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Golf was never one of my favourite sports, long before that slight altercation with Woosie. A few people have tried to persuade me to take it up over the years, but I just don’t have the patience or ability to concentrate for four hours. I’ve had a go a couple of times when I’ve been away racing, but I usually come back with a few less clubs than I started with. And I would rather paint the dog kennel and watch it dry than watch golf on television, although I do look at the famous courses and think it would be great to ride my motocross bike around them. There would be some great berms on the fairways and jumps out of the bunkers. How cool would it be to launch off that bridge on the 18th at St Andrews, do about five big doughnuts on the green and then ride off while the members are waiting to play their shots? That would have to be pretty close to the top of my bucket list, so if any of the committee at St Andrews are reading, just give me a bell!

Golf is quite popular among motorbike racers, especially when there are free days between tests or races abroad. And there are some pretty handy players around. It would be fair to say that my mate and fellow superbike racer, James Whitham, is not one of these. But he was always willing to give it a go and arranged to play with the Scottish rider Brian Morrison the day after the World Superbike race in Indonesia in 1994. I had been leading the first race with a few laps to go when my bike broke down and James went on to win his only World Superbike race. I won the second race, so we were both ready for a few beers at the presentation ceremony that evening. The compere called us on stage to cut a special cake that had been made, and whenever he turned his back on us to face the audience I fired dollops of cake at his back with the cake knife. The audience were in stitches and James was almost wetting himself on the stage. The compere thought we were laughing at his jokes. ‘I can’t believe you are getting away with this,’ James wheezed, but the guy was pretty pissed off when he discovered Victoria sponge all over the back of his brand-new suit.

It’s fair to assume James was feeling a bit hungover for the golf the following day, which was stinking hot. It’s also widespread knowledge that James only needs to step off a plane in a foreign country for his tummy to start rumbling. Add these two things together and it was a recipe for disaster. Sure enough, halfway around the course and miles from the clubhouse, his stomach started to churn. There wasn’t even time to make it into the bushes, and you wouldn’t want to be crouching down in the long grass over there unless you wanted a viper attached to your bollocks. So, there was nothing else for it but to drop his kecks and shit in the bunker on the 9th hole. Now what to do? His arse had exploded everywhere. So off came his shoes and he wiped himself down with his socks. This didn’t quite do the job, so he finished off by borrowing the head cover off one of Brian’s clubs. To give him credit, James wasn’t going to leave this steaming pile of crap, socks and soiled Ping head cover for all to see. No, he was much too considerate to do that. Instead, he dug a hole in the sand and buried the lot. And then raked the sand, obviously. Can you imagine an unsuspecting local golf club member coming along a couple of days later after landing in the bunker? Then his bunker shot lands close to the pin, but so does this stinking bundle of shitty rags and he’s wondering: ‘Where the f**k did that come from?’ You really don’t want to know, mate.

I’ve had a laugh with Ian Poulter, the Ryder Cup hero, over the years. It started when I tried to wind him up when I discovered he had more than a million followers on Twitter. I was just starting out and had only 11,000.

‘Oi, @IanJamesPoulter. How come you knock a little white ball around a field and have so many followers, when I’ve won seven world championships and only have 11k?’ I tweeted.

Ian responded straightaway with some banter and then messaged me to ask if I had any memorabilia for his collection. It turned out he lived near Kev’s daughter in Lake Nona, Florida, and Kev offered to deliver a replica helmet next time he was over. Poults was made up and put the helmet next to the putter that Seve Ballesteros used to win the British Open, plus signed pictures of Muhammad Ali and Nelson Mandela. In return, he sent a flag signed by all the European Ryder Cup winning team from the ‘Miracle at Medinah’ in 2012.

‘What the f**k?’ I told Kev when he brought it round. ‘I send a signed helmet and he sends me a bloody flag?’

Kev was going mental, so I decided to wind Poults up and tweeted a picture of me holding the flag: ‘Thanks @IanJamesPoulter for the flag. Should fetch a few quid on eBay.’

Kev received a message from Ian straightaway saying: ‘Please tell me he is joking about the Ryder Cup flag.’ The next time Kev dropped by Poulter’s house in Florida – probably not by invitation, knowing Kev – he got payback on me by telling Kev to send me a picture of my helmet buried under a pile of old golf clubs he had thrown out. Sadly, I took the bait. We met up recently at the Goodwood Festival of Speed and the thing I like about Ian is that, just like me, his eyes give everything away – on the course and off. They looked like they would pop out of his head when he was playing in the Ryder Cup. And he did a lot of rolling of the eyes at our antics when he spent time with us at the ball at Goodwood.

