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			It is, I accept, a skewed kind of morality that lauds a former drugs cheat as a hero of his sport. Nonetheless, I have come to believe that Dwain Chambers’ belated candour in admitting his crimes against sprinting has set him apart as a man to be admired. It has also distinguished him from the rump of liars and dissemblers who have run and won with the aid of performance-enhancing drugs and have eventually been caught doing so but continue to live their lives in a state of miserable and preposterous denial. 

			Chambers cheated. He was caught. He was punished. And then he did a very strange thing, a thing that makes him uniquely valuable in the post-innocence era of athletics. Instead of crying foul, instead of saying his sample must have been contaminated, instead of saying one of the lozenges he bought at his local sweet shop was infected by a stray impurity, he volunteered that he had given in to temptation and self-doubt and joined forces with Victor Conte, sport’s most loquacious rogue and purveyor of the famously illicit substances, The Cream and The Clear. 

			His sport hated that. Athletics loves denial because it allows it to try to claim that cheating is not endemic and that many positive drugs tests and missed drugs tests are just a series of terrible mistakes. When, for instance, sports writers from outside athletics’ magic circle questioned Christine Ohuruogu’s excuses for her missed tests, we were condemned as ‘football hacks’ and ‘curtaintwitchers’ by some of those who have borne witness to the steady destruction of their sport for decades without exposing the problems that have crippled the credibility of athletics. 

			So when Chambers went one step further and suggested in an interview with Sir Matthew Pinsent that a drug cheat would have to have a ‘real bad day’ to lose to a clean athlete at the Beijing Olympics, athletics fell into a state of apoplexy. Chambers had broken the code. He had brought the sport’s practice of ‘plausible deniability’ a giant step closer to obsolescence. And so, rather than seek to learn from him or applaud him as someone who was finally speaking out, someone who had finally defied the omerta, the British Olympic Association sought to punish him again, this time for his honesty. 

			They chose to make a distinction between him and people like Ohuruogu, triathlete Tim Don and judoka Peter Cousins who had all committed drugs offences by missing three random tests but who had all had their lifetime Olympic bans waived by the BOA because each of them said it had all been a terrible mistake. Three times. 

			Never mind that it seemed nobody from the BOA had actually sought to test the validity of their various excuses. Out of curiosity, I tried out the route between Ohuruogu’s home in Stratford and the Olympic Medical Institute at Northwick Park in north London, where she missed one of her tests. When she didn’t turn up, the testers telephoned her at home to tell her she had an hour to get there. She said there was no way she could make it. I drove it in a few minutes under the hour. Comfortably. Without breaking any speed limits on the North Circular, either. 

			And yet when people like me pointed out these reservations, we were roundly condemned by those in athletics and accused of pursuing a vendetta against Ohuruogu. Not simply trying to find the truth but acting maliciously. And then we were told that Ohuruogu’s case was quite different from Chambers’, merely because he had admitted what he had done was wrong and she had said it had all been a terrible mistake. 

			A few morons even trotted out the pathetic line that Ohuruogu, for instance, had never failed a drug test. Dear me. Whatever happened to the principle that a missed test, or three, is equivalent to a failed test? Otherwise, what’s the point in conducting random tests in the first place? Even Lord Coe was unable to accept that there was no conflict between questioning Ohuruogu and campaigning for Chambers to have his lifetime ban overturned. But all we vendetta-pursuers were arguing for was that the two of them should be treated the same. 

			But then there are many monuments in British athletics that have been built by being economical with the truth. The London Olympics, for whom Lord Coe was such a skilful, passionate and effective proselytizer, was won partly because London 2012 provided grossly inaccurate estimates of how much the Games would cost. Had we and the IOC delegates known the bill would soar to almost 400% more than the original £2bn estimate, Paris, not the English capital, would be hosting the 2012 Games. 

			It is within this context of systemic self-delusion and denial that Chambers’ admissions should be viewed. Voices like his are often condemned as unreliable and sensationalist by those who wish that it were so. The same happened when the former baseball great, Jose Canseco, wrote a memoir about steroid use in baseball called Juiced. When it was first published, many within the sport sought to dismiss it as the ramblings of an attention-seeking ex-player. The subsequent revelations of wrongdoing in baseball, though, have made Canseco’s claims appear rather modest. 

			I wish that Chambers’ honesty had been rewarded instead of scorned. I wish that the athletics community had welcomed him back instead of shunning him. I wish they had learned lessons from what he told them instead of suggesting they did not recognise the picture he was painting of the ugly face of their sport. Because until athletics stops paying lip-service to the fact that it has a problem, until it acts consistently to punish cheats, until it tries to force those who expose the issue into exile, the problem will not get any better. 

			Dwain Chambers’ willingness to expose the truth about modern athletics could have been a turning point for the sport in Britain. Instead, athletics heard what he had to say and turned away. 

			Preface 

			

			by Ken Scott 

			Author of: 

			Jack of Hearts (2005) 

			A Million Would Be Nice (2007) 

			The Sun Will Still Shine Tomorrow (2009) 

			Ghostwriter of: 

			Do The Birds Still Sing In Hell by Horace ‘Jim’ Greasley (2008) 

			

			

			Cheating or gamesmanship? 

			

			Key ‘the definition of cheat’ on a standard Google search and you will be presented with nearly three million results all of which proffer an opinion as to what the term actually means. There are many forms of cheating and the ‘cheats’ operate on every level known to mankind and in every business ever created by the human form. Cheats have won medals and cups, world trophies, world titles, made vast fortunes, bankrupt individuals and companies, won world wars, lost world wars, conquered countries. Hollywood has glamourised the con man, the swindler, the charlatan, the trickster…the cheat. 

			There are big cheats, little cheats, cheats that brought multinational corporations and even countries to their knees, cheats that ruined governments and, of course, cheats that maimed and murdered individuals and whole nations. Throughout history cheats have been chastised and yet applauded in the same breath. Depending on where you were looking in from, your man, your leader could be a devious, cunning, tactically brilliant individual or, in the eyes of the opposition, a cheat. 

			For the purpose of the next few paragraphs we won’t pull any punches: we will lose all of the adjectives and simply call that devious, cunning individual a cheat. There is no greater arena where the cheat operates than in the sporting world. Sport today goes beyond local or national pride, irrespective of the individual or team. Today sport is about money… big money. No matter what the motive or spur of the individual sportsman, someone somewhere stands to benefit financially. In every country, on every playing field, pitch, stadium, arena, wicket, therein lurks a cheat in waiting, a man or woman seeking to gain an unfair advantage over the opposition. 

			The definition of cheating is generally unanimously defined, no matter which dictionary or thesaurus it comes from. Give or take a few different adjectives, a comma or a full stop in a different place, it generally follows the same pattern. That is: 

			“To break the rules in a game, examination, or contest, in an attempt to gain an unfair advantage.” 

			There you have it, breaking the rules to gain an unfair advantage. But what exactly is unfair and just how thin is that non-existent line where gamesmanship to seek an unfair advantage is classed as downright cheating? How many sportsmen and women have we looked up to or put on pedestals who have gained an unfair advantage over their rivals? How many athletes with an unblinking desire and passion to win have we admired over the years and, because of that desire and passion, have been prepared to go that step further in the quest to train harder, run faster, compete longer. 

			In recent years, particularly in the English Premiership a new expression has emerged among the tabloids and broadsheets gracing our breakfast tables after the weekend’s fixtures. The commentators and so-called professional pundits utter the word carefully, always in the right context, and generally at a level two or three decibels lower than the sentence in which it has been included. 

			I’m talking about gamesmanship. 

			And in sporting clubs and pubs and restaurants after every game, in the lounge of every suburban home, the arguments rage over whether the grossly overpaid megastar taking a dive after a knock that wouldn’t have felled a ten-month-old toddler taking their first tentative steps on the living room carpet was in fact cheating or whether he was simply deploying a little ‘gamesmanship’. 

			In every walk of business life, the rules are bent. Insider trading, corporate bullying, industrial espionage, spying, lying, phone tapping, fiddling, meddling, nepotism, corruption, dishonesty, scams, shams, falsification, avoidance; the list goes on and on. 

			The great Douglas Bader uttered these immortal oft-used words: “Rules are for the obedience of fools and the guidance of wise men.” 

			To the supporters of Manchester City and Chelsea, Ronaldo is a cheat. To his loyal followers from Old Trafford he is a genius at trickery and gamesmanship. Likewise, Didier Drogba is a cheat at Old Trafford and The Emirates and St James’s Park and Anfield, but when the said six foot two, fourteen-stone man of muscle cartwheels to the ground from a waft of air from an opponent’s boot six inches away, forty-two thousand ‘fans’ at Stamford Bridge turn to each other, smile and collectively whisper 

			gamesmanship. 

			Therein lies the problem. When does a gamesman push the rules to such a limit he oversteps the mark and becomes a cheat? 

			The great coaches and journalists will tell you that the individual sportsman with an overwhelming stop-at-nothing attitude, with a fierce desire to win, is the sportsman that will generally make it to the top. 

			The greatest Formula One driver of our generation was Michael Schumacher. End of debate. No one could touch him. His focus and desire was unquestionable. But occasionally Michael Schumacher could be a little naughty and he had a certain fondness for barging rivals off the track. He didn’t need to knock Damon Hill, David Coulthard or Jacques Villeneuve into the middle of next week as he had the skill level and the car to more than compete on an even keel. 

			Certain championships were slightly tainted as he took his main rivals onto the gravel or the grass with a careless or, some would say, reckless manoeuvre. The really unkind would declare to anyone that would listen that he had cheated, calculated the maths and, because he was so far ahead in the championship, been prepared to sacrifice his points along with that of the main contenders. In reality he had a stop-at-nothing overwhelming desire to win; that’s why he risked his life on the F1 circuit for so long; that’s why he won the F1 title an incredible seven times. 

			Who can forget viewing the BBC footage of 1963? That Muhammad Ali moment when Henry Cooper had him seeing stars. Cooper had floored Ali in the fourth round with a powerful left hook. Ali barely made it to his corner man Angelo Dundee. Dundee was a seasoned trainer and err… a gamesman. The footage from the BBC that night clearly shows two intact gloves as Ali wobbled towards his stool. But incredibly… to the astonishment of Ali, Cooper and the ringside spectators (but not the admirable Angelo) the miracle of the split glove occurred during the twenty seconds or so Ali sat on the stool wondering which of the two Angelos to look at. Ali recovered in the time it took to find a new glove from the dressing room and came out fighting in the fifth round. Cooper’s eye was badly gashed and Ali set to work landing as many punches as possible into the swollen bloody mess of raw meat until Cooper couldn’t go on. The fight was stopped and Ali awarded a TKO. The rest they say is history. The two careers of Ali and Cooper could have taken a totally different direction had events been different that night on the 18th June 1963, had a certain individual not taken the law into his hands and played with the rules. 

			The term ‘sledging’ is part and parcel of the modern game of cricket. For the uninitiated amongst you, ‘sledging’ is a bowler’s or batsman’s way of bending the rules in order to seek an unfair advantage (where have I heard that before?); in this case, abusing their opposite number in order to affect the concentration needed to compete in the modern game. When Botham walked towards the crease in an Ashes match many moons ago, Rodney Marsh grinned, welcomed him to the wicket and said, “So how are your wife and my kids?” 

			Some were not so polite. Glen McGrath was liberal with the F-word in many a Test. During one memorable occasion he shouted down the wicket during a Test match with Zimbabwe to the slightly overweight Eddo Brandes. 

			“Hey, Eddo, why are you so fucking fat?” 

			Eddo Brandes replied with a straight face, “Because every time I fuck your mother, she gives me a biscuit.” 

