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INTRODUCTION
   

I have to be honest. I still can’t believe I’ve been asked to write a book of this kind. I could possibly understand a boxing book – the big fights, the controversy, the drama behind the scenes – but this one is very different. This is my attempt to sum up what I have learned from my life and career, and how it may help you on your own journey. It explains how I pursued my dreams with drive and determination, while I attempted to carve out a name in my own right and come out on top.

Unfortunately, I can’t give you a story about how I made it out of a council estate from nothing (that’s one for my old man). What I can offer, however, is an insight into my mindset and work ethic and an honest account of key moments throughout my career, which have ultimately led to changing the face of boxing. 

It may surprise you to know that I don’t think I am particularly gifted. I’m definitely my own biggest critic. I rarely admire my work and always think there is room for improvement. What I do have, though, is a strange addiction to succeed, to push boundaries and to prove people wrong. My work ethic is relentless and, as you’ll discover throughout the book, this is the most important quality that you can have. 

This book is split into two parts. I will start with a little detail on my background and upbringing, which I feel has played a major role in shaping who I am, and is where my mindset and drive came from. I didn’t want this to be a biography, but at times it is helpful to recap my backstory and the pivotal moments in my life. In the second part, I’ll take you through some of the big moments in my career that have taught me the fundamental skills required for success. You’ll learn about the importance of selling and negotiating, having the right drive and energy, finding passion in your work, and a lot more.

I’ve had the honour of being a part of some of the biggest fights in boxing history and working with some of the best fighters in the game, but I can’t mention all of them here. Instead, I’ll look back at some of the events that have taught me valuable lessons in life, and the ones that provide an insight into how you can achieve your goals.

I can’t say for certain that every lesson is going to be right for you, or that this book will revolutionise your business, but I hope you will find some inspiration here that drives you forward. My purpose is to focus your mind and keep you sane during challenging moments ahead, because when you are working towards your objectives, there will be tough times that you need to battle through.

As I started putting pen to paper, the world started to change considerably. Now, more than ever, a relentless work ethic – alongside solid business fundamentals and a balanced mind – is essential if we are to ride this out. The global pandemic has thrown shade on what we may previously have felt was important. I think I speak for many when I say that we now appreciate happiness as much as success, and the two may not be linked as closely as we once thought. Like many others, I may have been guilty of being too single-minded over the years, and too focused on ‘success’ over happiness, self-satisfaction and purpose.

As the world starts to return to some kind of normality, it is nearly time to go again. Only this time, we need to fight even harder. Everything has changed and you need to be prepared for a bumpy road ahead.

I hope you enjoy the book and that it can help bring you success. But first, you have to establish what success really is and what it means to you – what it is you want to achieve in your life and career.

As the years roll by, you begin to realise that what you thought may have been considered a success, really wasn’t. Success, for me, is the feeling of purpose that leads to fulfilment. It’s the passion of loving what you do. I don’t think I have half the answers yet, but I hope by writing this book I can help you (and, in a way, myself) continue the journey to ‘success’ and happiness.


Part One

HOW I STARTED


Round 1
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NO QUARTER
   

Growing up, I had everything, but I was always Barry Hearn’s son.

I also had a devoted father, with no time for privilege or head starts in life, which made me who I am today. We lived in a big house outside Brentwood in Essex. Today, it’s the Matchroom headquarters. Back then it was the family home.

I was five years old when we moved there from Ongar, heading east from London and moving up in the world. Mascalls was a sprawling estate that looked out towards the capital’s skyline. With pillars at the entrance, a lot of rooms, and thirteen thousand square feet going out into the gardens, it was the first time I had that feeling you get when you have something special. I knew it set us apart from most people, but the one thing I cared about more than anything else was not wealth, it was sport.

‘Is Dad home tonight?’ I’d ask my mum, because more often than not his work meant that he would be away.

If he was due back, then usually it would be in time for tea. Together with my older sister, Katie, we were one of those old-school families who placed great importance in eating meals together. If I knew Dad was going to be home, I’d sit on the stairs by the window overlooking the drive and wait for him. From the quiet country lane beyond, I learned to recognise the sound of his car engine coming up the hill. I remember the excitement with which I’d greet the sight of his car as it turned through the gates. Dad drove a white Mercedes, which was unmistakeable in so many ways. Not least on account of the personalised number plate: THE 147S.

