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This book is dedicated to the cause of mental health awareness. I would plead with anyone reading my story who feels they are experiencing similar issues to seek out professional help immediately. There is hope.
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Prologue

June 2016, Manchester

The speedometer hit 160mph. This was it – the end was coming, the pain would be over.

The sun was shining on a perfect summer’s day. I had just picked up a brand-new red convertible Ferrari; I was the heavyweight champion of the world; I had a beautiful wife and family. My life should have been as good as it gets, but my soul was as black as my boots.

Just a few months previously I was standing in the ring with the world acclaiming me as the best heavyweight on earth. I was the man who had followed in the footsteps of such legends as Jack Dempsey, Muhammad Ali, Mike Tyson and Lennox Lewis. Yet now, as I drove along the motorway in this new dream car, I was caught in the nightmare of clinical depression. I had it all but I felt I had nothing to live for. There was no point to my existence.

As I came off the motorway and slowed down I just knew it was time to leave all this torture behind. Right, come on, Tyson, just get this over with. My mind was made up, it was in a place of meaninglessness. Nothing mattered; I didn’t matter. I looked at the upcoming bridge. That was the target; that was the end point. The Ferrari’s engine roared back into life. It would be the last sound I would hear. In a couple of seconds my mind would be clear, devoid of all the voices that were boiling in my head. I put my foot to the floor. The end was in view.

Then, in the moment before I was set to crash, a voice shot into my head: ‘No! Stop! Think about your kids!’ And I blasted past the bridge before hammering on the brakes.

. . .

That’s as close as I have come to ending it all. I look back with relief and bewilderment at just how a person can enter such a state, suffocated by depression like I was, and I give thanks to God. Without my faith I would have committed suicide that day. My children would not have a father to guide them and my amazing wife Paris would have been robbed of a husband who, for all my faults, loves her with all his heart.

Unless you have experienced it, you really don’t know what depression is like. At that moment, and in other moments like it, I have just felt like nothing on earth matters; absolutely nothing. So what is the point of living? Immediately after I got out of the car I was thinking about what the consequences could have been, and I don’t want to go anywhere near that point again in my life. But then it is very easy to slowly slip back into that way of thinking. I’m sure some who are reading this may have experienced what I’m describing. I want to assure everyone that there is a way out, there is a pathway to receiving help. If that wasn’t the case I wouldn’t have made my comeback, I wouldn’t be fighting again in the hardest sport in the world. I could easily have ended up in a padded cell because of some of the things I have done, but I’m fighting back.

1 December 2018, the Staples Center, Los Angeles

‘You’re beat, you’re beat. I’m going to take you to school, you big dosser.’ As we were brought together before the first bell, and throughout the first round, I was taunting the WBC heavyweight champion Deontay Wilder. But in the opening moments of the fight I did find out why Wilder calls himself ‘Bomb Squad’. He landed a jab and I thought, ‘Woah.’ I could feel the knuckle right through my hand as I blocked it.

Before the fight my trainer Ben Davison had been concerned about the way in which Wilder often hits guys with punches behind the head, which can have a devastating effect on the brain. Ben had actually flagged it up to referee Jack Reiss and as the fight wore on, he was wary of how Wilder was trying to catch me. In the ninth round Ben’s fear became a reality. Wilder tagged me behind the ear and down I went. Maybe I got a little too comfortable and the effects of losing so much weight before the fight had taken a little spring out of my step. But it’s also the kind of shot that short-circuits the brain. There’s nothing you can do when you get hit behind the ear or on the temple: your body loses control and you hit the deck. Still, whatever, I was down, and with two minutes left in the round Wilder believed he had enough time to finish me off.

Wrong! I wasn’t hurt and I got to my feet and got back to what I had been doing – and that was boxing the head off Wilder. As he came at me, winging right hands, I clamped him to my body, allowed my head to clear and then I fired back. Soon I was snapping his head back with my jab, a shot I had honed as a weapon back in my earliest days as an amateur. Wilder didn’t know what to do with me. He’s the WBC champion, with scary power in his fists, but he can’t land his punches. He can’t get control of me the way he did with the rest of his thirty-nine opponents, all dispatched by knockout. I finished the round strongly, slam bam in his face with solid shots. How frustrating must that have been for him? He was used to having opponents on the hook and then taking them out.

