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    For my family: Mum, Dad, Vicky, Lindsey, Bradley and Melissa.


    I’m glad that you were all there to share it with me.

  


  
    


    Paul Harrison is one of the most popular drivers in motorsport. Starting his BriSCA Formula 1 Stock Car career in 1985, he first found success as British Champion in 1991 and 1993 and then as European Champion in 1998 and 2003. However, his primary aim was always to match his father’s achievement and become World Champion. In 2011, he finally achieved his ambition at the 23rd attempt, also securing a third British Championship in the same year. He lives in Wickersley, South Yorkshire with wife Lindsey and children Bradley and Melissa.
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    My Time Has Come


    


    So I won my semi and got to start on the front row,


    Then lost the toss to Hinesey, well whaddya know,


    Not always the best place to start, outside row one on the grid,


    To win the gold in my 23rd World Final bid.


    


    And just the day before, my emotions were all over the place,


    When my mate Iain sorted me a chat with a sports psychologist ace,


    So as I woke up that morning and as I lay in my bed,


    I realised that Mike Finnigan had truly sorted out my head.


    


    ‘Cos gone were my jitters, and my state of mind was restored,


    I can win this I thought, with my confidence assured,


    We arrived at Northampton, I was in a positive mind,


    Family, friends and fans, words of encouragement were kind.


    


    I went out to practice, putting the car through its paces,


    In preparation for this, the most important of races,


    Then it was time for the parade, as we waited at the pit gate,


    I recall Hinesey’s team in a proper nervous state.


    


    Then out onto track, as we all enjoy the occasion,


    The crowd all cheering, whichever driver their persuasion,


    As we form the grid, and are asked a few words for the crowd,


    I say this is my time to win it, I wanted to do myself proud.


    


    I get strapped in by my team, who tell me to prove what I’m worth,


    Suddenly my cab feels like the most lonely place on earth,


    The girl with the placard walks past, just one minute to go,


    Normally I’d watch her arse in my mirror, but today I don’t want to know!


    


    ‘Gentlemen start your engines’ the next words I hear mention,


    The hairs on my neck all stand to attention,


    I turn the engine and catch it, as it roars into power,


    I’m ready, I’m focused, to make this my finest hour.


    


    Two rolling laps, side by side next to Paul,


    Thinking don’t go too early, no prize for first in the wall,


    Then out with the green and off we all blast,


    I drop back to fourth, as Frank and Tom go past.


    


    Soon I’m second behind Frank, and I know this bloke’s no messer,


    Then the yellows come out, for Rob Cowley the hairdresser,


    He’s landed on his roof, quite a terrible farce,


    He of Gears and Tears fame, with the great bruise on his arse.


    


    The race gets restarted, Dan Johnson looks quick,


    He seems in a hurry, so I’m in for some stick,


    Yellows again, Peter Rees crashes hard indivertible,


    The marshals are on hand, to make Riley’s car a convertible.


    


    We wait on the start line for what seems like an hour,


    As I stare at the start line, which says believe in your power,


    On the start Dan soon passes, leaving Andy behind,


    Then the yellows again, and I’ve got 391 on my mind.


    


    I make a good line, as the race gets restarted,


    Dan makes a move and soon Frank’s been departed,


    I follow Dan, leaving Frank and Andy to fight,


    My car coming good as they disappear out of sight.


    


    Suddenly the race has changed, Dan and I can advance,


    I knew to act straight away, I might not get another chance,


    I line up the car and give a hard measured shot,


    I charge into the lead, sitting in the number one spot.


    


    It’s just past halfway, still a long way to go,


    Dan is hot on my heels, I can’t afford to slow,


    The lap boards come out, I’m thinking bleeding hell fire,


    If there’s a God, he won’t let me get a flat tyre!


    


    And then the last lap, I check the mirror for number 4,


    The last thing I need is him smashing through my back door,


    As I cross the line disbelieving, surely it’s not true,


    This race so elusive, belongs to me, number 2.