Golf does not come close to being the sport that I dislike the most, though. That honour is definitely reserved for cricket. I’m the first to admit I don’t particularly understand the game – and don’t want to. I think I’m right that games can go on for five days and yet there might be no winner. How pathetic is that? It’s no wonder only three men and their dogs turn up to watch most of these games. And these blokes obviously only use it as an excuse to get away from the missus.

‘Just popping out to watch some cricket, luv.’

‘Okay, how long will you be?’

‘Five days.’

‘Oh, okay . . . Enjoy!’

Apparently, they have invented a new faster version of the game called Twenty20. Presumably these matches only last for 20 minutes – which is still too long, in my opinion. I don’t understand some of the terms either. What’s a run out? When there is no milk left in the dressing room to make a brew and someone has to run out and get some? Or is it that the batsman is so unfit that he’s run out of breath? Silly mid-on – what’s that? A semi-on that’s funny?

My theory is that, because we invented it, the press and media feel obliged to cover it out of pity. Let’s face it, no boy or girl grows up wanting to play cricket, do they? They want to play football, rugby or race bikes. But if they are not good enough at these sports, they have to try cricket. So we take pity on them and set them ridiculously easy targets. If you beat one country called Australia every 15–20 years or so then we will close down the streets of London, parade you around in an open-top bus, award you gongs, allow you to piss in the flowerbeds of Number 10, give you all your own TV shows, radio shows and newspaper columns, and then let you pedalo off into the sunset. That should make you feel better for the embarrassment of celebrating such a meaningless victory as though you have won the World Cup four times in succession.

I have met some great guys, don’t get me wrong, like Ian Botham, Phil Tufnell, and Freddie Flintoff, and I have a laugh with a few cricketers like Michael Vaughan on Twitter, but they are always banging on about football instead of their own sport, not surprisingly. And it was a cricketer that I blame for my most embarrassing moment on TV.

I had been on A Question of Sport a few times already, but not many other TV shows, when I was asked to be on a special sporting edition of The Weakest Link, a popular general-knowledge quiz show in which contestants are voted off by their fellow contestants. It was hosted by the legendarily scary Anne Robinson. My general knowledge is not bad – especially on sport and music – but I still had to be persuaded to go on the show. I knew I would never live it down if I was voted off first, but I convinced myself that it would never happen.

I recognised a few of the other contestants in the Green Room, such as the boxer Audley Harrison, rower Matthew Pinsent and Paralympian Tanni Grey-Thompson. There was another big bloke standing quietly on his own next to the door and I thought he was on security, until I realised he was necking a few beers. He was eventually introduced as the cricketer, Andrew Flintoff. His wife Rachel immediately hit it off with Michaela while Freddie, as he is known, encouraged me to have a couple of beers for Dutch Courage. He can drink. I can’t. And I was a bit merry by the time the show started.

The contestants all line up and Anne Robinson goes along the line asking questions. The group wins money for every question answered correctly, but you lose all that money when someone gets an answer wrong. The trick is to bank the team’s money before someone messes up. I was towards the end of the line and most people answered correctly, so I banked our money when it came to my turn. So far, so good. My first question was: ‘What type of bladed object is found in the office?’ Scissors. This is a piece of piss. In the first round, everyone has two questions and I banked more money when it was my turn again. That always goes down well with the other contestants.

‘What type of bean do you find in a Sambuca drink – a coffee bean or runner bean?’

‘Runner bean . . .’

Shit – what just came out of my mouth?

‘ . . . no, coffee bean.’

‘Wrong,’ said Anne Robinson. ‘It’s a coffee bean.’ Noooooooo . . . I didn’t mean to say that! Matthew Pinsent started pissing himself next to me. I wanted the floor to open and swallow me up. How the hell did I get that wrong? But it’s amazing what can happen inside your head when you are in front of the cameras and under the studio lights. The pressure can get to you and questions that you would answer correctly 99 times out of a 100 at home can completely throw you. It’s happened since on A Question of Sport, too – and on my home sport question. Sue Barker asked which American became a double World Superbike Champion in 2002. I thought she said 1992 and blurted out Doug Polen. ‘No, it was actually Colin Edwards,’ said Sue. I got some stick for that – from my team-mates on the show, my mates and the fans.

