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ABOUT THE BOOK

SOIGNEUR. WHISTLEBLOWER. PARIAH.


They are three words that Emma O’Reilly could never have imagined would apply to her when she set out on life’s journey. Yet, after deciding to enrol in a massage course, and volunteering with cycling teams in order to see more of the world, Emma became one of the sport’s most in-demand backroom staff. And after she landed a job with the US Postal team, one man would become her personal charge. Lance Armstrong.

ALCOHOLIC. WHORE.

These were two of Lance Armstrong’s words, words that brought Emma O’Reilly’s world crashing down. After breaking cycling’s omerta by revealing to Sunday Times journalist David Walsh the extent of doping in the peloton, she was shunned by the sport and endured a decade of personal attacks, broken relationships and the threat of bankruptcy. All for telling the truth. For trying to clean up cycling in its dirtiest era.

The Race To Truth is Emma’s tale, and the inside story of the person closest to Lance Armstrong in all of cycling. It is the unfettered account of a woman in a man’s world, courageous, fighting to be treated decently and equally. And it is a story of guilt, of secrets and lies, but ultimately of redemption and forgiveness.
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THE RACE TO TRUTH

Blowing the Whistle on Lance Armstrong and Cycling’s Doping Culture

EMMA O’REILLY

with Shannon Kyle


To Terry.
Gone way too soon, but always there.


Our lives begin to end the day we become silent about things that matter.

Martin Luther King, Jr.


Foreword
by Lance Armstrong

When Emma asked me to write the foreword for her book, I was surprised. But even more so, I was both humbled and happy to do it. Our shared history has been a very interesting one, to say the least, and there was a time I didn’t expect to hear from her again.

Prior to my admission, I had tried to reach out and apologize but understandably didn’t hear anything back. Then months later I got a message out of the blue. My former soigneur had taken her time to consider events and wanted to talk again, which was incredible for me to hear.

Before meeting Emma in Florida in November 2013, all those years later, I was thinking: ‘Shit, is this going to be totally awkward?’ But within sixty seconds we were totally at ease, a testament to the friendship we’d once shared. We haven’t stopped speaking since.

All credit to Emma, as she’s always been a very direct no bullshit kind of girl, even if 90 per cent of the time I cannot understand what she’s saying, she speaks so fast in her thick Irish accent! She says what is right and what is wrong and for a time that worked against the lies I was telling the world. Overnight my story as sporting hero and Tour de France champion went from a lilywhite picture to jet black. But, unlike many others, Emma doesn’t view it like that. She wasn’t going to sit there and say: ‘It’s black or it’s white.’ She sees the cool shades of grey.

From the start, when Emma spoke up to try and clean up cycling, she showed enormous courage. Without a doubt I was the brashest when it came to defending myself and the sport and I took it too far. However, while others, who’d also got hurt, danced on my grave, Emma did not join in and I really respect her for that.

On the US Postal team, we got on very well together and it was an extraordinary thing that Emma was given the role of soigneur in such a male-dominated sport. She was a vocal, outspoken, fun person and we got on just great. When she left the team we didn’t keep in touch but after she spoke out about doping, the lawyers rolled in and our positions were staked out. On both sides things became aggressive and I said words no man should ever say about a woman. We’d never fallen out personally, but publicly it got nasty.

Today the Lance Armstrong story has become a cottage industry, with many books, movies and a whole lot of drama out there for people to see. And while a lot of it’s true, some of it’s been completely embellished and exaggerated. Yes, I doped, but from what I can tell, so did many pro-cyclists and while I’ve been banned for life, hundreds of others involved will go unpunished. The half-truths and varying accounts frustrated Emma. She was a member of our team at the time and now finally she gets to share the eyewitness account of her story.

For ten years, when my image as sporting icon was that lilywhite colour, nobody wanted to listen to Emma, the whistleblower, talking about the dark side. And now she’s staked out another position, centred round forgiveness and reconciliation, some don’t want to hear this either. But Emma O’Reilly doesn’t give a shit. She just marches to the beat of her own drum and she’s fine with that. I admire her deeply, as I’ve come to appreciate just how tireless she is in the face of naysayers.

Since those days of fighting for my corner and career my life has changed considerably. Not only from the outside but also from the inside. Although I am still under plenty of stress, I am beholden to nobody, no sponsors, no teams, and in some ways feel happier than ever. If I could sum my life up in one word it would be ‘fearless’, not in a cavalier, crazy way, but it’s neat to be free. Being forgiven by people like Emma only adds to my peace and humility, something I’m hugely grateful for.