‘Dad, can we play cricket now? Can we, Dad? Can we?’

Like any kid, I was pestering for attention before my old man even stepped through the door. Dad always looked sharp and had a smile on his face. Given how hard he worked and how often he was away, he probably came home absolutely knackered and hoping to put his feet up. I imagine my attention was the last thing he needed, and yet his reaction to seeing me was always the same. Being a parent now, I know how hard it is when the tank is empty.

‘Course we can, son! Just let me get changed and I’ll meet you out there.’

I would always be ready. When it came to knocking a cricket ball around with my dad, I needed all the gear for good reason. With my gloves and pads on, ball in my pocket and bat in hand, I’d be out there waiting for him on the lawn. Dad would join me soon afterwards, dressed down for the remains of a day that was far from over through his eyes. While other fathers might have headed straight for the dinner table or a pint, he’d come outside to spend time with me, and give me his full attention.

‘I’m ready,’ I’d say, taking up position in front of the wicket I had put together earlier. I’d toss Dad the cricket ball and he would start to mark out his run-up. With my eyes on him, I’d tap my bat to the ground in preparation. The grass was worn down in a stripe here, because this was the spot we would always use. It was a ritual in many ways, and also a rite of passage.

‘Okay, Silver Spoon,’ he’d reply, which was his nickname for me. ‘Let’s see what you got.’

The moment my dad sized me up, turned and took several paces back, I knew that I couldn’t afford to let my concentration lapse. I’d watch him come back around and begin his run-up, and without blinking, I’d tighten my grip around the bat. All I ever wanted was to make him proud and hear the words, ‘Great shot!’ Thirty years on, nothing has changed. We’re still as competitive as ever and it’s a trait he’s instilled in me and in business. It’s his ethos, in that you don’t get given anything.

Every time, without fail, and from the very first time we played together, my dad would bowl at full tilt. He never eased me into the game and he was good at cricket – instead he treated me like a competitor. All of that stuff about letting your children enjoy an easy win? Not on his turf: Dad didn’t believe in it.

In facing the full force of my dad’s bowling, I soon realised there was only one way to respond to it. Flinching, ducking or dodging out of the way got me nowhere. If I wanted to see results, my only option was to face him head on and aim to tank him all over the garden. It was a hit-and-miss process, and painful on occasions, but over time I learned to rise to the challenge.

It wasn’t difficult to see when Dad was proud of me – he would always let me know. It was almost as if the more I carted him around the garden, the happier he was. Even though it would take him a couple of minutes to fetch the ball.

As my game improved, my dad spent more time retrieving the ball than bowling at me, but not once did his enthusiasm fade. We wouldn’t stop until it got dark or Mum called us in for dinner.

It’s only when you look back on your childhood that you appreciate what your parents were trying to do for you. My dad’s approach to me might seem unconventional, but it worked. He was terrified that I’d grow up to become all the things he didn’t like – the spoilt rich kid having things handed to him on a plate. On account of the huge success he’d enjoyed, I could easily have had all that. We lived in a giant house with a pool and fancy cars in the drive, which is why he went to great lengths to bring me up in a way that he considered to be right and proper. I was his project. A work in progress that he’d probably tell you is still ongoing.

All I know is that I owe him a great deal for the experience. Everything he did as a parent came down to making sure that I never, ever expected opportunities to come to me. If I wanted to get on in life, and truly make my mark, then I would have to work hard. Ultimately, I’d have to make sacrifices in pursuit of excellence.

You could say that Dad was busy making sacrifices when I was born. On 8 June 1979, he missed my arrival in hospital because he was playing a best of three at Romford snooker club. On that day, while Mum cursed his absence through the contractions, Dad was 1–1 with Crunchy Warn, a hall regular, and no consideration was given to leaving the game until it was through.

‘Barry,’ said the guy who answered the phone at the hall. ‘It’s the hospital – the baby’s on its way!’

‘It’ll have to wait.’ Dad instructed the poor guy to reply. ‘There’s fifty quid riding on this.’

For my father, a working-class man with a competitive spirit and big ambitions, there was simply too much at stake here. But it meant more than fifty quid – he had to get the win. It wasn’t a heartless decision for him to take, but a matter of principle. Maybe it was his lucky day, because he didn’t just become a father for the second time, but he won the match as well. Afterwards, with the cash in his pocket, he raced across to the hospital where mother and child awaited him.

