

‘No one can ever say they 
beat John Fury on the cobbles.’




Foreword

My dad is truly a man among men. He’s made a man of all his six boys – they all stand on their own two feet and rely on nobody but themselves. In life you only have your family, family is everything to us, and John Fury is our clan leader. Things were hard for him growing up and he had to fight his way through life. He never wanted that for us boys, thanks to him and my mum we had a privileged upbringing.

It’s my hope that this book will reveal some of the lesser-known sides of my dad, and not just the obvious ones. Yes, he’s still a fighter, and I believe that fire will never go out until he takes his last breath, but my dad also loves walking, history, old films and travel. Most importantly, my father is a man of God, he read the good book constantly while he was in prison and lives by it in deed. As you’ll learn, he is a person who loves nothing more than to help others, and this is the real John Fury. 

Tyson Fury, 2023
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She looked at my bloody shirt and said, ‘Go back and fight him until you know you’ve won.’
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On the Road

I was born in 1965 on the side of a road in a bow-top Gypsy wagon, in a place called Tuam in the beautiful hills of County Galway, Ireland. I was lucky enough to spend the first three years of my life on the Emerald Isle, and part of me is still there. Whenever life takes me to Ireland I feel most at home, and though I like the people very much, for they are my people, it is the land that speaks to me, that runs through my veins to my heart. It’s my heritage; here the ghosts of my ancestors sit around peat fires singing and telling stories by the glow of the flames. In those days you could go anywhere you felt like, with complete freedom to roam and set up camp, and when the Fury family stopped for a few days, they always cleaned up after themselves and left the area immaculate – no one would have known we’d ever been there. 

I come from a poor background. We had two vehicles: one a van, the other a trailer (non-Traveller folk would call it a caravan). And while I say we were poor in one way, we were rich in another, as there was an abundance of love in my family. To us children, my parents were affectionate and kind but strict as hell.

My parents met at the Doncaster horse races, on St Leger Day in September, 1960. They say opposites attract – well, just as my parents were chalk and cheese, so too were their families. My father’s side of the family – the Furys – sold linoleum, soft furnishings, carpets and rugs from door to door. It was called ‘hawking’. They were smart people who possessed great people skills. This was down to the fact that they might knock on 500 doors in a single day, having conversations with so many different types of people and absorbing knowledge. On my mother’s side, the Skeets were hard-working manual labourers, who possessed a gameness and energy about them. Both families were proud and immaculately tidy and brought their kids up strictly. 

Though I may hail from a long line of boxers and fighters, my father was non-confrontational and never entered the ring himself. At the first sign of raised voices or arguments, he would remove himself from the vicinity, not because he was a coward he just hated conflict. You may wonder where my gladiatorial streak comes from. The answer is my mother. She had a dangerously fiery temper, and that is putting it mildly!

My earliest memory is seeing my father climb on top of a tin-roofed barn to get some pigeons. I was only three years old and, as we watched him fall through the roof, I thought I’d lost my dad for ever. My mum came out of the trailer, also thinking he was dead, and then to our relief we heard him wailing, ‘I’ve broken my back! I’m going to spend the rest of my life in a wheelchair!’ But as we inched closer to the barn with trepidation, my mother at the head of us, on closer inspection we saw he was absolutely fine. ‘There’s not a broken bone in your body, Hughie,’ said my mum, ‘You landed on a bloody hayrick!’

Being an Irishman, whether it was fair to say he had the ‘luck of the Irish’ remains up for question; after all, he had me for a son, and I was nothing if not a headache. I’ll admit I was a bit of a scrapper from the start. The first ever fisticuffs I can remember happened when I was just five years old. We’d left Ireland by then and were wintering in Derbyshire. That sounds rather grand. What I mean is that my family had pulled up at a holiday campsite for a few days because our truck was in need of repair. It was snowing, and there was a fair bit of it sticking on the ground. I saw what looked like a nine-year-old, who looked mean as a farmyard cat, picking on a small lad, pushing him around a bit. I don’t know why I didn’t scare of him, probably because the little lad he was bothering was my own kin, my younger brother Peter, and he was only three years old at the time. I have always had a problem with bullies picking on those who are weaker than them, just as I’ve always been compelled to back the underdog. 

Anyway, I’m straight over to them, placing a gentle hand on Peter’s shoulder and separating the two. Then I square up to the tomcat, and it’s as if my hands naturally know to ball themselves into two fists, with the thumbs always on the outside so they don’t break when you hit something. They now look like medieval maces covered in skin at the end of each arm. The first mace connects with the bully’s cheekbone, and he looks at me wide-eyed, clearly not used to being hit this hard by a five-year-old. 