Then there was the time I was on the game show Tipping Point recently, with chef Marco Pierre White and Coronation Street’s Brooke Vincent. The questions are really not that hard, but I still managed to get a few wrong, including: ‘What famous band is the tribute act Guns 2 Roses named after?’ Ask me that in the comfort of my own armchair and I would obviously answer Guns N’ Roses. But, oh no, not in front of a live audience and millions of viewers. I panicked and passed and the host, Ben Shepherd, just shook his head in dismay. Then Brooke passed a question over to me: ‘The original mascot of which photo and video-sharing app was Ghostface Chillah?’ I hadn’t got a clue what the answer was, but I had to say something, so I said the first name that came into my head – I said Fred Flintstone, which obviously amused the live audience. The answer was Snapchat. Brooke wasn’t much better, either. ‘Which type of non-venomous snake is the title of a Nicki Minaj hit?’ She answered panther!
Me and Brooke were like two naughty schoolkids in front of the very serious headmaster, Marco, who really did seem a bit thick. I even beat him on a food question about the colour of broccoli. You would have thought he might have known that. I went on to win the show £20,000 for the NSPCC, which was a great feeling because I know how they can help many children’s lives with that kind of money.

These mishaps were nothing compared to the annihilation I was facing after the runner bean answer on The Weakest Link, though. But all was not lost because Flintoff got his next question wrong. ‘I’ve banked all the money here. I might have a chance,’ I thought. When it was time to vote, Pinsent whispered: ‘Sorry but I’ve got to put you down – that was too funny.’

‘You’d better f**king not, mate,’ I whispered back. My only hope was that people would vote for Freddie and I counted the votes in my head. ‘It’s a tie – four votes for him and four for me. That means it’s up to the Strongest Link to decide. That was Tanni Grey-Thompson and she voted for Flintoff. Woohoo – I’m safe.’

‘Carl, you are the Weakest Link. Goodbye,’ said Anne Robinson.

‘What? No I’m not, it’s him. It’s Flintoff!’ I thought. I could have burst into tears. Not only had I got the question wrong, I had added up wrong, too. Those beers must have been stronger than I thought. The votes had gone 5–4 against me. It was like someone had kicked me in the guts. And they kept kicking me while I was down when the floor manager shouted ‘Cut!’ and we had to film Anne calling me the Weakest Link one more time. And then another time for good measure.

I skulked off the set and found Michaela and Rachel Flintoff rolling around the floor of the Green Room, pissing themselves. I was not amused. Nobody would accept that I knew the answer. ‘Come on, we’re going,’ I told Michaela. ‘I’m not waiting around for those public school Olympians that voted me off to take the piss.’

‘Let’s just see how Andrew gets on,’ she said. Sure enough, he was next off by the time we were ready to go, but he wanted to go out on the town immediately.

‘F**k that,’ I told him. ‘I’m going back to my hotel to hang myself.’ In the cab back to the hotel, Michaela rang Kev and put him on loudspeaker, but they couldn’t make any sense because they were both wheezing so much. I grabbed the phone off her, rang off and threatened to hurl it out of the cab window. Then I rang my manager, Neil, to tell him he was sacked for getting me on the show. He just pissed himself, too, and said he was going to give Mastermind a call straightaway.

The Weakest Link had been filmed in October 2002, but I had to wait three long, painful months before it was broadcast in January, quite late at night on BBC2. Not many people saw that show and I thought I got away with it. Then it was repeated primetime and, sure enough, the floodgates opened. I had to switch my phone off for a few days to wait for everyone to stop calling me a thick bastard. And it didn’t end there. I went skiing a few weeks later in the Swiss resort of Verbier, where my mate Rob Sawyer owned the main hotel, called Farinet. After the first day on the slopes, we were in his hotel bar for some après ski and Rob got the first round in – a tray full of Sambuca shots, each with a runner bean in the bottom. Very funny . . . Twats.

