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Author’s Note

Those who know me will probably be surprised that I’ve written a book. Actually, that’s an understatement. I’m known for doing most of my talking on a motorcycle, and I have to admit that when the idea was first suggested to me I was a bit taken aback. There’s only one thing I hate more than talking and that’s talking about myself so my initial answer to the question, would you like to write an autobiography, had to be, No. No Way!

Then, a few days later, the publishers came back to me.

‘But you’ll only have to talk to one person,’ they said. ‘He’ll help you write the book.’

I still wasn’t convinced.

If you search for ‘Graham Jarvis’ in YouTube literally hundreds of videos will come up; anything from GoPro videos I’ve done during Hard Enduro races such as the Erzberg or Romaniacs or clips from early Trials to me coming a cropper or doing a circular wheelie on a mountain. Search for ‘Graham Jarvis interview’ in YouTube, however, and you’ll get two: one I did for a German website which lasts a few minutes and in which I say almost nothing, and a profile that Transworld Sport did on me in 2012 in which I say – almost nothing.

It didn’t bode well.

In the end, and after a bit of toing and froing, I managed to find my voice and the process has been very enjoyable, not least because it’s brought back so many memories. It’s funny the things you remember once you start talking and because I’ve been doing this a while now there’s been no shortage of stories. Not all are repeatable but the ones that are have been included in this book.
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Unusually for a participant in motorsport, as far as I know I don’t have a single trace of it in my family background. Amateur or professional. I get my competitive side from my grandad who did a bit of boxing but to the best of my knowledge that’s about it for sport. My dad worked for a printing company for twenty-five years and my mum was a home help so unless they’ve been keeping something from me about one of my relatives or were masquerading as a motorbike-and-sidecar team at the weekends, I can state quite categorically that I am the first person from my lot to do anything even remotely spectacular on either two or four wheels.

My first ever bike was found in the woods behind our house, in a place called Sturry, in Kent. Sturry is about three miles outside Canterbury and the most interesting fact I can tell you about the town, which I nicked off Wikipedia, is that Orlando Bloom went to one of the local schools. I bet he never won Junior Kickstart, though!

I was born on 21 April 1975 and about four years after that my dad walked through the back door one day carrying something that looked suspiciously like a child’s bicycle (although I’ve recently realised after looking at a photograph that it was a girl’s bicycle!).

‘Look what I found,’ he said.

‘Whose is that, Cliff?’ asked Mum.

‘Nobody’s, I think. I found it abandoned in the woods. It’s a bit rusty and hasn’t got any brakes but it’ll do for Graham.’

Yeah, who needs brakes?

The wooded area Dad was referring to was like an adventure playground and it’s where all the kids from my area went after school and at weekends. From the age of about four until I was fifteen I must have spent 90 per cent of my spare time there and the majority of my memories involve me riding either a bike or a motorbike.

I can remember feeling excited when I got that first bike but I don’t remember riding it. According to my dad and my brother Barry, the first thing I did when I got my hands on it was to start popping wheelies. At that age, wheelies were normally pulled with both feet on the ground but according to them I was riding along on my back wheel after just a couple of days. That’s been my trademark for as long as I can remember so now you know why. It obviously came naturally.

My next bike, which I got when I was about six, was a different kettle of fish and I was virtually glued to the seat for as long as I had it. Believe it or not my dad found this one at a tip (times were hard in those days) and although I don’t remember the name of the bike it had big wheels and thin tyres. This was before BMXs arrived in our area. The reason they’re significant is because road tyres enabled me to do skids and in 1970s and 1980s Britain, young lads were judged by one of two things: how far you could wheelie, or how far you could skid. As somebody who had already mastered the art of wheelieing, this just left skidding, and without wanting to blow my own trumpet, although I will, I was rather good, even at that age.

One of the reasons I couldn’t do wheelies was because the bike was twice the size of me and was probably meant for a ten-year-old or young teenager. I didn’t mind, though. Pulling a skid on that thing was incredible.

Despite having a brother called Barry who is five years older than me and a sister called Rita who is seven years older, I think this was when my parents began to discover the true financial cost of bringing up children, as I tended to go through rear tyres like monkeys do bananas, and tyres weren’t cheap in those days. Come to think of it, they’re not that cheap now.

My passion for skidding was inspired by regular trips to the local speedway track, which was my first introduction to motorsport. The team was the Canterbury Crusaders, who are no longer in existence, and they raced at the Kingsmead stadium. The Crusaders were quite a big team in their day and had won the national championship back in 1978.