So, we fight on for a few minutes in the falling snow, steam shooting out of our noses like bullocks silently going at it. And next thing we are tussling on the frozen ground of the campsite, rolling ourselves into a hidden nest of barbed wire. I can feel the spikes going into my belly, arms and legs, but one thing they should have told the lad about the Furys is we protect our own and we never give up. Ever. Doesn’t matter how many times we get punctured, kicked, or punched, we never quit. 

Spattered in each other’s snot and blood, the older boy waves his hand in submission and says, ‘That’s enough of this!’ The red mist clears from my head and I’ve saved my little brother from this bully, that’s all I care about. I say to my adversary, ‘Are you finished?’ He nods and that’s that. I’m worried that my jumper is ripped and covered in blood, and what my mother is going to say about that. But when she sees me a moment later as I’m getting ready to take a good hiding, she simply says, ‘Well, did you win?’

‘I don’t know,’ I said, ‘I think I might have.’

She looked at my bloody shirt and said, ‘Go back and fight him until you know you’ve won.’

The kid’s mother got involved then and started insulting my mother. ‘Stay away from us, you itinerant Gypsies.’ And with that my mum hit her twice. Fortunately, my dad – ever the peacekeeper – arrived just in time to grab my mum and usher her away to the trailer, but the owner of the site said we had to leave that day. 

There were four of us boys, and we were all born within a year of each other. My older brother was called Hughie. After Hughie I came along, then there was Jimmy the third boy, and finally our youngest brother, Peter. Brother Hughie may as well have been a reincarnation of my mother and grandfather, so alike was he to them in character; he was completely fearless, lawless, and intrepid. Where I would brood over the consequence of something, he would swat away my worries as if they were flies and, with that special charisma he possessed, convince me to follow him. Like the time we nabbed a couple of chickens and started to breed them a few fields away from the caravan site. I was his wingman – what he did, I did. 

Jimmy was the odd one out among us wild ruffians. Much like my dad, he avoided all conflict and was a highly social person who went to the pub every day as he didn’t like being on his own. He was also a true Traveller, and lived in a caravan till the end of his days. 

And finally, there was Peter. Of all the brothers Peter was, and still is, the smart one. He’s been around boxing all his life and, even though as a fighter he only had one amateur fight, what he doesn’t know about boxing isn’t worth knowing. 

Wherever one Fury brother went, the others followed; we came as a kind of clan. And if you were daft enough to challenge one, you had the rest of us to deal with. While three out of four brothers had that dangerously incendiary spark, which was as easily flicked on as a light switch, it was tempered by the intelligence of our father’s genes. We’d been raised not to look for trouble. My dad used to say, ‘If somebody is nice to you, be nice back to them.’ Secretly, we hoped that somebody wouldn’t be nice to us, which would give us an excuse to fight. The moment somebody tried to be clever and take the mickey out of us, that was that, the gloves were off. The Fury brothers took no prisoners; you’d get a crack in the lug, a punch in the earhole, and we only asked questions afterwards.

Curiously, as a family, we didn’t spend that much time with other Travelling folk, as my dad was suspicious of pretty much everyone. As such, we were independent and did things our way, avoiding waste ground to pitch up beside other Gypsies. Instead, we parked in fields, council-run campsites, pub car parks or farms. My dad used to say that if we went to a Gypsy camp there would always be one puffed-up fool who thought he was the King of the Gypsies, and before long he would be trying to incite my dad to violence. But my dad was a quiet man and didn’t like confrontation. He would always say to his boys, ‘No fighting, just keep your noses clean and stay away from trouble.’ But did we listen? Course we didn’t! 

In spite of my dad’s wise words, my parents fought each other like cat and dog. Mum was made of hard stuff and in the past she’d done manual labour, Tarmacking, barn painting, you name it. She was a natural southpaw and could fight like a man using both her fists. Seeing my parents go at it hammer and tongs in the trailer was far from an infrequent event. I think my mother had one of the worst tempers that I’ve ever seen on a woman. My father you could do business with, you could talk him around, but not my mother. If you got on the wrong side of her, you were getting it, and there was no two ways about it. 

The only people who really inspired me growing up were my mum and dad. Dad could see around corners, he always knew what was coming; it was as if he could see a problem happening before it occurred. He was a great student of human nature; he watched people closely and understood them. I’m not far off fifty-eight years old as I write this, and looking back over a life in which I’ve met many people, from famous actors to celebrated fighters (even The Greatest, Muhammad Ali, albeit very briefly as he signed a copy of his book for me), but I can honestly say my father was one of the most naturally intelligent individuals I’ve ever known. It didn’t matter that he could neither read nor write, he had a great mind in him. He got these smarts from his mum, my gran, who was another person with a great deal of naturally endowed wisdom. She’d say, ‘Slow down, son, give things plenty of thought before you act. Anything done in a rush is no good. If you rush a bowl of soup it won’t work.’ There are other things that she said which will always stick in my mind: ‘Anything done in a rush nine times out of ten is wrath’ and, ‘Be a good judge of character with the people around you.’

