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Barry Geraghty retired in July 2020 as one of the greatest jockeys of all time. From his first win in 1997 he went on to ride almost 2,000 winners including all the greats – Moscow Flyer, Kicking King and Sprinter Sacre. He has won five Champion Chases, four Champion Hurdles, two Gold Cups, two Stayers’ Hurdles, an Irish Grand National and, of course, the race that made him famous the world over: the Grand National win on Monty’s Pass in 2003. He lives in Skryne, Co. Meath, with his wife Paula and their three children.



About the Book

Barry Geraghty is one of the greatest jockeys of all time.

In 2003 he became famous the world over when he won the Grand National aboard Monty’s Pass. In 2009 he became the first jockey to win the ‘big four’ races at Cheltenham and the Grand National. In 2020 he won five races at Cheltenham, including the Champion Hurdle, marking an astonishing comeback from a broken leg that saw him spend fourteen weeks of 2019 with his leg in a metal frame.

Geraghty is covered in scars. He has broken all his limbs, his back on three occasions, his shoulders, his ribs and his nose, and acquired over seventy stitches to his face. He has survived falls too numerous to recall. And yet, he kept getting back on the horse.

Brilliantly capturing the irreplaceable buzz and adrenaline of life as a jockey, True Colours charts Geraghty’s constant striving to find balance between chasing the highs and managing the lows in a notoriously highstakes industry.

It is a memoir about resilience, the mental power that enables the great to keep going despite the pain, despite the odds. It is about self-belief and how putting everything into something you’re passionate about can make dreams happen.




To Paula, Síofra, Órla and Rían




Prologue

It starts in the weighroom, before you even set foot on the track. Everything has to be calm. Nice and calm. The best jockeys are like the church mouse. You want to be so quiet on a horse that he hardly even knows you’re there. From the moment you sit up on him, every change has to be a subtle one. Every move has to be a gentle one. Racehorses want to race. It doesn’t take much to set them off. If your backside so much as brushes off the saddle as he canters off to go down to the start – boom, lights on. And that’s when you find yourself in trouble.

A horse feeds off your emotion. If you’re nervous, if you’re tense, if you’re wound up, he knows. The adrenaline is pumping but you have to control it. If your heart is thumping and your pulse is racing, a horse will feel it. They’re not mind readers; they just notice the little things, a slight shift in your balance, your fingers gripping the reins a tiny bit tighter than you think. Keep your hands soft, your touch light, a nice gentle hold. You’re not trying to start a row. You’re not trying to start a fight. You don’t want your horse taking you on, because if he takes you on, there’s only going to be one winner. If you’re relaxed, you’ll hear him breathing, exhaling, almost like a sigh. He’s trusting you. He’s relaxing too.

You want to get to the start early, quietly. If you’re late into the parade ring, you’ll be late to the start, and if you’re late to the start, you’ll be out of position before the white flag is raised and it’s time to jump off. Position is everything. From the moment the race starts, you’re constantly working on where you are, where you want to be. The computer is going. You’re scanning everything. Are we going fast enough, too fast, just right? Where’s that lad going? Am I on the best ground here or should I move out – is that bit better? How’s the favourite getting on? How about now? And over and over again.

And as you’re watching, you’re listening. The sounds of the race, the clatter of hooves, the whoosh as we brush through the top of a fence, it’s so familiar that it’s white noise, in the background but not intruding. You’re listening for something else, some bit of information. The bang of a horse as he steps through a hurdle. The gurgle of another one that’s struggling to fill his lungs, hanging on to his last bit of energy even though from the outside he looks as though he’s still full of running. Someone might say something: a bit of slagging after a mistake; a half a chat, trying to suss out your strategy; a shout for a bit of space when things get tight. Most of the time there’s no need to shout. You’re close enough to practically whisper. The noise of the crowd only travels so far from the stands. When you’re out in the country, it’s near silence, and if you’re on a horse that’s running keen, raised voices aren’t going to help him settle. Silence is golden.

There are days when the ground comes back at you like bullets, flicking off the top of the sod as the horse in front gallops through. There are days when it comes sod and all, two fists full like a punch in the face. You drop your eyes, tuck in your chin and try to take it on your shoulders instead. When the first set of goggles are covered in muck, you pull them down and move on to the second pair; when the second pair are covered, the best you can do is try to give them a wipe with your glove; when your glove is covered, you’re on your own.

