

chapter eight

In the Spotlight

When I first met Tyson, in my mid-teens, I couldn’t have known how famous he’d become, and how much our lives would change. Ours has been an extraordinary journey – one that’s sometimes been tough to navigate – but I’m glad that, through it all, we’ve both stayed level-headed and have stuck to our values and priorities.

Tyson has never been your typical celebrity. His huge boxing success may have raised his public profile, but – unless he has a fight to promote – he prefers to avoid the limelight. It speaks volumes that he chooses to base himself in Morecambe, which, while we love it, isn’t the most glamorous place to live. He hardly has any famous friends – he surrounds himself with close family, and a handful of pals he’s known and trusted for ages – and, over the years, he’s learned to spot (and shun) the freeloaders and the parasites. He doesn’t give them the time of day.

Tyson has turned down countless opportunities to appear on game shows and reality shows, too, and has even declined major TV and movie roles. While he’s still enjoying his boxing, he doesn’t want or need the additional exposure. The only entertaining he’s keen to do is in the ring, by winning fights and gaining titles. As he’s said himself, ‘Fame can come and go, but achievement lasts forever.’

We’ve never been especially drawn to the celebrity bandwagon. But, back in the early days of Tyson’s professional career, not long after our wedding, his promoters had encouraged him to try to get some more media exposure. It would be in his interest, he was told, because the more prominent the fighter, the more match tickets were sold, and the more money was earned. Tyson was put in touch with a high-profile, London-based PR firm who added him to their client list and, in return for a monthly fee, secured us invitations to various VIP events in the capital. At first Tyson and I went along with it, persuaded it would benefit his career. We’d arrange for Mam to babysit Prince and Venezuela, and then drive down south to attend a product launch in Mayfair or a restaurant opening in Knightsbridge.

We quickly realised we didn’t fit into this celebrity world. The VIP gatherings we went to felt so false; most guests were just there to pose for paparazzi, and their conversations with us went along the lines of ‘Who are you? What do you do? Who do you know?’ Tyson and I hardly had time to watch TV or read showbiz magazines (we still don’t), so we had no real clue which boyband singer or reality show star we were chatting to or being photographed with. The other people at these events seemed to enjoy being part of the London social whirl – each to their own – but, as far as we were concerned, it felt like a waste of our time and energy.

‘This is pointless, Tyson,’ I said after yet another disappointing evening. ‘I could’ve had a great weekend at Mam and Dad’s instead of hanging around with a bunch of strangers, just so we can get our faces in a magazine.’

‘Agreed,’ he said. ‘It’s a load of rubbish. Let’s knock it on the head.’

We did, but not before one PR exec tried to persuade me to take part in a photoshoot for a tabloid newspaper. I remember thinking it was a bit odd, because Tyson was the famous half of the couple, not me. Call me naive, but not until someone mentioned ‘swimsuit’ did I realise that they were setting me up for some kind of Page 3-style shot. I refused point blank, of course.

‘You’re barking up the wrong tree,’ I said. ‘That’s not my style.’

Tyson and I found the funny side of it, though. I wasn’t going to get my kit off in a national newspaper just so he could raise his media profile and flog a few more fight tickets. From that time onwards, we purposely avoided the showbiz circuit, even when Tyson started to amass his titles and attract more attention.

 

Fast-forward to spring 2019, however – in the wake of Tyson’s incredible boxing comeback – and a proposal arrived from a documentary-maker that attracted our attention. Tyson would regularly be sent programme pitches by television executives who thought his remarkable story would make him an ideal subject, and who’d ask him to consider taking part in a fly-on-the-wall TV show.

We always discussed these proposals together, because in principle we could see the potential benefits. Although we didn’t really crave publicity, we realised that a documentary, if approached in the right manner, could actually do some good. On the one hand, it might give viewers the opportunity to see the ‘real’ Tyson Fury. Many people perceived him as a big, bad, loud-mouthed boxer (much of which was put on for show) but, as I knew more than anyone, in private he was a very kind, caring and compassionate man. On the other hand – and more importantly, perhaps – a documentary could also provide Tyson with the ideal platform to raise awareness of mental health issues, a subject that remained close to his heart.

Up until that point we’d turned down every approach. Some felt just too intrusive – we had our young family to consider, and a busy household to manage – and others seemed too time-consuming to fit in with Tyson’s hectic schedule. A few producers were overly keen to focus on Tyson’s Gypsy heritage, too, which rang a few alarm bells. While he was very proud of his Traveller upbringing – as was I – he had genuine and justified concerns about how he’d be portrayed.