Although the early 1980s wasn’t quite the golden age of speedway, it was still a lot more popular than it is today and the riders were big stars. Bruce Penhall, Hans Nielsen and Simon Wigg were just some of the names I remember from that period and they were what inspired me to try and bankrupt my parents. I must have been doing quite a good job in that department, as instead of paying to watch the speedway like everyone else we would sometimes sneak through a hole in the fence. As well as being quite exciting, it meant Dad had more money for tyres, so it was all good. It didn’t stop at speedway, though. If we ever went anywhere as a family, say to a safari park or somewhere, at least one of us would have to hide under a rug in the back.

One thing I remember about going to the Speedway was the atmosphere. I have no idea how many people used to go – a few thousand, maybe – but to a young lad of seven or eight it seemed like millions. It’s also quite a noisy sport, which obviously added to it, and I remember some of the language was quite colourful. Riders often pull wheelies at the start of speedway races (although they’re not always deliberate) and I remember seeing one rider fall flat on his arse when this happened and the entire stadium started laughing. It didn’t put me off wheelies, though.

While we’re here I suppose I’d better give school a mention, although it’ll be quick.

Basically, I hated it. Not disliked it. I really hated it. I wasn’t what you’d call sociable, but as well as having no interest whatsoever in any of the subjects I just wanted to be out on my bike. The worst part was going back to school after the summer holidays. If I were a betting man I’d say that a lot of people reading this will know exactly what I mean. It used to kick in about a week before the holiday ended. Either my mum or somebody else’s would say something like, ‘You’ll be going back to school in a week’, and the moment they said that a cloud would start to descend over my world. A cloud that said goodbye to fun and hello to boredom.

My entire life revolved around playing outdoors on my bike and if I wasn’t doing that I wasn’t happy. That’s no exaggeration. It’s what I lived for. Dad used to come and meet me from school sometimes and he could never understand why I was always the first pupil out of the doors. And I was always the first pupil. Without fail. Looking back, I think it was because I was the one who wanted to be there the least, and I made a fine art of making a quick escape. The trick was to always make sure you were at the back of the classroom for the final lesson of the day, and, most importantly, were ready to do a runner the moment the bell went. Most pupils used to spend a few minutes getting their stuff together and chatting after the bell rang, by which time I was already halfway home. The swathe of relief that used to sweep over me when the bell went was incredible. Like winning a really tight race. The dawn of BMX had arrived and Father Christmas had bought me and my brother a bike each. The skills and challenges were endless.

There was a gang of us who all had bikes and everyone was the same. You might watch a bit of telly every so often but the majority of the time if you weren’t either at school, sleeping or having your tea you were out riding.

By far the biggest thing to happen in the whole of Kent in the early 1980s – at least in my life – was the opening of a new BMX track in Herne Bay. With grandad’s competitive nature obviously coming to the fore, I asked my dad if he’d enter me for a race. Fortunately he said yes and after arriving at the track I started messing around on one of the ramps and trying to do a few tricks. You’re probably expecting me to say that this was where I got the Trials bug, but it wasn’t. It didn’t matter, though. I was there to race, and the only thing I could think about, even then, was coming first. If you ask my parents or my brother and sister what I was like as a child, apart from claiming I was quiet, which I was, they’d probably say something like, ‘He always had to win, did Graham!’ I think my brother Barry experienced this more than most as we used to play together a lot, and I have a sneaking suspicion that I might just have got on his nerves occasionally as my desire to win was bordering on the obsessional. It’s obviously part of my DNA so you could say that winning was my first ambition.

Funnily enough (although it’s hardly surprising), the only time I used to talk a lot as a child was after a Trial and Dad reckons that we could travel all the way up to Scarborough and I wouldn’t say a single word, whereas on the way back, providing I did well, I wouldn’t shut up! As an incentive, Dad used to say that if I did well at a Trial we could stop off at a Little Chef restaurant on the way home and I could order anything I wanted from the menu. As somebody who likes grub almost as much as he likes winning, this was the perfect motivation for me and it used to cost Dad a fortune.

I don’t remember feeling especially nervous as I lined up at the start of that BMX race. We’d made our own track in the woods at home and despite the difference in conditions I was already an old hand when it came to BMX racing. In fact, the only thing I hadn’t experienced yet during one of our races – I’d already won, lost and fallen off – was a blowout. Unfortunately that’s exactly what happened on the first corner in the first race at Herne Bay. Ten seconds in, and – BANG!