    


    I pull in the middle, hearing all the noise and the cheers,


    I dance out of my car, getting mobbed by my peers,


    My team and my family, wife, kids, Mum and Dad,


    They’ve all seen me do it, I’m so elated, so glad.


    


    We celebrate and party, the world seems a much better place,


    I’ve achieved my life-long ambition, just to win this one race,


    And it’s difficult to explain, sometimes I can’t describe how I feel,


    At last I have done it, yet it still feels so surreal.


    


    And for no reason at all it sometimes pricks my subconscious state,


    A fleeting moment of no importance, will leave me feeling great,


    Other times I stare at the trophy, seeing great drivers’ names from the past,


    I feel tremendous pride to be amongst them, to be World Champion at last.
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    Chapter 1


    


    For nearly forty years I’d imagined what it would be like to become a World Champion.


    In 1982, only a few miles down the road at the Crucible Theatre in Sheffield, Alex Higgins won the World Snooker Championship for the second time. I remember watching it on television. Higgins was down by the snooker table with his wife and young child, and all the cameras were on them. He was crying. The emotion just got too much and it all poured out of him.


    I was watching with my dad, who didn’t have time for all the histrionics. ‘What the bloody hell is he crying for?’ he announced. ‘He’s just won the World Championship! Look at him, he’s spoiling it, there’s no need for that. He ought to be jumping up and down on the table!’


    My dad was never shy to voice an opinion. I reckon it’s the Yorkshireman in him – he’s never afraid to call a spade, a spade. He could talk about Hurricane Higgins with some insight though, because he was a top sportsman himself. Having been part of stock car racing when it first started in 1954, he quickly rose to the top of the sport and won the British Championship twice, in 1967 and 1975. The Stock Car World Championship was the one title that eluded him though, so no wonder he watched Alex Higgins with such envy. He was desperate to win the World Final, but time seemed to be running out.


    It all came good four months later. In September 1982, he crossed the line first and became a World Champion himself. There might have been a few tears in the crowd, but there certainly weren’t any from Dad. He was ecstatic, the happiest bloke in the world, but he stayed composed throughout and didn’t let himself break down. I was a very proud 13-year-old.


    I already knew I wanted to become a stock car driver. I had been racing a Ministox for the past five years. I followed Dad into Formula 1 stock cars pretty much as early as I could, three years later at the end of 1985. Since then I had competed every season and I’d had my own successes. I had won both the British Championship and the European Championship more than once. But, just like Dad, I struggled when it came to the World Championship. It always seemed to escape me. Three times I came second and twice I came third, but nobody remembers those who get on the podium.


    The World Championship was the one goal in my life, the one that I had always wanted to win. I even said to my wife that I’d rather win the World Final than win the lottery. It meant that much to me.


    I always thought I’d be more like Alex Higgins than Willie Harrison. I pictured myself crossing the line first in a World Final and being overcome by a wave of emotion. I thought I would be crying as I got out of the car and when I was presented the trophy.


    As it turned out, I was wrong.


    *


    I’m usually nervous when I strap myself into the car before the start of a World Final. It wasn’t that I’d never done it before, because this particular World Final was number 23. It’s the pressure of the occasion that seems to get to me.


    This time it was different. There was no tension, I wasn’t on the edge, I had no butterflies in my stomach. I felt good. It was the World Championship, the one that I had raced for all year, and I just felt calm and focused.


    I only had one mechanic, Lee, to help me with the harnesses. The rest of the team had wished me well before I went onto the track. Lee patted my shoulder and walked off, leaving me alone in the car. I waited for the signal to fire up my engine.


    When it came, 34 V8 racing engines roared into life. We moved off on the rolling laps. Paul Hines, on my inside in pole position, seemed to be going a little fast. I looked in my mirror and saw Frankie Wainman Junior behind Paul, arm out of the window, signalling him to slow down. It was Paul’s first time on the front row in a World Final and he was pumped up. I thought that I was doing a good speed, controlling my half of the grid from the outside of the front row.