Neither of us wanted our precious culture to be ridiculed for entertainment’s sake, which I felt we’d already seen happen with programmes like Big Fat Gypsy Weddings, which I’d watched when the series first aired in 2011. It had caused a lot of upset and resentment among our community. Many of us felt it showed Gypsies and Travellers in a terrible light, focusing only upon a tiny section of people whose extreme and extravagant behaviour – from flashy weddings to rowdy gatherings – no doubt made for good television. However, the millions of viewers who tuned in and assumed all Gypsies followed similar lifestyles were being badly misled. The UK’s Gypsy and Traveller population is extremely diverse, comprising dozens of distinct groups including English Romany Gypsies, Welsh Roma Gypsies, and Irish and Scottish Travellers like the Furys and the Mulroys. Each community has its own history, customs and identity, which they are rightly proud of.

I have to say, though, I hardly recognised any of the supposed Gypsy traditions featured in Big Fat Gypsy Weddings. For starters, in my community there was no rule that wedding dresses had to be the biggest and priciest creations you could get your hands on, unlike the huge, sparkly outfits paraded on the programme. Also featured on the show were instances of ‘grabbing’, a courtship ritual – usually at a social event – that involved a teenage boy seizing a girl he wanted to kiss. I’d never seen this myself, and I found it quite hard to watch. The whole intention was to poke fun at the Gypsy community, in my opinion, and there was no chance of me or Tyson participating in anything that peddled these misleading stereotypes. We both understood the fascination with Travellers – we’re quite a private and secretive community – but we weren’t going to set ourselves up to be mocked.

It was around the time of Adonis’ birth that a production company called Optomen, who were working alongside ITV, approached Tyson with the proposal that finally interested him. They wanted to make an honest, in-depth documentary to show him in his true light, both as a dedicated athlete and as a devoted family man. It was pitched as a serious-minded programme, not a light-hearted reality show, that would steer clear of contrived storylines and staged scenarios.

‘What d’you reckon, Paris?’ said Tyson, as he handed me the proposal. ‘This one looks pretty good.’

‘Yeah, it does,’ I said, flicking through the pages. ‘Let’s meet them.’

We clicked with Optomen’s producer, Demi Doyle, straight away. Smart, genuine and enthusiastic, she listened carefully to our comments and concerns and reassured us of their intentions to create an authentic portrayal of his life and career.

‘We’re not trying to catch you out or show you up,’ Demi told Tyson. ‘We just want the world to see the real you, in and out of the boxing ring.’

Tyson decided to go for it. He signed on the dotted line and the documentary – Tyson Fury: The Gypsy King – became a reality. The camera crew would trail him over the space of a few months as he prepared for his fights, both in the UK and the US, and it was agreed he’d only be filmed at home when convenient.

The initial plan was to focus largely on Tyson’s boxing career, and to minimise mine and the kids’ participation. But once shooting began, this quickly became impractical. Every spare moment of Tyson’s time at home was devoted to the family and, like many other households, we did all our activities together. So having replayed all the Morecambe footage in the editing room, Demi gave us a call.

‘You guys are inseparable,’ she said. ‘It’s virtually impossible to shoot Tyson at home without you and the children. And, if I’m honest, it wouldn’t be a true reflection of his life if you weren’t featured.’

Demi and the crew had noticed the strong connection between husband and wife, and they didn’t want to gloss over it. They wanted me to have more input, they said, because the more they’d seen me and Tyson together, the more they’d realised there was a real love story going on. In their eyes, this documentary wasn’t just about a boxer and his career; it was also about the woman who’d been by his side through thick and thin.

It was very kind of them to point this out, but I wasn’t totally convinced.

‘Are you sure you want me in this, Demi?’ I asked. ‘I thought it was just supposed to be about Tyson? Will the viewers really be bothered about me?’

‘You’ll have to trust me on this one,’ she said with a smile. ‘Just be yourself, and you’ll be fine.’

After giving it some thought – and running it past Tyson – I agreed to allow the crew to film me as well. Demi had won my confidence, and I felt quite flattered to be included. I also gave them consent to include footage of the kids if they happened to come into shot – which was pretty often, as it happened – and I agreed to sit down for a couple of lengthy, face-to-face interviews that relived the highs and lows of our marriage. It was a very emotional experience. I really had to bite my lip as I opened up about my husband’s mental health battle.

