Well, Bob has asked me to do an article about my biking career, I doubt it's that interesting but Bob's done lots for me, so here we go:

I come from a non-motor-sporting family so my interest began watching riders at a local former brickworks, in the mid-late 60's. In those days, trials involved "long" road and green lane courses, with several small groups of sections along the way. Bikes were very different, tyres didn't grip, twin-shock suspension didn't bounce, brakes and clutches didn't work, anything more than a momentary stop was a "5". As a result, the slippery clay banks, scattered trees, cambered turns and deep puddles resulted in all sorts of mayhem! To a young teenager it was great fun but I always had the belief that "I could do that". I doubt a young kid today would feel that way about most modern trials, amazing to watch as they are?
Anyway, as soon as I was nearly 16, I did a deal with my parents, if I brought a trials bike, I wouldn't have a road bike. So I cycled 15 miles to a Mid Herts grass track event (probably where I met Twiggy), found how to join the club and then, each Wednesday evening, cycled the 4 miles to the club meetings at the Hedgehog pub. Soon I brought an old Greeves, 32A Villiers engine, ("square-barrel"), leading-link forks that went UP if the brakes worked and started practise at the brickworks.

In mid '70, when I was about 17, I was "ready" and encouraged by a neighbour's father (who had completed in road trials for Puch in the 50's) entered the Sunbeam club's novice trial. I won the "Best Unattached Rider" award (not a member of a Southern Centre club) and I was HOOKED!!

In trials in those days, all riders did the same sections, so as a novice on a Greeves, it was tough riding the same sections as Experts on Bultacos. I battled on, until one winter's day late in '70 at a freezing and icy Barnet Club's event, I was Best Novice, which promoted me to expert status!
This new status meant the Greeves had to go and I got a Bultaco on Hire Purchase. (no credit cards in those days!)

This helped my riding enormously and with the 10% 1st and 2nd class awards calculated from entries of nearly 200 riders, I was soon squeezing into 2nd class, then 1st class awards but, with 17 times (?) centre Champion John Lee and European Champion Don Smith about, it was tough near the top! However, in June '73, just after my 20th, I finally broke through and won a smaller event in the Southern Centre, followed 2 weeks later but a Herts Police RI event. I'd made it!!

This all went to my head a bit and I began doing National events, occasionally scraping into the bottom of the 2nd class.

In '73 I went to the Isle of Man to watch the world's elite race in the ISDT, not dreaming of what was to come...

Back to trials and in '74 it was off to the SSDT as a privateer, supported by a mate from college. The 'taco nipped up coming down Glen Coe but soon freed and I was able to get round on time and collected a 2nd class. I loved the cross country, riding fast across Rannoch Moor - brilliant! Perhaps a pointer as to where I was going? 

About this time Don Smith had convinced Kawasaki that the world and his wife were going to buy trials bikes and the UK importer was Kawasport, near me in St Albans. I was down there a lot, talking, building engines for them etc and somehow ended up riding for them. That next year I drove the Kawasport transit van to Edinburgh (the last time it started there) for the SSDT, we did a trade show there and I rode the KT250 to a 1st class award. (which year did you come to support me Bob?)
The KT250 was an "OK" sort of bike, the suspension was not that good and the engine sounded funny due to the "lost spark" ignition system. Don, of course, had a totally different 330cc machine but it never went into production. I did, however, manage to join the very small, elite club of riders to win a trial on the KT!! I also had the honour of riding in the Inter Centre Team trial but dislocated my collar bone and let the team down (Sorry Guys!)
We messed around with lots of things at Kawasport and I learnt at lot. At the '76 SSDT I became, as far as I know, the only rider to complete the whole event (1st class award) with NO springs in the forks, just air pressure. Oil volume and viscosity and air pressure were critical variables but it worked better than the standard stuff.