			So it seems ‘sledging’ works, otherwise they wouldn’t do it. But sometimes it backfires. Ramnaresh Sarwan came back with a corker when asked by Glen McGrath again (he’s a glutton for punishment is old Glen): “What does Brian Lara’s dick taste like?” 

			Sarwan replied, “I don’t know. Ask your wife.” 

			Alas it seems it was Glen McGrath who then lost his concentration threatening to rip Sarwan’s fucking throat out if he ever mentioned his wife again. The whole incident was captured for posterity on live television microphones. 

			

			Throughout sporting history, the cheat and the rule-bender have flouted and played with the spirit of the game. We are lucky to be able to live in an environment of free speech and one of the great after-events of a sporting occasion is the debates that go on afterwards in the bars and cafés of the world. Was it a goal or not? Did he tamper with the ball, a penalty or take a dive? One of the arguments against the introduction of trial by television is that it would put an end to all these healthy and passionate debates. 

			And if he or she did tamper with the ball, dive in the box or deliberately trip an opponent on the final bend of a 3000 metre race in the European Championships is it any less of an offence than an athlete seeking to improve muscle definition through a banned substance? Cheating is cheating. Who are we to say X form of cheating is worse than Y? 

			Ask any forty-something English male what is the worst case of cheating they have ever seen and I’d take a quick walk along to Ladbrokes and bet that they’d mention a certain deliberate attempt to guide the ball into the opponents’ net, costing an England team a place in the semi-final of the world’s biggest competition. 

			114,000 spectators and 350 million people worldwide witnessed Diego Maradona’s blatant handball on the 22nd June 1986. The world-governing body of football witnessed it and played it back in slow motion countless times. The Football Association of Argentina cringed, I assume, as time after time, no matter how often they rewound the tape, the cheat known as Maradona deliberately guided the ball illegally with his hand past the stranded England goalkeeper Peter Shilton and straight into the onion bag. 

			Tunisian referee Ali Bin Nasser did not see the infringement and allowed the goal. The Argentine players and fans celebrated. 

			Television footage shows Maradona looking towards the referee who, for a split second, was puzzled by the Argentine players’ lack of response. Spur of the moment his hand of God may well have been, and he might have been forgiven for a winner’s instinct. 

			What happened next was not. 

			The ball was in the net, Peter Shilton, arms raised, pleaded with the referee, several players ran to the linesman believing at least one official must have witnessed the blatant act of cheating? 

			It appeared not. 

			Maradona would later say, “I was waiting for my teammates to embrace me, and no one came. I told them, ‘Come hug me, or the referee isn’t going to allow it.’”1 

			Yes, England were cheated, Sir Bobby Robson was cheated, the captain, the team and the whole of the nation were cheated by that infamous hand of God. Everybody in the civilized world apparently witnessed that despicable act and Maradona was labelled (in the British press at least) a cheat! 

			Now most of you reading this will be of a certain age to remember that incident with clarity, albeit possibly through a beer-filled alcoholic and dejected haze. Some of you however are too young. Let me tell you what happened to Diego Maradona: 

			

			There was an almighty uproar that reverberated throughout the footballing world. FIFA and the Asociación del Fútbol Argentino immediately stripped the cheat known as Maradona of his captaincy. Within twenty-four hours FIFA had nullified the result and ordered the two teams to replay. Forty-eight hours after the incident Maradona was humbled on world television and made to apologise to the world. He was given a five-year ban and sent back home to Argentina in disgrace. The Argentinean FA claimed he would never play for Argentina again and his club at the time, Napoli, immediately placed him on the transfer list. A record fine of one million US dollars was imposed, a record that still stands today. 

			

			Well, actually no… I’m sorry… but none of the above ever took place. 

			Maradona was not stripped of the captaincy, he did not receive a fine and, although he did appear on world television, he gloated and smirked and, when asked about the cheating incident, smiled and claimed it was the hand of God. FIFA sat back with their fingers up their rectums and smiled nervously, mumbling on about the best player in the world which Maradona undoubtedly was. Maradona in my eyes was the greatest footballer on the planet at the time. Not only did he have a God-given gift, but also an overwhelming desire to win at all costs. In Maradona’s mind the hand of God was gamesmanship, pushing the rules to the limit. In the eyes of the watching world (excluding Argentina) he was a cheat. 

			What sticks in the throat of the general sports fan so much is that he went unpunished. He went on unhindered, captained Argentina and lifted the greatest trophy in world sport. Maradona used his hand, he was not malicious, nor did he set out to deliberately hurt an opponent but he cheated and got away with it. And how many footballers over the years have set out to deliberately break an opponent’s leg, in some cases end the career of their fellow professionals and walk away with nothing more than a three-match ban and a small fine? How many footballers have cheated and got away with it and what makes them so different to other athletes? 

			

			We will never do away with cheating in sport, it won’t happen, no matter how many words are written how many voices are raised. We will never have that level playing field that sports fans across the world crave and we will never be in a situation where the scientists and sports doctors or the British Olympic Association come up with a foolproof system of illegal drug detection because for every five scientists working on a way to improve the system of detection there are ten scientists, tricksters or rule-benders looking to beat it. 

			

			There is a saying that prostitution is the oldest profession in the world. 

			It isn’t. Cheating is, if the cheat is making money or earning a living. 

			Although prostitution is well documented in the Bible, even older documentary evidence also shows that Solon founded the first of his Athens’ brothels in the 6th century BC, to fund amongst other things religious temples. I would still bet my bottom dollar that those early prostitutes of Greek, Chinese, Egyptian or Biblical origin, prior to the said sexual act taking place, used every method at their disposal to gain an unfair advantage over their fellow professionals in attracting the cash-rich, aroused individual with a pocketful of gold coins and an overwhelming desire to go forth and procreate. 

			The line between gamesmanship and cheating is a thin one, the risk and reward great. This book does not attempt to decipher exactly where that line is, I simply ask you to keep an open mind. The purpose of this book is not to differentiate between various sports nor do I attempt to offer a solution to the problem. Neither do I subscribe to the theory that we allow athletes to use any concoction or cocktail of drugs under the sun and let them get on with it. They need to be protected from themselves and the crooks and con men only too happy to make a quick buck at the expense of someone else’s body. We need a fair and just punishment system in place and the athletes need to be aware of the punishments should they choose to flout the rules, but sadly I don’t have the answers. 

			The purpose of this book is to explore what drives the sportsman to break the rules. What is it that makes the sportsman and woman cheat? What separates the gamesman from the cheat and why do we differentiate so much in our punishments of individuals and their particular sport. 

			

			Introduction

			

			The official’s conversation was brief and to the point. He introduced himself first of all then continued with the formalities. 

			“Is that Mr Chambers?” 

			“Yes, that’s me.” 

			“Mr Chambers, I have some bad news for you, I’m afraid.” 

			Dwain Chambers had been reading a book. Now the pages started to shake as if a mini earthquake had just occurred in the hotel bedroom. 

			“Yes.” 

			“Your recent urine sample taken in Saarbrucken on August 1st 2003 has tested positive for a newly discovered steroid.” 

			Dwain was, for once, speechless as he struggled to hang onto the phone. The official asked him if he understood. He simply answered yes. 

			“Your drug test has come back positive, Mr Chambers,” the official repeated. 

			Dwain Chambers’ stomach lurched and just for a split second he wondered if this was some sick joke. But then, why should it be some sick joke? It was only a matter of time before the truth came out. His whole world started to crumble around him and yet an enormous feeling of relief welled up inside him. 

			“A report will be sent to the UK Athletics Board,” continued the official, “and you will have to attend a disciplinary hearing.” 

			Dwain didn’t hear the official’s last few words. He replaced the receiver and began to pack his suitcase. It was over at last. His eighteen months of drugs hell was now officially at an end. 

			

			

		

	


	
		
			Born To Run 

			

			I was born in Islington, London, April 5th, 1978 and issued with my Government name, Dwain Anthony Watson (Watson being my mother’s surname). My birth took place in the Royal Northern Hospital. I lived with my two sisters, Loraine and Marie. When my mum was carrying me, my real father (Robert Chambers) left the family home. He showed up on the odd occasion afterwards but I can’t ever recall him living at our house. My older sister Christine, who currently lives in Derby, experienced the same treatment as I did by my father: it was a case of here today, gone tomorrow. I also have a brother named Robert who I’ve never met; he lives in Derby as well. Sad to say, Christine and I never met until I was around fifteen. I thought the meeting a bit crazy really. My father had never bothered with me or my other sisters for years and all of a sudden he wanted us to meet. I think it was a bit of a guilt trip or something like that. Surprise, surprise, the happy family syndrome did not last and my real father and I are as distant as ever again. 

			Thankfully though, the relationship with Christine blossomed and we are still close today. 

			My stepfather came onto the scene almost as soon as I could remember. Your memories are very vague as a small child but as far as I can recall he has always been around. He is called Lascell Golding. As far as I was concerned he provided for me and he was my dad in the same way as other boys on my estate had a dad. That said, there were an awful lot of single parents, boys without a dad at all. Sometimes I looked upon myself as fortunate, other times I wondered just what it was I had done to make my dad walk out on my mum as I arrived on the scene. These are the thoughts that young boys have when Dad does a runner. Dads that do runners, please take note! 

			

			I wouldn’t say I had a happy childhood growing up in the same house as Loraine and Marie, Mum and Lascell. Although Lascell was good to me and Mum and my sisters from a financial point of view, my stepfather and I never really got on when I was young. I think it had to something to do with my stepfather and my real father not seeing eye to eye. I remember a few very strained meetings in the house when Lascell and my real dad were in the same room. As a kid, no matter what your real father has said or done to you he is still your father and there is still a bond there. I must have given Lascell a bit of a hard time and, as young as I was, I was determined that he would never really replace my biological father. I realise now it was all very unfair on Lascell. It wasn’t until I became an adult that I found it in my heart to call him Dad. We now have a very strong and close relationship and I am proud to call him Dad. 

			He didn’t help his case with his strict upbringing. Man, he was tough. We were hardly ever allowed to play outside as my mother was afraid we would cause trouble. I don’t know where that came from. At the beginning she had no reason to keep me inside the house. The London streets were a lot safer then; no such thing as the knife crime and black on black gang fighting that there is now. I remember being cooped up in my bedroom being told to play with a few games while, from my window, I watched the other kids tear up and down the street. 

			To be honest, the most fun I ever had was on a Monday when I went with my friends Michael and Anthony Facey and James Davis to the local cubs for a few hours. Red and green tie, grey shorts, knee-high socks and worn-down black plimsolls. Man, what a sight we must have looked. But those two hours were like a breath of fresh air. I enjoyed the supervised activities and mixing with lads of the same age. Mum and Lascell were glad too because they were fairly certain I wouldn’t get into any trouble. 

			You might think I’m being a little harsh but things were quite difficult for us as kids. Our stepfather was very vocal and spoke his mind. Because of his overpowering presence we never answered back to him; this included my mother. It was the norm in a black family unit at that time. Fathers were in charge, fathers were king of the castle. So for years we would have to keep our mouths shut. This was so frustrating as we were never given the chance to express ourselves. This knocked my confidence for years. I moaned and moaned at my mum to let me out and, if Lascell was out working, occasionally she would let me. Man, what a mistake. Every time I was allowed out of the house I would end up in trouble. I never intended to get in trouble, I was just like a dog off a leash. I went bloody crazy. If only they’d let me out a bit more often. 

			Anyone who has traditional God-fearing, Christian black parents will understand. They don’t spare the rod. All those bible sayings would come out as I got positively battered for the trouble I brought to their door. At times I would hate my parents for not allowing me and my sisters a chance to be kids and have fun and I would curse them quietly as they doled out the beatings. I understand it now. While I certainly don’t agree with the level and ferocity of some of the beatings, I understand that at the time it was considered normal to batter the shit out of a child. Thankfully most of society seems to have moved on. 

