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 Paris Fury was born in 1989 and grew up with her family in a traditional Traveller community near Doncaster. She married World Heavyweight boxing champion Tyson Fury in 2008, just before her nineteenth birthday. She is now full-time mother to the couple’s six (nearly seven) children, and is by Tyson’s side for every fight, supporting him throughout his bouts of mental ill health. As well as guest presenting for ITV’s Loose Women, Paris stars with the family in the new Netflix series At Home with the Furys. 
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To my husband and children for helping me become the strong woman I feel I am today. And to my mother for putting the building blocks in place for me.
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Prologue

As the wife of a world champion boxer, the mother of an ever-growing family and the organiser of a mad busy household, there’s one question I’m asked more than any other: ‘How do you do it, Paris?’

So I’ve written this book to answer that very question. By offering a window into my hectic world, I’ll reveal how I cope with the ups and downs of family life, whether that’s facing tricky problems that test my strength and patience, or celebrating special milestones that make all the hard work worthwhile. I’ll uncover the secrets of my happy marriage to Tyson – nearly fifteen years and counting – as well as the steps I take to look after my own health and well-being. And I’ll also share the parenting tips and housekeeping hacks that keep my daily routine running as smoothly as possible.

I’m not going to pretend to be a flawless role model. I don’t think the perfect wife and mother exists, to be honest. I’m the first to admit that I sometimes get it wrong, despite my best intentions, and have come to realise that the best way to learn is often through my mistakes. You won’t find me suggesting that my approach to family life should be treated as gospel either, nor that it ought to be followed by everybody else. I totally respect that what works for me might not work for you. No one knows their home or their loved ones better than you, after all, and the last thing I want to do is preach or lecture. Just because I prefer my house full of hustle and bustle and comings and goings doesn’t mean that you will too!

But I do hope, more than anything, that by sharing my know-how as a wife and a mother – with her own hopes and ambitions – I can offer support and encouragement to others. I realise how tough and challenging family life can be, yet experience has taught me to trust in my own instincts, to have faith in my own ability and, most importantly, to be kind to myself. I know only too well that there’ll be good days and bad days, triumphs and traumas, and I try not to pile too much pressure on myself if things go wrong. I can only do my best.

But when all is said and done, my home and my family is at the heart of everything I do. In my eyes there’s nothing more important than being a loyal wife and a good mother, and I work really hard to ensure that Tyson and the kids are properly looked after. Their welfare and well-being matters more to me than anything else on earth – if they’re happy, I’m happy – so I gladly devote the lion’s share of my time to those priorities. I learned these core family values in my Traveller childhood and sticking by them (and passing them down to my own children) means a great deal to me. I’m very proud of my heritage.

So anyone assuming that my life is non-stop glitz and glamour would be sorely mistaken. Away from the ringside seats and the post-fight parties, I’m a busy, hands-on parent with children to raise and a household to manage. In common with most women in the Traveller community, I do my utmost to have a clean and clutter-free home – even though youngsters running around the place make this a challenge. In fact, I’m much more likely to be found whizzing a mop around the kitchen floor than enjoying a glass of rosé in a swanky bar. Only when the housework is completed, and my home is looking spotless, will I even consider a trip into town or beyond. I can’t rest until everything is shipshape.

Tyson’s frequent attendance at training camps also means I’m often left alone to keep house. Sometimes my husband can be absent for weeks on end – it’s just part of the job – and after a while I’ll find myself counting down the days on my calendar, desperate for my wingman to return home and give me a break. But, as with most aspects of my life, I’m used to rolling up my sleeves, knuckling down and getting things done. This positive and practical streak has been with me since childhood – Mam always taught me to be a ‘can-do’ person rather than a ‘can’t do’ – and I’ve never let anyone or anything slow me down or hold me back. Keep calm and carry on, as they say.