About this time Kawasport decided to enter a team of 3 in the Welsh Two International enduro, on trials bikes!. John Gazely produced 4 specials, extended forks and swinging arm, bigger final drive sprocket and "breathed-on" engines. 3 were for the team and the 4th for me! Alec Wright had pulled some strings and the team boys were given numbers at about 1 minute intervals, with me 1 minute behind as a "roving spares kit" in the case of trouble. There was no trouble at all, the team won and I rode happily round to a medal of some colour (Alec never gave it to me?) but again, I was hooked on fast cross country riding.
The KT project was loosing momentum and I managed to talk myself into a supported ride from Pete Webb at Windsor Comp Shop, on a 348 Montesa. This was quite successful, won a few events, another 1st class at the SSDT (should have done better but did too much "socialising" with a young lady at night!) But, I had the taste for speed and when an old CZ came into WCS, I got it for a song, "tuned it up" with better air box, exhaust etc and took off to Scotland for a national enduro, (Novice class) with a pal who had a Montesa enduro thing. The CZ was a dog but I got round the 1st day. My mate crashed and hurt himself. On the 2nd day, the CZ would not fire up, tried to bump it down the hill from the start field but no go, the fibre-based heel of the points had worn away on the cam. (Anyone remember points?) Anyway, the Mont came down the field, the numbers were changed over and I had a great day racing off to get back on my schedule.  (one or two comments like " does it go better now it's red?) but no one bothered about some novice battling round just to get to the finish.
Now I was well and truly "hooked on speed", my commitment to trials faded, I was an "Enduro Racer"!!  I had a couple of super-fierce second hand 400KTMs and then a brand new Montesa 360 H6 enduro through Pete and again moved through the rankings quite fast, up to the top, "Championship"  class. The Mont was another dog, rubbish suspension and not very fast so I wanted back to the cream of the class, KTM.
Pete's heart was not really in enduro so I ended up riding for Beaver Bikes, a small bike shop in NE London, set up by a "businessman" as a sort of "Hobby Shop". Still, it was a lucrative deal and on the 420 KTM I was regularly in the top few at UK championship events, got an International Licence from the ACU, did a couple of European events then got a ride in a club team at the ISDT in France, 1980. KTM UK even drafted me into their official team when John Knight got hurt, we won the team award - another one I never got to see...
The French event was remembered for being hot, hard and also for the massive flood just a few days before the start, which polluted some water supplies. For me, it was memorable for the crash I had in the Special test, Day 1. Misjudged a downhill jump, front wheel landing, face plant into the track, knocked out in the landing area! A couple of Austrian spectators (met them a few years later, still talking about it!) dragged me off the track, I woke up and rode down the last few kms to the finish and hospital. Nothing broken, just 4 stitches on my face (NO anaesthetic!) and a pill the size of a gherkin to get the swelling down. The doc explained "Pas pas bouch" (not via mouth) so I passed on the pill!!
The next few days were tough, hot, hurt and struggling before the infected water got to me on Day 5 and I vomited my way out of the event. DAMMIT, 12 months to wait....

In spite of my efforts, Beaver Bike were loosing money (not many serious enduro racers in NE London?) and the boss pulled the plug, owing me near a year's sponsorship cash, which was supposed to be my new bike for next year.

Luckily for me, Jim Jones, the Moto Gori and SWM importer (bet you never heard of them!) had seen my brave efforts in France and I got a deal to ride the 400 Gori. This was great, I had good support at UK championship events, got to do more European rounds and even visited the Gori factory in Italy. The bike was good, if not quite cutting edge, but easy to ride, pulled well and steered well in and out of the trees due to the steep head angle. Shook it's head a bit at speed but as long as you kept it open that was OK...!

At one time, about 50% of the UK entries were Gori mounted, so we must have done something right.

The ISDT '81 was on Elba, the little island off NE Italy. Compared to France, it was easy, I cruised, clean on time, to a silver medal only blown off gold by my lack of speed (or lunacy?) in the dense dust clouds of the MX special tests (which the Italian team had been testing on for weeks). My only scare was finding a rear puncture when I was actually on the start line, I had to change the tube under the gaze of the Press, then push on to catch up the time in check 1. High spot of this was overtaking Gerrik Wolsink (World MX champion) on a roundabout in the town!
NB To win gold, you have to be within 10% of the time of the fastest rider in your class, if he happens to be a world class MX rider, you're in trouble!
1982 was another busy year. I'm trying to do MX events to get faster, UK championships and a few European events. In this year I made 2 big mistakes!