‘He’d ballooned. He’d got to twenty-nine stone. He was drinking heavily. He was doing things I didn’t even know about, and it was just getting out of hand,’ I said, as the cameras rolled. ‘It was a hard situation for anyone to be in.’

With the documentary now a family affair, I naturally became quite concerned about how we’d come across on screen. With five young children, two vocal parents and various friends and relatives coming and going, the Fury household could get very loud and chaotic. In the first week or so of filming I did my utmost to show us in a favourable light, continually cleaning the house, preparing nice, wholesome meals and reining in my unruly kids whenever their behaviour nosedived.

‘Sit nicely, stay quiet, mind your language and do as you’re told,’ I’d warn them before I served up neat portions of cottage pie and vegetables. ‘They’re filming us, remember . . . I don’t want people thinking we’re a bunch of wild animals . . .’

This daft pretence didn’t last long. After two or three days, I gave up. I was deluding myself. My ideal home and picture-perfect family didn’t exist, so I stopped the obsessive tidying, dished out nuggets and chips for tea and let the kids run amok and be themselves. If this meant scenes of chaos and clutter being broadcast to the British viewing public, I’d just have to live with it.

One Saturday afternoon, when the film crew followed us all into a local Italian restaurant, all five children had moods and meltdowns. Venezuela was sulking, Prince and Baby Tyson were having toy-related tantrums, Valencia was whining while trying to climb out of her high-chair and Adonis was crying for his bottle.

‘I’m really sorry about this,’ I said to the cameraman as I tried to wrestle my daughter back into her chair. ‘They’ll calm down soon.’

‘Don’t apologise, Paris,’ he replied. ‘This is great. This is real life.’

 

Most of the filming had finished by autumn 2019, when it was time for Tyson to try his hand at a different sport. He’d been a lifelong fan of WWE (World Wrestling Entertainment) so when its head honchos, who in turn were big admirers of his, invited him to join their star-studded USA show in the gap before the Wilder rematch, he gladly accepted.

Not only was this a dream come true for Tyson, it was also a massive deal for the children. My eldest boy was over the moon when his dad told him the good news. Prince was a huge WWE fan; he thought it was the best sport in town, and had his own ambitions of becoming a wrestler.

‘Wrestling’s way cooler than boxing,’ he’d often say to Tyson, before challenging his dad to a game of WWE Superstars on his PlayStation.

Part of Tyson’s deal included his family being allowed to join him in America for the eight-week stint – he wouldn’t have accepted it otherwise – and I wasn’t exactly complaining. Before we left I also spoke with the children’s school teachers, who kindly supplied me with some homework packs to keep them up to date with their class work.

The WWE organisation couldn’t have been more welcoming. They flew all seven of us out to Los Angeles, first class – we usually travelled economy, so this was a proper treat – and we were put up in an amazing hotel in the city.

Tyson quite literally threw himself into the wrestling experience, making his first SmackDown appearance at LA’s Staples Center (where he’d previously fought Deontay Wilder) by theatrically vaulting over a crowd barrier and grappling with WWE legends Dolph Ziggler and Braun Strowman. Although boxing and wrestling are very different disciplines – the first relies on punches to overpower an opponent, whereas the second uses locks and holds – Tyson took to WWE like a duck to water. The children and I had a brilliant time, holding aloft our giant foam ‘thumbs-up’ hands as we cheered on Daddy from our front row seats. I was so pleased the younger ones were finally able to see him in action, especially in a sport that was traditionally more theatrical and child-friendly than boxing. There would be no brutal and bloody scenes in these bouts.

Shortly afterwards we relocated to Orlando in Florida, where Tyson teamed up with the main WWE training camp. He had to prepare for his showpiece ‘Crown Jewel’ match against Strowman – scheduled for the end of October in Saudi Arabia – and in the meantime would continue making regular appearances on the WWE tour. The kids and I wouldn’t be joining him in Saudi (they needed to return to school, and I had plenty of family-related matters to attend to) but this still left us with a fortnight of Florida sunshine to enjoy. While Tyson pumped iron in the gym, the rest of us chilled out at the hotel or the beach, and we’d all catch up later in the day to grab something nice to eat. When Tyson had a day off we’d visit Disney World, where they would lay on a fantastic VIP tour for us, usually reserved for the biggest names in showbiz.

There’s no doubt about it, the Fury family were living the dream in Florida – so many fond memories were made that autumn – but, as parents, Tyson and I were conscious our children shouldn’t take this amazing experience for granted. We were keen for them to appreciate how fortunate they were.