Of all the characters in this saga, Emma has handled her experience completely differently to most. In spite of what she went through, she took her time and came to a very mature and reasoned place. This position is one most people involved in this story will never reach. I honestly don’t know if I’d have the courage and character to do what Emma did. This won’t come as a shock to anyone but this woman is a much better person than I am or ever will be.

Lance Armstrong
Austin, Texas

May 2014
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Prologue

JUST LIKE THE first time we’d met, I heard him before I saw him.

‘Uh, do you guys have my room key?’

Loud. Texan. Alpha. Unmistakable.

I spun round and, bang, I was staring back into the eyes of Lance Armstrong. My former work colleague and friend. The great sporting icon who sued me for £1 million. The man who labelled me a money-grabbing, alcoholic whore. The man who repeatedly called me a liar when he knew all along I was telling the truth.

The man I’d helped bring down.

‘Hello Lance,’ I said, smiling.

Clear lines framed his intense blue eyes and I saw that he looked tired. A deep-rooted tiredness from somewhere within.

We were standing in the air-conditioned lobby of a Florida hotel. Lance was wearing golfing clothes: chinos, white shoes and a V-necked argyle sweater, all a far cry from his cycling Lycra. He ambled over.

‘Hi Emma,’ he said.

We had a stilted hug – the first contact between us since I’d worked as his masseuse fourteen years ago. We had exchanged a fair few phone calls in recent months and had planned to meet a bit later that evening, but a mix-up meant that he hadn’t known where I was and vice versa, leading to us meeting now, earlier than expected. What was clear, though, was that we were both wary. Understandably. Neither of us trusted the other. Not yet.

I had travelled to Florida with Matt Lawton, the chief sports reporter for the Daily Mail, who would cover our reunion for the newspaper and so avoid an influx of other requests for stories. The past decade had made me media-savvy, something I most definitely wasn’t at the start of this journey.

After shaking hands with Matt, Lance puffed out his chest a little and suggested we all sat down. He hadn’t asked to meet Matt beforehand or tried to control this interview. For him, a control freak, that was new.

I watched as a change moved across Matt’s face while he spoke to Lance. Matt was a lifelong cycling fan who had covered this story for years, but I spotted a reaction in him that I’d noticed many times when people came into contact with Lance. He was nervous, awestruck.

We ordered wine and I sat back, happy to let the lads do their thing. Lance talked about the Union Cycliste Internationale (UCI, the sport’s governing body), about the unfairness of his lifetime ban, about his sorrow.

‘When it comes to the ban from competitive sport, people don’t want to hear Lance Armstrong complaining that he has been treated unfairly,’ he said. ‘I made my bed. I have to sleep in it. And I have to get to grips with that.’

After the photographer got his pictures, Lance wanted to go for dinner privately, just the two of us. This was the real reason I’d agreed to come all this way. To get away from the cameras, away from journalists, leave the circus behind and just be two people again. Face to face.

We headed out of the hotel. Lance being Lance, he had plans already. ‘There’s a great place twenty minutes’ drive away,’ he said.

‘Hey, let’s just go somewhere close by instead?’ I suggested.

Stepping into the warm night air, Lance glanced down at my feet. ‘Sure glad I’m not a girl, so I don’t have to wear heels,’ he joked.

I found myself laughing. ‘It’s really good to see you again,’ I admitted.

By the time we’d walked the block to a restaurant called Mama Louis it was as if all the subpoenas, court cases, affidavits, accusations and name-calling had melted away. It was as it always had been between me and Lance. Easy.

When we walked into the restaurant, I sensed heads turn and diners nod at each other behind menus.

Look! Is that Lance Armstrong? God, yeah it is.

‘Wine, Emma?’ Lance smiled.

‘Go on then.’

Lance looked at me. ‘You know, I am sorry—’ he began.

I held my hand up. Lance had already apologized by text. We’d spoken on the phone and he’d said that he was sorry then too.

‘Lance, I didn’t come all this way to have you apologize again. I’m not here to have you humiliate yourself. I don’t need my ego placated. To be quite honest, I feel as if I should say sorry to you too. I feel bad for the way things happened, the way it worked out. You were not the only bad guy in this . . .’ I trailed off, thinking of all the painful years I’d endured.

We avoided each other’s eyes and looked down at our menus. Neither of us liked warm, fuzzy conversations that much, I remembered.

‘Whatcha havin’?’ Lance asked. ‘I’m starving.’

With food on its way we relaxed.

‘What about your girlfriend? How’s she coping?’ I asked. Anna Hansen and Lance now had two children together.

‘Yeah, she’s great, managing just fine,’ he said. ‘I’m getting on well with my ex, Kik, too.’

‘And the kids?’ I asked, thinking of the part in Lance’s Oprah interview where he had described how he had to tell his eleven-year-old twin girls and thirteen-year-old son that he’d lied. ‘Stop standing up for your dad now,’ he’d said to his son Luke.