I’m afraid I didn’t take much heed of the wisdom on the perils of rushing and wrath, though. Not a week went by in my childhood when I wasn’t fighting. There was a lot of racism against Travellers back then, and little John Fury spent his childhood evening up the odds. 

‘Gypsy, Gypsy lives in a tent, can’t afford to pay the rent.’ If somebody threw me a jibe like that I just looked at them and said, ‘Right, that’s it, we’re fighting. Come on, let’s have you.’ 

I didn’t care how many of them there were, nine times out of ten there would be three boys I’d have to contend with. There aren’t many Furys who won’t fight. I used to watch my dad take a lot of stick and he would always talk things down and defuse the situation. I used to think, ‘That’s unfair, there’s no need for one man to put another down and treat him like that because he lives in a trailer. When somebody insulted my dad, I felt that red rage grow inside me: Dad, you should hit him! I’d think. 

By the time I was fifteen or sixteen, nobody could put the brakes on me, not even my dad who I loved and respected. I’d become a force of nature. If anybody cheeked my father, I’d let them have it. As time went on, people came to know what I was like and it happened less often because they knew I would blow a gasket.

On my dad’s side there was a mixture of keen intelligence and paranoia. He was very questioning about certain people, and more often than not his judgement proved right. Travellers live by their wits – they have to, that’s all they’ve got, as most have had very little education. If you think about it, Gypsies have roamed the face of this planet for thousands and thousands of years, and despite persecution and constant suspicion, not to mention an attempted genocide in the Nazi death camps, they are still here. That’s what I call resilience.

Traditions and knowledge have been passed down orally from generation to generation. I’ve got two hundred years’ worth of Gypsy lore in this skull of mine. Our kind have always had to be social chameleons; we had to learn to mimic the ways, mannerisms and speech of house dwellers (ordinary folk), because if somebody knew you were a Gypsy, they’d have nothing to do with you, nor your wares, and you’d starve to death. So, we learnt from the moment we were little how to speak properly, taking our time to pronounce words clearly so that we spoke even better English than the house dwellers. The people whose doors we knocked on to sell our goods to, we treated with the upmost respect, as they were the ones who were ultimately feeding us, they were our living. When we went out to work, from nine a.m. till four p.m., we were living a lie. If I was to knock on someone’s door and say, ‘Good morning, madam, my name is John and I’m from the Gypsy encampment just down the road. Now, can I interest you—’ I wouldn’t have made it to the end of the sentence, the door would’ve been slammed in my face, and I would’ve been branded a vagabond: ‘Get off my land!’ 

So we learnt to put our best foot forward. I was big for my age, when I was nine years old I was doing the work of a fourteen-year-old: Tarmacking, roadwork, painting and decorating. Tarmacking was real work. I loved the smell of the Tarmac, especially when you took the sheet off it. We used to buy it from the quarry, and then my dad would keep a sheet over it to keep it moist and soft. Its smell was magical, a bewitching aroma of petrol and tar mixed together. Sounds mad, but I used to put my finger in it or lick it as if it was liquorice. It was always stuck to my clothes and my hair as well, but I loved it.

For sales work I used to be well dressed, I’d have a tie and smart blazer on, my shoes polished, my hair washed, combed and side-parted, my teeth brushed. I was learning to be somebody else from a young age. People found me oddly precocious. There I was, a door-to-door salesman, a boy doing a man’s job. And because of the quirkiness of it, they felt compelled to listen to this somewhat articulate boy.

I have very few memories of being a kid and doing nothing. Most of the time I was working, grafting from an early age, but these were golden days nevertheless. In the summer we’d get up at six thirty in the morning and finish work at ten o’clock at night. We worked flat-out, painting barns, Tarmacking, and whitewashing houses. We used to call the latter ‘snowcemming’, after ‘SNOWCEM’, the whitewash product. For all the time that there was daylight there was money to be made, and so we were working. One thing I am grateful for is that my mother insisted that myself and my brothers went to school, at least during the winter.