			As I’ve grown older and become a parent myself I can now understand the stresses and sacrifices both Mum and Dad (Lascell) went through in order to put a roof over our heads. My stepfather worked late and my mother, a nurse, literally had to run from her shift at work to pick me and my sisters up from school. She’d come home, cook, clean, wash and dress us, and put us to bed with a full stomach. For some reason she would always try and get us up to bed before Dad came home. Lascell worked long hours. By all accounts he would return home tired and miserable. Looking back on it, I suppose up in our bedrooms was probably the best place to be. Mum would do all this for us and always seem to be in either a state of panic or stressed to hell. It was a fine balancing act and at the end of each evening she would breathe a sigh of relief. When her alarm clock went off at six the next morning she would start all over again. 

			Mum and Dad, I take back all the hatred I once directed at you both. I never told you enough but I love you so much. At times I hated our childhood but realise in your own minds there was a method in your madness. It’s finally beginning to make a little sense. I’ve learned a lot from Mum especially. She tried to instil values into us: stick it at school, learn to love books, and respect those around you. Above all, believe in yourself and stand firm in what you think is right. 

			My mum and Lascell decided to get married. I must have been eight or nine years old at the time. My sister Loraine took my stepfather’s name as he played a better role in Loraine’s life than her real dad did but, even though I can’t really say my real dad did anything for me, I decided to keep my paternal surname Dwain Anthony Chambers. Even at that young age I knew what I wanted and although there were some heated discussions (and a regular hiding or two) Mum allowed me to keep the name Chambers. At the time Lascell didn’t seem bothered either way, but deep down it must have pained him. Here he was bringing up another man’s boy, working all the hours God sends and that’s how I thanked him. Sorry, Dad. 

			It was around this time that I discovered I could run. Running fast is a gift, something you are born with. No matter how hard you train or whether you have the greatest coach and back-up in the world, if you aren’t made to run fast it isn’t ever going to happen. Even as an eight or nine-year-old growing up in Partington Close, Islington, running the streets with my friends, I was aware that I had something special. At that point in my life I hadn’t even been near an athletics club let alone seen a coach. And yet, getting involved in the skirmishes and scrapes that all boys of that age do, I was acutely aware that not only could I outrun boys of my own age but also the ten- and eleven-year-olds couldn’t get near me either. For fun I would race my mates on their BMX bikes and beat them comfortably. We would laugh about it at the time and my mates would call me a freak. I didn’t care, eight-year-olds, ten-year-old boys on bikes, I simply loved beating them. 

			And when I ran, whether in a play race or running from the boys from a nearby estate, I was at peace with the world; content, confident in my own ability, simply amazed at how quickly I could pump my little arms and legs when I wanted to. It’s difficult to describe but it was as if I was in another world. The wind rushing past my face, every muscle in my body, every sinew stretched and taut and pushed to the limit. Trees, bus shelters, indistinguishable shapes flying past my face. And that oh so special adrenalin surge when victory was assured, victory in a play race or victory in managing to outsprint the aggressors, the bullies intent on causing me harm. 

			And as a ten-year-old, in 1988 I remember watching replays of arguably the greatest assembled field for the 100 metre Olympic final. I watched the fastest men in the world in a race against each other. Little did I realise at the time but I was about to watch the most controversial race of all time. 

			They were all there: Carl Lewis, Ben Johnson, Williams, Mitchell, Calvin Smith, Da Silva and of course our very own Linford Christie. Being the Brit, Linford was of course the man I wanted to win. Little did I know as I watched my hero limber up he would become my agent many years later and during my junior days a newspaper would christen me ‘Little Linford’. 

			In the minutes preceding the start I couldn’t help being drawn like a magnet to an almost trance-like Canadian sprinter, a man at the top of his game. Ben Johnson was focused, he had tunnel vision of his lane only. His personal tunnel ended 100 metres away in the shimmering Korean haze. Nothing else mattered. He was on his own; the thousands of people in the stadium, the race officials, the other runners were simply not there. 

			As the gun fired Ben Johnson’s head jerked up and he got one of the best starts of his career. He thundered down the track like a thoroughbred racehorse in a five-furlong sprint. Lewis and Co tried to catch him but were left trailing in his wake and he was never headed as he powered towards the gold medal and a place in history with a new world record time of 9.79. He was even afforded the luxury of slowing slightly as he crossed the finish line and raised his right arm in a victory salute while almost casually flicking a glance towards his great, now defeated rival, Lewis. 

			My mum Adlith, my stepfather Lascell and I watched in astonishment from the front room of our small terraced house in Islington as Ben Johnson pulled away almost effortlessly from the field. Neither Linford Christie nor Carl Lewis were at the races, so to speak. As I say, the memories are sketchy but I’m told by my mother that we all cheered as Linford Christie breasted past the finish line in third place. 

			He had won an Olympic medal. The fact that it was bronze didn’t matter. The man, our man, had won a medal at the Olympics; he was now recognized as one of the quickest men on the planet. The memory of that race will stay with me forever. I still watch it to this day on video. And for a few short days Ben Johnson replaced Linford Christie as my hero. 

			As the Canadian flag fluttered in the late afternoon Seoul breeze, the national anthem ‘O Canada’ rang out round the stadium and a shiver ran the length of my spine. Oh, how I wished God Save the Queen had been playing. Oh, how I wished it was me standing on that podium. I was ten years of age and I discovered I now had an ambition, a goal and a focus in life. While my friends wanted to become footballers, cricketers and astronauts, I had just one wish in life… to stand on that podium with a gold medal hanging from my neck and the Union Jack being hoisted aloft. I wanted to be the fastest man in the world. 

			Then everything changed. 

			I remember the announcement on the BBC news. I heard words I had never heard before. Drugs – stanozolol – steroids. Johnson was a drugs cheat and a fraud. I listened in horror as it was announced my hero had been stripped of his medal and his world record. I shook my head in confusion as my father tried to explain. Carl Lewis was promoted to the gold medal position, and Linford Christie awarded the silver. Oh well, at least that’s good for Linford, isn’t it? Suddenly it was Linford Christie who I looked up to. 

			But then events took another turn for the worse. It turned out that Christie’s urine sample also showed suspect readings. What was going on? I was as confused as a ten-year-old could be and even my dad couldn’t explain it in terms that a small boy would understand. What were drugs and steroids anyway and why were they so bad? 

			Later Christie was cleared when it became apparent that his readings were as a result of drinking ginseng tea. No further action was taken against him and he was allowed to retain the silver medal from the 1988 Olympics. 

			The reverberations from that race lasted many years with many fingers being pointed. As recently as 2004 Ben Johnson accused the American sports authorities of protecting American athletes at the expense of foreign ones. Let me just say that that’s a very interesting analogy. 

			To this day Johnson claims a ‘Mystery Man’ who he names as one André Jackson was the man who put the stanozolol in his food. Good call, Ben, but a few years later you admitted you’d cheated. During a comeback period in 1993 in Montreal he was found guilty of doping again, this time for excess testosterone. 

			Even as far back as 1988 Ben Johnson (and other athletes) insisted that they used drugs in order to remain on a par with the other athletes on drugs who they were competing against. It bears some weight. Four of the top five finishers of that 100 metre final at the 1988 Olympics have tested positive for banned drugs at some point in their careers. Somewhat unfairly, some may say, that out of these four athletes only Johnson was forced to give up his medal. 

			I still look back on that race today. No one can take away from Ben Johnson that he was the fastest man around at the time; no one can take away that elation he felt as he crossed the line in front. Many years later he would say: 

			“I did something good in my life. My mom and dad saw me run faster than any human, and that’s it. Better than a gold medal.” 

			I can relate to that, I can understand what drives a man to the ultimate sacrifice. I can understand that drive, the need to run faster and I can understand the temptation Ben Johnson succumbed to. I can understand it because I too relented under that pressure. 

			But now, just like me, he is ‘the cheat’. He has never recovered; he will always be ‘the cheat’, not the fastest man in the world… ‘the cheat’. 

			Like me Ben Johnson had his prize money taken away from him and he was stripped of medals he had won. The only difference between Ben Johnson and me is that he made the mistake over and over again. I’ve learned from my past mistakes. Now I run clean. I feel better for it both in body and mind and my conscience is clear. 

			I was brought up to believe in the Christian Church and its teachings and philosophies; no matter who has wronged me, spoken out against me, ridiculed me on television or in the newspapers I will always give them a second chance. I will always forgive them. 

			I remember a passage from Matthew; it goes something along the lines of: 

			Then Peter came to Jesus and asked, ‘Lord, how many times shall I forgive my brother when he sins against me? Up to seven times?’ Jesus answered, ‘I tell you, not seven times, but seventy-seven times.’ 

			There we have it. I’m not perfect by any stretch of the imagination but I have made just one mistake during my long athletics career. Furthermore I have served my sentence. My mistake has brought my family to the brink of financial ruin and I must live with that forever. Leonie, my partner, has supported me both financially and with unquestioned loyalty. She has backed me every inch of the way. She has forgiven me and I’m sure the Lord has too. What I can’t understand is why others haven’t got it in their hearts to do likewise. I am further disappointed that prominent members of the church haven’t joined in the debate. They have been conspicuous by their absence. 

			In this book I must explain to you, the reader, why I succumbed to that temptation. I don’t expect you to understand but if my explanation and subsequent conclusions make just one young athlete change their opinion about performance-enhancing drugs then this book has been worth writing. 

			If I’m totally honest with myself the next eight years were not pleasant ones in the small house in Partington Close. I felt caged and restricted and my relationship with Lascell deteriorated, affecting my relationship with Mum. Poor Mum, what she must have gone through... 

			Like most youngsters placed in a similar situation I found a release: running and athletics. By now my speed on the streets and the track was beginning to get noticed and I progressed through the various school and minor athletics channels catching the eye of the local coaches. 

			It was my primary school teacher Dave May who first encouraged me to run in supervised structured races. I wasn’t the world’s greatest scholar and was always getting into trouble with him. My first event was a cross-country race though I don’t recall where. I simply remember how much I hated it. The whole event was too long and there seemed little point. I dare say the boy that came first had a totally different take on the race but, to me, running through mud and shit across the fields and tracks of North London seemed just about the craziest waste of time and effort available. My chest burned, my calf muscles ached and, halfway through the race, I feigned injury on the root of a tree that jutted out above the ground. 

			I remember sitting by the side of the track thinking shit, what’s all this about. Nevertheless I got my breath back, got a second wind so to speak and finished the gruelling three-mile circuit swearing I would never run again. 

			In 1991 I was introduced to my first real coach, a guy called Selwyn Philbert; he would become my coach for a number of years. Boy, was he mad! He had me doing all sorts of crazy shit. As a sprinter I had no idea what training was about so when he said run I ran, as simple as that. He was an eccentric, of that there was no doubt, and if you don’t believe me ask any athlete at New River Sports Centre in Haringey about him. But Selwyn Philbert modelled me into a sprinter and believed one hundred per cent in my ability. Selwyn said some nice things about me: 

			“I think Dwain is going to be one of the best 100 metre sprinters Britain has ever seen.”2 

			Although Selwyn was one crazy son of a bitch I can honestly say he focused me and set me on the straight and narrow. It was during my time with Selwyn that I made my mind up as to which career I would follow. I have an unenviable record when it comes to dumping coaches and people who are trying to look after me. I haven’t always made the right decisions and I know I’ve upset a lot of people along the way. Again, I think this stems from my insecurity; my father walking out of my life didn’t help. You try to think you are big and tough and that it hasn’t affected you but deep down inside you know that it has. 