While I was showing a surprised Wilder that I was going nowhere, little did I know that Ben was having a furious row with the local officials who were trying to keep him from getting to his feet to see if I was all right. The rule in LA is that the corner must remain seated, but when the heavyweight championship of the world is on the line that’s easier said than done. Ben desperately wanted to know what kind of shape I was in. But with under a minute to go I was in my groove, firing home my jab, and Wilder was now the one looking tired, unable to sustain any attacks as I taunted him by putting my hands behind my back and sticking my tongue out at him.

At the start of the tenth round I was on my toes and rapped Wilder’s chin with a quick one-two. He had put so much into trying to stop me in the ninth he was tiring, and I was taking the fight to him. He was now content to sit back and try to land one big final right hand. That allowed me to easily outwork him. There was no way I was going to fall into that trap. With just under a minute to go I sent a right hand of my own thudding into his face and I smartly moved out of range. That drew a big ‘ooh’ from the crowd, and then I showed my defensive skills as I slipped about five blows just before the sound of the bell. He hadn’t landed a decent punch the whole three minutes, and as the bell sounded we were in a clinch. I gave him a few more verbals and stuck my tongue out at him again.

He trudged back to his corner and I went back to mine with a new spring in my step and screamed at the crowd, ‘Come on!’ Then I shouted at Ben, ‘I’m the Gypsy King, I will be victorious.’ I was reaffirming my confidence and belief that I was in the middle of making history, writing a script that few thought was possible. At ringside the BT Sport commentator John Rawling was saying it was ‘a performance to make the hairs on the back of your neck stand up’. Ben told me that I had to give more than I had ever given in my life, that I had to keep my composure and go out and steal the last two rounds. ‘Don’t take any silly chances.’ But I had to do enough to take my chances when they came. I did exactly that – and a bit more – in the eleventh round, at the end of which I pumped out my fist to the fans and the world to proclaim that I was on the cusp of the greatest comeback in boxing history.

Just ninety-six seconds later the dream died. I was gone. Wilder detonated a right hand and then landed a free left hook as I was going down. I hit the canvas with an almighty crash. This had to be the end, thought Wilder and everybody else in the arena, and the millions watching around the world on TV …




Introduction

Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned.

My name is Tyson Luke Fury and, like everyone else in this world, I’m a flawed character. I suffer from mental health issues, I have obsessive compulsive disorder. I also happen to be the number one heavyweight boxer in the world.

My journey so far in this life has never been dull. From the moment I was born three months prematurely, I found myself in a fight for survival. And for as long as I can remember I have always felt that I have a natural ability for sport and particularly boxing, which started off in the kitchen with my brother Shane, when we would wrap towels across our fists and punch each other until we were exhausted. My achievements in the ring have been there for all to see, but as a teenager I used to play golf a lot, right up until I was about twenty-one and had an eight handicap. I’ll still go out from time to time and just for fun at the range I’ll hit a golf ball 250 yards with one hand. I’ve always found that with every sport I can handle myself, whether it is clay pigeon shooting, basketball, rowing or anything. But my life was always going to be absorbed by boxing. This was my gift; this was the path that had been given to me. It feels like it has been my birthright to be an elite fighting man. It’s part of my DNA. In previous generations, there were members of the Fury family who had been successful bare-knuckle fighters. Now we’re professional boxers, like my father John, who boxed as well as having some bare-knuckle fights, and my half-brother Tommy, who’s looking to be a hit in the ring after his time on Love Island.

The ring would be the arena in which I would show my sporting greatness and honour the family name. But the boxing business would also help bring my downfall – and then open the path again to my rise from the depths of despair.

. . .

When I first started writing this book I weighed 28 stone, was drinking heavily, hated boxing and was battling a deep depression. I had no interest in returning to boxing. At that point, all I could see and feel in my life was pain. The belts, the acclaim of becoming the heavyweight champion of the world – the fulfilment of a life-long dream in 2015 – had only left a cold, hollow feeling inside that wouldn’t leave me. It had meant absolutely nothing.