I think one of my favourite childhood places was Yorkshire. In the mid-1970s, when I was ten years old, all the pits were still open, and the colliers earned quite a bit more than the average person. They had cash to spend and weren’t afraid to spend it and, come the weekend, they let their hair down. But no matter how many drinks they put away on a Saturday night, they were always on time for work. Miners were decent, proud people; they’d get up before dawn, before it was light, and disappear into the mouth of a pit, only to rise from the grimy depths, their faces blackened with soot. It took some bottle to go down into the bowels of the earth, working in the claustrophobic darkness. Colliers lived in tight communities and, though they were rough and tough folk, there was no edge to them; perhaps any sharpness got rounded off in the darkness. When you knocked on their door, they treated you as they treated everybody, with respect and an interest in what you had to say. Nine times out of ten you could sell to them; it was easy work, and Mum and Dad loved them. 

I remember the summer of 1969 and one of many trips to Yorkshire. Some of my mum’s people were up there working at Martin’s Farm in Norton, picking fruit on a family estate called Castle Howard. You might have seen Garfield II or Brideshead Revisited, in which case you will remember the baroque palace which is Castle Howard. It was reached by a long drive that cut through its ornamental gardens, past fountains spilling with Greek gods. 

Six miles from the estate was a naturally formed sort of bowl, at the bottom of which was a huddle of derelict red-brick farm buildings, and it was beside these that we pitched up our trailer and car. The milkman refused to deliver the milk all the way down to us each day, and instead used to leave it at the top of the lane that led down to the abandoned farm. I’m not sure whether that was because he was afraid of the creepy buildings, or because we were Gypsies and might read his palm and steal his soul. We liked it well enough down there, though. 

One morning I looked up to see the sun flashing through the trees, making the coloured tops of that day’s two pints of milk shimmer like reflectors on a bicycle. There were also some lovely horses in a nearby field and, only being around four years old, but thinking myself rather grand and helpful, I took the milk and liberally poured it all into a trough so the horses could drink it. 

A nice little treat for them. 

I’ve always loved animals and I thought I was doing good, but the next thing I saw was my mother striding across the field, fixing me with a furious glare and pulling a suitable branch off the hedge so she now had a swishing stick. There’s only one purpose for such a stick; she held me with one hand by the top of my ear and repeatedly whipped me on the backside with the other (leaving some very red marks behind). I was screaming like a banshee. She said, ‘That’s the last time you waste good milk.’

Among the skeletal red-brick buildings, there was a small shed where my older brother Hughie and I once put a goose we’d stolen. We tried to make a little home for it in a box, but then my mother came back from work in the fields and discovered our purloined golden goose, at which point both of us got another good smack. I was about three years old. 

Something else bird-related happened there one evening that same summer, something that I will never forget. Remember the barn with the rusty tin roof which my father fell through? Well, on this crooked tumbledown roof, we saw a congregation of blackbirds and crows start to gather. First there was one, then there were three; we blinked and next there were ten, and so it went on – thirty, forty . . . until there must have been over a hundred on the apex of the roof. It was like something out of that Hitchcock film, The Birds, with Rod Taylor and Tippi Hedren. It would have been almost comical watching them jostling for space, screaming and cawing like old widows dressed in black, but it wasn’t; instead it was odd, wrong. 

And as my brother Hughie and I curiously watched them gathering, we saw Mum pause at hanging the washing on the line and stare up at them too. In many cultures, crows are considered agents of the devil and signify bad luck. In Romani lore, my mother’s lore, a large collection of black feathered birds signify the coming of death and a predator among us. I felt a chill reach down my young spine and cover my arms in goosebumps. And as they cawed, their black eyes flashing and blinking, the sun was taken by a solitary cloud the size of a battleship and I remembered what they called a huge group of crows: a murder, a murder of crows. 

The birds were now no longer cawing but silently watching us, like they had some kind of an agenda and we were a central part of it. My dad appeared, looked to my mother and said, ‘Cissy, get me that roll of insulation tape, will you please.’ This she did, and Dad wasted no time applying it to the trailer’s windows in the shape of crosses across the glass panes, just as the folk in London had during the Blitz, to stop the windows shattering when bombs exploded. 

My mother signed herself with the cross and hurriedly pushed us inside the trailer, shutting the door behind her. As we pulled the curtains a crack and peered through the crossed windows, the messengers of doom started their assault on our home. It was as if one of them had given the order for the first crow to dive-bomb us, its wings flush against its body like a feathered missile, beak pointed at the target.

Thud! it came, bruising the side of the trailer, before falling limp to the ground. Then two more, thud, thud! Next, it was a free-for-all, and the air was full of their cawing, the flapping of their wings and their talons tearing at the paintwork. Not all of them fell dead on impact with the trailer; many more landed on the roof and began clawing at it, as if they intended to get through the solid metal. I wanted to ask my brother Hughie if he thought that the crosses Dad had put on the windows were to ward off death, or whether it was just to stop them shattering. But even fearless Hughie had gone a lighter shade of pale. 