‘Count your blessings, kids,’ I remember telling them as we marvelled at the wonders of Disney World. ‘Never forget how lucky you are.’

We met most of the big WWE superstars during our American adventure, including wrestling legends Ric Flair and Hulk Hogan. Even Tyson was a little star-struck when he came face to face with Dwayne ‘The Rock’ Johnson, although the feeling was clearly mutual. Dwayne turned out to be a huge fan of Tyson’s; he knew all about his boxing career and really admired the way he’d staged his professional comeback. Tyson’s story of recovery and revival tended to chime particularly loudly with other elite sports- people; those who belonged to that world really appreci-ated the strength of character it took to turn around your fortunes.

Dwayne was a genuinely lovely man, and was so kind to the kids when we met him backstage after a show. He took time to talk to Prince about wrestling – my boy’s smile had never been so wide – before happily posing for photographs with the whole Fury clan. Valencia was excited too, bouncing up and down in her pushchair when she recognised his voice from his role in Moana, an animated Disney film. ‘Maui!!! Maui!!!’ she shouted at him, which made us all laugh, Dwayne included – he slipped straight into character just for her benefit. It was a very sweet thing to do. Meeting mega-famous people can sometimes be disappointing – often they don’t match your expectations – but The Rock certainly exceeded ours.

The WWE Crown Jewel, which saw Tyson facing Braun Strowman, the so-called ‘Monster Among Men’, took place in Riyadh on Halloween night. The kids and I watched it at my mam and dad’s place, along with my brother Jimmy’s children. All the youngsters were so excited to see their dad and uncle taking part in such a fantastic spectacle. Ever the showman, Tyson entered the arena dressed in an Arab robe – the audience loved it – and, once inside the ring, he head-locked and power-slammed like he’d been wrestling all his life.

Watching him fight that night, while bouncing Adonis on my knee, I had a little moment of reflection. It was Halloween 2017 when I’d witnessed a sad, skeleton-suited Tyson returning home from a Morecambe pub, with the weight of the world on his shoulders. Two years down the line, here was my husband, a picture of health, strength and fitness, both in mind and in body. And, as he claimed an unlikely victory over Strowman with an impressive total knockout, our Tyson Fury Fan Club raised the roof.

 

A couple of months after his WWE success, Tyson resumed his boxing training in Las Vegas to prepare for the Deontay Wilder rematch. This time round, however, he’d be sparring without his coach Ben Davison. The previous fight against Wallin hadn’t exactly gone to plan – questions had been asked about his fight preparation and his excessive weight loss, and he’d sustained that awful cut to his brow – and Tyson realised he’d need a change of direction if he was to stand any chance of beating Wilder. So he decided to join forces instead with Javan ‘SugarHill’ Steward, a more experienced trainer who’d be able to work on his strength and technique and improve his punch-power. Ben was offered another role within the camp but for his own reasons decided not to accept, which Tyson fully respected. Happily, they parted on good terms and agreed to remain friends. Ben had been instrumental in Tyson’s mental and physical recovery – I don’t think he’d have managed it without his help and support – and we both had lots to thank him for.

It was really tough being separated from Tyson but we spoke on the phone every day. He’d been joined in Las Vegas by his brothers Shane, Hughie and John Boy, as well as his cousin, boxing coach Andy Lee, who were all there to offer him extra support inside and outside the gym. His new regime was tough – it sounded like an army-style boot camp – but, by working with a different trainer and learning new things, he felt excited and revitalised, almost as if he was starting afresh. In fact, he was taking things so seriously he had some unexpected news for me.

‘When you come over to Vegas I think you should stop in a hotel, Paris,’ he said. ‘Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you get the best room in town.’

The team wanted him to focus fully on the fight, he explained, and I felt my heart sink to my stomach. He didn’t say as much, but I suspected they thought I’d be a distraction, in more ways than one. For us, though, staying together before a fight had become a ritual (a superstition, in fact) and I hated the idea of breaking it. But Tyson was clearly willing to do anything to win this fight, so I thought it best to hide my feelings and pretend I was OK with the decision.

‘No problem, babe,’ I fibbed. ‘Whatever you think is best.’