I’m not the only one to regret ever having heard of Sambuca, though. As I lay semi-conscious in a Melbourne hospital bed after the massive crash at Phillip Island that ended my career in 2000, the rest of the lads were obviously so concerned that they went out on the piss to the popular Italian restaurant, Isola di Capri. It’s not uncommon for the Sambuca to come out after the meal there. On this occasion, someone decided it would be a good idea to play Flaming Sambucas. You drink the Sambuca, light the bit left in the bottom of the glass, blow it out and quickly place it on your skin. The flames have burnt all the oxygen in the glass to create a small vacuum and the glass sticks there. All very well, in theory. And if your name is not James Whitham. And you haven’t already had a couple of shandies. When it was James’ turn, he left a bit too much Sambuca in the glass and left it burning a bit too long. So when he blew the flames out, the glass was red hot when he placed it over his nipple. It stuck there alright, but also seared a scar through his nipple which is there to this day. It probably didn’t help that he has a fair pair of man boobs.

It’s not the only time he has been burned, either. And it was former England rugby captain Lawrence Dallaglio doing the burning. It was at the opening weekend for a new restaurant in Verbier called La Vache. Rob, who used to own a hotel there, had called to ask me if I would like to chip in some money with a local guy and two other friends of his who I had met previously in Verbier – Lawrence and the singer James Blunt. Rob used to run some bars and clubs in London and Ibiza and knew Lawrence from that scene; and Rob’s dad was in the army with James’ dad. Apparently, Blunty used to ask Rob if he could play in his clubs before he was famous, but Rob wasn’t too keen. The next thing you know he is selling out Wembley stadium.

Foggy, Dallaglio and Blunt – as unlikely a combination of business partners as you could ever hope to find. But it all came together and it’s a pretty cool place, up on the mountain at the top of Les Attelas. (Mention my name and you’ll get no special treatment whatsoever.) The three cubicles in the gents are themed around the three of us. If you are sitting on my bog, the walls and door are designed so that it looks like you are sitting on a bike on the starting grid. In Lawrence’s crapper, it looks like you are in the middle of a scrum. And in James’, all you can see is a microphone and a sea of faces from the stage, mainly young girls. James called me a cheeky bastard when I suggested it was taken at a Robbie Williams gig, not a James Blunt concert. There is also a pizza on the menu named after each of us. I wanted a spicy one, with spicy salami, red onions and chilli, but James got in there first, which pissed me off. So I was left with all the boring ingredients like Parma ham and rocket for the Foggy pizza. But at least it was Number 1 on the menu. The Blunt is at Number 9, which is probably the highest he has ever been in the charts in recent years. I’m not sure what’s on Lawrence’s, but I would take a guess at raw meat and offal.

I invited James over for the opening weekend, to do a bit of skiing and a lot of partying. Being a tight-as-arseholes Yorkshireman, he didn’t want to pay for a hotel room, so I told him he could sleep at the foot of our bed on a camp bed. The first night was messy. Lawrence is one of the nicest blokes you could ever hope to meet, but he is also an animal and can drink more on one night than I can in a week. None of us could keep up and Michaela was first to sneak off to bed early. Me and James were not far behind and James was already buried under the duvet when Lawrence burst in, almost taking the door off its hinges. He tried to yank the duvet off Michaela, but she was hanging on for dear life. Then he spotted the body in the camp bed.

‘Who do we have here then?’ he said and lifted one end of the cover to reveal James’ feet. Out came Lawrence’s lighter, which he lit under his feet. After a few seconds, James leapt out of bed and was ready to smack whoever was responsible, until he realised that it was Lawrence. So, instead, in the most pitiful voice possible, he whined: ‘Hey, stop it. That really hurt, you know.’ James had no option but to go back to the bar and continue long into the night. I promised I would be down in a sec but managed to sneak under the Dallaglio radar.

The next day was the official opening and we were all as rough as badgers’ arses. Me and Blunty didn’t take our sunglasses off for any of the official photos, because we looked so knackered. He may have a posh-boy reputation but he can party with the best of them, let me tell you. Lots of media turned up and a few other celebrities like Heston Blumenthal. And then it all started again, like Groundhog Day. There was Premiership football on the telly in the bar back down in Verbier, but Lawrence hates football and was determined that nobody else would be able to watch the game in peace. First, he tried standing in front of the big screen – and he makes an effective obstacle. We all moved to the bottom of a long table, packed with empty beer glasses, for a better view and so Lawrence tried a new tactic. He ran at the table, jumped and belly-surfed down it, scattering glasses all over the bar. Sitting at the end of the table, with his back to all this and happily watching the game, was me. It was like a rhinoceros T-boning a meerkat. I didn’t know what hit me until I looked up from a pile of broken glass to see Dallaglio’s big, idiotic grin poking over the edge of the table. There’s not much you can do to retaliate in that situation.
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I am starting to see why Lawrence Dallaglio and other rugby players dislike football so much. One of my proudest sporting memories is England’s Rugby World Cup win in 2003, when Jonny Wilkinson kicked that drop goal in injury time to beat Australia in their own backyard. It took a lot of balls to deal with that pressure and produce such a fairy-tale ending. I was in tears watching at home. Real men, real sport.