For me, motherhood is the best job in the world but I’ll never deny it’s difficult. Like many women, I’m a plate-spinning, chore-juggling multitasker who spends half her time firefighting and troubleshooting, whether it’s dealing with my baby’s fussy eating, coping with my toddler’s temper tantrums or confiscating my teenager’s mobile phone. But, for all its hardships, bringing up children can also be an incredibly joyful and rewarding experience – if it wasn’t, perhaps I wouldn’t have decided to have so many! Every day can be chaos with such a big brood to look after, but I wouldn’t change it for the world.

* * *

Anyone familiar with my story – maybe from our TV documentaries or my Instagram timeline – will know my family life hasn’t always been plain sailing. My personal journey has witnessed many twists and turns that have tested my strength, my resilience and even my relationship. But it’s these challenges and curveballs that have made me stop, think and realise what matters most in life. That was never more true than in August 2021, shortly after Athena was born, when my world suddenly came crashing down. Even now, I still shudder at the memory.

The birth had gone as well as expected – my daughter had weighed in at a healthy six pounds ten ounces, at the Royal Lancaster Infirmary – and Tyson and I were thrilled to bits with our new arrival. We now had three girls and three boys – what could be more perfect? – and couldn’t wait to bring our beautiful baby home to meet her siblings. Tyson planned to spend the next fortnight with us before flying off to America to join his training camp, prior to his third title fight against Deontay Wilder.

But just a couple of hours after the delivery, we realised something was badly wrong. During a routine check, the midwife noticed Athena was breathing strangely and called the doctor over. He quickly pinpointed a racing heart rate – it was abnormally high, at over 300 beats per minute – and I could tell by his anxious expression that this was serious.

‘Her heart’s over-working, and we’re worried this might badly affect her oxygen levels,’ he said, as I descended into panic mode. ‘We’ll try our best to regulate things.’

Attempts to slow down Athena’s heartbeat didn’t have the desired effect, sadly, so a swift decision was made to blue-light her to Alder Hey children’s hospital in Liverpool for specialist emergency treatment. Unable to travel in the ambulance, Tyson and I had to trail behind in the car. As we sped along the motorway I was barely able to speak. I was still light-headed from the epidural and was also in complete and utter shock. It felt so frightening being separated from my baby, only hours after her birth, and I was terrified she’d take a turn for the worse during the journey. I just wanted to be with her. My maternal instincts had kicked in massively.

When we finally arrived at Alder Hey I felt so weak and woozy that Tyson had to push me down the corridors in a wheelchair. We followed Athena as she was whisked off to the neonatal intensive care unit, where she was sedated, ventilated and placed into an incubator. She was quickly diagnosed with a condition called supraventricular tachycardia – SVT – and we were told she’d have to remain in ICU so the medical team could monitor her closely. It was clear that Athena was having the fight of her life, and that any deterioration might cause her to slip away at any moment.

* * *

What followed was the most traumatic fortnight I’ve ever known. It was a living nightmare. I consider myself an emotionally strong person – I’m the latest in a long line of tough Traveller women – but never before had I felt so fragile and helpless. I sat beside the incubator for hours on end, praying to God (‘Dear Lord, please save my precious girl . . .’) as I watched my daughter’s tiny chest rise and fall in rhythm with the ventilator. Not only was I worried sick about Athena, my heart ached for my five other children in Morecambe who, although well cared for by their granny, were upset and bewildered that Mam and the baby hadn’t yet come home. I missed them so much, and only wished I could be in two places at once.

While Athena was in the ICU, Tyson and I stayed over in the hospital accommodation provided by Ronald McDonald House, a charity that supports families of poorly children. We were keen to be as close to Athena as possible. It was incredibly comforting to chat to the other resident mams and dads who were in the same boat as us, and who totally understood the agony we were going through. I particularly loved the fact they just treated the pair of us like two normal parents with the same worries and concerns as everyone else. It really didn’t matter to them who we were.