Tyson kept his word as regards the hotel room. As soon as I landed at McCarran Airport, four days before the fight, I was whisked over to the MGM Grand in downtown Las Vegas and was shown to a swanky suite in a private wing. Despite all the luxury, being apart from Tyson just made me feel anxious and irritable. I did my best to distract myself by going to a couple of the hotel’s glitzy shows with friends and family (many of them had flown over for the fight, including my pal Cathy and my sister Montana) but I just wasn’t in the mood for any after-hours partying. The others had turned their Vegas trip into a mini-holiday – who could blame them; they were in showbiz central – but I couldn’t relax into it. The run-up to a fight was always a deadly serious time for me, and I never felt comfortable partying until it was all over. So, while the girls hit the Strip for a drink and a dance, I ended up watching TV in my suite or wandering around the hotel like a lost sheep. Occasionally I’d pass groups of raucous Fury fans sporting their Gypsy King T-shirts; thousands had landed in town for the big fight.

‘Fury’s on FIRE . . . Fury’s on FIRE . . .’ they’d chant, which was just making me miss him even more.

The only time we were able to spend together was an hour per day at Tyson’s villa, after which I’d have to drag myself away. I’d become so used to being part of Team Fury, alongside his brothers and his coaching staff, and it felt weird not being involved this time round. My superstitious streak was getting the better of me, too. Would this change be a bad omen? Would his good luck run out? Would his unbeaten record stay intact?

On the eve of the fight it all got too much for me. I’d gone to see Tyson with Dave and Cathy – he was in great shape, and in good spirits – but as we drove back to our hotel, far from being relieved I was overwhelmed with worry. I felt just as jumpy for this Wilder fight as I had done for the first. Tyson may have exposed his opponent’s weaknesses back in December 2018, but the Bronze Bomber remained a huge threat and still had the potential to cause my husband serious damage.

In the car, I could feel my stress levels rising. I suddenly burst into tears and punched the headrest in front of me so hard it skinned my knuckles; a classic Fury right hook. Our temporary separation may have helped Tyson’s frame of mind, but it certainly hadn’t helped mine. I didn’t realise it then, but I think I was having a panic attack.

‘I can’t take all this,’ I wailed, as tears streamed down my face. ‘I hate not being with Tyson. I feel useless. It’s horrible . . .’

Poor Dave had no idea how to handle me. It was so out of character. It took Cathy’s intervention to finally calm me down.

‘It’ll be all right, Paris,’ she said, gently putting her arm around my shoulder. ‘I know it’s been tough for you, but you’ve got to put your trust in Tyson. He knows what he’s doing.’

 

The following day I still had a knot in my stomach, but thankfully I felt far less anxious. Tyson was keen to make the journey to the fight venue with me – I was glad at least to keep our tradition of arriving together – so I was given permission (thanks, team!) to get ready at his place. I changed into a full-length, off-the-shoulder red sequinned dress, which I complemented with a matching bag and a pair of red stilettos. Tyson’s outfit was particularly snazzy; he looked amazing in a specially made Claudio Lugli white suit, covered with images of himself in various boxing poses.

The short trip to the MGM Grand, in a chauffeured Rolls-Royce, was totally bizarre – helicopters buzzed over us the whole way, as every metre of our journey was beamed live on TV – and it made me realise the true magnitude of the occasion. Wilder v Fury II had been billed as one of the most anticipated fights in a generation – a face-off between two undefeated champions, both in the prime of their lives, and at the peak of their careers – and would be watched by millions worldwide.

Both boxers had entered into a war of words in the build-up: ‘You big dosser, you’re getting knocked out,’ Tyson had goaded in the pre-fight press conference, only for Wilder to respond with some pretty nasty references to mental illness. Tyson had then countered with a mocking rendition of Chumbawamba’s ‘Tubthumping’ with its apt lyrics about getting knocked down and getting up again. Their fierce rivalry was genuine, not staged, and the boxing world could hardly wait to see them slug it out in the ring.

Despite all the fuss and fanfare, Tyson was as calm as ever when we finally arrived at the MGM. He was relishing the challenge and was ready for battle. I spent some time with him in the dressing room – I watched him getting his hands wrapped, and putting his gloves on – before giving him a good-luck kiss and going off to find my seat.

When he entered the Arena an hour or so later, Tyson was sitting on a throne dressed as a king and lip-synching to Patsy Cline’s ‘Crazy’. The sell-out crowd went wild with excitement – I’d never experienced an atmosphere like it – and the noise levels went through the roof when the bell rang to signal the start of the bout. I spent the first round to the last clinging onto the barrier in front of me, like I was on a white-knuckle rollercoaster ride. Squeezed in between Shane and Hughie, as per usual, I yelled my words of encouragement up to Tyson, flinching and gurning as each punch landed. I never look very pretty during a fight, it has to be said.