I’m usually crying for a different reason when I watch the England football team. Every major tournament, I tell myself not to get sucked in by the hype and thinking that we can actually win something. I don’t mind if we get knocked out on penalties. There’s not much you can do about that. So much seems to come down to luck. How did Portugal, for instance, win the last European Championships after scraping through their group in third place? How did Italy win the World Cup in 2006 after drawing 1–1 with USA in the group stage? The Italian side that won in 1982 weren’t that good, either. How did the Denmark team, who were all lounging on a beach before Yugoslavia were disqualified, win the European Championships in 1992? It baffles me. Yet luck didn’t seem to play much of a part when Iceland, with a population of 53 people, beat us in the 2016 European Championships. The 11 players who represented the other 42 Icelanders showed heart and soul – and pride. And pride really does seem to be the missing ingredient with England’s very wealthy footballers.

I’m the proudest English sportsman who has ever lived and always had the English flag on my helmet and bike. Nowadays, English riders seem to try to gain more Scottish, Welsh and Irish fans by using the British flag instead. Really? Riders from those countries use their own flags. I have lots of fans in Scotland, Wales and Ireland – nobody ever said I should have been using the Union Jack. In fact, they respected me even more for being so proud to be English, just as they are proud of their own countries. I have even seen riders who live on the Isle of Man use the Manx flag. Come on, guys, really?

I was asked to appear in an advert that Carlsberg filmed before the 2010 World Cup at Millwall’s ground, the New Den. It showed former England left-back Stuart Pearce giving a passionate team talk in the dressing room before the players walked through the tunnel lined with English sporting icons such as World Cup winner Jackie Charlton, the rower Sir Steve Redgrave, cricketer Sir Ian Botham dressed in medieval chainmail, footballer Sir Trevor Brooking, England rugby manager Sir Clive Woodward (there are a lot of Sirs in this list, aren’t there . . .!?), boxer Nigel Benn, darts player Phil Taylor, athlete Dame Kelly Holmes, round-the-world yachtswoman Dame Ellen MacArthur (there are also a lot of Dames in this list), and some random English entertainers like the band Kasabian and, most random of all, a half-naked Jeff Stelling. I was filmed in my leathers, getting on the bike to do a burn-out in the tunnel and fist-pumping the players before they took the field. The advert finished: ‘It’s time to join the immortals . . . If Carlsberg did team talks.’ It was rousing stuff – an attempt to generate the type of passion our national team badly needs. But after a couple of days on TV, my bit was mysteriously cut from the advert, which pissed me off a bit. Apparently, some do-gooders had complained about motorcycle riding being linked to an alcoholic drink. Yep, that’s right – you were obviously going to think: ‘I’ve just seen Foggy on TV, I’m going to neck a six-pack of lager and jump on my bike.’ Anyway, I made my mark because the burn-out left a big patch of rubber on the concourse and one of the Millwall stewards got me to sign it in silver pen on the way out. Millwall fans, look out for it at the next home match, if you are not too busy scoffing on your pies.

It’s not so much the lack of pride that annoys me, and so many other people, about football. It’s the lying, diving, whinging, cheating players who try to win free-kicks and penalties, or get an opponent booked or sent off – mainly by the teams from Europe in the Champions League. You can see why a rugby player, who never bats an eyelid about charging into another 18-stone wall of muscle at full speed and picks himself straight up to do it again, can’t bear to watch these pussies sometimes. Google ‘lying, diving, whinging, cheating footballers’ and the compilations on YouTube will make your skin crawl. There is one clip of a coin, thrown from the crowd, glancing off a player’s face. Obviously, that’s unacceptable. But, after he goes down like a sack of spuds, the rest of his team all throw themselves to the ground, holding their faces. It’s absolutely pathetic.