All the while you’re watching, judging, calculating. The distance to the fence. The length of your stride. How much your horse has already given you. How much more he can give. You might be tanking along or you might be hanging on for dear life. You plot your course and you make your move.

When you turn into the home straight, with the finish line in sight, you wait for the right moment. You wait and you wait. You know it when it comes. All the lights turn green, and you go.

At least that’s how it should happen.

April 2019

The problem with the Topham Chase, I’m reminded again as the tape goes up, is that it’s a cavalry charge. Twenty-seven horses, stretched out across the track pretty much in a single line, haring down to the first fence. It’s the day before the Grand National and the Topham, which is run over the same iconic Aintree fences as the National, serves as a sort of mini dress rehearsal. In a race like this, you want to be riding a horse that understands the situation, one that won’t take too many risks on you. Because, over these fences, it’s rare for a mistake to go unpunished.

The horse I’m on, Peregrine Run, isn’t a big, flashy horse or a flamboyant jumper. He’s nimble, the type of fella who will bring me right in tight to the base of the fence and then pop up over it, rather than trying to take off when we’re still a couple of yards away and soar through the air in full flight. One of his nice, measured short strides isn’t going to be much good to us at the first fence, though. We’re slow getting away at the start and if we’re too conservative at the first, we’ll pretty much surrender any chance of momentum and position, probably land dead last, and our race will be as good as over after 10 seconds.

I give him a little squeeze to let him know that we need to really go at this first fence, attack it, and land on the front foot on the other side. When we get there, he puts in such a big jump that it nearly takes us both by surprise and from that point on, the careful, cautious approach that we were both expecting goes out the window. When the next fence comes, he goes for another big jump. The same thing again at the one after that. I wait a few fences for him to get it out of his system, but he’s not too interested in the way things are normally done. This is the new way and he’s enjoying it, and all I can do is get myself on the same page, ride the race he’s insisting on riding, go with him and hope for the best. I give him a squeeze at the next – all right so, if you’re going for it, let’s go for it – and he goes again without a second of hesitation, taking it on like a big horse.

Once we’ve jumped the first few fences, the horses tend to find their natural position in the race. Some want to be right up the front, others want to hang towards the back where there’s a little bit more room; I’m a bit like Goldilocks for now, happy enough to be somewhere in the middle. Just right. We’ve 18 fences to jump in total and already there have been a couple of fallers. For those horses and their jockeys, the race is already over.

You expect falls in a race like this, but when it happens, it happens so quickly, with so much else going on around you at the same time, that it’s hard to pick up on the detail. We’re well into the second half of the race when we come to jump the Canal Turn, one of the famously tricky fences. The name is a bit of a giveaway – the fence is on a bend in the track, and most jockeys want to take the shortest route, so we tend to bunch towards the inner. I don’t notice the horse in front of us as he makes a mistake. When you land over a fence behind a faller, your horse will always try to avoid another horse or jockey, but he can only do that if he sees them. And you can only steer him around if you see them. You never know what might be waiting for you around the corner out of sight as you jump the Canal Turn. Both of you might not even realise that there’s someone there on the ground until it’s already too late. Out of the corner of my eye, I think I spot the pink silks of the jockey we’ve just galloped over. I think they’re the colours that Fish – Mark Enright – was wearing. I don’t know for certain. That’s racing. It’s nobody’s fault, but that doesn’t stop me blaming myself. We jump the next few fences without any incident, thankfully, and I put it out of my head for now. We’ve still got a race to run and I can’t afford to dwell on it.

We’re still up there with the leading dozen as we come down to jump the third last, but I know that we’re not going to win the race. Peregrine Run is not showing any immediate signs of giving up on me, but I can tell that he doesn’t have a huge amount left in reserve, and there are four or five others in front of us still going better. Maybe now is the time to play it safe with a short one, I think, but if he hears me think it, he ignores it just as quickly. Halfway through another big one, our last big one, his heart’s not really in it and I know we’re not going to make it. He comes down on top of the fence and I feel him stumble on landing as he tries to shoot his front legs out into position in time to save us both. It’s too little too late. Momentum has already dug in its claws. He goes down and as I’m launched left and over his shoulder, I brace for impact.