The 6 Days (called ISDE by now) was in Czechoslovakia, still very Iron Curtain, very interesting. It was a tough event but for the 1st 4 days I was going very well, nearly half the entry was out and a spectacular result looked possible. BUT, the organisers had decided day 5 was going to be the kill-or-cure day and selected the fastest possible time schedule, before they checked the weather forecast of huge storms overnight. This is where I made the mistake. Back in the safety of the UK I had selected tyres for the event, mainly standard Metzeler enduro tyres, with a spiky hard-rubber sand-type tyre which I would use for a wet/muddy event on the Welsh bogs, to use if the event was wet. I decided to change to the mud tyre for day 5, in my 10 minutes of working time at the start. Did that OK, BUT, the 1st check was a) very tight for time and b) not muddy but rocky. So I had to push on and punctured the mud tyre on a rocky hill (no mousse in those days). Now I had to get the bike up the hill, out of the gully and find a bit of level ground so I could change the tube. Must have taken over 15 minutes, whereas in ideal conditions it would be 5.
Then we get to the muddy bits but it was not muddy like a Welsh bog, underneath was hard clay, the result is like greased soap. The tyre was a disaster in these conditions, a special test which took me 4 minutes the day before, took 19 minutes, without crashing, just absolutely ZERO grip. So that's another 15 minutes lost, we are only in the 2nd check on the 1st lap!! Most of the check times were almost impossible in the conditions and eventually I was out of my 1-hour lateness allowance and out of the event. DAMMIT, 12 months to wait, again...
The 2nd mistake may have been made on the way home. Jim took me to the Puch Frigerio (you never heard of them either!) factory on France. Very impressive, monoshock!!, disc brakes, state of the art machines. Jim wanted to start importing them and talked me into getting one in'83, in time for the  6 days in Wales.

All well and good but the bike only just arrived in time for the event, I had no time to practise and there were no spares with it. 6 days on 1 set of disc pads.....??
Anyway, the bike was fine, EXCEPT it didn't grip in Welsh bogs and the event was a bog-fest! Some checks were silly-tight for time, everyone lost time and I just paddled my way round for a bronze (any old finisher) medal.

This almost killed my love affair with enduro racing but it got worse. 

The '84 ISDE was to be in Australia and I had a deal to race an SWM there. The Aussies pulled out and Holland stepped in. So I took the Puch to a Dutch championship round near Amsterdam. It was horrible. Flat land, sand, sand and more sand. The hoops were so deep you would loose sight of the rider in front if he rode through one instead of jumping it. The thought of 6 days jumping sand hoops at speed filled me with dread (I couldn't jump them well enough anyway). Then it got worse..

SWM went bust and took Moto Gori with them. Jim had to pack up importing them, so I had no support, no bike and no incentive to continue. The curtain fell in my career!
I wasn't finished with speed yet though and had a dabble at forest rally cars, great fun but STUPID expensive and your results are almost a direct result of how much you spend on engines and tyres etc.

That didn't last long and I then concentrated on my business of burning buildings down (well, actually organising full-scale fire tests on building structures, done at laboratories). That was fun and went well enough that I could retire early when Heath and Safety started to strangle the building trade, then move for most of the year to Canada, where I can play at climbing mountains on my Gas Gas (you have heard of that one) or ATV. Fantastic scenery and a few bears to chase off.

To sum up, I had a great time on bikes and think I did quite well for someone without much natural talent but a load of determination. Dirt bikes actually changed my life, those few of you old enough to remember me might be surprised to hear that, as a child, I was painfully shy. Being reasonably successful as a rider turned that around and gave me the confidence to start my business.
I was lucky enough to get to complete in many places around Europe, and at a much reduced cost to myself, as a result had some great experiences:

Riding over Grey Mare's Ridge in the Scottish, with snow on the peaks but a blue sky, all reflected in the Loch way below,

Being flown in Gori sales manager Massimo's private plane over the Rhine and the Hockenheim race track,

Practising in the "brickyard" with Kawasaki race ace Mick Grant, (Great competitor and super nice guy, said my Mum made a great cup of tea!)
Helping at the SSDT 1982 as support crew for Bernie Schrieber the year he won it on SWM,

Plus, meeting 100's of great guys! (eg Bob!)
I'm left with a lot of aches, a few scars, a titanium hip but NO REGRETS!!  (except the tyre choice!)
CHEERS!