‘You bastard!’ Mum was sitting up in bed with a face on, clutching me protectively. ‘How could you miss the birth of your own son?’

My parents, Barry and Susan, are a tight couple. They fight all the time, but love each other to pieces. It’s just how they are. They’re one of those couples that bring different qualities to their marriage, and it just fits.

Mum is proper old school, careful with money – she’d walk an extra two miles to get ten pence off a carton of milk. Dad is the complete opposite to her. He isn’t frivolous, but deeply generous and occasionally reckless. He’s earned his wealth the hard way, having come from nothing, and uses it to enjoy life. I started from a completely different place, and yet thanks to Mum and Dad, I shared the same grounding: everything is out there, but nothing comes easy and there is no substitute for hard work.

Born and raised in Dagenham, Dad watched his own father work five days a week driving buses around East London, and then come home to switch off. That was my grandad’s life, which pretty much amounted to earning a wage to put food on the table, and keep a roof over the family, with some left over to spend on cigarettes. There was no ambition, no drive. A sense of contentment with my grandmother, perhaps, but a life that didn’t chime with Dad. In some ways, it was what motivated him to get out there and make his mark on the world that his own father didn’t.

By his own admission, Dad was a ‘Jack the lad’; a bit of a Del Boy with an eye for ventures that would make him some money. Growing up, he was always ducking and diving to make a living.

At the same time, he found he was decent with figures and went down the route of qualifying as one of the country’s youngest chartered accountants. It was a move into a traditional career that didn’t last long, though. Dad was so hungry to keep pushing and grab the opportunities, which explains how he made the switch from processing tax returns to working as a finance director for an investment company that owned a major textile design company. They put him on a salary and then offered him a percentage if he could identify any ventures with growth potential. That’s how snooker came into his life in a big way, and he never looked back.

In the seventies, snooker halls could always rely on regulars to keep them in business. When the opportunity arose for Dad to buy one in Romford, he did so mainly as a property investment. I’m sure it helped that he liked to play, and it gave him a chance to mix business with pleasure, but it was a smart move. At the time, with colour television just starting out, the BBC demonstrated the new technology by airing the World Snooker Championships. It proved to be popular, and as the sport began to grow, Dad knew he was onto a winner.

He began by developing the snooker hall business all over the south of England under the chain name Lucania, as well as fruit machine businesses in the East End of London. His favourite club in Romford, called The Matchroom, also housed his office. Dad was tucked away under the main hall, so it meant he was never more than a flight of steps from the action.

One day, working at his desk, Dad picked up the phone to the club manager.

‘Barry, you got to come upstairs and see this kid play,’ said the guy with some excitement. ‘He’s unbelievable!’

So, Dad left his office and trudged upstairs to the main hall. Through the low lights and the cigarette smoke, he saw the punters crowding around one table, There, this beanpole ginger lad was preparing to cue up a shot. My dad found a space and watched a young genius at work potting ball after ball. Moments after he cleared the table, Dad had his arm around the lad’s shoulder, inviting him to the office for a business chat.

‘How old are you, kid?’

‘Eighteen.’

‘What’s your name?’ my dad asked.

‘Steve,’ he told him. ‘Steve Davis.’

My dad has a nose for opportunity, and he could see this working-class young man was magic. They started talking, and without knowing exactly what he was doing, Dad offered him a spot in the Lucania Annual Snooker Championships. It was literally a reaction to seeing the man light up the baize and proved to be one of his soundest investments.

From there on out, like two cowboys in the Wild West, Dad and Steve toured snooker halls around the country to hustle players. They went everywhere, from Lincoln to Torquay. My dad would walk in, gesture at the lanky, quiet, awkward-looking lad with him, and say, ‘I’ve got this lad and I guarantee he’ll beat anyone willing to take him on.’ Naturally, people would size up Steve, see an easy win for themselves, and offer up their club captain with five hundred quid at stake. Dad would accept all wagers, and then stand back as the future six-time world snooker champion schooled them.

Several frames later, with the victory in his pocket and people gawping in shock at what they had witnessed, Steve would wait nervously for my dad to collect their winnings before they quite literally ran for it. They made a great team, to be honest, and Dad worked hard to build up his young player’s reputation. Over time, in those halls, Steve took on legends such as Alex Higgins and Ray Reardon, and proved to be so devastating that he inspired respect, admiration and near-legendary status.