The only plus side was that I managed to stay on and because it was unexpected and very, very loud I made half the adults watching almost crap themselves. It wasn’t much of a consolation, but it was better than nothing. At least they’d remember me!

I didn’t go back for some reason, so that was both the beginning and end of my BMX career. I think my dad tried to persuade me to go back, but as well as being a bit embarrassed I realised that I wasn’t that interested in racing. At least not unless it was in the woods with my friends. By this time I’d also started doing back-hops, which was like discovering skidding all over again. The only part of school I could stomach was the dinner break as that was when me and my mates would compare numbers. I wish I could remember how many I used to be able to do but I was definitely one of the better ones.

From the age of about nine to ten I was a member of a gang. Some people who know me probably won’t believe it, but it’s true. The rest of the gang were all older than me, and you could say that I’d just fallen into bad company. I don’t remember duffing up any old ladies or anything, but as well as smoking, which made me sick, we used to hang around on street corners and try to look menacing. That was quite difficult for me, because as well as it not being in my nature to be menacing, I was the most innocent-looking child you could ever meet and wasn’t capable of knocking the skin off a rice pudding let alone beating somebody up or terrorising pensioners. The first time I took a puff on a cigarette I didn’t inhale and thought, This is good. How cool am I? The second time I’m afraid I did inhale, and about five seconds later I threw up all over my mate’s trainers. Being the one who’d told me to inhale he didn’t have a leg to stand on, or should I say a trainer to stand on, but I didn’t half make a mess of them. You won’t be surprised to learn that it put me off smoking for good.

The only reason I became a member of that gang in the first place was because I looked so innocent. Every time they wanted some cigarettes, I’d be the one to go to the shop (I said they were for my mum) and every time I went to buy them, I’d get served. In that respect I was invaluable. But, in the end, being in a gang didn’t suit me one bit, so I soon gave up my life of crime.

Once I was back to being a normal kid again, I was able to resume my career as a BMX trickster par excellence. Having mastered the back hop, me and my mates decided to make things a little bit more interesting.

‘Why don’t we make a ramp and then jump through fire?’ one of us suggested.

At first there was silence as nobody was quite sure if they were being serious.

‘How do you mean?’ one of us said.

‘I’ve seen it on telly. Some stunt men built a great big fire underneath the end of the ramp and then jumped through it on their bikes.’

‘What if we fall off into the fire?’ one of us asked.

Silence.

‘We could always make it a small fire?’ somebody suggested.

‘Yeah, go on then!’

Fortunately, there was a lot of natural banking in the woods as it was an old sand quarry, so it provided us with a lot of ready-made jumps. Instead of going to the trouble of having to make a ramp for our ‘stunt’ we just built a fire at the end of one of those. If memory serves me correctly, we had a hell of a job getting the fire started, so in the end we forgot about the dangerous bit and just carried on jumping. It was probably for the best.

The largest bank in the woods was situated right at the end of the old sand quarry and was called the end bank. As well as being very steep (it was almost vertical in parts), it cut away at the bottom into a stream that used to dry up a lot, and only the very bravest would attempt to ride down it. By the time I plucked up the courage to give it a go I was almost a teenager, and, as far as I know, nobody had ever cleared it before. At least not in my lifetime. In fact, just a few days before my attempt a lad had knocked himself out while attempting to descend the bank and he was the latest in a long line of injured riders.

When I finally took the plunge it felt like the most natural thing in the world, and after clearing the stream I remember feeling quite chuffed with myself. The end bank was legendary to us lot (it was our Everest!) so being the first to clear it on a bike was a big achievement.

For a few hours every weekend the woods would be transformed from a playground, in which kids rode bikes and didn’t light fires, despite their best efforts, into a free-for-all for road bikes, scooters, and everything in between. Kent was a bit of a hotbed for Trials in those days, and the best riders in our area were three brothers called Morphett. Steve, Phil and Kevin. They were the opposite to me in that they came from a motorsport background, and I think they had the dubious honour of being the first people I admired on two wheels apart from the speedway riders. As well as brand new bikes they had all the rest of the gear and the thing I remember most about watching them ride is that they made it look so easy. I used to stand there watching them thinking, I want to do that!