Two years later, I have been recognised by the prestigious American boxing magazine The Ring as the top man in the heavyweight division. I’m fitter than I have ever been and happier than ever before, with a real purpose to living, even though I am constantly reminded that my underlying issues with mental health will never go away.

Throughout my life I have battled anxiety, and between November 2015 and October 2017 I descended into a vile pit of despair but found a way back to having a life again. After only two comeback fights in 2018 I went on to face WBC heavyweight champion Deontay Wilder. I shocked the world with how I performed, winning in the eyes of everyone except two of the judges at ringside, with one scoring it a draw and the other giving it to Wilder.

Some will think they know me from some of my past comments on social media, others will simply focus on my boxing career, but I hope this book will reveal to everyone who I am, my true personality, what I have gone through in my life, and my ongoing struggles.

In the Bible there is a character called Job, who was one of the wealthiest men in the world and then he lost it all, everything he had. He was tormented and even his closest friends turned against him and pressurised him to deny God. But he stood firm and God eventually blessed him with more than he had ever had – and that in many ways is my story. At twenty-seven years of age I stood in a ring in Germany on top of the boxing world. I had just defeated Wladimir Klitschko, a man who had reigned for ten years and was the big favourite to defeat me, but I rose to the challenge and triumphed. On the biggest stage possible I gave glory to my Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, and that immediately divided opinions of me. Then when I returned home, I received widespread criticism in the media and, at the same time, I had already started to drown in depression. This moment of glory quickly turned to dust and it came to the point where I just wanted to die. That’s where I will start to unfold my story in the opening chapter, because it reveals my inner drive to be the best heavyweight in the world, while at the same time battling with my mental health issues.

My journey from top amateur to world heavyweight champion hasn’t been all dark, and anyone who knows me is aware that I enjoy a laugh as much as the next man. Finding my way out of the darkest of days, I am now back at the boxing summit with the potential to earn more money than I have ever done. Most importantly, I love the life of being a dad, a husband and a brother.

I’ve developed a new perspective on the boxing business and life in general. I enjoy nothing more than having fun with friends and family, with my fans, and even winding up some of my fellow fighters like Anthony Joshua, the big spaghetti hoop Deontay Wilder, and Wladimir Klitschko, who hated it when I enjoyed imitating him as that film character Borat. Joshua got a surprise when I called him up and said, ‘What’s happening, AJ? How are you, mush?’ And then told him I was going to knock him out and we had a bit of banter. I’ve got a lot of famous people in my phone’s contacts so I can have a bit of fun after I’ve had a few beers.

In this book I’ve tried to share the light with the dark. We start with a day in 2010 that would unknowingly change the course of my life – in and out of the ring, for the good and for the bad. From there I relive my upbringing. I share the amazing strength of my loved ones who have stood by me, in my triumphs and in my weakest moments. I chart my journey as the Gypsy King: from amateur to heavyweight champion, from the rise to the fall to the rise again. I want this book to show the real me, warts and all. But above all, and if I only want this book to do one thing, it is to inspire anyone else out there going through a tough time. If I can ask for help about mental health – the 6 foot 9 heavyweight champion of the world – so can you. If I can lose over 10 stone in weight, so can you. Happiness is not found in the things you have. We’re all told to get a better job, to get a bigger house, a faster car and we’ll feel so much better, and life will be great, but that’s just a lie. You can have all of that and still feel worthless.

But there’s a way out from the trap of depression, and I believe that knowing this can give hope to others across the world who are suffering in silence from mental health issues. I just feel that there are too many men and women without a voice, without easy access to explain their fears, or unable to describe what they have to go through on a daily basis just to get by in life. The opportunity to open up about our inner demons can make such a difference.

I was a shy, quiet character growing up and just like a lot of kids in sport I used to get nervous when I was starting out in my amateur days. I had a fear of losing as an amateur because I wanted to succeed so badly. But then when I started professional boxing I thought that if I was going to get attention I had to shout my mouth off, because being myself wouldn’t work. So I started playing this part when the cameras would roll, being arrogant and cocky. This mask would go on and I eventually lost myself in this character, because it was what people expected of me, and I suppose that can happen in all walks of life. You can feel like you have to try and be something you’re not because of the pressure society puts on you. And this is a big factor in the development of mental health problems. I’ve realised that I have to be me, no matter what.