During this time, towards the late seventies, snooker exploded in popularity. The viewing figures for Pot Black were still climbing, and when Steve turned professional in 1978, he made his debut. In a short space of time, his name wasn’t celebrated only in snooker halls across the country, but in households, too. As for my dad, he found himself sitting on a portfolio of snooker halls that had amassed significant value. When the investment company sold their share, Dad made his first million. He didn’t sit back, however. If anything, he got more into the business of the sport.

Steve was making a serious name for himself, with my dad getting him into all the big tournaments such as the World Championships. Dad’s an energetic and likeable man, and other players could see what he was doing with Steve’s career. They wanted a piece of the action, too, as well as the flash suits and the media, and before long he was representing some of the best players in the world. From the late, great Willie Thorne to Jimmy White, Cliff  Thorburn, Terry Griffiths, Ronnie O’Sullivan and Dennis Taylor, they all came under Dad’s wing, and the company he founded to manage them, which was named after his snooker hall in Romford: Matchroom.

By the time I was born, Barry Hearn was on his way to becoming a household name. Snooker was the rock and roll sport of the time. Not only was Dad in the right place, he made the most of it. Looking back, I can understand why he wasn’t around that much, but he certainly looked after his family. We moved from Ongar to Brentwood, which two decades later would turn into the company headquarters. They were happy days, and Dad’s work was dazzling to me.

I don’t think he understood or cared too much about plotting or planning a long-term business back then. He was riding the wave, and slowly taking over the sport, and he got himself into a position where he was controlling the sport. It made him untouchable, with incredible rewards for the deals he was doing. Given this was the eighties, he’d go out and buy Ferraris with Steve, or the white Merc with the 147 number plate, so everyone knew who was behind the wheel. Matchroom even had a limo that took the players on tour around the country, living on the road from one tournament to the next. The driver would sometimes pick me up from school in it – I felt the nuts, but looking back it makes me cringe.

Then snooker took off around the globe, especially in the Far East, and Dad and the Matchroom team would fly out to China and the rest of South East Asia. There would be thousands of people waiting to greet them at the airport. Steve was treated like a god out there, and in all the pictures of him, I’d see my dad in his flash silver suit looking as if he was having the time of his life. You have to understand that this was a kid from Dagenham who’d made more than good, and you can see it in his grin. Happy days.

Back home, I spent a lot of time with my mum, my sister and my grandparents. We were a close, solid family, who happened to be living an increasingly good life, thanks to Dad and the money he was bringing back. The appetite for snooker was huge, and he was happy to feed it with all kinds of offshoot projects. By his own admission, he didn’t always know what he was doing, but it worked. Mostly by accident but sometimes design, he began to forge a brand for the business. From a range of aftershaves to timeshare apartments in Spain called the Matchroom Country Club, my dad kept on cresting that wave.

A few years after we moved to Brentwood, he got his players together and they called themselves the Matchroom Mob, and recorded a song with Chas and Dave. ‘Snooker Loopy’ went to number six in the UK charts. They recorded a video for it too, which Dad was in, and that made him as familiar to the public as his players.

Barry Hearn was a pioneer in many ways, but the fundamentals of good business that he would go on to teach me weren’t always evident in his work back then. His approach was sometimes reckless and always fun – a kind of nothing-to-lose attitude – and some of the moves he made take my breath away now.

There were other times, however, when he made decisions that revealed his basic values to me. Dad once staged a televised tournament featuring all his players, and secured prize-money sponsorship for £600,000. It went on for two weeks and proved a massive hit, but behind the scenes, the company that had promised the sponsorship went bust. With the prize-money pot gone, my dad paid out from his own pocket. He nearly went bankrupt himself in the process, but as far as he was concerned, it was the only option available to him. It’s what he’s like, an honourable man. He talked about it over dinner with my mum, and I sat there listening.

‘Why didn’t you just tell the players the sponsors had gone under?’ Mum asked, because Dad’s decision to pay out had put Matchroom into considerable debt. ‘They’d understand.’

‘Maybe I could have done,’ he said, ‘but I’d given my word they would be paid.’