But that feeling that my husband could be knocked out at any second was truly frightening, as was the possibility that his brow scar could get reopened. Luckily it wasn’t too long before Tyson’s attack-minded training began to pay off. Towards the end of round three he knocked down Wilder, bombarding him with a flurry of punches that left him battered and bloodied. I never revel in any boxer getting hurt, but I did feel a tiny element of satisfaction in this case.

You had so much to say for yourself, Wilder, I thought to myself as he dragged himself up off the canvas. You had this one coming . . .

It was all over in the seventh round. Tyson’s brute force and boxing brilliance left a dazed and disorientated Wilder on the ropes, and his corner wisely threw in the towel. Following one of the greatest ever performances in modern times the WBC World Heavyweight title now belonged to my husband, and I couldn’t climb into that boxing ring fast enough (not an easy task when you’re wearing a skintight evening gown). Once the formalities were over Tyson treated the crowd to a rendition of ‘American Pie’, at one stage pulling me close to him and gazing into my eyes, as if to say ‘I did this for us, Paris.’ He knew I’d found things hard in Vegas but, in the world of top-flight sport, I also knew sacrifices sometimes had to be made. And as Tyson sang his heart out, with his title belt slung over his shoulder, that sacrifice suddenly seemed worthwhile. I couldn’t have been more proud of my Gypsy King.

 

Our documentary – Tyson Fury: The Gypsy King – was eventually broadcast to the nation in the spring of 2020. Optomen had given us an advance viewing of all three episodes, with the option of making editorial changes if we wished, but as it turned out we didn’t alter a thing. Some footage made me cringe – particularly a lovers’ tiff Tyson and I had during a mini-break in Marbella, when I’d shed a few tears – but we had to agree it was an accurate reflection of Fury family life, warts and all. If we’d censored all the bits we weren’t fond of, we wouldn’t have been true to ourselves.

What really surprised me, though, was the amount of screen time that had been devoted to me. Even though I’d agreed to be filmed and interviewed, I genuinely hadn’t expected to feature so heavily. And, as I watched the episodes unfold, I began to understand what Demi meant about our love story. We had never, ever styled ourselves as the perfect couple (at one point in the film I’d told him to f*** off during a phone conversation, when he’d stayed too long in the pub) but, despite the livelier moments, I think our deep affection for each other still really shone through. My husband said some very nice things about me – how I’d kept him going, and how I’d stood by him – and, in one really sweet scene, he dug out a pink polka-dot memory box I’d kept hidden in a cupboard for years. Among the mementos was a first-date cinema ticket for King Kong, a heart-shaped lollipop he’d bought me one Valentine’s Day, and a yellow plastic ‘engagement ring’ he’d given me for a laugh when we were courting. He also produced a handwritten love note he’d once sent to me.

‘In short, I will part with anything for you,’ it read. ‘There is only one happiness in life; to love, and to be loved.’

Prior to the documentary airing, I’d been asked if I’d help to promote it on national TV because, at that time, Tyson was in Vegas preparing for the Wilder rematch. I was more than happy to do so. I’d become quite accustomed to giving broadcast interviews, usually to the boxing channels that tracked Tyson’s progress, and by now felt pretty comfortable in front of a camera. Tyson was fully supportive; he’d seen how confident I was in the spotlight, and knew I could rise to the challenge.

I was booked onto This Morning with Phillip Schofield and Holly Willoughby and BBC Breakfast with Charlie Stayt and Naga Munchetty and, the following week, Good Morning Britain with Richard Madeley and Ranvir Singh. The day before I was due on the This Morning sofa, I’d gone shopping in London for a new outfit with my friend Shannon. Mam had agreed to look after the kids for a couple of days, so I thought I may as well make the most of my trip.

‘Oh, that’s such a Holly outfit,’ said Shannon as I tried on an unusual, ankle-length brown leather skirt in Zara. ‘Smart and stylish, not too formal. That’d be perfect for the show.’

‘Great,’ I said. ‘I’ll take your word for it. I’ve got a cream shirt that’ll go really nicely with it.’

The following day I arrived at the This Morning green room, only to see Holly Willoughby on the live TV feed wearing exactly the same brown leather skirt. I nearly fell off my chair.

She’s got my skirt on! I said to myself. She’s going to think I’ve copied her!

Her face was a picture when I walked on the set looking like some kind of Holly clone, but she took it all in good humour.

‘Let’s go shopping together, shall we,’ she said, laughing, at the end of the interview. ‘Nice twinning going on here . . .’