I’ve had to get behind the mask.




CHAPTER ONE

King for a Day

In June 2010 I boarded a plane for a trip that was longer than I had anticipated and, unknown to me at the time, would set me on the path to defeating Wladimir Klitschko, one of the most dominant world heavyweight champions in the history of boxing. It was also the start of a journey that would derail my life in the most torturous way.

At this point in my career I had lifted my first professional belt, the English heavyweight title. At home I had become a father to our first child, Venezuela, who was a year old. In and outside the ring, things were relatively good because I was fighting regularly and starting to make a name for myself, although my personal demons were never far away.

My personality has always been one of acting instinctively. If I feel I need to do something, I do it. So one day I walked into a travel agent and booked a flight from Manchester airport. Detroit was my destination and the man I was going to see was the late, legendary boxing trainer Emanuel Steward – Manny as he is known. His list of fighters matches any of the great boxing coaches down through the decades. He trained a total of forty-one world champions, including legends of the ring Thomas Hearns, Lennox Lewis and the man who was always my number one target, the long-time undisputed heavyweight champion of the world, Ukrainian Wladimir Klitschko.

Manny was a good amateur boxer – he had a record of ninety-four wins and only three defeats, and he won a national Golden Gloves title in 1963 – but it was as a trainer at the famous old Kronk gym in Detroit that he shone so brightly. His legendary status was long set in stone by the time he took an interest in me, looking across the pond and eager to have a chat. Manny had actually called my dad, John, a year earlier, in 2009, expressing his desire that I come over and see him because he believed that I could be the next heavyweight champion of the world.

That was a very bold statement, and the invitation was naturally very tempting, but I said no because the time wasn’t right. My wife, Paris, was pregnant with Venezuela and it just didn’t suit me to make such a huge move, even though I felt honoured and excited by the fact that Manny Steward was wanting to meet me, a twenty-two-year-old unbeaten but raw professional. However, one day I just thought, if I don’t go to Detroit and see him I’ll regret it for the rest of my life, so somehow I had to make it happen. This wasn’t just any old trainer wanting to work with me, it was a legend of the sport. So I booked the flight, grabbed a bag and told Paris I was off to the States. That’s the way I am, I have that impulsive nature.

I did try to contact Manny on the phone, as well as my cousin, Andy Lee, from Limerick, who was there training in his gym. But I couldn’t get hold of either of them. Manny was very busy with his television commentary work with American channel HBO. So I just got on the plane, on my own with no address for him, and when I arrived at Detroit airport I told the taxi driver to take me to the Kronk gym. When we arrived at what we believed was the gym, the place had closed down, but fortunately the driver found the right address and we eventually got there.

When I walked in I was the only white guy in the place, and standing so tall I stood out a bit. I went up to one of the trainers and asked, ‘Where can I find Manny?’ He asked me who I was and I told him, ‘I’m Tyson Fury, the future heavyweight champion of the world.’ When it came to boxing and what I could do in the ring I never lacked confidence. So, the guy rings Manny and says, ‘There’s a crazy white kid down here says he wants to meet you, says he’s going to be the next heavyweight champ of the world.’ Manny asked him what my name was, and then he got the guy to bring me straight to his house. He was as shocked to see me as the whole gym was when they saw this big heavyweight with the funny English accent talking a big game. It’s a funny thing, but I was so confident in my ability and yet away from that arena I could find myself being happy one minute and the next slipping into a very dark place. It just felt like the bigger the high, the deeper the low. That was the cycle I was in, so with every bit of success there would be a price to pay. This was my life and I didn’t know why.

As soon as Manny and I met we clicked. I was supposed to be there for two weeks and I stayed for a month. He took me back to his house and I stayed there with him; he even bought me a special extra-large bed to sleep in. He treated me and talked to me like I was a world champion already and told me I was one of the top three personalities he’d ever seen in boxing – Muhammad Ali and Prince Naseem Hamed being the other two. He worked a lot on my balance and my jab and in those four weeks I was like a sponge soaking everything in. What he taught me has stayed with me for the rest of my career. He wasn’t just a boxing trainer, he was a real teacher and you don’t get many of them today. He took an interest in me personally and was keen to pass on as much knowledge as possible about the art of boxing.