I’m already on the other side of the fence by the time the final few stragglers reach it and clamber up and over. Away in the distance, the leader turns the screw and ups the pace at the front again but anything that’s coming from behind me at this stage might as well be in a different race. They’re tired and in survival mode, but they still manage to breeze past me like I’m not even there – thankfully. Peregrine Run is long gone, back on his feet and galloping off alone to finish the job we had started together. I slowly sit up so that I can look down at my leg. It’s bent inwards two inches above the ankle. It was an easy fall for both of us, relatively speaking, but it’s not always the fall itself that does the most damage; it’s the traffic coming from behind that you have to worry about. As the horse rolled left, he rolled me with him and pushed me right under the girth of a horse coming behind us. And at that point, either timing and fortune are on your side or, if they’re not, your right ankle sits up in the only few inches of space in all of Merseyside that you desperately need it to avoid, just at the moment a half-tonne of muscle and bone comes crashing through on its hind legs.

After the fall and after the tumble dryer – that short, sharp, involuntary spin cycle that bustles you away from the back of the fence and to a stop – instinct kicks in and your brain starts into the checklist, from head to toe: where does it hurt? Each box brings its own brief relief as it’s ticked off while your mind keeps fast forwarding through the list until it finds the pain, wherever that is. The full force of it never registers immediately, but I don’t need an X-ray to know that this one is bad.

I’ve been remarkably lucky with injury throughout my career. I was 14 when I broke my knee for the first time, out the side of a slippery saddle on a miserable wet day in Loughrea. Since then I’ve broken my collarbone, once on each side. I’ve torn the AC joint in my shoulder in one fall, and then finished the job a few weeks later by falling on it again and breaking my shoulder blade as well. I’ve sat in hospital waiting rooms and told doctors that I could only identify a single point of pain in my back, only to be told that I’d actually broken eight ribs and punctured a lung. I’ve broken both arms, and both legs on more than one occasion; cracked my fibula and fractured my tibia, the shinbone, which has to be one of the sorest bones in your body to break. I’ve had concussions so serious that I didn’t know which racecourse I was at and, at a guess, somewhere in the region of 70 stitches in my face over the years: my lip, my chin, and my eyebrow.

I’ve broken my wrist and a rib in a fall and gone out in the very next race, less than half an hour later, and ridden the winner.

I’ve had X-rays to assess a suspected fractured vertebra in one part of my back, only for them to discover a completely different fracture that happened God knows when and had been sitting there for God knows how long.

I’ve shown up on the doorstep in a neck brace, bang on time at eight o’clock and ready to pick Paula up for dinner as promised, not bothered by the fall I’d had a couple of hours earlier or the fact that I’d just been discharged from Naas Hospital with a cracked vertebra. When we got married and went on honeymoon, only to discover afterwards that the ball of my shoulder had been broken the whole time, it was hardly a surprise.

Still, I mean it when I say it: on the whole, over the course of my career, I’ve been remarkably lucky with injury. When you’re racing four or five days a week for more than 20 years, with maybe three or four rides each day, that’s a lot of opportunities for something to go wrong, even if you never acknowledge them. The mind – my mind, anyway – tends to forget the minor ones. A fractured thumb causes me as much discomfort as anyone else, but an injury only really becomes important if it’s going to stop me going out and doing my job for a significant length of time. If you put all of the other bits to one side in a pile marked scratches and scrapes, I can pick out long stretches of years at a time when I’ve been very fortunate and injury-free. That’s not something to be taken for granted; it’s something to be celebrated.

But now, out in the countryside, far from the sound of the hooves and the crowd and the commentator, there’s only the silence and the thoughts in my head. The pain is there but the thoughts are worse. There was a time when my first concern would have been missing the ride on Champ in the next race – Mark Walsh picks up that spare and wins easily – or having to sit out the Grand National tomorrow on Anibale Fly – another nice spin for Mark, and they finish fifth. But any immediate worries like that are pushed aside by something darker, more existential:

Is this how it was always destined to end, half a mile from the winning line with only a badly buckled leg for company? Is this it for me? Will I even be allowed to make that decision for myself or will someone else, reading the stark facts from a page on a clipboard, come to that single inescapable conclusion on my behalf? It’s over.

Long before any expert arrives to put words on the trouble I’m in – two single fractures, one of the fibula and one of the tibia, both snapped clean a couple of inches above the ankle – I know the sacrifices it will take if I ever want to get back in the saddle again. What I don’t know is: will I be able for it this time?