Do the governing bodies of the most popular sport in the world not realise that this kind of behaviour is turning so many people who once loved the game, like me, away for good? It’s so hard for the referees, who are often influenced by the home supporters baying for blood if their star player has tripped over a particularly long blade of grass. So it’s good to see FIFA starting to use video assistant referees, but there also should be a panel which judges players accused of cheating – and I’m available as a panel member. The punishment for anyone found guilty should be a public horsewhipping. That might make them think twice about doing it again.

Let’s settle the debate about my football allegiance once and for all. You might think, as a shareholder, that my heart belongs to Accrington Stanley. I was given one share in the club when I was invited as a guest to a game a few years back, joining the likes of Sir Alex Ferguson, who also owns one share but had to pay £100 for his. It’s now probably worth the price of a pint of milk at the time Ian Rush filmed the famous milk advert in the 1990s. I do look out for Stanley’s results, but I obviously grew up supporting my local team, Blackburn Rovers, and often stood on the terraces at Ewood Park when we were in the old Third Division. Unfortunately, Rovers are now back in the third tier following a disastrous takeover by a family of Indian chicken farmers called Venky’s, who own their country’s equivalent of Kentucky Fried Chicken. I don’t know all the ins and outs, but I do know they should get back to roasting roosters and sell the club back to anyone who has the interests of Blackburn Rovers at heart. So that’s where my true allegiance lies, but most people from a small town also have a favourite big-name team and mine was always, and still is, Manchester United. George Best was just past his prime when I was young – an era when characters still existed in sport and it wasn’t frowned upon to be photographed with a fag in one hand, a beer in the other and a good-looking bird on each arm.

Then Rovers caused me a problem when Jack Walker, a local steel magnate who used to do business with my dad’s haulage firm, bought the club and appointed Kenny Dalglish as manager. Kenny took them back into the top flight. Suddenly, we were United’s main rivals and people wanted to know where my loyalties lay. The truth is that I stuck with United – but for all the wrong reasons. This was the mid-1990s and I had started to dominate my sport. I won my first world title in 1994, when United and Rovers finished the season in first and second places. But I was pissed off with Blackburn, mainly because I felt that the town and particularly the local newspaper, the Lancashire Evening Telegraph, were not giving me the recognition I deserved. Manchester United invited me to games and I had lunch with their chairman, Martin Edwards, and manager Alex Ferguson. But it was a struggle sometimes to even get a ticket to a Blackburn game. I was self-centred and single-minded in those days (not the more mellow character I am today) and these little things wound me up and I shouldn’t have let them. When Rovers won the 1994–95 title on the final day of the season at Anfield, as it turned out because United failed to win at West Ham, I should have been prouder of my hometown club. It was an incredible achievement for a small-town club and one that will never be repeated. (Leicester’s title in 2014–15 doesn’t count because Leicester is a city.) But Jack Walker must be turning in his grave at what has happened to his club since his death. The members of the Trust who sold the club to Venky’s should be doing some soul-searching, too.

I still go to the occasional game, often with my mates. Remember Kev, the golfer-batterer? We first met on a trail-ride organised by CCM, a small British motorbike manufacturer owned by the Clews family, in the Lake District. It was the middle of the racing season and I didn’t tell Ducati I was going, for obvious reasons. It was a stinking hot day, but I wanted to protect myself as much as possible. I was getting into my racing leathers when one of the other riders came up and said: ‘What are you wearing them for? You don’t wear leathers on a ride-out, you’ll sweat your bollocks off. I’m Kevin Moore, by the way. I used to be a footballer.’

‘Look, mate. I’m leading the World Superbike Championship right now and can’t afford to get injured,’ I told him. I was actually quite nervous around strangers at that time and probably came across as a bit stand-offish.

We reached the top of Coniston and I could see that this guy was pretty quick. I waited for a long straight stretch and went flying past him and gave him the finger, for good measure. But I didn’t see the sharp right-hander. Over the edge I went, arse over tit down a steep slope and through a load of brambles. Kev was looking down, pissing himself. First rule of trail-riding: if someone comes off, you piss yourself first and ask if they are okay later. But I was as mad as a wasp and scrambled up the bank, then threw my helmet and gloves down. Kev obviously thought I was going to smack him one.

‘Look, calm down, you idiot,’ he said. ‘You were telling me you didn’t want to get injured, but that’s what’s going to happen if you carry on riding like that.’

‘F**k off and just help me get this bike back up, will you,’ I snapped.