The noise was insufferable; my mother and father were petrified, and Hughie and I were squealing in terror. The attack on the trailer endured for what seemed like an eternity, but was probably more like twenty minutes. And then, as quickly as they had come, they began to disperse; first one or two, then in their dozens and scores. I remember my father saying, ‘Give me that towel please.’ He started wiping the sweat off his brow and I noticed his hands were shaking. 

My parents took themselves into the next room and slid the dividing door shut, but Hughie and I could hear their whisperings as they tried to figure why this murder of crows had visited us. My dad, as I already said, could see around corners, and had this ominous knack of knowing when something bad was about to happen. ‘Cissy,’ he said, ‘something terrible has happened to one of our own.’

The sun might have come out again now, but the atmosphere in the caravan was still as cold as a gravestone. My brother and I sat mute and confused. Within half an hour, we saw a solitary police car rattling down the lane toward us – a navy blue Morris Minor 1000 with a blue light flashing on top. A single policeman climbed out of the car. 

‘There we go, Cissy,’ said Dad to Mum, ‘this is what I’m telling you.’

The policeman knocked at the door and my mother opened it. My father stood beside her. The policeman said, ‘I’m looking for Cissy and Hughie Burton?’ 

That was strange, for a start. My dad was so paranoid that he never used his own name, but took my mother’s instead. But nobody around here knew us by that name, we had used yet another alias. That could only mean that the police had been contacted by somebody who knew us and had given that name. This was the messenger of doom.

‘That’s us,’ said Dad. 

The copper looked at them uncomfortably and said, ‘You may want to sit down a moment. Your nephew Owen has just been killed in a car accident, just fifteen miles down the road.’

It was my cousin. At the time the crows had attacked us, Owen had died and met his maker. And though this tragedy marks the end of the story, it began six years earlier, at the start of the sixties, before I was even born. Owen was hawking with my granny, carrying the carpets, listening to and learning her sales pitch, and saying nothing as he’d been instructed. Granny knocked on a door and a woman peered out and her gaze fell on Owen. Without taking her eyes off him she said, as if in pain, ‘I need to tell you something: do not ever take this boy near the coast.’

Granny asked her why and without missing a beat she simply said, ‘Because it will be his demise.’ 

My gran sold her some linen and they left and forgot all about it. The next place they moved on to was called Killamarsh, where there was a big fairground. Owen was watching something on television in his trailer when he lost a clear signal. The trailer was parked up by the side of the road and he took the aerial and moved it around in an attempt to get a stronger signal. As he stepped back a little on to the road, without realizing a car was passing, it hit him. Owen fell over and rubbed his head – he was okay, though. Hearing the screech of car brakes and looking out of the window, one of my aunts saw him sitting up on the side of the road. She ran out in such



























































Epilogue

My mother used to say, ‘Let your “yes” be your yes and let your “no” be your no. Put your best foot forward and be as strong as you can.’ In other words: be yourself and be true to your word. I’ve certainly followed this advice but it hasn’t always landed well with others; I’m often regarded as being outspoken and tricky to deal with. What I can say is that what you see is what you get, and you will never be in doubt of where you are with me.

I’ve always looked for genuine people at every turn. People speak rubbish to make conversation and there is an awful lot said of me that is just not true. I am an awkward fellow, I know that, but I wear my heart on my sleeve and listen to my intuition when it comes to people. Some days I think I am the most misunderstood person on earth. That’s one of the reasons that I’ve written this book. At first I worried that people might think I was riding on the coat-tails of my son Tyson, that I was skimming the bubbles of his fame. That couldn’t be further from the truth. All I want is to tell you my story, to share with you the dark and the light of my own journey, and describe some of the adventures this Gypsy has been lucky enough to have experienced.

When you grow up like I did with nothing, and I mean nothing, you want to do as much as you can to ensure things are easier for your kids than they were for you. At seventeen years old I was a young father, and I regarded it as the greatest of responsibilities. I had no education, no help, but I wanted to teach my kids to be tough enough to handle most situations. I have been very lucky, and there must be somebody up there who likes me because despite the life I’ve led – the trials and tribulations, sadness, tears, dying, the suffering and the pain – I’m still here and on top today at fifty-eight years old. I’ve had six sons, I’ve looked after two families. All my sons have surpassed me in their successes and are better than me in every way. They have clean characters and that means a lot to me. I could pass away tonight and be satisfied with what I’ve managed to achieve with them. For all that we have our squabbles, we have an unbreakable bond and would die for each other. 

When I was in prison Tyson asked me, ‘Is there any place on your bucket list you’d like to go to once you get out of here, Dad?’ 

‘Pompeii,’ I said. 

‘Right then, we’re going,’ he said. 