I’ve been lucky with injury in general, that’s true, but the last few years have been brutal and those are the scars that are leading me towards this darkness, mercifully rare and mercifully brief. In 2015, I was appointed to the biggest job in jump racing – first jockey to JP McManus, the biggest and most successful owner in the sport. I was recovering from a broken leg when I accepted the job, and in the four years since then, I’ve broken my leg, I’ve broken my arm, I’ve broken eight ribs and punctured a lung, I’ve broken my other arm, and I’ve fractured my shoulder. And now this.

Every jockey understands that they won’t be able to run from injuries for ever. That risk is part of the terms and conditions. They catch up with everyone eventually; all you want is to be able to walk away at the end of it all when your racing days are done with no lasting or life-changing damage. A part of me thinks you could find a way to make your peace with the pain; it’s the rehab that’s the killer.

Send me out to run the roads for hours. I’ll do it. Send me to the gym to lift for days. No problem. Just don’t ask me to stand barefoot in the kitchen and arch the sole of my foot, a movement so small that you’d barely even notice it; hold it for five seconds; release; repeat 20 times; and when I’m finished with that, do the exact same thing all over again. And then again. And then when those three sets of tedium are done, move on to the next imperceptible exercise and start all over. Day after day after day until you go for a check-up so that the physio can reassure you that it’s working and send you back home with the encouragement that if you trust the programme, you’ll see the benefits in a few weeks’ time.

Fifty weeks – that’s how long I’ve already spent out injured in the last four years, and who knows how many more months now with this latest one. I think about the long, slow days ahead, filled with the same boring repetitions, how quickly the muscle can waste away to nothing. It’s not just the lack of exercise. You could sit at home for a week and do nothing without seeing any dramatic consequences, but with a fracture, that part of the body shuts down and it doesn’t move at all. Stirring a cup of tea doesn’t even generate any movement. Strength and power vanishes into thin air overnight. Like a duster running across a blackboard, everything erased with a single swipe.

You find a way to get through it, of course you do, and you get out the other side of it, but just as soon as you do, something new happens and you’re back to square one. And when they come on you like that in quick succession, it’s too bad to cry.

My leg sits broken on the Aintree turf in front of me. I can tell that it’s a bad one. There’s a part of me that’s already afraid that it might be the worst one yet. I want to get through this. I just don’t know that I can.

The medics are here now and I ask for the morphine quickly. It’s not for the pain; the pain I can handle. I just need to get these thoughts out of my head.

‘We need to take your boot off,’ the paramedic says to me.

Aintree University Hospital is only down the road from the racecourse, a 10-minute drive at most, even less when you’re in the back of an ambulance.

‘Before your leg starts to swell,’ she says to me again. ‘We need to get the boot off.’

She moves to lift my leg to get at the zip of my boot, but as soon as she does, the pain rips through my body and I roar, through gritted teeth, ‘Stop! The strap! The strap!’

She hears me. I’m strapped in to the bed on the ambulance trolley, scrambling for the catch on the belt that’s securing my leg above the knee before there are any more attempts to get the boot off. The morphine has started to work, but it never works quickly enough.

Paula will be here soon, I know. She has had a bad run of it too these last few years. Whether it’s verbalised or not, we both know that there’s every chance that one day I’ll go off to work and a few hours later, she’ll get one of those phone calls she dreads. There are days when the racing won’t be on TV, or when she won’t be watching, and her phone will ring. One of the racecourse doctors, or maybe a friend at the course who’s seen it, and can find out what’s happened and how I am, will call or text. There are other days, like today, when she’ll be watching with the kids and see it all unfold as it happens. On those days, the TV camera doesn’t wait for the wife or husband or mother or father with a sick feeling in the pit of their stomach. It pans away from the only shot that matters to follow something as trivial as a race between some horses. At home they can only wait for the commentator to take a look back up the track and announce that both horse and jockey are on their feet, but sometimes they don’t say that.

Paula was watching the race at home with our three children, Síofra, Órla and Rían. They were all watching it together and it was Síofra, our eldest, who spotted what had happened.

‘Oh, it’s his leg,’ she says.

In the absence of any news from the track, that little detail brings its own bit of reassurance for a moment, but when the doctors get to me out on the course, the first thing I do is give them Paula’s number.

‘I don’t know if she was watching. Can you ring her please and let her know that I’m okay? Just let her know it’s not my neck.’

I know she’ll be here in a couple of hours anyway. She’s due to go to the races tomorrow with her sister Liz and Liz’s husband Seán, so she already has a flight booked to come to Liverpool later this evening.