When Tyson Fury: The Gypsy King hit the screens, the public response was incredible. People seemed to enjoy this glimpse into our life – many commented that our family were more normal and grounded than they’d imagined – and the audience figures were excellent, apparently. But what heartened me most was the positive reaction to Tyson’s frank account of his mental illness. He was overwhelmed by all the messages from fellow sufferers and their families who’d been touched by his story and identified with his experiences. He was also massively encouraged that it had even helped people seek professional help for their mental health problems, some for the very first time. Tyson had been so keen to use ITV’s huge reach to promote the message that depression could affect anyone, even a world-famous boxer, and if this had prompted viewers to discuss their issues – especially men, who were often less likely to open up than women – then it really was a case of job well done.

In the weeks and months that followed, I lost count of the number of people who stopped Tyson in the street to wish him well, and to thank him for talking about a subject that had affected their friends or family. It brought it home to me how widespread this illness was, and how little it got discussed.

‘You really struck a chord with my mum, she’s been struggling with depression for years,’ said one person as we walked through Morecambe town centre.

‘My uncle went to see his GP after watching you, Tyson . . . I can’t thank you enough,’ said another.

There was a flip side to all this, though. In the final episode of the documentary, Tyson had posed for a selfie with a young twenty-something fan. After chatting to him for a few minutes, Tyson had rightly suspected the lad had suffered with mental health issues and had taken the time to offer him some advice, off his own bat (there were no parts of the documentary that were staged). It was a very powerful and memorable moment; the fan had promised to take his hero’s words on board, and Tyson had been genuinely pleased to help.

However, once the programme had been broadcast, we began to receive notes through our letter box and knocks on our front door from people wishing to speak directly with Tyson, some of whom were in crisis. They’d seen his kindness towards that young man and assumed he’d be able to help them with their emotional problems, too. It put us in a really tricky position. While we had every sympathy with these individuals, we were simply unable to take on this kind of responsibility. In most cases we had to gently explain that, with the best will in the world, Tyson wasn’t the answer to their problems, and we could only signpost them to their local GP. We also had our family and our privacy to consider. There were occasions when our eldest two had answered the door to strangers asking to speak to their dad, which was obviously a concern.

The notes and knocks tend not to happen nowadays and, while we’re delighted Tyson has been able to raise awareness of mental illness, we continue to encourage anyone who needs help to seek support and guidance from a qualified health professional. It was only by doing so himself that Tyson was able to kick-start his own recovery.

 

Before the documentary was shown, I’d become used to being known as ‘Tyson Fury’s wife’. I’d always appreciated he was the famous half of the relationship – the superstar who everyone wanted to meet – and, when we were in public, I became accustomed to people blanking me and brushing past me as they made a beeline for Tyson. I never got upset or took it personally; fans can suddenly develop tunnel vision when they catch sight of a celebrity, and everybody else just fades into the background. I never saw myself as an accessory, or a trophy wife – and I always knew there was more to me than just dangling off my husband’s arm, looking pretty – so I completely accepted the situation for what it was. I knew other wives of sports stars who didn’t feel the same way, though; they felt constantly overshadowed, and hated being shoved out of the limelight.

‘Ere, can you take a photo of us, luv?’ was often the sum total of my interaction with Tyson’s fans, who he’d often spend time chatting with because he appreciated their loyal support.

‘Yeah, no problem at all,’ I’d say, smiling, as they handed me their smartphone.

That all changed once The Gypsy King was televised. Almost overnight, and much to my surprise, people started to recognise me when I was out and about. In early spring 2020, a few days after the first episode had gone out, I was walking along Market Street in Manchester when I was tapped on the shoulder by a young woman in her twenties. Whenever I’m shopping in big cities with Tyson and the family we’re likely to have security with us – it’s a necessity these days – but on this occasion I was alone.

‘Sorry to bother you, but you’re Paris Fury, aren’t you?’ said the woman. ‘I love your TV show so much. You and Tyson are amazing. Can I have a quick selfie?’

‘With me? Are you sure?’ I asked, genuinely taken aback.

The girl nodded, telling me she was going to post it on Instagram, and as I smiled into her phone camera I remember thinking how strange this all felt. In no way did I feel like a celebrity. I was just Paris: wife, mother, daughter, nurse, nanny . . .