There was another rider called Brian Dobin who also came riding. He cleared areas and made us sections using twigs for markers (sections are basically the obstacles and areas over which Trials riders are judged), so although it was only a practice it was all done properly. He used to ride a bit too, did Brian, but he wasn’t very good. Sorry Brian! He was so enthusiastic, though, and as soon as he started building the sections I’d run over and help him. I found that bit fascinating, and fortunately he could see how enthusiastic we all were and explained what he was doing every step of the way. This meant that before I’d even ridden a Trials bike, thanks to Brian Dobin I had a little bit of knowledge about how it all worked. Once the motorbikes had gone we’d ride the sections on our push bikes for the rest of the weekend and after school the following week. We also used to score ourselves, so to all intents and purposes we were doing everything the Trials riders were doing, just without engines and helmets – and to a much lower standard!

What made it exciting, and what I grew to appreciate, was that instead of watching professionals on telly or at an event, which is what most people had to do if they wanted to see their sporting heroes, I could watch them every weekend and free of charge practically in my own back garden.

To be honest, I don’t think I’d even heard of Trials before they started practising there, but after just a few weeks I was itching to get on a motorbike and have a go. For those of you who come from an Enduro background or are completely new to Trials like I was, allow me to give you a quick, and hopefully non-patronising, heads-up. Basically, Trials – sometimes referred to as observed Trials – is a non-speed motorsport using specialised motorcycles and the idea is to clear various obstacles, which are in sections, without putting your feet down, falling off or stopping dead. In every section you’re scored by an observer, hence the name observed Trials, and every time you touch the ground or an obstacle with your foot you’re given a penalty point. There’s obviously a lot more to it than that, but that’s it in a nutshell.

Riding Trials felt like a natural progression from what we’d been doing on our bikes. Not just on the sections, which we used to ride after the motorbikes had gone, but everything else such as negotiating rocks and flying over homemade ramps. A motorbike, though? Getting my hands on one of those would be the best thing ever, and the more I watched the Morphett brothers and all the other riders the more I wanted one. It was just before my tenth birthday and it was time to start pestering my dad.

Before I could do that Brian Dobin took my brother Barry to compete at a Trial. He’d got into it a few months before me but unfortunately he was about as good as Brian was. I’m close to Barry, so I can say that. He wasn’t the best. He’s clever though, as is my sister, so they definitely got all the brains.

Because my dad had just bought my brother a motorbike, he couldn’t really say no to me. We had actually talked about me doing grass track or speedway at one point, but when the Trials boys started practising in the woods that went out of the window. I think he managed to fob me off for about a week, but in the end resistance was futile. I am joking, by the way. My parents have always moved heaven and earth to encourage me, and if that’s what my dad had had to do to get me a motorbike, he’d have done it. He knew how enthusiastic I was, and as he’d watched us in the woods I think he also had an inkling that I might be quite good at it. Good at it or not, I just wanted a bloody motorbike!

A few months earlier, when my brother had started competing, Dad had bought a Nissan Cabstar, which is a type of pick-up truck. After leaving the printing world, he’d started working with my uncle Ron, who ran serviced petrol stations, so he used it day-to-day. He also bought a trailer that would go on the back of the car, so we had enough gear to get five bikes to a Trial, let alone one. Or two, as it would soon be.

We eventually settled on a second-hand TY80, which Dad bought for about £300 from a man who lived in Watford called Michael Guy. Believe it or not, Michael’s now the sports editor at Motorcycle News and he’s even written the odd piece about me over the years. It’s a small world. Fortunately for Dad, that was the first and last motorbike he ever had to buy me so I wasn’t as expensive as I could have been.

The TY80, or the Yammy 80, as it was also known, was the standard entry-level bike for Trials and it was what I’d been hoping for. Even as a child, I wasn’t what you’d call the most excitable human being on earth and would take things like Christmas and birthdays in my stride. ‘Yep. That’s nice,’ I’d say after opening my presents. ‘Thanks very much.’ There was no whooping or leaping around the room. That’s just not me. This was different, though, and although I didn’t start jumping about when Dad told me he’d found a bike, I did feel a twinge of excitement and asked him if we could get it immediately. Unfortunately, it was near London, and we could only collect it the following weekend. I think it was Sunday when he told me, so I had to wait a whole five days. Add in a week at school, and it was the longest five days in the history of the world. It was torture!

The bike was in really good condition and when I first saw it my stomach started doing somersaults. I loved my BMX and carried on riding it, but this was a new challenge. Incidentally, there was a trick I used to pull on my BMX that used to have my dad scratching his head and because he couldn’t figure out how I did it I used to do it all the time. We had a wall at the end of our front garden that was the width of a brick and I used to ride to the end of the wall, spin my bike around in mid-air, and then ride it back again. It’s quite a rudimentary trick by today’s standards but Dad used to love it. He was always a very appreciative spectator.

