a star, and he deserves them."

Fat chance of that. It's not just at WSB level, either; in BSB, teams seem to be more interested in poaching the best sponsors off each other than racing. Riders suffer mechanical failures, and immediately try to park their bikes in the most dangerous place so the race has to be restarted. They get excluded, and are bleating to their lawyers on their mobile 'phones as soon as they get their helmets off. 

I don't entirely blame the riders; it's usually the promoters, managers, and organizers who want to turn a bit of bullshit into a cash cow that they can milk until its tits fall off. We've got a 600cc championship that they let 750s into (providing they're Italian), a 750cc championship that they let 1000s into (providing they're Italian - until the Japs had the bright idea of making Japanese Ducatis) and a two-stroke championship that they're going to allow four-strokes into. Two governing bodies (for  nine world championships), each trying to slag off the other and/or pinch their territory and TV slots……remind you of anything?

I am a fan of Muhammad Ali. He was a champion when it really meant something – getting his titles after gruelling battles with worthy opponents like Sonny Liston, Joe Frazier, George Foreman, and not forgetting our own Henry Cooper, the only one ever to deck him. 

No present-day boxing manager will risk his carefully-nurtured protégé against someone who might actually win, and there's a decent living to be made as a losing boxer - I once considered it as a career (I was never good enough to win anything, but I was pretty fit and had a shaved head and a goatee beard like Marvin Hagler, long before they became fashionable). All you have to do is look the part, put up a bit of a show, then lie down and count to 10 when you feel a good thump. Collect £250 on the way out. Don't ever win, or you'll never get another fight – that's not what you're there for. It's only in a film that you can look forward to the payday from Rocky VIIII.

How long will it be before I can get a WSB ride, solely because I'll make the others look fast? Interesting that Troy Corser was reported as having had a bit of a whinge about Neil Hodgson at Brands. Apparently, nobody told Mr Hodgson that he was only supposed to fill up the back of the grid, not make all the superstars look ordinary and then yell "Adrienne!" in the pitlane afterwards.  

Compare and contrast to amateur bike racing. I am lying a close second in a club championship at the moment, because in the last race the series leader loaned me a spark plug, and I used it to beat him. He's my idea of a sportsman, but it's exactly what I'd expect. Frankly, it would give me no satisfaction at all to beat a man simply because he had run out of sparking plugs. If I were a professional, though, I'd derive plenty of satisfaction by winning through lying, cheating, and dragging contested race results through the courts.

I often play the game of thinking when it was best for me to have been born. Too young to understand the horrors of the Great War, yet old enough to marvel at Fred Dixon lapping Brooklands at over the ton in the twenties, and later to race against biplanes with my 1000cc V-twin Brough alongside Lawrence of Arabia? Or should I have been born in 1930, ready to emerge from WW2 to join the swansong of Manx Norton and Matchless G50 GP bikes ruling the world, before first the Italians and then the Japanese took over?

If I could have spent my frail old age as a keen spectator watching Bazza and Kenny Roberts battle it out in the '70s, and watching the telly as the world heavyweight title was passed between such all-time greats as Muhammad Ali and Smokin' Joe, I could have gone to my grave a happy man. Would it have been worth living another twenty years to watch Don King get richer, and listen to Foggy slag off his fellow competitors from the safety of a retirement home? I think not.