‘They’re resilient. It was hardest on Luke, but nobody’s bullied him. None of their friends’ parents have stopped them from coming on play dates. We’re lucky.’

A ripple of emotion passed across his face.

‘You know, if Luke ever came home and said those words I called you, Emma – like I say, there’d be a fucking war in our house.’ He stopped himself from going further.

There and then I realized Lance had not wasted the past year. He genuinely had done some soul-searching. His contrition wasn’t an act, I could tell. For Lance, this was deep.

‘Thank you,’ I said quietly.

We each took a large swig of wine.

‘You know, the person this was hardest on was my boyfriend at the time. Mike,’ I said. ‘He has MS, Lance, and the stress made his health suffer terribly. A month after you sued me he was walking with a stick; six months later he was in a wheelchair. And if someone had said those things about your girlfriend, you’d want to thump them.’

Lance looked visibly shocked. ‘MS? I’d no idea, Emma,’ he said. ‘I’m sorry. How’s he doing now?’

When our meals finally arrived one salad was far bigger than the other and I assumed it was Lance’s until it was placed in front of me.

‘Ohhhhh,’ he said, his face falling. ‘I thought that was for me!’ He glanced up at the waitress. ‘Can I change my order and have one of those, please?’

I laughed. Lance wanting the best. Nothing had changed.

‘Certainly, Mr Armstrong – and just to let you know, it’s a pleasure to have you here, and if there is anything else you need please let me know,’ she said, almost curtseying at the end.

‘Wow,’ I whispered as she walked away. ‘Is that the response people give you still? Nobody has a go at you?’

‘Nope,’ he said. ‘Not out on the street anyway. I get a lot of stick on Twitter and email, but thankfully to my face people are really supportive still.’

The empire Lance had built up quickly crumbled after he was branded a serial cheat in the United States Anti-Doping Agency (USADA) report that, in 2012, called the actions of the US Postal team in which he rode and for which I worked, ‘the most sophisticated, professionalized and successful doping program that sport has ever seen’. He was currently being chased for $100 million in a series of legal cases, including one brought by the US Justice Department, which had teamed up in a ‘whistleblower’ lawsuit with a former teammate, Floyd Landis.

‘We’re having to pay for inflation too,’ Lance explained. ‘I’ve offered a huge sum to Floyd but he says it’s not enough.’

Lance’s face fell as he talked about the closure of Capital Sports and Entertainment, the company he had set up with his long-time manager, Bill Stapleton. ‘It’s the collateral damage done by the USADA report,’ he sighed. ‘Fifteen people lost their jobs. Gone. And having to leave Livestrong was the toughest thing for me.’

I waited for him to speak again.

‘I understand, Emma, why people hate me,’ he said eventually. ‘I was a monster who got out of control.’

This wasn’t the old Lance I knew, with his fists up against the whole world. This flicker of what I felt was genuine regret and introspection told me he had changed since being stripped of his seven Tour de France titles. This was a man who knew he’d done wrong and deserved to be punished. This was a man who knew he’d acted like a complete prick.

‘In many ways, Lance,’ I began, thinking of all the people who had let me down, or who had manipulated me for their own purposes, ‘I bear you less ill will than many others in this whole sorry story.’

He cast his familiar intense gaze at me, and I hoped he understood the depth of my forgiveness.

‘I don’t deserve that, Emma, but I thank you for it,’ he replied.


1

The Beginning of the Race

‘GO ON, GET in! I’ll help you!’

His emphasis on the word ‘help’ told me this was the last thing my older brother, Norbert, planned to do. A shove between the shoulder blades confirmed my fears as I plopped like a stone into the freezing water of the River Dodder, near our home in Tallaght, Ireland. Cycling my legs frantically, I bobbed to the surface.

‘Norbert! Help!’ I screamed.

‘C’mon then,’ he laughed, swiftly pulling me out. ‘You’re such a girl, Emma O’Reilly!’

Spluttering, I went to give chase, but he was off, running across the fields, knowing full well I’d never catch up. I couldn’t be annoyed for long, though. He was my much adored big brother and, growing up in Tallaght, a sprawling working-class area of estates in south Dublin, having an older brother could only be a bonus.

Way before me, Norbert learned to ride a bike, teasing me mercilessly when I couldn’t join him. Not until I was seven did I pluck up enough courage to try – a ripe old age for a kid in our area to learn. But I was a ‘chicken’ – I didn’t take risks that might involve getting hurt.

In the end it wasn’t Norbert but our dad, Nobby O’Reilly, who coaxed me on to a piece of 1970s junk and wheeled the bike halfway down the hill near our estate one Sunday morning.