    At the start of the back straight, half a lap before the race started, I let Paul go a little bit. He quickly came back into position, but by then I had moved across slightly, positioning my car central on the track, leaving Paul no option but to slot in tight up to the inside edge. I’d been studying the starts of races on YouTube to get a few ideas, and I’d decided I wanted Paul towards the inside of the track with little room to move about.


    I didn’t want to go too early, get in front and get clobbered into the first corner. I couldn’t afford a bent rim or bent shocker, I needed the car 100% for the whole race. Equally, I didn’t want to go too late and let everybody else get a jump on me and hang me out to dry. We slowly approached a patch of tarmac which had been freshly laid to cover a pothole, a point that I’d highlighted to myself on the parade lap and thought would be a good point to go. I booted my foot down on the accelerator. The engine screamed, but I suddenly realised it was too early, I would be on the front of a train going into the first turn. I immediately lifted my foot, but just as I did so, everybody else went – the green flags were waving and the World Final was on!


    So it was pedal to the metal again, down the home straight we went. I looked in my mirror and I could see that the foreigners on the third row had not set off quite as quickly as the front four: myself, Paul, Frankie and Tom Harris. I kept wide to let Paul and Frankie go and could see Tom sweeping into the first turn behind me, so I decided to let all three through and slot into the gap before the foreigners. I stayed wide, really wide, but Paul, Frankie and Tom took a wide line too.


    All of a sudden the train followed on behind. Cars pushed each other into the corner and I was engulfed. One of the foreigners scraped the back of my bumper, just at the moment where I needed to be making the turn near the fence. It twitched my back end and set me up for a good exit from the corner, so I shot up the inside of Tom a second or two after he had passed me on the inside. I had survived the first turn and only lost one place.


    Down the back straight we thundered. Frankie nudged Paul to make him run wide so he could take the lead on the exit of the next corner. I was close enough to go through too as we passed the starter, meaning that in the space of the first lap I had gone from second to third to fourth to third to second!


    I was looking at the back of Frankie’s car. He had a reasonable gap, but I wasn’t concerned. I knew that after two or three laps, the time it takes for my tyres to warm up and reach their peak speed and grip, I would be able to catch him and take the lead. That would have to wait a little bit first though, because as I began to close the gap the marshals waved their yellow flags to bring the race to a halt and rescue Rob Cowley from his rolled car.


    We lined up on the home straight, waiting for the track to be cleared. I was second behind Frankie. Just above his car, across the start-finish line, was a banner. It read, ‘reach for the stars… believe your own power.’ I stared at the banner. It seemed to be speaking directly to me. I felt good, confident in my car, faster than Frankie. I was persuading myself that I was going to win the World Final.


    Once the short stoppage was over, we rolled past the banner, round the turn and onto the back straight. Frankie went really early, more or less as we went into the turn at the end of the back straight, but I was ready and I went with him. In the couple of laps I knew it would take my car to be at full speed, I looked in my mirror. I could see that Dan Johnson was coming through the field quickly, but I was also catching Frankie. We circled the track a couple of times. I was close to where I needed to be to challenge for the lead. A cloud of tyre smoke appeared where Murray Harrison spun wide towards the outside of the first turn, so I aimed for the inside and blasted my way through. That was out of character, usually I would see smoke and back out of it, but this time I went for it. Frankie must have backed off a little, because down the back straight I came alongside him. Then the yellow flags came out again and I saw smoke coming from a car in difficulty. We stopped again. I looked behind and saw that Dan Johnson was now in third place behind me.


    I wasn’t aware that there was a problem involving Peter Rees until Guy Parker walked on the track. I overheard him telling Frankie, ‘you can’t get out of your car but you can take your helmet off, it’s going to be a while.’ When he came to my car I asked what was amiss. Guy told me that Peter had crashed and wasn’t in a good way, so I could take my helmet off. I didn’t, I left it on.