Off we went again, and this time the race was on. Kev got in front again but didn’t see a bog until it was too late. He tried to lift his front wheel up but it dug in, threw him over the top and he landed face first in the mud about 10 yards from his bike. It was my turn to piss myself and he took it well. From that day on, we were always going to be mates.

We stayed overnight in a log cabin and you always fancy a few beers after a good afternoon on the dirt bikes, so we headed off into the nearest town, Bowness-on-Windermere. This was at the time when I was getting recognised a lot and word got out that I was in town. Soon they were queuing round the bar for autographs and Kev was acting like my manager, keeping everyone in line. Next up was this young guy and his girlfriend, who was wearing a tight, low-cut T-shirt that didn’t leave much to the imagination.

‘Sign her tits, will ya, Foggy?’ the boyfriend asked, proud as anything.

‘I will, but the pen’s not going to work – she’s sweating too much,’ I said.

Kev jumped in and, without asking, started rubbing her chest with his sleeve. The young couple were loving it.

‘It still won’t work,’ I said. ‘Her skin needs to be tight.’ Up popped Kev to stretch her tits while I signed them.

‘I could get used to this job,’ he laughed.

It was a good night and Kev knocked on my cabin door the next morning, all bright and breezy, to tell me he was off. I wasn’t used to drinking and wasn’t feeling at my best, so I opened the door slightly and agreed that we’d go on another ride-out soon. He could obviously smell something funny and pushed the door open a bit further to discover I’d spewed in the bed and all over the floor.

As we now know, all too well, Kev used to be a professional footballer and played for Blackpool, Newport County and a Swansea City team which at one point was top of the First Division. He’s always banging on about his manager, John Toshack, and famous team-mates like Tommy Smith and Ian Callaghan, who both used to play for Liverpool, and how he went on to play for Newport County during their run to the quarter-finals of the European Cup Winners’ Cup.

Kev was a wind-up merchant back then, too, and was always causing trouble. When he was at Blackpool as a 19-year-old, their game against Sunderland was due to be on Match of the Day one Saturday night, which was a big deal in those days because there were only two games on every week. But Kev was dropped when the team sheet went up on the Friday night. He went straight out on the town to drown his sorrows and decided that, if he wasn’t playing, nobody would. So he climbed up the scaffolding for the TV cameras and into the ground with his mate, another player called Brian Wilson who went on to marry one of the Nolan Sisters, carrying a rusty saw to hack the goalposts down. The saw was too blunt, so Kev swung from the crossbar and managed to snap it just as the floodlights came on. Two security guards with dogs were legging it across the pitch. Brian quickly whizzed the saw while Kev was flailing around, trying to free himself from the net. The dogs chased them back to the scaffolding and they were just able to scramble over the grandstand and scarper.

The next day, the referee almost called the game off and the BBC commentator, John Motson, was going berserk. But the groundsman managed to bring a set of posts from the training ground just in time for kick-off. News of these mystery vandals was all over the local paper and Kev and Brian were shitting themselves all the next week. Then, one morning after training, Kev spotted a bloke in a suit standing next to his car. Copper, he thought. ‘Look, I’ll take the rap,’ he told Brian, and strolled over to the guy who, it turned out, was actually from Kev’s insurance company because his policy was out of date. Never one to miss an opportunity, Kev persuaded the man to yank his arm round his back and throw him over the bonnet like he was being arrested. As he hit the hood, Kev pointed at Brian with his free arm and screamed: ‘It was him – he made me do it.’ When the insurance guy let him go, Kev pissed himself laughing but Brian was already in tears and didn’t speak to him for three weeks.

I’ve never seen Kev happier than when he came with me to another A Question of Sport appearance and the Welsh footballer, John Hartson, sat down with us in the Green Room after the show.

‘John, this is my mate Kevin. He used to be a footballer,’ I said.

‘Really? Who for?’ Hartson asked.

‘Blackpool, Swansea and Newport County,’ Kev replied, loving the attention.

‘No way,’ Hartson said. ‘I grew up in Swansea. I was always down the Vetchfield during the John Toshack era. Wait a minute, you’re not Kevin Moore, are you?’

‘Yep, that’s me,’ said Kev, just about creaming himself.

‘I remember that goal you scored against . . .’

‘Stop right there, John. I know exactly the one you are going to say,’ said Kev. ‘My goal against Watford in that 3–3 draw in 1978 when Elton John landed on the pitch in a helicopter before the game.’