‘You still holding on, Da?’ I screamed as we picked up speed.

‘Sure, Em, I’m still holding on,’ he replied, his voice dissolving into the distance. The split second of realization that he was no longer holding me turned my terror into joy: suddenly I could ride a bike by myself.

‘Wheeeeeeeeeeeeeee!’ I cheered. It’s a sound only a child can make after discovering a new form of freedom.

And freedom it was. Shortly afterwards, Norbert got a Chopper for his birthday and most weekends we would take off, racing around roads that back then were much quieter than they are now. We were true kids of the seventies.

I’m the middle child of three. My sister Clare arrived four years after me. Mammy and Dad had married in 1965 and even as kids we could see how much they were in love. My dad liked a pint of Smithwick’s and was a law unto himself, bless him. Rules were ‘guidelines’ in his eyes. If there was a double yellow line, he’d park on it; if he could get away without getting insurance, he’d not pay for it. Once he was stopped by a copper for drink-driving – an incredible feat considering drink-driving wasn’t a crime in Ireland at the time. No, Nobby answered to nothing and nobody, except our mammy, Terry. What Mammy said went and Nobby never crossed her. He daren’t, but besides, he loved her too much.

For Mammy, family was everything. She was a traditional housewife, so the moment Dad returned home from work, dinner landed on the table of our utterly spotless three-bed semi. But that wasn’t her only role in life. Mammy drove a car – rare for a woman in those days – and helped run Dad’s catering business. Back then venues needed to serve food in order to obtain a late bar licence, so my parents had a chip van and would travel for miles to events. They were a good team: Dad was the ideas guy while Mammy grafted next to him. We were far from rich, but we kids had the best they could afford – the best clothes, the best food, the best of everything.

Mammy’s sisters all lived in more upmarket parts of Dublin and didn’t approve of her decision to settle in Tallaght to bring up her family. We were the black sheep, but to Mammy all that mattered was that we were happy, be it in Tallaght or wherever. To me, she was my hero and I never wanted to leave her side.

‘Will you go and play, Emma, and leave me be?’ she’d laugh, as I followed her from room to room. A quiet child, I liked routine, and that meant having her close. With her skin soft as sand, I loved sitting on her lap to have a cuddle, although she’d never let me touch her shoulder; she had a birthmark there so sensitive it made her shudder.

We were brought up Catholic, although neither Mammy nor Dad practised the faith at home, leaving all lessons in fire and brimstone to the strict nuns at our primary school.

One Saturday morning, Norbert was told to take me to school for running practice, but instead we stopped to play on the seesaw in a local park. Bumping me up and down, higher and higher, my brother laughed his head off until my screams of fear turned to pain as I bounced headfirst on to the seesaw handle.

‘Emma!’ Norbert cried, switching back into protective big brother mode, fearing he’d get the blame. I was bloody and bruised, but he begged me not to tell Mammy or Dad. On the Monday, when the nuns spotted my swollen eyes, one particular witch known as Sister Brenda had little sympathy.

‘You deserved that,’ she scolded. ‘You defied us, skipping your running training like that. And now you’ve been punished by God.’

I hung my head over the desk, riddled with self-pity and guilt, wondering if I should mention this in confession later.

Mammy often went into hospital for ulcers and gallstones, and she complained of headaches. After one visit to the doctor she came home grumbling.

‘I don’t want to be taking high-blood-pressure pills,’ I overheard her complain to Dad. ‘They’ll do no good.’

‘Okay, if you can manage without them,’ Dad agreed. He was never going to disagree with her anyway.

Soon after, I was watching her pack up boxes to go and work at the Tallaght Festival. ‘Mammy,’ I said, tapping her arm. ‘Can I come?’

‘No, Emma! It’ll be a late night.’

‘Can I help then?’ asked Norbert.

‘Not you, Norbert, either,’ she chided.

‘But why?’ I protested. Mammy was letting one of the neighbours’ kids down the road help out and he was the same age as my brother.

‘Ah,’ said Mammy, looking me straight in the eye. ‘No child of mine is serving chips at a festival and let that be the end of it.’

With Mammy’s decision made clear, we said goodbye as she and Dad left for the evening. ‘See you tomorrow,’ she said.

The next day, I woke to a strangely quiet house, with no Mammy clattering in the kitchen making breakfast. As I went back upstairs to look for her, Dad told me she had fallen ill on the way home last night and was in hospital.

‘Will she be okay, Dad?’ I asked.

‘I hope so, Emma,’ he replied.

When I was dressed, I found Norbert outside with Dad on the driveway, wiping away tears.

‘What’s wrong?’ I asked.

‘Nothing,’ replied Dad. ‘Norbert’s hurt himself, that’s all.’