Like the bike, my helmet and gloves were also second hand and for the first couple of years I wore jeans while competing. There’s a photograph of me doing my first Trial in jeans somewhere and I was even wearing them when I entered my first national up north. I wasn’t bothered, though. I had a bike and that was the main thing.

One of the first things I started doing once I got my bike, apart from tearing up the woods behind home, was pulling the odd wheelie. As I said earlier, my second bike was too big for me to pull wheelies on, but the TY80 was smaller, and it had an engine. About five days after we got the bike, I pulled a wheelie in the woods, but unfortunately I went too high, looped out and ended up smashing my mudguard. As you can imagine, I was in no hurry to show the bike to my dad and it was about half an hour before I plucked up the courage to take it home. In the end he was OK about the mudguard.

‘I’m more worried about the bent forks,’ he said.

‘What!?’

I was absolutely gutted. I had no idea I’d bent the forks.

‘Don’t worry. I can fix it. We just need a new mudguard.’

What a relief!

Despite being a former member of a notorious gang, I was quite well behaved most of the time, so when I did mess up it was usually OK. I wasn’t always like that, though. I used to be a right little sod when I was very young, and one of my earliest memories is throwing things at my mum from the top of the stairs mid-tantrum. Who’d have thought it? I soon grew out of it (although I’m still prone to throwing the odd tantrum every now and then). Mum wouldn’t take that crap for long.

The first time I ever competed on a motorbike was in a Trial at a place called Invicta Barracks, which is an old army barracks near Maidstone.

It was a standard club Trial, and I was entered in the beginner category. The only thing I remember about the Trial is being let off by the observer on the first section. It wasn’t especially challenging, but because I hadn’t walked it properly beforehand, I missed where the end card was, and when I stopped at what I thought was the end of the section some of the spectators started shouting at me. ‘Keep going!’ they said. ‘That’s not the end.’ I’d obviously put my foot down momentarily, but because I was a beginner – and because I probably looked like I was about to crap myself – the observer just smiled, waved me on and gave me a 3 instead of a 5.

One of the next Trials I entered was an indoor event that took place at an equestrian centre. According to my dad who filmed the Trial, the announcer – a man called Ron Stephens who was also the chairman of KYTC (Kent Youth Trials Club) which we belonged to – was quite impressed by my ability to scale cars, and during his commentary he said, ‘Here’s young Graham Jarvis. Look at that, he’s only been doing it a couple of weeks. Surely he must be a star of the future?’

The results for club Trials were always sent out the following Monday and would almost always arrive on the Tuesday. I remember the first time as if it were yesterday, and because our post usually arrived before I went to school I was able to open the envelope as soon as it arrived. I remember sitting with my bowl of cornflakes by the front window and when the postman came into view I ran out of the house and virtually mugged him. ‘Can I have our post please,’ I said. ‘Can I?’ God knows what the postman must have thought, but from then on it became a regular thing and if he hadn’t arrived by the time I had to go to school I’d go looking for him! Every Tuesday, providing there’d been a Trial, I would accost him and demand our post – politely. Tuesday became like Christmas to me, and it would have been the same for thousands of other kids all over the country. You didn’t always get the result you’d been hoping for, but nobody could take away the excitement you felt prior to opening the envelope.

That first one was particularly special, as I’d won the category.

‘Mum, Dad, I won. I won the beginners’ class.’

I probably said it in a very matter-of-fact kind of way, but really I was on the verge of exploding.

Winning the beginner category meant that for the next Trial I went straight into C-Class, which is the category for eight-to-twelve-year-olds. I had a competitive streak right from the start, as I remember feeling a tremendous surge of nervous energy before travelling to the Trial and then again before competing. That kind of experience is part and parcel of being a competitive human being, and despite finding it slightly unnerving early on, it very soon became part of who I am. I think if you asked any professional sportsperson what they experience before travelling to an event and before competing, they’d describe a variation of that feeling.