I played no part in these conversations, of course, but in my young mind I registered them. As I came to understand what made my dad tick, I took on board the importance of doing what’s right, even when everything else is going wrong. Without doubt those early years were a learning experience for him, and in some ways an education for me.

It also continued after we’d left the table. Dad would go to his study to make work calls, having promised me that once he’d finished, we could play a sport of my choosing before bed. I’d wait around outside his office, hoping he’d get off the phone. Like any kid, however, I got restless. Through the door, I could hear him talking, laughing and arguing.

Towards the late eighties he’d got into boxing as well, which made him even busier. All I wanted him to do was finish whatever business was taking up his time, so we could play some table tennis before Mum called for me and I had to go to bed. In the end, thinking perhaps he’d forgotten all about me, I’d slip into his office. With the phone to his ear, my dad would respond by holding me at arm’s length. I’d get the message that I was bothering him, but not want to back out. So, I’d lie on the carpet beside his chair, effectively under his radar. Usually I had a cricket ball with me. On my back, facing the ceiling, I’d toss it into the air and catch it repeatedly.

I never set out to listen in to those calls, but subconsciously I was registering how my dad conducted business. I took in every twist and turn of a negotiation, or change in tone or emotion if he was dealing with a rival promoter. The details went over my head, but the outcome was always the same. A deal was there for the making, no matter what it took. I could be there on the floor for ten minutes or an hour. It didn’t matter to me. I knew that eventually Dad would put down that phone, shoot me a grin, and I would have him all to myself across the table-tennis net. Like the cricket, he played with absolute concentration and conviction, and in the same way I learned to become a match for him. That was how life was for me, growing up at home.

At school it was a different story.

I went to Brentwood School. It’s fee-paying, with a mixture of posh kids and those whose parents had made their money and moved out of East London. It’s housed mostly in a grand old building and boasts a wide range of former pupils who have made a name for themselves, such as Frank Lampard, Noel Edmonds, Keith Allen and Griff Rhys Jones. There, everyone knew me by my father. I was never Eddie Hearn, always Barry Hearn’s son, but that was fine then, because how many people have a famous dad? I realised it brought me attention and some status, and I milked it.

I’ll be frank, I was a right prat at school – horrible. A proper Flash Harry in a posh boy’s uniform. Sometimes Dad would pick me up in Matchroom’s white stretch limo, and I loved it if everyone was looking. In those days, you didn’t hire out those vehicles for hen nights. They were the business! Success on four wheels. It’s cringe now, of course, but back then I’d let a couple of my mates pile in the back with me, music on, windows down as my dad pulled away, and I’d revel in the attention. I was truly obnoxious as a kid, but that was the world I lived in.

In some ways, Dad’s growing interests in boxing made things even worse. In 1987, he put on Frank Bruno versus Joe Bugner at White Hart Lane. With fighters on his books such as Nigel Benn, Chris Eubank, and Naseem Hamed, I went from being the flash kid with a famous dad to the flash kid who thought he could fight.

Truth be told, I was a bit soft when push came to shove. I happened to be taller than most, and used my height and size to my advantage. Thanks to my old man, I got to hang around with the boxers we idolised, and often flew around the world to watch them fight. It meant I could swagger into class on a Monday, having spent the weekend in New York with Lennox Lewis, or Hong Kong with Herbie Hide. It was such an easy way to impress people, and obviously totally shallow, but it worked. I really thought I was the nuts! In fact, I was a complete knob.

As honesty is the only way forward in life and business, I have to admit that in my time at Brentwood I probably wasn’t the nicest kid. I’m not proud to admit it, but it’s true. If anything, I was simply boisterous – even so, that’s no excuse. I didn’t go looking for trouble, but because of my bad attitude, I’d find it. What was behind it? I guess insecurity played a big part, and that has only left me in the last ten years or so, as I’ve started to make my own mark. As a kid living in my dad’s shadow, however, I found it hard to be myself. I’ve always been good at projecting confidence, even though I didn’t have it at school, and sometimes that played out in unnecessary ways.

Naturally, I wish I could go back and have a word with that kid now. At the time, my dad did that instead. I’d come home from school and brag about a fight I’d had in the playground. Next thing, he’d have me up against the wall, growling, ‘Think you’re tough now, eh?’ That kind of reaction from my old man really hit home. All I can say is that everything we experience when growing up shapes us for the better once we’re mature enough to process it. I couldn’t help the fact that my dad hung out with boxers we considered to be gods. That’s just how it was.