			At age sixteen my athletics career hit the big time and I became English Schools Intermediates Champion at 100m. I was nearly remembered for something far more embarrassing. I remember that during these championships I had arrived at the competition with the wrong kind of underwear. Normally I would wear boxer shorts but have thigh-length tights over them. The uniform they provided me was simply vest and shorts and I was expected to wear them. I never wear shorts! I slipped my boxer shorts underneath but there was no place for the tights. I started with a few stretches, then a fifty-metre run prior to the race beginning. I was in full flight and something caught my eye! Guess what? I was hanging out! I was so embarrassed. I had to do a quick fix with a few safety pins and half a minute later I became the English Schools Champion with my dignity intact. Phew! 

			It was tough remaining focused as a teenager. Believe me, I was sorely tempted to drink alcohol and run around with the girls like my friends. But I had discipline, I had a goal in sight and I was prepared to give up whatever was necessary in order to achieve it. I took some stick from my friends: no late nights, boozing, clubbing, etc. They were huge sacrifices but I wanted that goal so much. I can totally understand how Michael Jackson must have felt growing up as a child. Both our lives consisted of all work and very little play. Without realising it we were both valuable products with great potential and we had to be kept on the right path, otherwise we would fail. During my youth I can recall times when I wanted to go out with my friends and my coach would be at my door waiting for me to get ready for training. Situations like that would piss me off so badly I would end up training like a madman. But, for what it’s worth, it gave me that fire an athlete needs in order to become a champion. 

			A few short months later I was offered a sports scholarship to Harvard University which I politely declined. Yes, dear reader, you read it right… I turned down a scholarship to Harvard University in America. The University of Presidents, entrepreneurs, industrialists, scientists, great authors and, of course, the world’s greatest sportsmen. Seventy-five Nobel Prizewinners are affiliated with the university. Since 1974, nineteen Nobel Prizewinners and fifteen winners of the Pulitzer Prize have attended Harvard. The names of the famous simply trip off the tongue: T S Eliot, Theodore Roosevelt, Franklin Roosevelt, John F Kennedy, George W Bush and Vice-President Al Gore graduated from Harvard College. The man of the moment, Barack Obama, graduated from the Harvard Law School. 

			So why did I turn down the scholarship? 

			I had heard of Harvard, of course I had, but I didn’t know what the university was all about. I remember receiving a phone call from an American guy very early one morning. I was half asleep and wasn’t really concentrating. I asked him what it meant and he rambled on about a scholarship and an allowance and free accommodation and it began to sound quite good. I liked the idea of America and Massachusetts. It sounded exciting... different. What I didn’t realise at the time was what an opportunity I’d been given. 

			I’d talk it over with someone, see just what sort of university this ‘Harvard’ was. A couple of days later I woke up and went downstairs determined to discuss it. Mum was at work and Lascell was ready to leave for work. Within five minutes he’d gone through the door and I never had a chance to discuss it with him. I thought about someone... anyone... to talk this over with. This was a big decision. (I didn’t know just how big.) 

			In the end I talked it over with a couple of my friends. I’ll spare them the embarrassment and not name them. Friend number one had never heard of Harvard and didn’t even know it was in America and friend number two told me I was beating the American top sprinters so why the hell did I need to go there anyway? I would have to start studying again too. That was the only advice I received from anyone relating to Harvard and it was good enough for me. A few days later I received an official-looking letter from Harvard University confirming the offer in writing. I threw it in the bin and two weeks later I received another call from the same guy. I told him no and I never heard from them again. 

			The decision to reject a scholarship for Harvard University is probably just as crazy as the decision I made to go down the illegal drugs route. Knowing what I know now about Harvard University I just can’t believe I didn’t investigate the offer further. It was my decision and mine alone and I know I can’t blame my friend or anyone else. But again... looking back on that period of my life and the opportunities that arose, it would have been nice if I’d had someone to talk it over with. 

			A year later I was selected for the 100m and the sprint relay at the European Junior Championships. This was my first major title shot! I was a bundle of nerves when it came to the final but I remember thinking this was the big time. I loved everything about it: the atmosphere, the crowd and the attention of the press. The race went down to the wire. I was involved in one hell of a battle with a Welsh athlete by the name of Jamie Henthorn. I’d always remembered him as being a giant in comparison to me and the other athletes, a huge boy. As we both dipped towards the finish line there was nothing between us. We both crossed in a very respectable time of 10.41 seconds. Incredibly I was given the verdict over Henthorn. Maybe I had the bigger chest, I didn’t care. 

			I had won a gold medal. A little later I took my second gold medal of the championships in the sprint relay. I was a happy man, two gold medals. 

			

			The same championships a year later would be a different kettle of fish altogether. I was a year older and more experienced. I had more races under my belt and probably came into the race as favourite. Perhaps my over-confidence affected my performance, I just don’t know. I ran an abysmal race. I finished in fifth place with Jamie Henthorn just ahead of me in fourth place. Sprinting is won and lost in your head. The mind is so important and perhaps contributes to eighty or ninety per cent of your performance. Oh well, I thought, at least we still have the 4 x 100m relay to look forward to. I spoke too soon. We cocked the race up, almost dropping the baton. I won Jack Shit and returned home dejected and wondering what the hell it was all about. I did however swear to myself I would never again go into another race as cocky. I also wondered if my performance on the track had been adversely affected by life at home. Things were not going well. I’d managed to bite my tongue in our house until I was eighteen years of age. By this time there were simply too many adults living under one roof and, in particular, two adult males vying for the position of top dog. I’m not getting at my stepfather; I was probably as much to blame as he was. The simple truth of the matter was that we didn’t get on living in the same house. It’s the law of the jungle and two dominant alpha males do not mix. That’s not the way I saw it at the time of course; I disliked him immensely. Everything was Lascell’s fault, I was completely blameless. Yeah right. 

			Then it happened. There was one almighty blazing row and Lascell and I stood nose to nose cursing each other. I was eighteen, an athlete and very, very fit. Lascell didn’t lift his hands to me. I’d registered a small victory but it was time to go; at that point I’d decided to move out. 

			I had no money or place to live. My mother was devastated. I think Lascell deep down was relieved. Me? I wanted to be free. I’d been cooped up there for far too long. I wanted to go out with my friends, have nights out, be allowed to stay over at someone’s house without it being a crime of the century, all that fun stuff. But above all I wanted to mix more with girls. I’d felt stifled in that house, felt restricted in my pursuit of the fairer sex. 

			Once out of the house I had to grow up real fast. I needed a place to live. I was told by a friend in athletics to call someone who may be able to help me with a place to stay. He gave me his phone number. I made contact with Sir Eddie Kulukundis OBE. Sir Eddie is a member of a Greek shipping family. He once said, “My luck is that my parents were very wealthy.” That may be so but he is also a very generous man with his money. Sir Eddie Kulukundis has given more than £2 million to British athletes over the last twenty-five years including some prominent names: Steve Ovett, Linford Christie, Sally Gunnell, Roger Black and Denise Lewis to name a few. It has been estimated that Sir Eddie has financially supported sixty to seventy athletes in a similar way to me as well as supporting other projects. He is also married to the actress Susan Hampshire. Some of my fellow athletes who told me about him said he was a great guy and that he helped talented athletes such as myself. I can’t remember that first meeting or indeed the first phone call; all I knew was that I was not going back to live under the same roof as Lascell. I was determined and if I’d had to make a phone call to Jack the Ripper for a roof over my head then I would have done so. 

			Sir Eddie agreed to help me. I found a small one-bedroom flat in Finsbury Park and Sir Eddie paid my rent for a year. This helped me big time. I was able to train and attend college. 

			Sir Eddie, I would like to say thanks for all your help over the years. Without your support during that crucial time in my life I would never be the athlete I am today. 

			

			

			Fame, Fortune And Recognition 

			

			Life really started to change once I had left home at the tender age of eighteen. It seemed as if I had gone from being a normal kid to a mini superstar overnight. It was somewhat surreal. I never noticed a gradual progression, it just sort of happened. I noticed the way people looked at me in the street. There were other times when I would wake up, get out of bed, turn on the television and I would see my face on the box. How crazy is that! The same thing would happen with the newspapers. On one such occasion I’d gone into the corner shop and picked up the Daily Mirror, turned to the sport pages, as all sports fanatics do, and there I was in all my glory splashed over the centre pages of the section. My mouth just dropped open there and then and I became aware of fumbling clumsily in my pocket for some change. An uncontrollable grin fell across my face… Dwain Chambers, sprinter, colour photo too. 

			I walked up to the counter to pay for the paper desperately trying to look cool and unaffected, desperately trying to wipe the grin from my face. It was no good, it just wasn’t going to happen. The shop owner looked at me then looked at the newspaper. Foolishly I’d left it open at the page. He explained he’d been reading it earlier and thought it was the young black kid that was often in his shop. He asked me, “What’s it like to see yourself in the newspaper?” I was honest, I didn’t try to act all matter-of-fact. I told him that it was an amazing feeling. It still is. I’m thirty years old now and each time I open a newspaper and see an image of myself I still get that buzz I once felt as a teenager. I can never understand the celebrity set that get upset with the media coverage and start lashing out at the paparazzi. After all, in the beginning that’s what they wanted. Now they are up there it’s not as if they can just flick off a switch. Even that ill-fated day outside the court when the press were like a pack of wild dogs I knew they had a job to do and even after the verdict they would somehow help me to pick up the pieces of my life. 

			As my times improved and I won more titles, the press coverage increased and I even started giving television and radio interviews. I started to notice a slight change in the way people treated me. Most of it was good but occasionally I got into an odd scrape, normally a drunk or a gang of boys wanting to take me down a peg or two. I’d never really noticed that normal service in a clothes shop or restaurant was just that… normal. I stood in the queues like the next man, suffered from an occasional bad-tempered assistant and the usual delays. Sometimes I would have to wait forever to get any sort of service. Now it was different. I was being plastered all over the BBC, Sky and local television. It seemed like every other day my picture would be in at least one or two of the national newspapers. And those same shop assistants and waiters now had a bizarre fixation to attend to me in double-quick time. I was now being attended to as ‘Mr Chambers, how can I be of service, sir?’ Now that blew my mind. Being spoken to like that made me feel like I was a member of the royal family. I was eighteen years of age and in my mind I’d done nothing. At first I didn’t let it get to me, I felt a little stupid, self-conscious and even apologetic to the person next to me who should have been served before me. Incredibly they didn’t seem to mind; it was as if they were privileged to be queue-jumped by Dwain Chambers. No, it didn’t get to me at first but then I actually began to believe I was something special. 

			I’m ashamed to say it now but, as an eighteen-year-old kid, this had an adverse effect on my ego. Lo and behold my head grew ever larger. I was always told by my mother to love and respect your elders, and at no point should you ever act as though you’re bigger or better than anybody else. I stuck to those rules as long as I could but where I could use what fame I had to get a discount on meals or get me and the boys into a club for free, boy, I played that card. I played it long and I played it hard and, boy, did it work. My fall from grace after getting caught probably brought me back down to earth and I can relate to those journalists who occasionally labelled me arrogant. On reflection I probably was, but at the time I didn’t see it that way. 

			Occasionally the athletics got in the way of my life but I seemed to cope quite well. In 1997 I took Gold in the 100m and sprint relay at the European Juniors. I won the 100m in 10.06, a world junior record then, the first by a British sprinter since Peter Radford in 1958. Following my success in the European Championships I had run fast enough to compete in the up-andcoming World Championships which were being held in Athens. For some strange reason I was denied the opportunity to run as I was too young and inexperienced, but yet I had just run one of the fastest times in the world. I was offered a place in the heat of the 4x100m relay where we went on to achieve a bronze medal. In 1998, aged twenty, I took a silver medal in the European Senior Championship behind Darren Campbell in a time of 10.10 and was third in the World Cup in a time of 10.03. 