Tyson, bless him, was a tower of strength throughout the whole ordeal. He did his utmost to help me stay calm and positive, telling me that everything would be all right and reassuring me that our baby was receiving the best treatment in this amazing, gold-standard hospital. Tyson and I have always got through life’s ups and downs by sticking together and supporting each other, and here was another case in point, even though we both agreed that nothing yet had been quite as traumatic as this. It made me realise just how robust our marriage was. We were definitely stronger together.

Our coping mechanisms differed, though. While I gained a great deal of comfort from sitting beside Athena’s incubator, and being on hand to receive medical updates, Tyson found the atmosphere in ICU far too nervy and intense. He chose instead to go down the distraction therapy route, taking his mind off things by keeping himself fit with some outdoor exercise. He’d already had to postpone his departure to Las Vegas for his fight preparations, and needed to find a way to stay in shape. So he spent hours jogging around the hospital grounds and pounding the local pavements, much to the surprise of passers-by. I was totally fine with Tyson’s occasional absences, knowing from past experience that his mental health was always better for having routine and discipline in his life.

As a special thank you to Alder Hey, Tyson also launched an online charity appeal while we were there, offering up one of his title belts for auction and raising over £50,000 in the process. As a family, it was the very least we could do. We’d seen for ourselves how wonderful this place was, and how brilliant the staff were, from the doctors and nurses who cared for the sick children to the volunteers who brought cups of tea to their worried parents. A host of angels, we called them.

Following consecutive days of steady progress, it looked like Athena was pulling through and plans were made to downgrade her to the high dependency unit. Finally, she was gently disconnected from the ventilator and I was allowed to cradle her in my arms. It was then my worst nightmare began. Suddenly, she became pale, floppy and unresponsive and I could see she’d stopped breathing. My blood ran cold and I let out a piercing scream. ‘MY BABY’S DYING!’ I shouted, as a nurse immediately hit the red emergency buzzer. Within seconds I was surrounded by a team of doctors, who took Athena from me, laid her on the bed and began frantic resuscitation. Her heart had completely stopped. Hysterical, I rang Tyson, who was in the middle of his afternoon run. He sprinted straight back to ICU, just in time to see that the miracle-working medics had managed to revive our daughter’s heartbeat and were reconnecting her to the ventilator.

From that moment onwards, Athena’s condition improved dramatically. In fact, her recovery was so rapid it was barely believable. It was almost as though her heart had been reset, and was now ticking the way it should. Three days later, having passed all the necessary tests and scans with flying colours, Athena was discharged. We just had the most incredible feeling of relief when we left Alder Hey, bound for Morecambe, although our thoughts were very much with the children who remained there, along with their doting and devoted parents.

* * *

As I write this, Athena is approaching her second birthday, and is the happiest and healthiest little girl imaginable, with no medical issues whatsoever. Her life was saved by the Alder Hey angels that fateful day, and I’ll forever be grateful for their care and expertise. But you can’t go through that kind of harrowing experience without it having a huge impact on you as a person. Athena’s illness made me realise just how fragile and precarious life can be – things can change in a millisecond, for better or for worse – and it doesn’t matter who you are or where you come from. Sometimes life deals you a bad card, and you have to grit your teeth, hold your nerve and cope as best you can. You also need to draw on the support of your nearest and dearest and – if, like me, you’re a person of faith – to trust in God.

Athena’s ordeal also brought my personal priorities sharply into focus. Tyson’s success in the boxing ring has given me a comfortable lifestyle that I very much appreciate – I won’t lie, I adore my Chanel handbags and my Louboutin heels – but I realise they’re just things. Over the years I’ve learned that it’s people, not possessions, that make me happy. And it’s the family that makes me happiest of all. But keeping my home and my kids in check takes a lot of time and effort, as this book illustrates. From pregnancy to parenting, and from marriage to me-time, I’ll be covering the things that matter most to me. I really hope you enjoy reading about the way I lead my life and the way I face my challenges. And I hope you can find something here that helps you and your family, too.
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