My big brother was always falling out of trees or grazing himself coming off his bike, yet I’d never seen him cry before. Soon after, the doorbell went and in streamed various aunties, all anxious to get the kettle on, all with the same expression as Dad.

Two days later, Dad came home from hospital, his eyes hollow with a pain I’d never seen before.

‘Mammy has died,’ he announced. ‘She had a brain haemorrhage while we were walking the mile home from the Tallaght Festival and then another one the next day. There was nothing the doctors could do.’

I stared, dumbfounded, as Dad’s eyes welled up.

‘Before the doctors switched off her machine,’ he cried, ‘I squeezed her birthmark hard and she didn’t so much as flinch, so I knew she must be gone, Emma.’

Mammy. Gone.

I was eight years old and it was as though a heavy fog of grief had dropped on me from a great height, its dark cloak numbing my world.

For us three kids, the next few days were a blur of aunties and neighbours coming and going, bringing over casseroles and helping Dad in the house. Our poor dad. He’d his work cut out for him. He had no clue how even to use the oven. His working life also changed drastically, because he had to give up travelling to and from festivals to be home for us. For a while he took a job as a chef in a hospital instead.

Mammy’s clothes disappeared and soon there was almost nothing left but memories. We kids never spoke about what had happened. It was too painful. Thankfully, though, Dad made sure we never forgot. As I grew up, missing Mammy terribly, Dad would tell me how much I reminded him of her.

‘Terry knew her mind, Emma, so she did. You’re so much like your mam.’ When he said it, his face was full of the memory of their love.

My training as a soigneur began early. The word means ‘someone who takes care of things’ and, as the oldest girl in the house, my mornings started with making breakfast, the fire and the beds. After school it was dinners, washing, tidying, shopping. Dad needed me and I was determined to be there.

With Mammy gone, we grew closer to Dad, and I developed his and Norbert’s love of professional cycling. Every July for half an hour a day we were glued to the Tour de France on TV, enthralled by the drama of each stage, the agony of the climbs, the beauty of the backdrop. How envious we were of the crowds who got to stand so close to see the riders in the toughest race in the world fly by.

Money was very tight, which we knew full well every time Dad asked us to push the car up the hill when it ran out of petrol, or hide from the milkman when he tried to get us to settle our bill. Determined to buy his own racing bike, however, Norbert saved up from his Saturday job, then immediately joined the Irish Road Club, one of the best-known and longest-running cycling clubs in Ireland.

By now, aged eleven, I’d joined Cuchalann Running Club with my best friend, Sharon, but as soon as I was old enough I followed Norbert into cycling, joining a club called Rentokil. From there we moved to the Emerald-sponsored Carlsberg team, landing ourselves cool jerseys to wear. The club was run by the McQuaids. Pat McQuaid, who went on to be UCI president, was one of ten kids and they were a larger-than-life, cycling-obsessed family, determined to put Ireland on the map.

For me, running and cycling were social activities rather than competitive sports. I was never very good at dealing with the pain every cyclist experiences; when lactic acid burned my muscles and my chest felt as if it would explode, I always slowed the pace. Although I did well running the 800 metres and managed to win a couple of cycling races and medals now and then, I definitely saw myself as Miss Average.

Eventually, I fell more in love with cycling than with athletics, as there was a democracy in the sport and no sense of hierarchy. Unlike in running, winners and losers hung out together after cycling races; it was a true team sport. I had posters of Sean Kelly above my bed instead of Spandau Ballet, but I didn’t care that this made me a geek. My sister, Clare, gave up on me in disgust when she realized I’d much rather lust after a man on a bike than a man with a guitar.

‘You’re just a pair of squares,’ she cried when Norbert insisted on catching up with the Tour on TV instead of watching soaps.

Cycling at weekends was a wonderful way to spend my teenage years and I much preferred mashing pedals up and down to sitting in a classroom. In 1984 we watched in amazement as Greg LeMond rode the Tour and came third in support of his team leader, winning the white jersey for Best Young Rider. The Tour de France was no longer just for Europeans. America had arrived, and Greg’s poster joined my other heroes on the bedroom walls.

My running coach was well connected, though, and managed to secure me a couple of scholarships in America, one in Eugene, Oregon – the place where Nike started – and another in Villanova, Pennsylvania. Dad was beside himself with excitement.

‘It’s a great opportunity, Emma,’ he said proudly. But when I shrugged my shoulders his face fell.

‘Aw, Dad, I prefer cycling,’ I explained.

Poor Dad was furious, especially with Norbert. ‘This is your fault,’ he cried. ‘Getting Emma into cycling when she could’ve made something of herself with running.’