We didn’t manage to get out there for one reason or another until earlier this year. But it was worth the wait, just to spend quality time with Tyson and to see him so happy. Along with two friends, neither of them small men, we hired a Fiat Punto and drove to Pompeii to see the village where the lava had burnt the ancient city’s population to death, during the great eruption of Mount Vesuvius in 79 CE. It was a bit of a squeeze in that car! The Amalfi Coast was beautiful, and on our last day we drove to Capri and then had a skinful of Italian beer. Sat out in the sunshine, it was absolutely glorious, I’ll never forget it, it was one of those ‘pinch yourself’ moments when you look at your life and you feel pure gratitude. This radiant happiness was rudely punctured by the realization that we were flying that afternoon and needed to get back to the airport! The problem, however, was we were all well beyond tipsy . . . One of us had to drive back along the Amalfi Coast, which you may or may not know is one of the most dangerous roads in the world, hugging the cliffs above the Tyrrhenian Sea, infamous for its narrowness, hairpin bends, sheer drops, and staggering views of the abyss just outside your car door. Thankfully I managed to sober up before it was time to drive and we made the flight in the nick of time. 

Life is about these special moments and adventures. What is past is past, it can’t be changed. Look to the sun and to the future, savour the present and, till next time we meet, God bless you and keep you safe.




[image: Start of image description, A black and white photo captures John’s grandfather, Fred, wearing a dark suit as he sits with his brother outside a caravan with his family. 2 young children sit on a toy car in the foreground and a motor car is parked to the left., end of image description]

The Fury family in the late 1930s parked up in Cheltenham. The man on the left in the suit is my grandfather, his brother is in the suit on the left with their kids in front.

[image: Start of image description, John’s grandparents on his mother’s side of the family. Phillip and Louisa stand in a doorway and smile for the camera., end of image description]

My grandparents on my mother’s side, Philip and Louisa Skeet.

[image: Start of image description, John’s father, Hughie, stands proudly next to his Bedford truck. He is wearing a dark suit and leaning against the front wing of the truck., end of image description]

This is my father next to his Bedford J type truck,1968. He loved to dress up.

[image: Start of image description, John’s mother, aged around 12 years old, stands outside a caravan with her younger sister, Rose. They are both smiling, and she has her arm around her younger sister., end of image description]

On the left is my aunty Rose and on the right is my mother, aged seven. At Potters Farm in Kent.

[image: Start of image description, Infant John, aged just 8 days old, is held up by his father on his Christening day. Hughie wears a dark suit and tie, and John is wearing a white Christening gown and white socks., end of image description]

My christening day.  I was eight days old and held by my father Hughie.

[image: Start of image description, John, aged around 18 months old, stands beside his older brother, Hughie. They are wearing white shirts and dark shorts., end of image description]

Me on the right at eighteen months old with my eldest brother Hughie at the races, 1967.

[image: Start of image description, John, aged 18 months old, and his brother Hughie, are shown sitting on the front of a tractor., end of image description]

Me on the left, eighteen months old, sat next to Hughie.

[image: Start of image description, John, aged 4, stands next to a pram outside their caravan in 1969. The pram contains his baby brother, Peter., end of image description]

Me at three years old, my newborn brother Peter is in the pram. This would have been taken in Dewsbury, Yorkshire, 1968.

[image: Start of image description, John and his older brother, Hughie, pose in front of their father’s truck parked next to their caravan. John was 6 years old at the time., end of image description]

Me on the left at five years old with my brother Hughie in Derby, 1970. Next to us is our caravan.

[image: Start of image description, John stands next to his father’s pale blue Ford Transit van with his 3 brothers, Hughie, Jimmy, and Peter. Each boy is wearing a white sleeveless vest. John was 9 years old in 1973., end of image description]

Me and my three brothers, Burton upon Trent, 1973. We’re stood next to my dad’s Ford Transit Diesel Mark I.

[image: Start of image description, John, aged 8 years old, stands outside their family caravan with his 3 brothers., end of image description]

Me at eight years old, with my three brothers, next to the caravan I was born in.

[image: Start of image description, John, aged 12, sits outside a caravan on a summer’s day in 1976 with his brother Peter and a dog., end of image description]

Me and my brother Peter in 1976. At The Travellers Rest campsite in Hull.

[image: Start of image description, A shirtless John,a ged 26, smiles as he jumps rope at a caravan park. John is training for a fight with the Italian heavyweight boxer, Cesare Di Benedetto., end of image description]

Aged twenty-six, training to fight an Italian heavyweight on Bartley Gorman’s land in Uttoxeter.

[image: Start of image description, A promotional photo of John wearing his boxing gloves with a white towel around his neck. John is 26 years old in 1990., end of image description]

A promotional shot taken of me while training, twenty-six years old.