			The money was rolling in by now and for a couple of years I had a ball. I’d just turned nineteen years old when I bought my first house and my favorite car, the BMW E36 M3. To begin with, I found all the house business hard work but was determined to get things right as I realised even back then that it represented my future and that of my family. An athlete’s career doesn’t last forever and I was determined to make the most of it. I was getting to grips with paying bills and mortgage payments. I was never one to squander my money on unnecessary things. I made sure I paid everything on time. I paid my taxes, put some money away for a rainy day, paid my agents, and looked after my mother. However, as was to be expected, on the odd occasion I would have mad nights out with the boys. This is when all the trouble started; this is when I discovered the pleasures of the flesh. 

			During my off-season break which only lasted three to four weeks I went absolutely crazy. It was as if I’d been chained up like a dog for too long. I’d been throwing myself into training and never put anything into my body that I thought would affect my performances in any way. I made sure I was in bed early and up early for training. But during those three to four weeks’ break… man, I was off the leash. I would go out with the boys for a few drinks and then hit the clubs. This typically would happen three to four nights each week and if the boys didn’t have the money to go out I’d see them alright. We would be getting in at six or seven the next morning; it was a good thing I lived by myself. I would never get away with that if I was living under my mother’s roof. Man, she would have gone crazy. 

			Before we hit the clubs we would place a bet between us on who could get the most girls’ numbers. At first that was all it was and we had a great giggle. On average I had the least amount of numbers as I was very particular. The other guys were sniffing around like dogs, collecting telephone numbers like confetti. From there we moved on and actually began contacting them and dating them a few days later. It became kind of addictive to me. I’d heard the expression ‘addicted to sex’ but before that didn’t know such a condition even existed. I thought it was something invented by the media. As time went on I became more and more greedy. Girls seemed only too happy to jump into bed with me at the drop of a hat. At any one time I had at least two or three girls on the go. At times it was fun having that many women, (if not a little exhausting!!), but come Christmas and Valentine’s Day or a birthday, it got really sticky. Because of all the lies I was telling these girls, it became hard for me to be in more than two places at once. It was not unusual for me to climb from one girl’s bed late afternoon and be in a different bed by early evening. I would often lie to them and tell them I couldn’t see them on a particular weekend because I was heading to Paris, Birmingham or Munich to run. They’d want to tag along but I told them my coach had a strictly no-girlfriend policy. In reality I was at another girl’s house just a few miles away. 

			The more I became a familiar face the more interested girls seemed to become and the easier they were. Now this was great for my ego at the time but I also saw how devious some girls could be and how cheap they were. Most of the women I came into contact with were only interested in me because of who I was. Some, I think, genuinely liked me though at that time I just couldn’t tell. I remember one girl from a bar in Covent Garden who made it clear what she wanted to do to me around the back of the bar. Let’s just say it involved her mouth and a certain part of my anatomy. I didn’t particularly like the girl and resisted the temptation. Nevertheless it didn’t matter one bit. Within a few days one of my friends overheard her bragging to her friends about the act she had performed on the famous athlete. The ones who really stood out were the ones who wanted to sleep with me behind their boyfriend’s back. I never knew any of the boyfriends but knew the girls were in relationships. Some I resisted, some I didn’t, and after three or four passionate encounters they were back with their men acting as if nothing had happened. Why? I don’t know; you would have to ask them. I remember being particularly taken with one girl from a nice part of Belsize Park. We made love several times in her apartment and it dawned on me I was beginning to fall for her in a big way. Then all of a sudden she went off the scene; her mobile phone seemed to be turned off constantly. Two weeks later she introduced me to her fiancé in a London club as if nothing had happened. I was gobsmacked, totally dumbfounded as she stood there and lied to her fiancé saying we’d known each other for years and were just good friends. I’m not scared to admit that she stole a little bit of my heart but at the same time taught me a valuable lesson. 

			I would occasionally be faced with girls who knew I had slept with their friends and they too wanted to sleep with me as they wanted a piece of the pie, so to speak. Again you would need to ask them what their reason was. Me? I was just an unmarried twenty-year-old having the time of his life. 

			Being a celebrity comes with a price. If you think it’s all fun and games, forget it. One of our favourite places to go for a night out was a city approximately one hundred miles away from London, and noted for its nightlife, and it was there that I witnessed the other side of fame and fortune: jealousy, first-hand. One of my great pals at that time was fellow sprinter Christian Malcolm, a Welshman and already a bit of a celebrity on the scene. I loved the city, loved the people, the Welsh accent, the pretty girls who seemed to wear next to nothing even in the depths of winter and the all-round feel of a very friendly city. The people out and about in the city centre on a weekend are genuine hard-working people who definitely know how to party and have a good time. Christian had called and told us he could get us into a club not far from the city centre. I called Joel and my other friends Mark Finlay, Gerald Rackara and Emmanuel Southard and they were all up for it. We booked a few hotel rooms for the next Saturday night and off we went. Christian was true to his word and we breezed into the club for free. I can’t remember Christian being there for some reason, but you’ll find out why in a minute. This was the plain crazy part of being a celebrity with money; even in London we’d head for the clubs and they would allow us to walk to the front of the queue and let us in without paying. It was stupid as, once we were in, the owners just knew we would rack up a bar bill ten or twenty times the usual client. They probably put the entrance fee on the tab anyway! But… we fell for it every time. Mugged off, always. As we were escorted to the front of the queue by the doorman one or two of them seemed a little bit pissed. I thought perhaps there had been a little trouble earlier on and just shrugged it off. 

			And that night, did we go to town. It was a fantastic club, certainly more girls than guys and we positively revelled in the ambience of the place. We were surrounded by beautiful Welsh girls, each one of them drinking the best champagne on our tab! At one particular point I needed to visit the toilet. When I came back to the table I couldn’t believe what was going down. Joel, Emmanuel, Mark and Gerald were being absolutely battered by the doorman with the odd local putting the boot in too. The girls we were with were screaming and crying; the picture resembled a Wild West scene. I ran over to intervene. Big mistake. Before I knew it I had been grabbed by four doormen and I was wrestled to the ground. Two of them held me by the shoulders and one of them tried to headbutt me as I lay on the floor. 

			“What the fuck are you doing?” I shouted. “I ain’t doing anything.” One of them smacked me in the mouth, told me to shut up. They took cheap shots at me as they held me on the ground, one of them told me to shut my rich black mouth up. 

			That’s what it was all about. 

			I lay pinned to the floor as I watched at least twenty bouncers beat four of my best pals to a pulp and then it was over. The guys lay on the floor. Emmanuel looked in a bad way; he’s the type of guy who would fight ten men if necessary to protect his pals but never ever looked for a fight. I was raging as they let me up. I was the only one standing. I found out later it was an orchestrated well-planned attack by a bunch of jealous or racist thugs, perhaps both. Joel explained they’d come over when I was in the toilet and accused us of emptying the place of champagne. Can you believe it? One of the doormen then accused Joel of smoking dope. A local kid was making his mouth run, calling us flashy selfish bastards, then he’d thrown a punch at Emmanuel. His fist glanced off Emmanuel’s chin. Emmanuel had then hit him with a return punch that knocked the aggressor to the floor. By all accounts the doormen piled in from all angles but not at the guy who’d thrown the first punch. 

			I was furious and called the police from my mobile phone. The guys were actually all okay and the police arrived within a few minutes. We knew we were onto a loser as the police walked into the club and the doormen were relaying their side of the story before they even reached the table. They searched all of us there and then for drugs and, surprise, surprise, they found nothing. The doormen looked a little uncomfortable as the police looked at our injuries. The doormen were almost unmarked but they managed to wheel one of their members in front of the police with a rather bloody nose. The bastards. 

			I was shooting my mouth off calling them racist thugs and demanding they were locked up. The only people escorted into waiting police cars were me, Joel, Mark, Emmanuel and Gerald. I noticed one of the policemen shaking the hand of the head doorman as we were taken to the cars, flashing blue lights and all. 

			We were told we were being taken back to the hotel and we could file a complaint but it was not likely to go anywhere as there were more witnesses on their side than there were on ours. The police were simply out for an easy life. I wasn’t having any of it, I wanted some action and I made this known in the hotel lobby. A young white policewoman, slightly built, aged around thirty, was particularly nice and tried to calm me down. She took me by the arm and I asked her if I was under arrest. She just smiled and shook her head. 

			“No, Dwain,” she answered, “I just want to get this sorted out.” 

			She took my arm and steered me away from the rest of the crowd, explaining that it could all be sorted out without going to the station. If I wanted to file an official complaint we could do it in the morning. 

			“I want to do it now,” I responded. 

			“Fine,” she said, pulling out her notebook. “What room are you in? We can do it there; no point in driving twelve miles to take a few notes.” 

			I stood with my hands on my hips. “Great,” I said, “let’s do it now” and I located my room key and stomped off towards the lifts. We hardly said a word in the lift and as the door opened I made my way along the corridor to the room. 

			What happened next took my breath away and left a sour taste in my mouth. As we got in the room she closed the door behind me and took off her jacket. I asked her what she was doing. She replied she was now officially off-duty and this could wait until the morning. 

			“You’re coming back in the morning?” I asked in all innocence. She loosened off her police regulation tie and wandered over to the minibar. She bent down and, opening the fridge door, located a half-sized chilled bottle of wine. 

			“I’m going nowhere, Mr Chambers,” she replied with a smile on her face. 

			My mouth dropped open, any alcohol I had in my system left me right there and then. An attractive Welsh policewoman was laying it on a plate. Now, any other time I wouldn’t have hesitated to pull back the sheets and get it on with the girl but tonight was different. Tonight I felt abused, battered and bruised and now, at this precise moment, I felt I was being propositioned quite simply for who I was and so that this girl could brag about her conquest in the station the next day. She didn’t give a shit how we’d been treated in her home city, why we’d been beaten up for no reason at all. She wasn’t interested in justice, or her duty and responsibility as a member of the police. She was a disgrace to her profession and I told her so. She left in tears. I felt good that I’d actually had an effect on her. She didn’t deserve to be in the force. 

			We went to the station the next morning and made some statements. However it went no further. 

			

			It is common for celebrities mixing the same scene to be thrown together in relationships. I was never fortunate enough to date another celebrity, but I did stumble across another personality who was in the public eye. She so happened to be the sister of the world’s most famous footballer David Beckham. Back in those days Joanne Beckham was on fire, I mean absolutely stunning. It seemed every man in London was on her case asking to date her. I was one of those men and I wanted her badly. This chase took some time, but it finally paid off. We first exchanged words and numbers in the legendary Eros nightclub which is located in Enfield, just off the A10. I remember the occasion clearly: the dance was called Sweet Harmony. (Good choice, huh?) I had Joanne’s number in my pocket for a few days before I plucked up the courage to speak to her. I kept telling myself that there must have been a truckload of men trying to get through to her and by delaying the call I’d blown it. Our conversation was short but ever so sweet. Normally when you agree to go out on a date with a woman you go to a restaurant or to a bar. But this was a bit different. Between us we knew that being seen together would be bad news for both parties. At the time the paparazzi drifted in and out of our lives fleetingly. Being snapped by the paps would make headline news and they would never be off our case. We both agreed to give the restaurants and clubs a miss and meet at my house first; we’d see how the relationship went. Our relationship never went beyond casual, we were both happy with that. It lasted about five months and there would be periods where we would go two or three weeks without speaking to one another, then once again our paths would cross and we would pick up where we left off. I must admit to having special feelings for Joanne but I never ever told her. She never mentioned her feelings about me. Joanne, please forgive me if any of this gets you into trouble but I found our relationship fascinating. I had the opportunity to go to Joanne’s parents’ house. It was late at night and I remember driving down her street while talking to her on the phone. I had to creep up the street with my car lights off so as to not draw any attention to myself. I finally sneaked into her yard and she let me in through the front door. We kissed and cuddled for a few minutes and she led me into the hallway. 