Turning down the opportunity felt easy, but I needed to think of something else to do. When I left school at sixteen there was no way Dad could afford for me to go to college so, after rattling through various options in my mind, I settled on applying to be an electrician. You got free training and a guaranteed job – perfect. The fact that the industry was dominated by men never entered my head.

Without telling Dad, I did an aptitude test; there were only four women taking it out of a total of five hundred people. I passed with flying colours and broke the news back home.

‘An electrician!’ Dad cried, his eyes rolling almost into the back of his skull. ‘You can’t be a tradesman, Emma!’

‘No?’ I smiled. ‘But Dad, I’ve got a place on the course.’

Incensed, Dad brought his friend Eddie Byrne round and thrust his chapped, dirt-stained hands in front of me. ‘Look, Emma,’ he said. ‘See what happens when you take up a trade.’

‘But being an electrician isn’t a dirty trade,’ I argued.

Dad had to admit I was right. As much as he was appalled by my career choice, out of all the trades it was the cleanest.

Straight away I settled into a year of training at a government centre, working entirely with lads after the only other girl on the course dropped out. It never bothered me, as I loved the craic. They were all like big brothers. I had my own rules: don’t curse or tell dirty jokes yourself and then you can tell the lads off for doing it. My philosophy seemed to work. I could banter with the lads, but always got shown respect.

A year later we were transferred to Davenham Engineering in Dublin to complete our training. I suspected I wasn’t going to be the world’s best electrician, but I knew I’d have a job at the end, so I carried on. One afternoon we were all working over electrical board panels on a big desk when some of the lads began looking over my shoulder and laughing. I turned to see that a load of Page Three posters had been pinned up on the wall behind me. Taking a deep breath, I rolled my eyes and stood, hands on hips.

‘Okay, lads,’ I said. ‘Yous all have a good gawp at the wall behind me, then go move them elsewhere, like in the toilet, so’s not to embarrass me, okay?’

Jokes were made about never coming out of the loo, so I laughed along, and an hour later the posters had vanished and my faith in the guys had been restored.

By the time I was nineteen, I longed to go away on holiday, something aside from the caravan to Wexford where we usually went as a family. But with no money to spare after helping Dad with the household bills, it was out of the question. Then I hit on the idea of volunteering as a massage therapist for a cycling team, so I could see a bit of the country.

I found a college with a massage course held at weekends and signed up. While other girls on the course were training to work in gyms or beauty clinics, I was aiming for cycle races, hoping someone would take me on. And my plan worked. After getting my certificate, I managed to wangle a place volunteering at a nine-day amateur race called An Post Rás with the Telecom team. Afterwards their manager, Kevin Eccles, kindly got on to Alasdair MacLennan from the Irish National team to say, ‘Take Emma, she’s great!’

So, initially on an ad hoc basis, I became the soigneur for the Irish Nationals – a bit of a coup. Their mechanic was Tony Campbell, whom I always knew as TC, and the two of us became our own little dysfunctional but tight team. Put simply, the soigneur is the person on a cycling team who really does everything that needs doing. Not only was I massaging around six riders a day, but I’d be washing up water bottles, preparing food and clothes for races and booking hotel rooms. Whatever they needed, I’d do it, and I loved every minute. If behind the scenes it was organized chaos, on the track we were doing very well, even surprising a lot of people at the World Championships in 1991 in Stuttgart, doing better than expected for a team that wasn’t very prominent in international cycling at the time. Not only was I having fun but, more importantly, I was also getting to travel abroad for the first time.

But however comfortable I felt with the lads, at times it was mortifying being the only girl. At a five-day amateur race, called the ESSO Breton Tour, in 1992, we found ourselves having to stay in an old barracks, with dorms to sleep in and communal showers. Cringing inside, I had to ask TC to stay and hold the shower-room door shut while I nipped in for a panicked wash alone.

Being part of the pro-am racing scene was an eye-opener. Years earlier, probably as soon as I was old enough to understand what doping was, I had realized taking performance-enhancing substances was an underground part of the sport. There were even whispers about our hero Sean Kelly, but nobody talked much about it. Naturally you knew there would be more doping among the pros, especially on the European teams. Lads who rode for French amateur clubs always raised eyebrows. If they’d made it in France, something was very likely going on, because competition was so fierce there that it was just assumed their riders were doping. This was all suggested, although none of it was either proven or disproven. The ongoing joke about any champion was: ‘They must know a good pharmacy.’

We referred to this as ‘not normal’. If a rider took off like a rocket, or behaved in some strange way, we knew what was likely to be behind it. One year during the Milk Race, the precursor to the Tour of Britain, I heard how a particular rider, unable to control an aggressive rage, came to fist fights all over the shop with various staff. We knew full well it was likely to be amphetamines behind his sudden mood swings.