[image: Start of image description, A shirtless John during a training session with Bartley Gorman. They are standing opposite each other with their fists raised. A static caravan sits to the left., end of image description]

Training with Bartley Gorman.

[image: Start of image description, John smiles as he stands outside a traditional, green caravan with his brown and white horse, Nobby. John is shirtless and resting his hand on the back of the horse., end of image description]

Me, Nobby the horse and the caravan I lived in on my land in 1992.

[image: Start of image description, John smiles as he holds his 2 year old son, John Boy, in his arms. A large, green and red Volvo truck stands in the background., end of image description]

Me holding John Boy, aged two, outside our first house. The Volvo, which we’d sell, was ours.

[image: Start of image description, John’s son, Tyson, aged just 3 months old, lies on a brown and white blanket with his fist clenched., end of image description]

Tyson, three months old. Clenching his fist even then.

[image: Start of image description, A close-up of Tyson crawling towards the camera as a baby., end of image description]

Another one of Tyson as a baby.

[image: Start of image description, John sits in an armchair on Christmas day with Tyson on his lap. Tyson was 1 year old in 1989., end of image description]

Me and Tyson, in 1989. He would have been one year old. Sat on my lap on Christmas day.

[image: Start of image description, John’s sons, Tyson and Shane, are pictured with their grandfather, Hughie, as he sits outside a house in 1995. Tyson is 7 at the time and Shane is 4 years old., end of image description]

Shane aged four and Tyson aged seven with my father.

[image: Start of image description, John sits in a driveway of a house with his arms around his son Shane, aged 3 years old. John’s father, Hughie, stands to the left., end of image description]

My father on the left and three-year-old Shane is in my arms, 1993.

[image: Start of image description, A formal school photograph of John Boy, aged 8, on the right, and Tyson, aged 5, on the left., end of image description]

A school photo of Tyson, aged five, and John Boy, aged eight.

[image: Start of image description, A formal photograph of John’s son, Roman, aged 2 in 1999, wearing a beige jumper and matching dungarees., end of image description]

Roman at two years old.

[image: Start of image description, A formal photo of Tommy, aged only 8 months old in 2000. He is sitting on a white blanket and he is wearing a white and blue Babygro with a yellow bow tie., end of image description]

Tommy, eight months old.

[image: Start of image description, Roman and Tommy stand beside a gate with some small ponies in 2003. Roman is 6 years old and Tommy is 3 years old. Tommy is wearing an England football strip., end of image description]

Roman on the left and Tommy on the right, in 2003.

[image: Start of image description, John Boy stands beside his new car in the driveway of his grandmother’s house. John Boy is 17 years old and wears a white vest and blue shorts as he stands next to the black car., end of image description]

John Boy at seventeen years old, showing my mother his new car. It’s a family tradition to take pictures with new cars in my mother’s driveway.

[image: Start of image description, John stands in the middle of a living room and smiles for the camera. His father, Hughie, sits in a chair to the right. John’s mother stands smiling next to John. John’s uncle, Henry, sits to the left., end of image description]

Left to right: My father sat down, my mother stood next to me, my uncle Henry Beenie sat down on the right.

[image: Start of image description, John stands with his son, Tyson, in a boxing ring in a gym. They are both posing with their fists raised for the camera. Tyson, wearing a red vest and shorts, was 18 years old at the time., end of image description]

Me and Tyson at the gym together back in 2006.

[image: Start of image description, Tyson stands in the middle of the ring and raises his arms above his head as he celebrates victory over John McDermott to win the English Heavyweight boxing title at the Brentwood Centre, Essex, in 2009. The belt hangs over his shoulder and his father, John, stands beside him, his hand resting on his son’s shoulder., end of image description]

Tyson and me celebrating as he beat John McDermott to win the English heavyweight boxing title. Essex, 2009.

[image: Start of image description, Tyson trains with his father during the build-up to his heavyweight clash with Wladimir Klitschko in 2015. John wears boxing pads and Tyson is focused on the pads as his coaches stand ringside to watch his training routine., end of image description]

Training with Tyson in 2015 ahead of his fight with Ukraine’s Wladimir Klitschko.

[image: Start of image description, Tyson fights Klitschko in Dusseldorf on 28 November 2015. Tyson is pictured landing a cross punch to Klitschko’s left shoulder. Klitschko was the reigning W B A, I B F, W B O, I B O, and The Ring heavyweight champion. Fury was declared the winner by unanimous decision., end of image description]

Tyson showing everyone who is boss and ending Klitschko’s reign as champion.

