
I remember when “Fame” was on the TV every week, because I fancied the actress Erica Gimpel, who played Coco (Donna Summer, who puts the “ugh” into ugly, played her in the film). I mention the TV versh because every episode opened with the PE teacher saying,  “You want fame. Well, fame costs - and this is where you start paying.”

Michael Doohan, crippled by injury a few years ago, and with plenty of grey hairs, was universally acknowledged as being the fittest bloke in GPs until his recent accident. Surely every other rider should have been thinking to himself, well, I may never be as skilled as Doohan, but I can certainly make myself fitter and stronger? It’s pretty boring, but fame costs, and......

When I used to box, I often fought guys who were more skilful than me (my nose wasn’t always this shape)  but I never fought anyone fitter. I had the shit whacked out of me for a round or two (or spent the time jogging furiously backwards around the ring), then I often put the guy away in the third. The coach used to say when I was training, “Either it hurts now, or it hurts later in the ring. Your choice.”  The British army says,  “Train hard, fight easy.”   

Mr Doohan has dominated GPs like Pete Sampras has dominated tennis, and while they may be a bit boring compared with the Anthony Goberts and Andre Agassis of this world, they know how to work, and how to win.

Agassi, incidentally, is the sort of chap that women find quite irresistible - he’s bald, which really gets the girls going, and that beard just knocks ’em dead. God knows why Brooke Shields is divorcing him, but if that’s the sort of fellow she goes for, maybe I should give her a call?

During the ’97 season I got to know Alex Criville’s mechanic, an Australian built like a bear called Doug, who was an Olympic-standard bore. As he slowly drank me under the table in the grubby Chuoku district of  Osaka, I repeatedly tried to weedle information out of him. He was far too boring (sorry, “professional”) to let any secrets out of the bag, even though I had been emptying my beer into his glass when he wasn’t looking for more than three hours.

One thing that I did learn before I got too pissed would be a good lesson for everybody. “You know, mate, cobber didgeridoo” said Doug, “what gets me is that I work for HRC and we have the best technical backup in the world, strewth fair dinkum, we have the most kit at the races, the largest number of personnel; and yet we always seem to be the last team to finish work every evening. It makes ya wonder, eh cobber sport?”

It didn’t. If you want to be the best, you’ve got to work for it. Fame costs, and...........etc etc. I could have told Doug of a few so-called “struggling,” “privateer,” or “small” teams who had plenty of time and money to leave the circuit early and get royally shedded every night at various venues around the world - but I wouldn’t want them working on my bike. When lives depend on good machine preparation, the boring mechanic has a great appeal. It’s not just hangers-on like me who notice these things; so do people like Mr Marlboro (and his wallet). 

Some while ago, a filthy rich bloke hired me to look after his son, a wanabee racing driver. The idea was that the brat would do his work experience with my company in his school holidays, so he got some idea of working with engines and racing cars, and we’d try to train him up and give him a few tips. Talk of lots of moolah was banded about, so I  took the job pretty seriously. I had a girlfriend at the time who was something of  a healthfood-and-fitness freak, and she was roped into the plan as dietician and personal trainer. 

This lad was a good driver, but the lucky git had been racing karts since the age of  9, so I suppose he should have been. However, he was a lardy, unfit wuss. Now,  I am not exactly Jean-Claude van Damme, and though I was proud  still to have a flat stomach that looked like a dozen eggs on a tray, it had to be admitted that I had a head that looked like a boiled egg in an egg-cup.

Nevertheless, it was a pain in the arse taking this brat jogging, as he couldn’t keep up even when I was carrying a bergen with four bricks in it. We thrashed him at squash, humiliated him at badminton, bounced him around the judo mat - and then he flatly refused to come to the boxing club with me. I didn’t mind this so much; what really got me was that he wasn’t bothered. We got him into sports not so much to see how good he was, but  to see how quickly he learned and how hard he wanted to work. Basically, he didn’t. He just wanted to have a good time.

Unfortunately, he had no competitive instinct at all. Surely, I thought, if  a young Carl Fogarty was losing at squash, he would eat the racket rather than be defeated at the hands of a bald git (or, horror of  horrors, a girlie)? Or, he would have taken a deep breath, thought things through, and said to himself  “this is an easy game of hand-eye co-ordination, and I know I’m good at that, so I just need a bit more practice and work, and then I can thrash this smug git.”

It’s an interesting slant on Aesop’s fable about the hare and the tortoise. Maybe the meek really will inherit the earth, and the boring will win the races.  The real moral is this:  if you think I’m a boring old fart, bollocks to you.