Getting spotted in the street started to become commonplace and, in addition to the photo and autograph requests, something else began to happen. Men and women began to ask my advice, many of them husbands and wives of people suffering with depression. They’d seen me discussing Tyson’s breakdown in the documentary, and being interviewed about it on This Morning, and wanted to know more about how, as his partner, I’d coped and kept myself on an even keel. I’m only too aware that we ‘other halves’ can feel very hurt, lonely and isolated, convincing ourselves we’re the only people living this nightmare, and that no one in the world can begin to understand or empathise. I realised that by talking frankly about life with my troubled husband, I was reassuring others they weren’t alone.

‘So how did you get through it, Paris?’ I’d be asked. ‘What did you do to help yourself?’

While I’m more than willing to discuss my experiences with others, I’m also conscious that everyone’s circumstances are unique. I’ll never claim to be an expert on the subject of mental health, or to have all the answers and solutions; I’ll leave that to the professionals. Neither would I dream of lecturing anybody about the right or wrong way to handle a scenario; I can only speak in terms of how I dealt with my own situation, and how I saw things from my perspective.

When Tyson was ill, I tried my best to stay strong. I am fully aware this can be easier said than done when you feel your world is crumbling, but I just knew I had to keep it together, for everyone’s sake. With my husband struggling mentally and physically, and with my young children to look after, I had to hold firm, dig deep, and become the rock of the family. I’m not quite sure how I gained this inner strength and, to be honest, I think I surprised myself when I did. As a child I’d always been fairly shy and sensitive – my sister Montana was seen as the ‘strong’ one – but when the time came to tough it out as an adult I found I possessed more fight than I’d ever imagined.

Don’t get me wrong, there were times when I felt myself wobble – usually when Tyson’s behaviour tested me to the limit – but whenever this happened I’d just grit my teeth and push myself through the next hour, or day, or week. Over time, I learned to have trust and faith in my own strength. I realised I could cope with most things that were slung at me. As I’d often tell myself, ‘God only gives us what we can handle.’

Throughout that difficult period, I knew it was vital for me to look after myself, in mind and body. Tyson had let himself go badly, and was leading a chaotic lifestyle, yet I was determined not to follow him down that path. I cared for myself as best I could; I ate well, I avoided alcohol and I tried to get a good sleep every night, although this was often scuppered by a restless child or an anxious husband.

Sticking to a rigid routine helped to keep me on the rails. Each morning I’d ensure I was up, washed and dressed before breakfast – even if I sometimes felt like slobbing out in my pyjamas all day – and would crack on with the normal daily agenda of school runs, food shops and housework. If I had time, regular walks in the open air, while pushing my babies along the beach in their double buggy, allowed me to clear my head and keep me fit. Maintaining this order and organisation in my life helped me to feel more calm and disciplined, even when other areas of family life felt totally out of my control.

Whenever I felt sad, scared or overwhelmed – quite normal reactions when your partner is unwell – I’d take myself to my ‘happy place’. To me, this meant spending quality time with my children, indoors or outdoors. Whether it was playing ball games in the garden or cuddling up on the sofa to watch CBeebies, immersing myself in their world for a couple of hours gave me lots of comfort, and helped me switch off and wind down.

‘Mammy, can we watch Scooby-Doo again?’

‘We’ve watched that three times already today, Prince . . . how’s about some Harry Potter instead?’

As time went on, I learned not to expect too much from myself, either, and tried to avoid piling unnecessary pressure on my shoulders. I came to see that Tyson’s illness was a medical issue and, not being an expert in these matters, there was a limit to what I could do. I couldn’t make him better or alter his behaviour – much as I’d have loved to – and I soon realised the best thing I could do was remain by his side and be there for him. Even in the worst of times, I knew we had a love worth fighting for, and I never gave up on him.

I also had to appreciate I’d sometimes get things wrong – I’m only human, after all – and, whenever that was the case, I didn’t beat myself up about it. I had to learn not to be too tough on myself. I wasn’t a doctor. I wasn’t a counsellor. I was a young wife and mother who was just trying to keep her marriage, her family and herself together. In the early days of our relationship I remember using words like ‘mad’ and ‘crazy’ when Tyson was having an upper, or telling him to ‘stop moping about’ when he was on a downer. I still don’t blame myself for that, though. I just said what I saw, using terms I was familiar with. I was only young, with no personal knowledge of mental health issues – I’d never heard of bipolar, or OCD – and I couldn’t have been expected to understand Tyson’s state of mind.

Looking back, if there’s anything I’d have done differently it would have been to talk to friends and family. I really regret not doing this. For two long years I bottled things up and hid my feelings, embarrassed at the situation I’d found myself in and unwilling to burden my
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