When we get to the hospital and I’m wheeled into my room, Fish and Johnny Burke are the first two people allowed in to see me. The gloom lifts once the painkillers do their job and I’m delighted to see the two boys, laughing, joking and having the craic as if this is nothing worse than a sprained ankle and we’ll all be back to business as usual in the morning. It’s great to see Fish in particular, fit and firing with the green light to ride in the National tomorrow. I could hear the messages coming in over the racecourse radio while I was lying on the ground at the back of the fence and the medics were inflating the air splints to secure my leg:

‘Mark Enright down at the Canal Turn with a broken arm.’

It was Fish we ran over, I thought to myself; I’m the one who broke his arm. I didn’t need that hanging over me along with everything else, so when Fish sticks his head into the room to say hello and let me know that he’s been given the all-clear by the doctors, it’s the first bounce of the ball to go my way today. Sophie, Nicky Henderson’s wife, comes in shortly afterwards to see how I’m getting on, and then Liz and Seán arrive, all happy to sit and keep me company until Paula gets here later.

I’m wheeled off for an X-ray and then into another room when four or five doctors follow me in with their sleeves rolled up. I’m stuck to the bed in my numbed state and they’re trying to explain to me what needs to happen now. It’s too risky to leave my leg the way it is, stable but still bent in a way that legs aren’t supposed to bend, and if we do, there’s a higher risk of internal bleeding, which could cause all sorts of complications. That’s why they’re here, to straighten it out – which explains the rolled-up sleeves.

‘This is going to hurt,’ one of the doctors explains. ‘We can’t give you a full anaesthetic in case we need to operate on you this evening, but we’ll get you some more pain relief before we do anything.’

If these people are about to wrestle my leg back into shape, I don’t want to feel even a second of it.

‘Give me everything,’ I tell them. ‘Fucking give me everything.’

So they give me ketamine, and as the fog descends, taking me to some sort of semi-drunken no man’s land, I feel all those sets of hands get a good, firm grip on my leg. And they pull.

Ten thousand volts of pain scream through me and I know that this is not how it’s supposed to be because I can feel the agony of each twist and turn and I can hear myself roar, my only release. I’m lying there, still rooted to my trolley as it suddenly takes off backwards out through the door, driven by hands I cannot see towards this blindingly bright corridor, bouncing in vivid colour, that doesn’t look like any hospital corridor I’ve ever seen before in my life. There are no people, only nightmarish emojis, leering and sneering at me with their exaggerated features and their wide, unblinking eyes. I can’t move. I can’t fight them off. I panic. I need to get out of here but all I can do is cling on for dear life as my trolley takes off like a rollercoaster, backwards, ripping through double doors and whipping around corners at 50 miles an hour. My heart is thumping, pressing on the underside of my rib cage, ready to burst out through my chest if only it could find a way through. I need to breathe, and then I realise that that short, sharp panting is my breath, that I’m already breathing faster than I ever thought the human body could. I don’t know where I am. When this will end. Maybe this is the end. Maybe when your clock stops ticking, those final moments of life just dissolve into one last manic blur and then –

My heart slows and my breathing slows and the colours fade back to their usual mix of sterile whites, and I realise that I’m still in the same room where the doctors left me. If that was 10 minutes, it felt like a lifetime, but I can feel the ketamine gradually loosening its grip and releasing me back into reality and a hospital bed that’s reassuringly stationary. I’m lying there like a lad after a late one when I hear a voice calling my name.

‘Barry, JP and Frank are here to see you.’

‘Lovely, lovely, lovely,’ I say as JP McManus and Frank Berry, his racing manager, arrive into my room. It’s very good of them to call in and see how I am; after all, I wasn’t riding for them when I fell. They stopped off on their way to the hospital to pick up a few of the essentials that they know I’ll need: pyjamas and some fruit. JP’s incredible generosity is no secret to anyone who knows him, but most people never see the little things that he’s always thinking of.

‘How are you doing, Barry?’

‘Lovely, lovely, lovely.’

I don’t know what I’m saying but it’s all I can say, as if the ketamine trip has wiped every word from my vocabulary except for one. My grasp of the English language slowly returns to me but I’d nearly rather it didn’t, because now I have enough words to start rabbiting on and force JP and Frank to put up with me talking absolute rubbish. At least as I gain more and more control of my senses I have the presence of mind to apologise for the nonsense I’m subjecting them to.

