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  First-hand account from the heart of Welsh sporting action


  One of the country’s most recognised sport presenters - Jason has rubbed shoulders with the greats: from Brazilian footballers Zico, Ronaldinho and Juninho; to rugby giants Graham Henry, Lawrence Dallaglio and Martin Johnson; and even filmstar Al Pacino.


  InMy Sporting HeroesJason chooses his favourite Welsh sporting stars – including his boyhood hero, the former Wales manager Mark Hughes, Ryan Giggs, Baroness Tanni Grey-Thompson, Welsh rugby stars Sam Warburton and Ieuan Evans, boxer Joe Calzaghe and swimmer David Davies – and gives us a personal and intimate view of each of these different characters as well as of life as a TV presenter.


  This book is dedicated to my three children Lili, Max and Poppy who sometimes have to go weeks on end without seeing their dad. I miss you all and thank you for being the World’s Best Children. You have made me very proud.
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  INTRODUCTION


  A FEW YEARS ago I spent a lovely afternoon in the sun with my little boy Max. It was a hot day. I really should have been happy after such a miserable winter. For months, cold and snow had made us dream of the sunshine. It was the coldest winter I can remember. Trust me – sports reporting looks like a glamorous job but standing or sitting in a football stadium can be a very cold experience. I froze doing my Saturday reports for Final Score. Anyway – this was a summer to look forward to. But sport – don’t you just love it? Sport had ruined it.


  Sun shining. Shorts on. Sun cream on. Kicking a ball in the park. Summer was here and yet I just couldn’t enjoy it. It was the day after Cardiff City’s Premier League dream had died at Wembley and I was left feeling like when the love of your life tells you that ‘it’s just not working.’


  Twenty-four hours after Blackpool had beaten City 3-2, and Brett Ormerod’s toe poke had spoiled the capital’s hopes of getting back to somewhere near respectability, I still couldn’t get that sick feeling out of my stomach. There was no-one in my local park when I went there with the kids on this beautiful summer’s day. It was deserted. No kids kicking a ball around pretending to take on Luis Suarez and Wayne Rooney. Not now. Not after that Saturday. It could have been so different. My phone didn’t ring all day. I couldn’t look at the papers. It was just too much. You know you want to cry but you can’t. Why does sport do this to us? The shoulders are hunched. The tissues are on standby.


  That Sunday seemed to go on forever and when I did bump into someone it was a neighbour who offered ‘shame about the result?’‘Shame about the result?’ It was a disaster – for today, tomorrow and the next day – is what I wanted to shout back at him!


  Instead I weakly offered a ‘yes’ and asked Max if he fancied an ice cream at home to try to make this sad, lonely feeling go away.


  So off we went into the kitchen and on went the telly. Max – three years old and in his red Wales football shirt – takes his place in his chair at the kitchen table and out comes a Fab from the freezer. He tucks in. Wales are playing Croatia – it’s live on TV.


  ‘Who do we want to win, Dad?’ says my innocent, sweet young football supporter, who’s falling more in love with the game on a day-by-day basis. (He’s a decent keeper actually!) ‘Yellows or red and whites?’


  Wales are in yellow. They’ve changed strip and it looks terrible.


  ‘Wales, son. The yellows,’ I reply, like a man with the weight of the world on his shoulders. ‘They’re losing,’ I add.


  ‘Like the Bluebirds?’ he asks, and licks the bits off the top of his ice-cold Fab and smiles.


  ‘Yes, son,’ I sigh. ‘Like the Bluebirds.’


  That’s football eh?