As a schoolboy, living this unusual life at home, my problem with authority took centre stage. There I was, the son of an untouchable as it seemed to me, and I didn’t react well to being put in my place by anyone other than him.

A teacher would yell at me, ‘Hearn! That’s it, you’re staying behind after school!’ In response, I’d screw up my face, thinking, Who are you? I know Chris Eubank!

It’s kind of funny now, but my attitude was terrible. I feel so sorry for my mum. She’s bright and smart, and had high hopes that I’d shine academically. All she wanted was for me to be a good student like my older sister, who aced school with top grades. Instead, she got lumbered with this son who would deliberately provoke a teacher on his way out of detention and then promptly earn another.

Even when I was behaving myself, my attention span was lousy. I was one of those pupils who didn’t try unless I understood something immediately, or you could find a way to motivate me. Some teachers had my measure. They recognised that if they found a way in with me, I could be motivated, but it was a rare thing. As a result, I was a bang average student, who tended to fold his arms and stare out of the window.

When I was fourteen, I began to think perhaps I had a chance in the ring. I was a big lad, loved the sport, and liked to spar whenever I had a chance. I had a couple of fights as an amateur, under the name Eddie Hills, because my dad thought my surname would make me a target. At my first fight, I didn’t even know he’d switched my name until I was introduced in the blue corner. There I was, giving it the big one, when I hear this other name being called out and suddenly I’m wondering if there’s been a mix-up with the cards. I did win all my fights, even though I was bang average.

My dad always promised me that at eighteen, he would get me in the ring and teach me a lesson. Two years earlier than expected, as I continued to grow, he felt it was time.

‘Come on, son. Let’s do this.’

When Dad invited me to take him on, I knew he wouldn’t pull his punches. Having grown up facing him at all sports, I had no doubt he’d try to lay me out, and so I took it really seriously. There aren’t many fathers and sons who have gone toe to toe in the boxing ring. Yes, it felt weird as we danced around each other with our gloves raised, but in a way I expected nothing less from him.

As soon as the bell went, Dad started to let his hands go and he put it on me with gritted teeth. He hit me with a big right hand down the pipe. Then I came back at him in the second round and dropped him twice with body shots. He even gave interviews about it at the time – it shows how proud he was, to boast about getting knocked out by a 16-year-old. If anything, he savoured his defeat more than I did the victory.

‘I just wanted to make sure what you were made of,’ he told me, and to this day I look back at that episode as one of the moments I showed him.

My career as a boxer ended there, because I was involved in so many other sports at school and I was also useless. That was my saving grace, where I showed true grit and drive. I was built for rugby, which I really enjoyed, and though I was rubbish at football, that didn’t matter to me. I loved to play, but if there was one thing I loved even more, it was winning. I have my dad to thank for that, of course. He wasn’t like most parents, who would stress the importance of taking part. That didn’t matter to him. He wanted me to be on the side that smashed the opposition, and if that didn’t happen, it was a failure.

Fortunately, when it came to cricket, I had something to offer. As Dad had given me no quarter from the moment I picked up a bat, I was decent on the pitch. I found that I was good enough to be selected to play for Essex from the Under-13s on up for several years, and even went on international tours.

For me, school was a chance for me to make my name with a ball or a bat. That was where I made my contribution. So, at sixteen, when I picked up my envelope on GCSE results day to find I’d missed out on the grades I needed to pass for sixth form, I figured my track record in sport would see me through. That’s how it worked at the school. It was really nothing to worry about, I figured.

‘I know Eddie didn’t quite make it over the line,’ my dad said in the school meeting convened to hear his case, ‘but he’s in the first team for cricket, he’s in the football team and will develop into a real asset for the school.’

I’ve no doubt my dad made a strong case for them to take me on, but this was one deal he failed to make. The school had made up their mind about me, and their decision was final. It felt like the end of the world when I learned the outcome. I was genuinely shocked and embarrassed, but the fact was that my attitude and behaviour over the years had tested staff to breaking point.

‘Nah,’ they said, pretty much. ‘We’re not letting your son into sixth form.’

‘Oh, come on,’ my dad reasoned. ‘Don’t be daft!’

‘I’m sorry, Mr Hearn. That’s it for Eddie at Brentwood.’
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