‘I’m sorry, I’m drunk as a lord here.’

They stay for a while and I try to tell them about what happened, and when they leave, Sophie comes and sits with me again until Paula arrives. X-rays come back and doctors update us and as the bits of the jigsaw start to fit together, we try to figure out what we’re going to do. We’re familiar enough with the rhythms of hospital life to know that you don’t want to be dealing with one surgeon for your operation, and then another surgeon in a different country for your reviews and follow-up consultations, or, worse again, if something goes wrong. If the doctors say I’m okay to travel to Ireland with my leg the way it is and get the surgery there, I want to go home.

We consider the ferry, and then rule it out again just as quickly. Too slow, too long, too much time with the leg in an unstable position. Better to book a row of seats on a plane, I’m told; 40 minutes in the air, and no more than a couple of hours door to door. But we don’t need to put ourselves through the hassle of check-in queues on crutches and a wheelchair to the gate. JP kindly offers us to bring us home on his helicopter. It’s waiting on standby, ready to come and pick us up whenever we need it. All we need to do is let him know when we’re ready to go and where we want to go. A few calls later, we’re halfway across the Irish Sea, on the way to Luttrellstown Castle and then – a short crutch hobble later – into the car JP has waiting there for us. The clock comes up on half past five and, in a parallel universe, I’d be riding Anibale Fly in the Grand National. Instead, as Tiger Roll crosses the finish line, I’m watching from the waiting room of Tallaght Hospital’s X-ray department.

Jockeys are a tight-knit group in general, never more so than when one of us has suffered a bad injury. As soon as the Grand National is over and he’s finished racing for the day, Ruby Walsh rings Paula to see how I’m doing and what the options are for surgery.

‘They haven’t decided yet,’ she tells him. ‘They’re talking plate or frame.’

Ruby’s advice carries the stamp of a man who has been through it all himself on plenty of occasions in the past. His memories are fresh, too; it’s only been a little more than a year since his most recent broken leg.

‘Frame,’ Ruby says. ‘Tell him to get the frame.’

Paula relays the advice, but it’s not what I want to hear. I know exactly what the surgery to get the frame on entails and I hate the thought of it. A maze of wires threaded through the skin. Screws drilled into the bone. I don’t hate it for me, I hate it for the kids. I hate the thought of Síofra and Órla and Rían having to look at me, miserable, hulking this horrible lump of metal around for the next four months. They don’t need that to be the lasting memory of their summer. I get a laugh when I try to explain that. I know it sounds like a bit of a cop-out.

The surgery to put the frame on is scheduled for the next day, then pushed back another 24 hours, but before they put me to sleep and wake me up with a leg like Frankenstein’s monster, Kevin Tuite, a very good friend of mine, rings to put me on to one other important job. I can hear the noise in the background wherever he is. Saturday night in the pub in Trim, it turns out. He asks how I’m getting on, so I give him the latest.

‘What’s the plan now?’ he asks me. ‘Do you think you’ll keep going or is that the end of it?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘There’s a bit of chat in here tonight that this is it for you. A good few lads saying that you’ve decided to retire.’

‘What? Tell them no, no chance. I’m not retiring. No.’

I get a similar phone call from Fish the following morning.

‘I’m just letting you know that they’ve retired you again.’

‘Who has? Where did you hear this?’

‘In Liverpool Airport coming home last night, sure everyone was saying the same thing: that’s it, Geraghty’s done now, he’s retiring. And I was telling them, no, I’d been in to see you yesterday and I didn’t think so, that you’d be back riding in a few months. But then I said I’d better ring you and see what you’re thinking.’

‘No, Jesus, I’m definitely not retiring. Where are they getting that from?’

‘I don’t know, but they’ve written you off anyway,’ Fish says. ‘You’re retired.’

Once I’m off the phone to Fish, I know the next call that I have to make. I work out the sums in my head: I was out for the best part of four months with the last broken leg, which means I’ll be able to go back racing again in around four months’ time. A fracture’s a fracture, so surely it will just be the same again. The Galway Races start on the last Monday in July, and I don’t need a calendar to know that that’s not quite four months away, but close enough not to make a difference.

I pick up the phone again. I need to get a statement out this morning. Set the Galway date for my comeback. Kill the rumour. Because I know the hell that’s waiting for me in the next few months, but I’m also certain that I’m not ready to retire. I’m not done yet.
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