			The first thing I noticed was a huge pile of papers that must have been at least three foot high by three foot wide. “What’s with all the papers?” I asked her. She told me that her dad had kept every single press cutting of David since he first started playing football. I was seeing Joanne when I was around twenty-one, I’m thirty years old now and I still remember that moment. God knows how high that pile must be now! I was truly amazed at the sight of all those papers. It told me a lot about Joanne’s father. I would give almost anything to have my father support and follow me with such persistence. David is a tremendous footballer and not only a national icon but recognized and loved all over the world. Apart from the odd minor indiscretion he has kept his feet well and truly on the ground. I would like to think that has a lot to do with his father’s support and indeed the rest of his family. Things pretty much remained the same between Joanne and me, on and off for a while. Then we both went our separate ways. 

			As well as fast cars this was a period in my life when I began to take an interest in motorcycles. There is nothing more exhilarating than taking a fast bike out onto the open road. The only trouble in London is that there isn’t any open road! It was in April of 2001 that I took my latest bike, a Honda CBR 900 Fireblade, down my front street. There was no need for a helmet as I was only going down to the bottom of the street, turning around and then accelerating back up towards my friends. Everything went according to plan until I came to stop. I hammered on the brakes attempting to bring the bike to a screeching halt inches from my front gate. I braked too hard and the patch of oil in the street didn’t help either. I remember nothing about the accident. My friend Christian witnessed the whole incident. As the front wheel hit the oil patch it locked briefly and then connected with a dry section in the road. This had an effect not unlike a catapult as the front wheel gripped the road again. The forward momentum of the bike combined with my weight flung me over the handlebars like a stone in a catapult’s pouch. Christian says I flew through the air one way as the bike somersaulted like a rocket in the other direction heading straight for my other pride and joy, my BMW 5 Series parked outside my yard. The bike smashed into the car with a sickening thud. It buried itself in the back bumper like a hatchet as every window in the car exploded. At this point I was beginning my downward spiral heading for the tarmac with my face out in front ready to break my fall. How I didn’t break my neck I just don’t know. Christian swore I’d killed myself as my face took the full impact and my body buckled. I slid twenty yards along the road. When the boys got to me I was unconscious and my lip was hanging off flapping around like a piece of raw steak. I was only just regaining consciousness twenty minutes later when the ambulance arrived. I spent three days in hospital with every doctor and nurse telling me it was a miracle I’d survived. Incredibly I didn’t have as much as a bruise on my very valuable legs though I’d fractured my cheekbone, dislocated both shoulders as well as breaking several ribs and numerous fingers into the bargain. 

			I decided there and then that I wouldn’t be replacing my written off Fireblade motorbike. The BMW was also a write-off and as I surveyed the damage caused by the bike I reflected on just what might have happened to me if the bike and I hadn’t parted company as we flew through the air. 

			Kelly Holmes was another girl who crossed my path, someone I had always felt attracted to. During the summer of 2000 we had started speaking to one another. Nothing intimate, just the odd hi and bye, a few words here and there, an occasional smile. As time went on we started to converse a little more. I decided to be brave and ask her out on a date. To my surprise she said yes. We both agreed to meet halfway at a location in between Ilford and where she lived in Kent. Now, call me the ultimate romantic or call me stupid but I suggested a Pizza Hut that was fairly noticeable on a main thoroughfare through Dartford. I can hear what you are thinking… Pizza Hut for the first date, stringy cheese and french fries, the inferno with extra chillies. Not exactly the ultimate venue? Well, say what you want because the atmosphere was just perfect. The mood was nice, not too full on and not too intimate. When I come to think of it, it wasn’t intimate at all but it suited us nevertheless. We got to know each other quite well. I told her about my background, my friends, my Jamaican roots, and we laughed a lot. She told me where she lived, that she lived with another female flatmate and a couple of dogs. Nothing heavier, I kind of knew that it wasn’t going to go anywhere despite how much I was attracted to her. Our date lasted a couple of hours, we parted with a kiss on the cheek and that was that. Although we didn’t set another date we knew we would be thrown together towards the middle of the summer, this time when we were on the Grand Prix Circuit. I still held a brief hope that we would get it on but somehow I knew she wasn’t interested. I followed her career for years and always counted her as a friend, cheered her on in more races than I care to recall. When she made those personal comments about me when I was fighting my corner a little bit of me died. 

			

			A quiet roof over my head helped and in 1997 again at the European Junior Championships the topsy-turvy world of a top sprinter continued. That year I took the gold medal quite comfortably. To top it off we also won the gold medal in the sprint relay. This was my last championship as a junior and it was nice to go out on a high. But now things would get more difficult. 

			In 1998 I took a silver medal in the European Championship and was third in the World Cup. By this time I had joined the Nuff Respect Camp, Linford Christie’s Sports Management Company. I was enjoying my running so much and, looking back on each race, the thing I remember so vividly is how consistent I was. I never seemed to be bothered with any major injuries either. Apart from an odd twinge here and there I was pretty much completely clear of injury. 

			The Nuff Respect camp was run professionally and clearly a company heading in the right direction. However there was one major problem. I was in the same stable as Darren Campbell. To say it was a little difficult would be an understatement. Two world-class sprinters in one camp is a recipe for disaster. Although Darren and I spoke we were never fond of each other; how could we be? We were both fighting for the same gold medal. Darren was without a doubt my greatest rival and I respected him enormously but the truth of the matter was it wouldn’t work being in the same stable. Look at all the great sporting rivalries over the years. Seb Coe – Ovett, not exactly bosom buddies were they? McEnroe – Borg, Prost v Senna. “Metaphorically,” Prost once said, “Senna wanted to destroy me.” That was how I felt about Darren, not in a nasty way but in a sporting way. It would be the same as Ali fighting Joe Frazier and vice versa. I dare say underneath they had enormous respect for each other but in the ring they wanted to knock the living daylights out of each other. 

			They fought three times with two of the brawls considered among the greatest fights in history. Many say their first fight at Madison Square Garden in 1971 was one of the greatest fights in history. When they met for the third time in 1975 ‘The Thriller in Manila’ Ali verbally assaulted Frazier to such a degree in the months leading up to the fight that Frazier remains psychologically damaged to this day. 

			I am still convinced it was a big mistake to bring us together. 

			As I started to gain a better understanding of how agents and athletes work I started to realize that my time at Nuff Respect would be short-lived. At times I felt, wrongly no doubt, that Darren got preferential treatment over me. This was only an assumption as I had no proof but things just never felt right. Despite my insecurity I choose to channel that energy into my running. Putting all those emotions aside, I must admit I did enjoy myself at Nuff Respect. I often asked Linford question after question as I was fascinated by the fact that I was sitting next to my hero! Linford was always very patient and took time to answer everything. I remain on very friendly terms with him to this day. 

			At the time I was being coached by Mike McFarlane and Darren Campbell was being coached by Linford. Don’t get me wrong, it was the best feeling ever being a part of my hero’s team but when it came down to business on the track I wanted to beat Mr Campbell! At the 1998 AAA Championships in Birmingham on July 26, the result of the 100 metres was as follows: 1st Darren Campbell 10.22 2nd Dwain Chambers 10.23. As you can see there was nothing in it. A year later I reversed the placings and beat him but was touched off for the gold medal by Jason Gardener. In the 2000 championships I had my revenge getting the gold medal in a time of 10.11. Darren came second in a time of 10.12. 

			Darren took the gold medal in Budapest in the European Championships while we were both with Nuff Respect. He took the gold medal in 10.04 seconds just edging me out. To some, a silver would be okay; to me it was failure. I was twenty years old but I acted like a schoolboy venting my frustration by storming through the changing area, throwing my bag and spikes around. I was so angry and must have looked so intimidating. I found out afterwards I made one of the young kit-carriers cry. At the time I never even noticed the poor boy such was my tunnel-visioned anger. I was now getting seriously pissed at being unable to transfer my junior talent to senior level. A sign of things to come perhaps? I ended the season with 10.03 in the World Cup, to me that was better than the silver medal I obtained at the European Championships. Darren may just disagree. 

			1999 was a better year and I was third to Bruny Surin in Nuremberg in 9.99 seconds. I was pleased with the time as I was only the second European sprinter to break the ten-second barrier after Linford Christie. This was a great feeling as I really wanted to establish myself in track and field. To run sub-ten seconds at this stage of my career was great for me especially going into the World Championships. Some quarters of the British press were making me favourite for a gold medal. That was just plain stupid as Maurice Greene and Bruny Surin were once again in the final. I often wonder if certain elements of the British press build you up in order to knock you down. That theory was proved correct when I read the papers when I got home and they were branding me a failure. 

			For me the form worked out correctly as I took the bronze behind Maurice (Gold) and Bruny (Silver) but I was improving as I set a new personal best time of 9.97 seconds in securing the bronze. I was now being labelled as the next Linford Christie. To me this was a dream come true and yet something niggled inside me just how far I was behind Maurice as he crossed the finish line. I had a chance for revenge in the 4x100 metre relay even though they were talking the American team up. Their line-up was legendary. First leg Drummond, then Montgomery, Lewis and Maurice Greene on the anchor. I would run the anchor for Great Britain against the world’s fastest man as they were calling him. It came down to a straight fight between me and the fastest man in the world. There was nothing in it as we were both handed the baton within a hundredth of a second of each other. We were neck and neck as we both set off down the home straight and I felt good as I focused on the finish. I kicked on and became aware of that glorious feeling of leaving Maurice trailing in my wake at thirty to forty metres. I was beating the world’s fastest man, I was going to take the gold medal for the Great Britain team and get my revenge. We were on the verge of becoming world champions in the space of a few seconds. 

			It was not to be. 

			Something happened that simply blew me away. At sixty-five metres I was still a metre ahead and focusing on the finish line which was tantalizingly close. On my right shoulder I became aware of Maurice breathing down my neck and at seventy-five metres he was past me. Don’t ask me how he did it as I certainly wasn’t slowing down. By the time he hit the line he was a metre and a half to the good and won quite comfortably. I felt I’d failed even though we as a team secured a silver medal. 

			Throughout my career I always believed in patience and in a belief that the times would improve as I trained harder and grew older. Looking back on that race in the relay against the Americans I started to doubt my theory just a little. Nevertheless I tried to take comfort in my times and the fact I had walked away with two medals from the World Championships against the fastest men in the world. Next year was Olympic year and just a little improvement would stand me in good stead. I tried to focus on the fact I had beaten Maurice up to seventy metres. All I needed to do was work on my stamina and the back end of the race and the gold medal would be mine. 

			As much as I love Australia I think I’m jinxed by that country. I finished fifth in the World Juniors in 1996, in the championships that were held in Sydney. So coming to the Olympic final in the same city I had hoped to exorcise those demons. I had suffered a little with cramp in the semi-final which didn’t help but nevertheless I had managed to secure a place in the final. This was my first taste of the Olympics and I loved it. I loved the atmosphere of the Olympic village and the way the athletes are treated almost godlike. I loved the appreciation of the crowd, the opening, closing and winning ceremonies and the village as it settled down at the end of each day. This time I would have my day with Maurice Greene. He had had an unconvincing season, way below par and surely beyond his best. And as I settled into the blocks my mind drifted back to that relay race when he breezed past me at the seventy-five metre mark. I had succumbed to the sprinter’s temptation of daring to think of defeat, fearing the opposition. An Olympic final is where personal bests and world records are run, where the mind must focus and propel the body beyond its limitations. But not when the game of the mind has been lost. 