    I sat on the home straight again, in the same position as before, behind Frankie’s car and looking at the banner. ‘Reach for the stars… believe your own power.’ It took on such significance in my mind. It was the basis of what I had been thinking before the race. It was as though the banner had been put there for me – it even crossed my mind that it might be a figment of my imagination!


    A bit later on, Guy came over again and repeated that I could take my helmet off because they were cutting the roof off Peter’s car, but the helmet remained on. I was still, focused, positive. They could take as long as they liked, they could throw whatever they wanted at me, but I wasn’t going to get out of the mindset I was in. The confidence I had in myself and my car would not be diminished.


    After a long delay, the race restarted. Frankie went early again and shot away. I got a good enough start to keep up with him, but I had to be careful that the differential didn’t give way. The Transit rear axle I raced with could cause a few problems because the differential didn’t like it if you floored the accelerator to set off or changed gear too fast. I was conscious of not putting too much stress on the back axle on each restart. It was evident straight away that Dan was in a big hurry. I got a little push from him as I was brushing the apex, just as I was turning into a corner. Dan was letting me know his presence, I was under his feet, and he gave me a reasonable tap as we went down the home straight. I had two choices. I could ride my luck and potentially be on the receiving end of a big hit, or I could move aside. This was the World Final, Dan wasn’t going to be hanging around and I didn’t want him putting me out of the race, so I moved out of his way and he came past. I held my line well and settled in behind him, but within another lap or two my car gained speed and I was keen to pass him back. I gave Dan a reasonable nudge, perhaps a little harder than he gave me. Just as I was positioning myself to overtake, the yellows came out again. It seemed that they waved the yellow flags every time I was trying to improve my position!


    This time I lined up on the home straight in third position. Frankie was still up front. In second was Dan who was travelling fast. I looked in my mirror. Now I had Andy Smith behind in fourth, then Paul Hines, then Stuart Smith Junior. Andy was the driver who I’d said before the race was the one I had to beat. He was the defending champion and aiming to be the first driver to win the World Final four times in a row. And suddenly he was up my backside.


    This was the moment of truth. The next couple of laps would be the defining laps of my race. I still felt confident, but I needed a couple of laps to get to full speed again.


    I needed to stay focused. There was that banner again. ‘Reach for the stars… believe your own power.’


    Frankie took the third restart in a similar manner to the first two, going early, but I was now expecting it and both Dan and I kept up with him. I looked in the mirror heading down the home straight. Andy was about two car lengths back. Another quick glimpse as I made the turn showed that he braked in a similar place to me going into the corner. He wasn’t diving at me on the first bend. We went down the back straight and into the next turn. Andy didn’t attack again. I kept a good speed through the corner, faster than I had in the early laps after previous starts, so as I passed under the starter and glanced in the mirror I realised that I’d pulled a little distance away. If Andy didn’t attack me on this corner, I thought I would be ok. As I came out of the turn safely again, suddenly I felt up for it. I was relatively safe in third place and driving well.


    The next time I passed the starter, I could see that Dan was setting up his car to attack Frankie. In he went, connecting with Frankie’s back bumper, a good hit. Frankie rattled the wall, but Dan’s car was unsettled as well and ran wide. I could see Frankie riding the wall. I stayed close to the inside and as Dan returned to the racing line down the back straight I was only a fraction off him. I looked in my mirror to see Frankie recovering from hitting the wall and rejoining just behind me, in front of Andy. If I was Frankie, I’d have got out of the way. His car was injured, but he was still trying to beat Andy down the back straight. I could tell that something was going to happen.


    I concentrated on making a good corner. I breathed in, turned the wheel and just missed the kerb. It was a clean corner with a tight inside line, meaning that if Andy flew at Frankie he wouldn’t hit me as well. I made it round the corner and looked in my mirror as I was going down the home straight. Something had happened because Frankie was no longer there, but I couldn’t see any impact. But that wasn’t my problem. Dan Johnson was.