[image: Start of image description, John stands beside Tyson as he celebrates his title fight victory over Wladimir Klitschko in 2015. Tyson wears a white t-shirt bearing the words, God is all things most high. He is shouting and holding the W B A, I B F, I B O, and W B O world heavyweight title belts. The I B F title would later be stripped from Fury as he agreed to a rematch with Klitschko., end of image description]

Tyson celebrating with the WBA, IBF, WBO and IBO belts after winning the world heavyweight title. I still have to pinch myself sometimes when I think of all he’s achieved.

[image: Start of image description, John, wearing a blue tracksuit, stands up and gestures and shouts during a homecoming event at the Macron Stadium in Bolton after the world title fight in 2015. Tyson and his trainer Peter Fury sit to John’s right. A relaxed Tyson looks up at his father and laughs. Tyson’s world title belts are displayed on the table in front of them., end of image description]

I’ve learned to control my temper as I’ve gotten older but if I hear someone talking rubbish about one of my sons then I’m not afraid to stand up to them. This was at a homecoming event in Bolton after Tyson had become world champion in 2015.

[image: Start of image description, Referee, Russell Mora, smiles and lifts up Tyson’s arm during the aftermath of his W B C world title fight with Deontay Wilder in Las Vegas on 22 February 2020. Tyson points to the sky as he rests the title belts over his shoulders. Tyson’s wife, Paris, stands on the other side of the referee in the crowded ring., end of image description]

The Furys always praise God in our wins. Tyson and Paris here celebrating after he beat Deontay Wilder and retained the heavyweight title. Nevada, 2021.

[image: Start of image description, Tyson Fury smiles and stands in the centre of the ring as he celebrates victory with his head trainer SugarHill Steward, trainer Andy Lee, and his father John Fury, after the W B C World Heavyweight title fight against Dillian Whyte on 23 April 2022 at Wembley Stadium, London., end of image description]

Celebrating victory after the WBC world heavyweight title fight between Tyson Fury and Dillian Whyte at Wembley in 2022.

[image: Start of image description, John is shown in a blue and white tracksuit and wearing boxing pads as he puts his son, Tommy, through his paces during a training session in a Boxpark venue in Wembley in 2022. Tommy is pictured throwing a cross punch with his right. Tommy is in training for his fight with Daniel Bocianski on the undercard of his brother Tyson’s heavyweight defence., end of image description]

Tommy and me training together in 2022 at Boxpark Wembley.

[image: Start of image description, Tommy Fury flexes his muscles during a photo opportunity as part of a training session before his bout with Daniel Bocianski. His father John stands beside him and smiles and points towards his son. Tommy wears black shorts and gloves., end of image description]

Tommy has come a long way since he was the ugly duckling of the family. He’s now a leading man and strong fighter.

[image: Start of image description, Roman Fury jabs with his right hand during his cruiserweight fight with the Belgian fighter, Erik Nazaryan, in London on 16 June 2023., end of image description]

Another fighter in the family. Roman fighting Erik Nazaryan in their cruiserweight bout. London, 2023.

[image: Start of image description, Tommy celebrates his victory over Jake Paul in the ring with his family, including brother Tyson and father, John. The bout, billed as The Truth, took place at Diriyah Arena in Saudi Arabia on 26 February 2023. Fury won by split decision., end of image description]

The whole team celebrating Tommy’s win against Jake Paul in the cruiserweight title fight. Diriyah, Saudi Arabia. February 2023.

[image: Start of image description, Tyson Fury poses in the ring with his training team as he prepares for his W B C heavyweight title defence against Dillian Whyte in 2022. Tyson lies on the floor of the ring and smiles and gives the V for victory sign. He is joined in the ring by his father, John, brother, Roman, and his trainers, and sparring partners., end of image description]

Training with the boys in Manchester. My son Roman is standing next to me and Tyson is posing on the floor at the front.

[image: Start of image description, John and Roman pose for a photo at the top of a hill in the Peak District on a bright summer day., end of image description]

Me and Roman on a beautiful day walking in the Peak District. There’s nothing better for the mind that getting out and hiking in nature.

[image: Start of image description, John poses with his mother, and sons Tyson and Hughie. A Rolls Royce stands parked behind the group. Tyson is laughing and stretching out his arms., end of image description]

My son Hughie on the left and my late mother to my right, Tyson on the far right.

[image: Start of image description, A close-up of John’s sons, Tyson and Hughie, and John’s brother, James. They are all wearing England football shirts., end of image description]

Family comes first. Tyson on the left, my late brother James in the middle and my son Hughie on the right.

[image: Start of image description, John smiles as he leans against the bonnet of a classic silver, Rolls Royce Silver Shadow., end of image description]

It’s the simple things in life that make me happy. My one indulgence is vintage cars.




About the Author


John Fury was born on 22 May 1965. He is a retired professional boxer and bare-knuckle fighter of Irish and British descent.
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