I said earlier that Kent was a bit of a hotbed for Trials back in the 1980s, and KYTC was thriving. There must have been at least a hundred riders in the club, so when you included all the wives, husbands and parents who used to tag along you had the makings of quite a busy social scene. The club arranged something virtually every week, but in addition to that there were two or three other Trials within an hour of us. It kind of engulfed us as a family, and within just a few months of me starting to compete in Trials we’d become part of the scene. The thing is, I think all of us really enjoyed it. Mum and Dad made loads of friends, and so did my brother, sister and I. It sounds a bit cheesy, I suppose, but it was like being part of a really big family, and when I said that Trials engulfed our family, I wasn’t overstating it. It’s what we all lived for. I think you have versions of this in most motorsports. On four wheels it’s usually karting from a beginner’s point of view and on two wheels it’s usually Trials, motocross, speedway, grasstrack or Enduro.

When I started competing in C-Class, I was one of the youngest in the group. In fact, the majority of my competitors were about a year older than me. This was good in a way, as it made me improve quicker and was almost like a sink-or-swim situation. It may sound a bit big headed but had my competitors been the same age as me I think I might have won most of the rounds and as well as lulling me into a false sense of security, it would have hindered my progress. As it was, I was up against a group of lads who were older and more experienced than I was, and all I wanted to do was get to their level. I managed to achieve this after about three months, and the knowledge that I’d managed to do so gave me an awful lot of confidence. Even at that young age I think I was adamant that I wanted to be a Trials rider when I grew up, and with no outside distractions in my life – school continued to be a non-event, and girls were still terrifying – I was able to give that ambition my full attention.
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If you regularly finished in the top three in C-Class in the South East Centre Trials Championship, which I did, you qualified for an annual competition called the Inter Centre Team Trial. In 1986 the Trial was held in Settle in North Yorkshire, and the evening before the first day we all drove up there and checked into a B&B. Well, me and my mum and dad did. My brother and sister were virtually adults by then, and I’m sure the thought of having to spend long hours in the car just so they could watch their annoying little brother riding a motorbike in a field full of farmers would have gone down like a lead balloon.

Because of the length of the drive, I had plenty of time to contemplate what might happen at the Trial, and the nervous energy I felt once I started thinking about it was incredible. Overwhelming, almost. Had the drive been an hour or so, which is what it usually was when I was going to a club Trial, it would have been fine. Unfortunately, this was more like ten hours, so by the time we got to the B&B I was exhausted. Next time, I thought to myself, only start thinking about it when you’re nearly there.

The biggest difference between competing at club level in Kent and national level up north, apart from the overall standard, were rocks. I’m not sure why, but we didn’t seem to have many of them in Kent, and the sections we rode at club Trials seemed to feature mud, logs and tree roots more than anything else. Yorkshire, on the other hand, is full of rocks, and one of the reasons I got myself into such a flap in the car was because I’d never ridden over them before. Although I was kind of looking forward to it, I was also worried. We’d been told to use Michelin tyres on rocks as opposed to the Pirellis that I was used to, so that just added to my anxiety. In some ways it felt like I was travelling to a different country.

The northern contingent were, on the whole, very friendly and welcoming, and the only thing that separated us, apart from the accent and an ability not to spend brass, was that half of us were good at riding through mud and over logs, and the other half were good at riding over rocks and up becks. I did feel like I needed an interpreter once or twice. Up there in Settle they speak proper Yorkshire, and if you’re not used to it (I’m still not ‘fluent’, even though I live in Yorkshire, although I’m known to throw in the odd ‘aye up’ or ‘nowt’ occasionally), it can take you by surprise.

Unfortunately, I can’t remember where I finished in this Trial, but I didn’t disgrace myself. In fact, because it was so at odds with what I’d been used to, I’d say I did quite well. Again, had I done really well I might have come away believing that I’d mastered rocks and become complacent. I think I finished mid-table, so overall it wasn’t a bad start, either to my experiences on rocks, the nationals, or meeting people from Yorkshire.

The sport was advancing and riders were starting to stop and hop, as it’s known, while riding a section and also roll back. It’s fair to say that this revolutionised the sport and fortunately for me I’d already been stopping and hopping on my BMX for years, especially when riding the sections in the woods. The vast majority of young riders were in exactly the same boat as me, so it didn’t really give me an advantage. What it did do, though, was make the sport a lot more exciting both for the rider and the spectator, as it added a new dimension and made each section more challenging. I had to learn a few new skills, but it made things a lot more interesting.

In 1987 the Folkestone Motorcycle Club, a Trials club that had adults as well as children riding for it, organised a trip to Belgium to watch a round of the outdoor world championship. The event was being held at a place called Bilstain Park, which is famous for hosting Trials. As soon as I heard about the trip, I started badgering
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