    My good corner allowed me to carry more speed down the home straight and Dan was in striking distance. I knew it would have to be a decisive move. I hit Dan hard, a good knock, as we went into the corner. It was measured. I didn’t want to follow in, but I wanted Dan to hit the fence. For a moment I wondered whether I had got it right. Dan headed wide, but I was carrying a lot of speed too. I concentrated on making the turn and keeping out of the fence, but I was also aware that Dan was hitting it. As I returned to the racing line down the back straight I realised that Dan had kept it going and was within striking distance. But he didn’t take a shot at me. I got another good line through the corner and went past the starter. The World Final was now at half-distance, and I had the lead.


    There was no time to think. Into the next corner. Concentrate. I turned through it and was off down the back straight again. A quick glance in the mirror. Dan had dropped back, too far to get a measured shot. Remember to breathe. I knew I had to concentrate on making good laps now. Frankie was parked up and out of the race. I couldn’t see Andy. As far as I was concerned, it was a two-car race between Dan Johnson and me for the World Championship. It was time to see how good my car and I really were.


    Every lap, every bend, I put everything into making the car run perfectly into corners. As I caught up to backmarkers I couldn’t afford to wait. There was no option of giving them a tap and hoping that they moved over. Anybody who got in my way was going to get dustbinned. Marco Falkena appeared on the racing line and I sent him into the fence, but I knew I mustn’t hit anybody too hard because I didn’t want the waved yellow flags to come out again. Dan might have taken a bit of a knock and was seeing a few stars, but if he had time to recover and started up my backside after a caution, I’d be a sitting duck.


    I wasn’t thinking about winning, I was just thinking about driving good laps. Then I saw the starter show the board saying five laps to go. Bleeding hell, I had led for a few laps now, something I’d not done before in a World Final. I could tell that I was pulling away from Dan. This could be it!


    I started to count the laps down. I circled the track a few more times and looked up at the starter expecting him to be holding up the last lap board. Two laps to go. Bloody hell, I was counting too quick! Another lap down, now it was the last lap. I wasn’t worried about car failure. I was wondering whether Dan was far enough away. I could tell that he was a reasonable distance from me, but this was the World Final. How brave – or how daft – did Dan feel? I had already experienced Stuart Smith Junior being a boat ride away from me on the last lap of the British Championship and still coming at me, so as I went into the last corner I was watching Dan in my mirror. Surely he couldn’t get at me now? Halfway round, I realised it was impossible for him to touch me.


    I could see the chequered flag in the air. I lifted my arm out of the window. I was already celebrating as I crossed the line.


    The wave of emotion I expected didn’t come. I was just laughing. As I climbed out of the car I had completely dry eyes. Drivers came over to me, congratulating me. My team came running on. I wanted my family on track to celebrate with me. My dad was there, happy to soak up the atmosphere, although he made clear that this was my moment, not his. My wife was tearful. I said to her, ‘what are you crying for? We just won the World Championship! This is fantastic! This is what I've been doing it all for. This is the goal I’ve been aiming for!’


    I was World Champion.
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    Crossing the line to achieve my dream (Mike Greenwood, Photostox)

  


  
    Chapter 2


    

    En route to my first meeting of the season, at King’s Lynn towards the end of March, I stopped the transporter bus at a service station to fill the jerry cans. I put about £80 of petrol in them. I was well aware that the cost of fuel was spiralling higher and higher, my road haulage business can live or die on the price of diesel and the recession had already hit us hard. Yet after a break of four or five months from the last meeting, it seemed like the cost of petrol had shot up again. I usually try not to take into account how much money I spend on racing because it would put me off, but the high price of fuel set me thinking. The bus does 10 miles to the gallon. It’s about a 200 mile round trip to King’s Lynn, so that’s roughly 20 gallons. Quick arithmetic showed that it cost £120 in diesel just to travel to and from the meeting. On top of that there is the cost of racing: petrol for the car, tyres, parts and repairs. I totted up an estimate of how much it costs to go racing at each meeting, and the answer scared me.