			I didn’t run well: 10.08, a dreadfully disappointing time for an Olympic final. Maurice Greene took gold yet again and I was even edged out of the bronze medal position. 

			As I trudged back through the village it didn’t look so good, didn’t feel quite as special. I vowed that the next time I came to an Olympic games I would have my head sorted out. 

			I was quietly optimistic as the World Championships in Edmonton loomed on the horizon in Canada in 2001. It was nearly a year since I’d just missed out on a medal at the Olympics in Sydney. The Olympics in Sydney gave me a whole new focus. I loved it, it was where I wanted to be and I was focusing all my attention on Athens 2004. Not only was I determined to get there, I was determined to get on that podium this time, bring a medal back for my country. I had geared up my training to a new level since Sydney; I was training harder and yet smarter than I ever had before. I was confident. I was even running my mouth off in the press. I can steal Olympic champion Maurice Greene’s world 100m crown, I suggested. I will win the war of nerves in Sunday’s final. 

			Two years previously in Seville I’d taken the bronze medal when Greene won gold for the second time. I thought I had what it took to destroy the fastest man the world had ever seen. “Every dog has its day,” I said in a BBC interview. “Maurice has been at the top for four years, but I believe I can beat him.” I rambled on; some would say I was arrogant, I didn’t listen to them. “You have to have it upstairs to beat Maurice,” I said. “Ninety per cent is in the mind. If the body is willing but the mind is weak then you aren’t going anywhere. His whole aura can have an effect on your mental focus.” I started getting personal as the interview progressed. I started saying he strutted around, played the mind games. “I will focus on myself,” I said. “I’ve been up against him time and time again and it’s worn thin. I’m not conscious of him any more. I can read him like a book. I know he’s going to strut around with his tongue hanging out.” I even recall being in the call room during the World Championships in Seville, minutes before we were scheduled to walk out to the track for the men’s 100 metre final. I sat down on a chair as far away as possible from the rest of the other competitors. Maurice was doing his normal thing, strutting and pacing up and down. I took no notice of him. Then I noticed that each time he paced up and down he would come closer and closer to me. I decided to move to another part of the room. To my surprise Maurice still insisted on making his presence known. At this point I was on edge. I had no other alternative but to hold my ground and remain seated. Finally we were given the call to walk to the track; I was the last to leave the room with Maurice just ahead of me. I was given the perfect lane draw. I was in lane 4 and Maurice was in lane 5, but my nightmare only got worse. Maurice had purposely put his track bag in my lane and decided to prepare for his race by running in his own lane. Like a mug I politely moved his bag back into his lane, then focused my attention on the race at hand. Based on that experience I felt I had a newfound confidence. It took me a while to realise what Maurice was actually doing to me. He saw me as a threat and wanted to distract me, my concentration. Throughout the summer of 1999 I was being taught how to block out negative vibes. I carried that mental approach with me to every major championship and it seemed to be getting better and better. So you can imagine as I started to improve in races around the circuit my confidence grew; it’s only natural. In hindsight I should have kept my mouth shut, but I was young. I remained confident in Sydney and failed to medal. So in Edmonton I carried the same mental approach. 

			Sprinting is all about confidence; it’s one big mind game. I’d prepared well. Now it was time to let my body and mind take over. I went through my familiar preparation and routine as I settled into the blocks. I focused on an object one hundred metres away then looked down at the track as I took a deep breath. The familiar sound of the gun as I burst from the blocks. A sprinter knows whether they have got a good start or not, perhaps one out of three races that dream start happens. I can’t explain how, but it just happens you have to let your subconscious mind take over. Everything just clicks into place. It’s the greatest feeling in the world as the body seems to synchronize and a surge of confidence sweeps over you. 

			I’d got that great start. 

			But this time the confidence evaporated in the heat of the Edmonton day. By the time I’d run the first twenty metres I was done! What was happening? Within those first twenty metres the Americans Maurice Greene and Tim Montgomery had taken yards out of the field. This can’t be happening, I thought to myself. I’d trained so hard and yet with only a fifth of the race run it was all over for me. If you’re not in the mix within the first twenty metres it’s all over. 

			What were the Americans doing that I wasn’t? I went through the formalities forcing my body to respond but in truth I’d lost the race in my head. There is no more demoralizing feeling in a hundred metre sprint than knowing the race is lost in two or three seconds. Your legs turn to jelly, your arms feel heavy and you start to run stiff. At this point you just want to quit. All of this happens in less than a few seconds. Now, of course you don’t want to quit, so you fight against your body, you fight against your mind and try and override the obvious that all the training, all the sacrifice has been wasted in a few short seconds. 

			I can’t describe it. I’ve talked with premiership footballers who compare it to missing a penalty or rugby players who slice the ball wide from the middle of the pitch when attempting a drop goal from twenty yards. It isn’t the same! The footballer and the rugby player have the whole game to make amends, turn the game and their own performance around. A 100 metre sprinter does not have that luxury. A 100 metre sprinter’s game lasts just ten seconds and if, in that first few crucial seconds, he or she finds that they’ve missed that break then there is no way back. 

			Maurice Greene crossed the line to take the gold medal in a time of 9.82 seconds. A good time, I shouldn’t have been so disappointed. But wait. As he crossed the line he broke down from a knee injury he’d been carrying most of the season. 

			The man ran 9.82 whilst injured? It beggared belief. What was happening? Maurice Greene has never been found guilty of using performance-enhancing drugs and I am happy to think that I was beaten by a supreme athlete who was ‘un-controversial’ at the time. Sadly even Maurice, although never tested positive, has not escaped untarnished. In April 2008, the New York Times reported that Greene had paid a Mexican discus thrower, Angel Guillermo Heredia, $10,000 which Heredia claimed was in payment for performance-enhancing drugs. Greene admitted meeting Heredia and making the payment, but claimed it was common for him to pay for ‘stuff’ for other members of his training group, and reiterated that he had never used banned drugs. He has dismissed all Heredia’s accusations and continues to insist he ran clean. I hope Maurice continues to check out exactly what sort of ‘stuff’ it is he is supplying to his group as he commands enormous respect in the sport. I find that a staggering admission and in many ways worse than taking performance-enhancing drugs yourself. Coaches and peers and World and Olympic champions perhaps do not realize the influence and respect they command of young athletes. It’s one of my major complaints that coaches, extremely influential figures, who have admitted taking and supplying drugs, were freely allowed to attend the 2008 Olympics and given the all-clear and approval by the British Olympic Association (BOA) which totally flouts the BOA’s own byelaw. Don’t get me wrong, I believe in my heart they should be given a second chance and they have. But why can’t the BOA find that same forgiveness for me? It seems to me that the BOA enforces the rules when it suits them. On the one hand they are happy to give the benefit of the doubt to forgetful athletes who have missed three drugs tests, and at the same time they openly employ coaches who have supplied drugs in the past and praise them to the hilt when the gold medals start rolling in. The BOA have also allowed Andrew Davies to step forward and coach Michaela Breeze, the sole GB weightlifter at Beijing. Apparently we only have one weightlifter good enough to go to Beijing. Davies was one of three British athletes to make an early exit from the Barcelona Olympics after testing positive for the stimulant Clenbuterol in an out-of competition test conducted by the Sports Council. At the Barcelona Olympics Clenbuterol, known to promote muscle growth, was not on the IOC list of banned drugs but it is now. Davies claimed he had taken the substance to relieve a tight chest. But if it wasn’t a banned substance back then, why was he sent home in disgrace? It’s certainly a grey area; was he or was he not a drugs cheat? The BOA have come out and defended Davies saying he was never found guilty of a doping offence. Yet he was sent home for testing positive to a drug that wasn’t on the banned list at the time. Confused? Yeah, me too, and it all stinks of double standards once again. 

			Tim Montgomery finished second in that race and, as we all know, was found guilty of using performance-enhancing drugs, eventually being stripped of the medal. Worse still, he was even accused of supplying heroin and money laundering. He later served forty-six months in prison. Bernard Williams finished third that day and thankfully for the sport of athletics Bernard has steered clear of any drugs controversy and holds his head high as one of the clean guys and someone who hasn’t succumbed to temptation. Bernard Williams won a gold medal in the 4x100 metre relay at the Olympics in Sydney and another gold at the World Championships three years later. Testimony indeed that you can run clean and still win. 

			Greene, Montgomery, Williams; at the time I was thinking, just what was it that the Americans had that the rest of the world didn’t? Drive, determination, facilities, money? Who knows? I smiled as the BBC cameras focused in on me, but deep down I was in turmoil, emotionally wrecked. I’d given heart and soul to my sport and hadn’t come anywhere near a medal position. Something wasn’t right. I could have sat back, accepted that I just wasn’t up there in the top bracket. It was tough, I’d trained every day of my life since I was a small boy; I wanted to be up there with the best. I needed a different coach, new training methods; someone who could improve my technique, I just wasn’t progressing. I was desperate. Perhaps at this time the devil was slowly sowing the seeds for my conversion to the dark side, the dark side of athletics, a world of deceit and lying, a world where the athlete wriggles and squirms in an attempt to evade the testers, a world of double standards, of potions and pills and chemically manufactured substances... a world of drugs and a world of hell. 

			

			I sat alone in my hotel room and watched the replays of the race and the American 123 over and over again on CNN. The American network were lording it up; they constantly mentioned the 123 and the dominance of their sprinters. The more I watched the more depressed I felt. One thing I try not to do nowadays is to make rash decisions when you are in an emotional state. I was fuming. In 1999 Tim Montgomery had finished way down in sixth place. Okay in 2000 he was a part of the men’s 4x100 metre relay team which went on to win gold, but Tim never took part in the individual 100 metres so I didn’t consider him a threat. Then in 2001 this guy turns up for the race looking as if he’d put on a few pounds and then kicked my ass. Tim was good but there was no way in the space of two years that he could make such a dramatic improvement. Something had happened in those two years; it was as if he had discovered a strange and secret formula. 

			Tim and I had raced one another on numerous occasions and had been more or less running side by side. I’d win one, he’d win one, but always by the smallest margin, that’s how it went. It was difficult to separate us by more than a couple of inches. I hadn’t done anything wrong. I’d been happy with my efforts in training. I’d steered clear of injury and always took careful note of what I was eating and stayed away from recreational drugs and alcohol. Now Tim Montgomery was taking three metres out of me. 

			How? I needed some answers. 

			The next day I got in touch with my agent, Ayo Falola. Ayo travelled with the athletes that were a part of the Stellar Management group. 

			A part of me was even thinking about quitting the sport altogether though I hid that from him. “I need a new coach,” I said to him in no uncertain terms. I was with Mike McFarlane at the time who’d looked after me well but I just felt I needed something more. “A change is as good as a rest,” he replied cheerfully. I was convinced the likes of Tim and Co had discovered a secret formula. At that time it never crossed my mind that it was performance-enhancing substances. No. In my naivety I really believed they were on some sort of scientific training programme and diet. I never once thought about actually taking any drugs in order to beat them. I believed that I could do it naturally. I just wanted to be able to run as fast as they were. I needed to know what that secret formula was. 

			“One other thing,” I said as he agreed to start looking for a new coach for me that week. 

			“Yeah, Dwain man, what is it?” 

			“Make sure my new coach is training the Americans.” 

			It was a rash request with no real grounds or logic but something told me that was where I needed to go. Ayo kept his promise and booked me on a flight to Miami in January 2002. I was off to meet my new coach, ironically a Ukrainian, Remi Korchemny, with an impressive pedigree working with Kelli White, Chryste Gaines, Chris Phillips and Alvin Harrison. With a newborn optimism I boarded the flight at Gatwick. Little did I know at the time it was to be the biggest mistake I would ever make. 