‘Not normal,’ the lads muttered on the massage table afterwards.

‘Yep,’ I agreed. There was always plenty of talk about doping, but I wanted to keep out of it. Drugs held no interest for me.

During another race everyone talked about a UK rider testing positive for Ecstasy, a new drug on the scene, but nothing came of it. That was the thing: it was brushed away as fast as the subject was brought up. It was so easy to ignore.

In 1992 the Irish National team were doing exceptionally well in the Milk Race. Our main rider, Conor Henry, won the yellow jersey and just had to hold on to it for a few days to win the race. As he sped across the finish line in Lincoln after the final stage, the feeling was both surreal and incredible. Our team had won, the lads had done it. As excited and proud as I was, I always saw victory as belonging to the riders. They did all the training and hard work. We were just there to support them.

At that Milk Race, I also made a promise to myself never to get involved with any of the riders. I had got a bit friendly with a few of them, only to hear back some stories about myself that were nuts. Learning to keep a distance then can only have been a good thing.

It was a year later, at the






The Secret Race
Tyler Hamilton and Daniel Coyle
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On a fateful night in 2009, Tyler Hamilton and Daniel Coyle met for dinner in Boulder, Colorado. Over the next eighteen months, Hamilton would tell Coyle his story, and his sport’s story, in explosive detail, never sparing himself in the process. In a way, he became as obsessed with telling the truth as he had been with winning the Tour de France just a few years before. The truth would set Tyler free, but would also be the most damning indictment yet of teammates like Lance Armstrong.


The result of this determination is The Secret Race, a book that pulls back the curtain and takes us into the secret world of professional cycling like never before. A world populated by unbelievably driven – and some flawed – characters. A world where the competition used every means to get an edge, and the options were stark. A world where it often felt like there was no choice.

WINNER OF THE WILLIAM HILL SPORTS BOOK OF THE YEAR AWARD 2012


‘Astonishingly candid . . . an extraordinary confessional’
The Times

‘The book that finally broke Lance Armstrong’
Sport magazine


Ebook available now





Climbs and Punishment
Felix Lowe
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After almost a decade of reporting on the exploits of the pro peloton, raconteur Felix Lowe takes to the saddle and sets out to conquer the road from Barcelona to Rome.


Powered by local delicacies, painkillers and imaginary fans, Lowe pedals his way through three countries and over three mountain ranges, taking in some of the sport’s most fabled climbs. Following in the tracks of the world’s greatest wheelmen, he puts professional cycling's three major stage races – the Tour de France, Vuelta a España and Giro d’Italia – under the microscope, whilst capturing the potent mix of madness, humour and human spirit that fuels stage winners and pedal spinners alike.

Tracing the footsteps of the celebrated Carthaginian general Hannibal, who led his own pachyderm peloton of thirty-seven elephants over the Alps and all the way to the gates of Rome, Lowe’s epic quest pays homage to the sport, examines the psychology of both the crazed amateur and the pedalling pro, and delves into the awesome march of a military genius who almost brought the Roman Empire to its knees.

THE ENTERTAINING STORY OF A CYCLING FAN’S JOURNEY FROM BIKE WRITER TO BIKE RIDER


‘Lowe keeps up a flow of good-humoured chat and at the end he is a changed man – an aching but ardent pelotonist’
The Times


Ebook available now




The Man Who Cycled the Americas
Mark Beaumont
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In 2008, Mark Beaumont smashed the world record for cycling around the world, by an astonishing 81 days. His race against the clock took him through the toughest terrain and the most demanding of conditions. In 2009, Mark set out on his second ultra-endurance challenge. And this one would involve some very big mountains.

The Man Who Cycled the Americas tells the story of a 15,000 mile expedition that once again broke the barriers of human achievement. To pedal the longest mountain range on the planet, solo and unsupported, presented its own unique difficulties. But no man had ever previously summited the continents' two highest peaks, Mt McKinley in Alaska and Aconcagua in Argentina, in the same climbing season, let alone cycling between them. Oh, and Mark had never even been up Ben Nevis before.

Full of his trademark charm, warmth and fascination with seeing the world at the pace of a bicycle, Mark Beaumont’s second book is a testament to his love of adventure, his joy of taking on tough mental and physical feats, and offers a thrilling trip through the diverse cultures of the Americas.