‘That’s the one. Unbelievable. And didn’t you play for Newport County with John Aldridge when they reached the quarter-finals of the Cup Winners’ Cup? Am I right in thinking you had a trial with Liverpool, too?’

‘Bloody hell,’ said Kev. ‘You do know a lot about my career.’

‘I can’t keep this up any longer, Foggy,’ laughed Hartson. ‘Sorry, mate, but I’ve never heard of you. Carl told me to wind you up when we were sat in make-up.’ I was on the floor, crying. Then, to cap it all, Stuart Pearce wandered into the Green Room.

‘Wait, a minute,’ Pearce said. ‘Aren’t you Kevin Moore who used to play for Swansea?’ The room erupted again. This was payback for all the times Kev had stitched me up – and so many others.

I always fancied myself as a bit of a footballer, a tricky left winger – a bit like Chris Waddle but without the mullet. My school didn’t play rugby – Darwen Vale was not that posh – and I would have been too small, anyway. Your size often determines the sport you are good at and motorbike racers seem to be getting smaller and smaller, especially in MotoGP. Marc Marquez, Dani Pedrosa and Jorge Lorenzo are the size of dwarfs.

Oops. Am I allowed to say dwarf? Apparently not on national TV. I found that out during the filming of an episode of Celebrity Squares, hosted by Warwick Davis, who is, let’s say, ‘vertically challenged’. He asked me a question about my favourite bikes and I tried to be funny by saying that I assumed that his favourite bike was a mini-moto – perfect for midgets. ‘Cut! Sorry, Carl, but you can’t say midgets,’ the floor manager shouted. ‘Let’s roll again, but you will have to rephrase that.’ Warwick, who
is a very funny guy, was pissing himself. ‘Thanks, Foggy, you bastard,’ he laughed.

I tried again: ‘I bet your favourite bike is a mini-moto – even dwarfs can reach the foot-pegs.’

‘Cut! No, Carl, you can’t say dwarf either.’ The rest of the celebrities, like comedians Vic Reeves and Bob Mortimer, were in hysterics.

‘Sorry, Warwick,’ I said. ‘I’m just a bit nervous. Help me out here.’ It turns out there is no politically correct phrase other than ‘small people’. I didn’t know that. And isn’t this another case of political correctness gone mad? The only bit they used in the broadcast was a story I told about once coming
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With my dad in 1983 at my first ever race at Aintree just after my eighteenth birthday. Nice New Romantic hairstyle. . .
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On the start line of a schoolboy motocross race in 1982. I’m number 3 (third from the left) and probably not about to win.
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Leading Nick Jefferies (7) and Steve Hislop (11) over the leap at Cronk-y-Voddy during the final practice for the 1991 TT.

[image: image]

Knackered after an epic battle with Dave Leach and Steve Hislop to win my first TT in 1989.
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Having a wheelie good time on a CCM supermoto in 2001.
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Hard as nails. Here’s the metalwork in my shoulder after my crash at Phillip Island. It’s still in there.
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On my way to my fourth World Superbike title in 1999.

[image: image]

Mucking about at my local MX track.
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Sitting pretty in front of the Petronas Twin Towers in Kuala Lumpur to launch the FP1 road bike.
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At the launch of La Vache restaurant with Lawrence Dallaglio and James Blunt. Don’t remember too much after that shot!
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Feeling a right tit. Mark cops a feel as we get ready to go and watch The Rocky Horror Picture Show.
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Jaws ache. Grappling with a huge tope, a member of the shark family, to win a fishing cup in memory of my mate Mark Winstanley.
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Three unwise monkeys. Mark, me and my mate, Kev Moore, at a local motocross event. I really miss those days.
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Nice arse. I’ll have the ostrich’s anus, please.
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Michaela comes running onto the I’m a Celebrity bridge at one of the happiest moments of my life.
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‘King of the Jungle’; with his queen, Michaela, and two princesses, Claudia and Danielle.
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Practising my poker face during a competition for partypoker, which I won. Not sure how. . .
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My jungle mate, Jimmy Bullard, dicking around as usual during filming for an episode of Play to the Whistle.
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Scrubbed up. With Michaela at an awards ceremony.
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Shady character! Prospective son-in-law Jake Quickenden makes a good brolly girl.
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Cool dad. A nice summer’s day in Mellor with Claudia and Danielle.
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