It was without doubt one of the best times of my life, particularly with my cousin Andy there as well. He had been with Manny from the start of his professional career and would go on to become WBO middleweight champion. We’d go out with Manny to these bars at the weekend and Manny – who everybody in Detroit knew – would stand up and introduce me as the next heavyweight champion of the world. I’d then grab the microphone and give them a few songs and the Americans loved it.

In the Kronk gym I quickly made an impression. This big Australian cruiserweight kept asking me to spar with him and Manny told him no, because I was too big, but the guy insisted. When we finally did get in the ring I put him down with a jab twice and we had to end the spar shortly after that because it was so one-sided. I was on fire and so was Andy in sparring, and one day all you could hear from one of the veteran trainers was, ‘Man, I can’t believe it. White boys taking over Kronk! White boys taking over Kronk!’

The way I moved, the rhythm I had and the way I handled myself, the experienced trainers in the gym were really surprised because they viewed most European heavyweights as quite robotic in the way they boxed. The big men in the sport don’t normally move the way I do. I stand out because of my movement and hand-speed. Like a diamond in the rough, and they couldn’t take their eyes off me. They had expected me to walk in flat-footed, hands held high, marching forward, just another big people-carrier off the conveyor belt, but instead they were looking at a Ferrari.

The old men in the gym said I was boxing more like an American – with an American’s mentality. I was backing up the claim I made when I arrived at the gym that I was the future of boxing. I could see that the guys who had been around the gym with Manny for a long time were shocked at what they were witnessing because very few heavyweights can do what I can in the ring, with my natural athleticism and fast hands. They were loving watching me every day and I could sense just how beneficial the whole experience was and the positivity from experienced boxing men was palpable. There was no sense of anxiety, no opportunity for the darkness to descend on my mind because I was learning more about the sport I had always loved, learning from the best and feeding off the reactions of those watching me.

I was really tempted to stay there. I was in one of the most famous boxing gyms in the world and every day catching the eye, putting on a show and then going out to the local bars and entertaining the fellas with my singing in the evenings. I was improving so much. In terms of my development it may have made sense to stay, but I had to get back home to Paris and the family because they were always my number one priority. Manny loved working with me and he actually bought me a pair of beautiful boxing boots, which I would go on to wear the momentous night of my heavyweight title match five years later in Germany.

After a great experience I had to say goodbye to Manny and the Kronk gym. However, four weeks later, I got a call from Manny asking me to come to Austria to be part of Wladimir Klitschko’s training camp for his world heavyweight title defence against Londoner Dereck Chisora. I jumped at the chance to be part of that camp – to see what Klitschko was like up close and personal and to have the opportunity of working with Manny again. What I didn’t know when I accepted the offer was how Manny was about to lay even more groundwork for me to one day triumph over Klitschko.

We were in the gym one session and Manny pointed to me and said it loud and clear – ‘Tyson is going to become the next dominant heavyweight champion of the world.’ Wladimir didn’t like it one bit and I could see it in his face. He was in the ring sparring and having a tough time, and Manny said, ‘I better not let Tyson Fury in here cos he’d knock your ass out.’ Manny actually called me at 3 a.m. after that sparring session to ask my thoughts on how Wladimir was looking because he valued my opinion on fighters. I was very honest and told him I went to Austria expecting to meet Superman but he just looked like another man with a pair of gloves on; there was nothing special to see at all. Clearly, Manny was worried that Klitschko was going to pull out of the fight with Chisora because he wasn’t looking that sharp at all. In the end, that’s exactly what happened, but it wasn’t before I got into Klitschko’s head even more.

About twenty of us (and my cousin Andy can verify this) went down to the sauna and an old American trainer who worked with Wladimir said to me, ‘You know Wladimir is the Sauna King, so show some respect. He likes to leave last after everybody else has gone.’