    I had spent the last few seasons moaning about the cost of tyres, yet the price of a new tyre seemed insignificant in comparison to the huge number I had just come up with. I was already spending a load of money to turn up at meetings, so saving a few pennies and running on rubbish tyres was counterproductive. I race to enjoy it, but I still want to win rather than making up the numbers.


    I might as well do it properly. I decided there and then to start spending a little bit more on tyres and to run better tyres in key races rather than getting an old one out of the back of the bus and slinging it on the car just to get out on track.


    I was also aware that stock car history was resting on my shoulders. Yes, I race for enjoyment, and winning isn’t essential to me. But I was now in my forties and my racing career was long enough for people to make a judgement. Did I want to be remembered as a driver whose potential was greater than his ambition? The best driver never to win the World Final? I didn’t want to finish my career without winning the greatest prize in the sport.


    My dad is always willing to offer advice, so I sat down with him and told him what I was thinking. I said that in the coming season I wasn’t willing to make up the numbers and be happy with a good place. I was going to win races, and win them well. I was going to attack the World Final.


    ‘About bloody time!’ he answered. ‘I’ve been thinking that for 20 years! You’re capable of winning the World Final, just set out in your mind what you are going to do and go out on track and apply it. Stock car racing isn’t rocket science!’


    Lindsey, my wife, was equally supportive, though perhaps in a less blunt manner! We met outside of stock cars, so perhaps she wasn’t aware of how much commitment the sport needed when we first got together. But she has always encouraged my stock car career and never moans about the time I spend in the garage or at the track. She told me to turn the thoughts about money into something positive: ‘you can win if you keep this mindset.’


    So I spent a little more on tyres and went out on track with a changed attitude, attacking races rather than sitting back and letting things happen. The two combined and transpired into better results for me. There were still some meetings where I would drift away a little bit and forget that I was there to win, but afterwards I’d kick myself and realise that I should have done better. Sometimes it struck me even when I sat in the car waiting to go off the track at the end of the race, and I would feel myself get angry – why didn’t I do this or that? Couldn’t I have done better?


    It helped that I was driving two decent cars. My team and I made some small alterations to the shale car over the winter. At the first shale meeting – that King’s Lynn one where I had the nasty shock at the fuel pump – I realised we had pushed the car from being mediocre to one of the quickest. I came second in the meeting final and won the Grand National. As the season developed, it became obvious that my shale car was at its best when the track dried out in the second half of a race. As spring turned into summer, conditions suited my car perfectly. Results came my way, my confidence grew tremendously, and I carried a positive frame of mind from one meeting to the next and from one surface to the other.


    Tom Harris had my tarmac car over the winter, fitting a Transit back axle and altering the engine mounting configuration to make the engine sit more securely. It had an immediate effect as I won my first tarmac race of the year. It felt like the car had a little bit more oomph coming out of the corners.


    I was flying by the time the fourth King’s Lynn meeting of the season came round, in June. It was the British Championship, and I was determined to give it a good crack. I did well in my heats – fourth, first and fourth – which put me on pole position for the championship race. I knew I was in with a great chance if I got a good start.


    It all went disastrously wrong at first. The track was wetter than I would have liked for the final. As the green flag fell I charged down the home straight and there was a big shot from behind on my bumper. I drifted up the track towards Tom Harris, who started alongside me on the front row. The side of my car made contact with his and the pursuing pack continued to run into my back end and spun me around. I was facing the wrong direction, brushing against the fence, with 26 cars heading my way. Through sheer luck, they picked my car up and spun me back round into the right direction. The car had stalled, but I bump-started with the momentum and through good fortune was going down the back straight.


    Only then could I gather myself. The wheels were okay and the engine seemed to run fine. I had got away with it, though I had dropped more than ten places. Things were still happening all around me on the wet track as I made my way round the next corner and onto the home straight again. Then I clattered Tim Warwick who was stranded on the first corner and I was forced round the outside. At that point the yellow flags came out. I had clawed my way back up to seventh in the chaos of the first couple of laps.


    The car was still driving well. After the restart, I managed to steer clear as Tom Harris and Frankie Wainman Junior took each
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