THE SECOND EPIC ADVENTURE BY THE AUTHOR OF THE MAN WHO CYCLED THE WORLD

‘Interesting, engaging, and truly knackering just reading about it’
Cressida Connolly, London Cyclist

Ebook available now







The Man Who Cycled the World
Mark Beaumont

[image: Image]

On 15 February 2008, Mark Beaumont pedalled through the Arc de Triomphe in Paris. Just 194 days and 17 hours previously, he had begun his attempt to circumnavigate the world in record time. Mark smashed the Guinness World Record by an astonishing 81 days. He had travelled more than 18,000 miles on his own through some of the harshest conditions one man and his bicycle can endure, camping wild at night and suffering from constant ailments.

The Man Who Cycled the World is the story not just of that amazing achievement, but of the events that turned Mark Beaumont into the man he is today. From the early years of his free-spirited childhood in the Scottish countryside to present day, he has been equally determined not to settle for an average existence, but to break free and follow his dreams.


THE INSPIRING STORY OF A RECORD-BREAKING SOLO CYCLE JOURNEY ROUND THE WORLD

‘The narrative is infused with human drama to keep the pages turning . . . impressive’
Sunday Telegraph

‘One of modern cycling’s genuine heroes’
London Review of Books


Ebook available now




Easy Rider: My Life on a Bike
Rob Hayles
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The son of a wrestler turned cycling coach called Killer Kowalski, Rob Hayles was soon winning races himself and realizing that he didn’t really want to work for a living. The world of amateur club cycling in the 1990s was a long way from the millionaire sport of today though. When Rob first rode for Great Britain, it was with his own bike, one spare tyre, and a hand-me-down jersey.

Yet Rob became an integral part of the amazing success story of British cycling, and has been at the centre of the sport for the past two decades. With Bradley Wiggins, he was a member of the first GB team to become world champions at the team pursuit, the most demanding and thrilling discipline on the track. With teammate David Millar, he witnessed first-hand the drug-strewn, often demeaning life of the professional road cyclist. And as Mark Cavendish’s training partner, Rob has been the experienced influence at the side of the fastest man on two wheels.

Easy Rider is an unforgettable journey through revolutionary times. Sharp, down-to-earth, packed with anecdotes and just plain fun, it takes you from the humblest of beginnings through a golden era in British cycling.

‘Rob Hayles is a cycling legend, pure and simple’
Ned Boulting, author of How I Won the Yellow Jumper

Ebook available now





The Race Against Time
Edward Pickering
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When Chris Boardman first raced against Graeme Obree, in a time trial in Newtonards, Northern Ireland, in 1990, it was the start of a rivalry that captivated the British public for a decade and brought cycling on to the front pages. Boardman was the establishment figure: reserved, scientific, middle-class. Obree was the rebel: the Flying Scotsman, working-class, riding a home-made bike. Both were after one thing – to be the fastest man on two wheels.

After Boardman had won Britain’s first cycling gold medal for 72 years at the Barcelona Olympics (inspiring none other than Bradley Wiggins to get on a bike), attention turned to the world hour record, the blue riband event of track cycling. Between 1993 and 1996, the pair took it in turns to smash the record, with Boardman’s team breaking the boundaries of technology and the loner Obree constantly reinventing ways of building and riding bikes while battling his many demons.

The Race Against Time tells the story of how Britain first started to dominate cycling, but is also about the struggle between art and science, tradition and innovation, commercialism and individuality. It is the tale of two complex characters who redefined the sport and set in motion a new era in British cycling, the legacy of which we enjoy to this day.

SHORTLISTED FOR BEST NEW WRITER AT THE BRITISH SPORTS BOOK AWARDS

‘For anyone wanting to understand the roots of British cycling’s recent triumphs, The Race Against Time is essential reading, and it is Pickering’s thorough research that makes it so’
Rouleur

Ebook available now





It’s All About the Bike
Sean Yates
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One of only five Britons to wear the yellow jersey in the Tour de France, Sean Yates burst onto the cycling scene as the rawest pure talent this country has ever seen. After turning professional at the age of 22, he soon became known as a die-hard domestique, putting his body on the line for his teammates. Devastatingly fast, powerful and a fearless competitor, Yates won a stage of the Tour, as well as the Vuelta a España, in 1988, and went on to don the coveted maillot jaune six years later.


Having put British cycling on the map as a rider, Yates was soon in demand as a directeur sportif, using his tactical knowledge to inspire a new generation of cyclists to success. And after Team Sky came calling, Yates was the man to design the brilliant plan that saw Sky demolish the opposition in 2012, and for Bradley Wiggins to become the first cyclist from these shores to win the Tour.


Straight-talking, entertaining and revelatory, It’s All About the Bike is the story of a remarkable career told from the unique perspective of a man who is immersed in the history of the sport he loves.


THE SENSATIONAL AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF THE BRITSH CYCLING LEGEND

‘A candid and unflinching account of his three decades in the sport’
Sky Sports, Cycling Books of the Year

Ebook available now
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