Well, that was music to my ears because nobody loves a challenge more than me and I knew it was a perfect moment to wind up big Wlad. So we go in, I’m as fat as a pig and it’s the hottest sauna that I’ve ever experienced, with a big fire in the middle of it. We’re all there naked and they give you this stuff that looks like chocolate sauce to pour over yourself. One by one they all get out, to the point where it’s just me and Wladimir sitting there. We were only meant to be in there for twenty minutes but then he gets up and turns the clock back to go for another twenty minutes and I’m thinking, ‘I’m going to die here.’ But I wasn’t going to let him beat me. I thought, ‘If I pass out, they can throw some water on me and I’ll be all right.’ So I count down the time in my head to keep me focused and then five minutes later Wladimir gets up and walks out in a huff. I thought, great, and stayed in for another ten minutes and when I came out I nearly fainted. The old American trainer who I had spoken to before I went in was still there and he said to me, ‘What did you say to Wladimir?’ I just looked at him, took in a gulp of air and said, ‘Now I’m the Sauna King.’

That’s how I knew I would beat Wladimir; he knew that I wouldn’t give in to him. Throughout all his camps he would stare at sparring partners, looking to intimidate them. He was big into psychology because he knew there was a good chance that down the line he would face those guys and they would be beaten before the first bell would ring because they would have demons in their head from what had happened in the training camps with him. But he couldn’t do that to me. He would stare at me in the gym and I’d shout across, ‘Have you got a problem?’

I could see that his weakness was that he needed to be in control of everything. We both left that camp knowing he couldn’t intimidate me. And we both knew the same thing five years later when the moment finally came to fight for his world titles at the Esprit Arena in Düsseldorf in 2015.

. . .

It had seemed a long way off, but Klitschko was always the target for me. As I built up my career, winning every title I could – the English, Irish, British, Commonwealth, European and WBO Intercontinental heavyweight titles – I improved my world ranking in pursuit of big Wlad. He was knocking off one challenger after another and his brother Vitali was doing the same. Vitali first won the WBC belt in 2004 and then held it from 2008 to 2013, while Wlad had the other major three belts, the WBA, IBF and WBO. They had the heavyweight scene wrapped up and it was going to take the Gypsy King to bring down their empire. They knew it and they kept me away from the crown jewels for as long as they could, until I made it to the position of mandatory challenger and my chance came in 2015.

But as my professional career was in the ascendancy and as I approached the biggest fight of my life, there was tragedy at home that had to be suppressed until I fulfilled my dream. The nightmare could come later.

My uncle Hughie, who had coached me in the early part of my career, died in October 2014 after a freak accident. He was moving a caravan when the drawbar fell on him and broke his leg. He then suffered a clot, which travelled to his lung and he suffered a cardiac arrest. He lay in a coma for eleven weeks after the accident and during the early part of that period I found myself not only visiting him in hospital but also having to rush my wife Paris into the same hospital, Wythenshawe in Manchester. Paris was around six months pregnant at the time and we had received the heart-breaking news that the baby had died. Because the little one was so developed, Paris had to go into hospital to have the baby delivered.

Words cannot describe how terrible a time it was for everyone in the family. I was in one part of the hospital with Paris as she had to give birth to our child who had died, and in another ward Uncle Hughie was in an induced coma. I went from one side of the hospital to the other, just to check on my uncle and then back to Paris, who was thankfully allowed home that day.

The hospital wanted to take the baby off us but I told them emphatically no, because that was not in our culture, and that I would be taking him home to bury him. I put him in this little wooden box that I had for a watch, took him up to my dad’s house, and found a nice spot in the garden and buried him there. My dad and my brother Shane were with me. Paris naturally didn’t go because it was all just so traumatic for her. The tears were streaming down my face as we said a few prayers and I laid down a stone to mark his burial place. It was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do. It really cut me up and yet at the same time I had to be strong for Paris and think about what was best for her because she was in such a state, as any mother would be at having lost a baby in that way.

I was supposed to have a fight in July but that was cancelled and to help Paris cope with the whole trauma she had been through I booked us a cruise. We flew to Venice and spent two weeks on a Mediterranean cruise with Shane and his wife, as well as my very good friend Dave Reay and his wife. I just felt it would help but at first Paris was adamant that she didn’t want to go; she was crying a lot and just in despair
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