			

			

			America 

			

			I took my friend and training partner Jonathan Barbour for the simple reason I didn’t want to go alone. We touched down at Miami International Airport and, despite the warnings about US immigration procedures, we were ushered through within minutes. Little did I know at the time that the United States Anti-Doping Agency (USADA) and the Feds were watching proceedings from a blackened-out window high up in the terminal building. They were investigating a certain company called BALCO, the Bar Area Laboratory Co-operative and its founder and president Victor Conte. They were particularly interested in a certain Dwain Anthony Chambers who’d stepped off the flight from London Gatwick only twenty minutes prior. I was walking into the lion’s den. 

			They were aware that Tim Montgomery was parting company with Victor and BALCO and it just so happened that a certain Mr Chambers was the perfect choice to fill his shoes. Little did I know that the coach of Justin Gatlin, Trevor Graham, had sent a syringe of the designer steroid THG to the USADA. You may be wondering why Trevor Graham had THG and what possessed him to then hand it into USADA. Right, where do I start? Before I had even mentioned to Ayo that I wanted to find a new coach, Trevor Graham, Victor Conte, Tim Montgomery, C J Hunter and Marion Jones were in business together. Allegedly, Victor had been supplying Trevor’s group since 2000. Marion Jones dominated the Sydney Olympics and the group believed it was all down to ‘pharmacology’. I figure with the right training and right mental attitude the extremely talented Marion Jones would have achieved this regardless of the drugs she was pumping into her system. Victor had explained to me the constant battles between rival coaches and athletes. Egos were flying all around the track, the coaches argued the case for their particular athletes, boasted when their athlete outperformed a rival. Trevor Graham was out to get one over on John Smith’s group. They were winning everything with ease at the time. I could relate to Trevor. I too was mad at losing races against people who had no history of running fast. Tim too had become frustrated at losing and wanted to get even. Trevor and Victor had put their heads together previously and come up with a title for what they were hoping to achieve. 

			It was called Project World Record. The relationship was short-lived. A financial matter or a non-payment of some sort resulted in a break-up in the relationship between Victor and Trevor Graham’s group. Perhaps Victor should have laid low then, knowing what he knew and, more importantly, knowing how much Trevor knew! 

			Trevor walked and took Tim Montgomery, one of his stars, with him. Victor still wanted to achieve his goal; Victor set out to find another athlete who could beat Tim Montgomery. There was only one man in the world who could do this and Victor couldn’t believe his luck when a certain Ayo Falola was making enquiries on behalf of an athlete called Dwain Chambers. 

			As a result, the BALCO laboratory in California, owned by Victor Conte, would eventually be raided by agents and San Mateo County Narcotics Task Force. 

			

			We settled into a nice apartment I’d booked in downtown Miami. After taking a day or two to get over the jet lag we made our way by taxi to the stadium of the Miami Dolphins on a bright but cool January morning. It was hugely impressive as we entered the arena and, as we presented ourselves to the main office, we were handed our access all-areas pass cards and given a quick tour of the stadium by a pretty nineteen-year-old black girl with a permanent bright white toothy grin etched into her face. 

			As we entered the arena I recognized Korchemny no more than twenty yards away. He was standing with Kelli White and Chryste Gaines. I was in awe of this woman. She was an athlete I’d admired and respected for so long; Olympic gold medal winner in Atlanta and two World Championship golds as well. Korchemny gave a kind of staged, couldn’t be bothered either way, type of wave. It was as if he couldn’t really care whether he wanted to coach me or not. Who could blame him with so many stars around? At this stage I felt like a teenager wanting to make the school team. I wanted him to respect me, I wanted him to look at me the same way he looked at Kelli and Chryste. 

			Kelli and Chryste were more pleasant and seemed genuinely pleased to meet up with Jonathan and me. 

			The warm-up and light training session with Remi was fairly standard stuff. I knew he wouldn’t change my technique overnight but I guess I expected a little more dynamism and at least one or two pearls of wisdom during that first encounter. We met nearly every day in that first week and got to know Kelli and Chryste quite well. Well, actually I got to know Kelli very well indeed but more of that later. Looking back on that first week I knew something just wasn’t quite right. It was difficult to describe but a kind of atmosphere hung over the training session. Not an unpleasant atmosphere, don’t get me wrong, but something told me I just didn’t belong there. I was conscious of finger pointing and whispering. Sometimes groups of other athletes would suddenly stop speaking as I approached them. What were they talking about? I just didn’t know, though now I have a bloody good idea. I discussed the training with Jonathan Barbour each night in the peaceful surroundings of our apartment. We both agreed Remi handled the sessions well and he commanded a certain respect from the athletes involved but it was hardly ground-breaking stuff. I wondered what the hell I was doing there. 

			It was towards the end of that week when I noticed a shift in attitude towards me. Remi appeared to take more interest in me, discussing my technique and telling me on more than one occasion that he could turn me into an Olympic champion. He told me I had a natural ability and the other athletes seemed that little bit warmer, more eager to strike up a conversation. 

			The real drama (though I didn’t know it at the time) would take place as we left the stadium that evening. 

			Jonathan and I had showered and changed, shared a drink with Kelli and Chryste, then made our way back down into the stadium, out onto the grass and over to the main exit area on the far side. I was aware of a stocky bespectacled man with a thin moustache leaning against a wall. He was carrying a brown paper bag. (I kid you not!) 

			“Hi,” he boomed in an overconfident heavy American voice. “I’m Victor Conte and I know just what you need to progress your career, Dwain.” 

			Hindsight is a wonderful thing and I know the cynics reading this book will be saying I should have turned and walked the other way, but why? At this point I was a guest of the Americans; why shouldn’t I speak to someone who was quite clearly a part of the set-up. I didn’t know this Victor Conte, no one had ever mentioned him, I’d never set eyes on him and I certainly didn’t know he was president of BALCO. I hadn’t even heard of BALCO! I was aware of Remi standing close by. 

			Of course I wish I had walked the other way because something was telling me this was a little too convenient. Who was Victor Conte and what was in that brown paper bag? More importantly, how did he know I was here, how did he know my name? It must have been Remi. My coach had set up this ‘accidental’ meeting; how could I walk away? I looked at Remi. He said nothing but gave a barely recognizable nod. I should have walked. I wish I had because something just didn’t feel quite right. I turned to Jonathan, he shrugged his shoulders. I walked over to Victor Conte and he held out a hand. We shook hands and he said he wanted to talk to me about improving my performance. 

			“I’m all ears, Mr Conte,” I replied, “I’m all ears.” I made sure I spoke loud enough that Remi would hear. 

			Victor Conte was in your face, Victor Conte didn’t beat about the bush, Victor Conte was direct and told it how it was. He was an impressive, confident man and, sad to say, I warmed to him. I trusted him. I fell for his convincing sales pitch. Some people will find this hard to believe but even to this day I still speak with Victor Conte. Victor played a very important role in my life at the time. I was twenty-two years old. Nothing was too much trouble, no phone call inconvenient or too late at night. Victor was... still is... a nice man. In a strange way Victor acted as a father figure and I trusted him and looked upon him in that way. 

			Between Victor and Remi I learned so much about myself, learned about the hypocrisy in life and more so in sport and what makes the world go round. In a word, money. Having Victor around was great; he was a friend and someone who I shared everything with. 

			In time I became fully aware of Victor’s role and his purpose in recruiting the best athletes in the world. Victor was a pharmacologist with a living to make. I suppose Victor is of the opinion that athletes should be allowed to take these banned substances in order to compete on a level playing field as long as the steroids and drugs are carefully controlled and supervised. I don’t subscribe to that theory but I can understand why men like Victor and others do. Where the danger lies, claimed Victor, is when unqualified coaches and backstreet gyms start dishing out all manner of shit to young kids eager to progress. 

			“You need pharmacology, Dwain.” 

			“Pharma..what?” 

			I wanted to know more about pharmacology, I wanted to know what would make me fly (Victor’s words, not mine) and I wanted to know whether these substances were legal. I was clean, always had been, and I wanted to stay that way and yet deep down I wanted the respect of my coach, and medals. I asked Victor a dozen questions that night as the sun went down over a now cold Dolphin stadium. He didn’t give any answers; he was so matterof-fact, so cool and so relaxed. He kept telling me to talk to the other athletes, talk to my coach Remi, Chryste Gains and Kelli, Alvin Harrison to name a few. I told him I would. I was there for a month so would catch up with him again. We shook hands and he slapped me on the shoulder as I left. Strangely enough he hardly looked at Jonathan and certainly didn’t approach him. Daft as it may seem, this reassured me a little. Whatever this pharmacology thing was, he wouldn’t just give it to anyone. I reassured myself that he wasn’t in it for the money and convinced myself it was some sort of legal vitamin supplement programme and I also believed he would only give these supplements to the best athletes under the sun. After all it was apparent he had a stableful of thoroughbreds. 

			It was clear this Conte fellow had respect but more importantly the respect of my coach. Not once did Remi Korchemny ever advise me against any meeting with Victor Conte. It was as clear as day: Victor was part of the team. Remi’s team. 

			I’d sleep on it, discover a little more about pharmacology, maybe talk to Chryste and Kelli the next day. In fact, I confess to thinking about Kelli White quite a lot. I’d seen her compete on TV and felt a certain attraction towards her as she gave post-race interviews. And, yeah, I would talk to Chryste the following day as I respected the Olympic gold medallist that little bit more. 

			I needed to talk to someone. I rang John Regis just as soon as I got back to the apartment. John was my agent for Stellar Management, the sports management company I’d signed up to. John Regis was a 10.15 100m sprinter in his day and a man whom, at the time, I respected enormously. I took him through my day and the strange meeting with Mr Conte. I explained the pharmacology and the meeting with Chryste and Kelli. I must have sounded excited as John kept telling me to calm down. His last words were very poignant, he almost whispered them and at the time I hardly heard them, barely took any notice. But now I wish I had. 

			“Be careful,” he said as I thought about tomorrow and what lay ahead. 

			“Be very careful,” he repeated. 

			I met with Chryste the following day. I’d planned my questions carefully. What do you take? Is it illegal, harmful to the body, etc, etc. There were a hundred questions I wanted to ask but in the end 

			I asked just one. 

			“What’s the deal with Victor Conte, Chryste?” I asked as she went through a series of stretches over by the advertising boards. 

			“He’s cool,” she replied. “He is a very educated man who knows what he’s doing.” 

			Chryste Gains. Olympic gold medal winner in Atlanta, two golds and a silver at the World Championships and an unblemished athletics career for nearly ten years and she thinks Conte is cool. What the hell did that mean? I should have probed, should have asked more, but no. Dwain Chambers, the man eager to progress, eager to please his newly appointed coach was happy with an answer that meant Jack Shit. But it was just the sort of answer I wanted to hear. It was good enough for me. 

			I’m sure other people have been in similar situations, happy with half answers, not wanting to probe further in case you hear an answer you don’t want to hear. Maybe a mother not wanting to ask her teenage daughter whether she is having sex with her boyfriend or a parent not wanting to raise the subject of drugs with their children, just in case they get an honest answer that will tear their life apart. That’s what it was like for me. I didn’t take it any further because I didn’t want anyone to answer me honestly, tell me I would be cheating. 

			Later that day I telephoned Victor and said I wanted to talk further. The line seemed strange, a sort of clicking noise every now and again. Victor apologised, said he would get the engineers to take a look at it. The engineers had already taken a close look at Victor’s phones, only these engineers weren’t working for the United States Telecommunications Authority. 

			I was nervous before the meeting with Victor in his plush apartment. Again I had the list of questions ready as I had had with Chryste. I wanted some answers, my head was full of doubts. Victor talked. He was mellow and composed, and spoke in a soft voice and put me at ease. However this time I was ready to ask the questions that were tearing me apart. 

			He explained at that second meeting the benefits of a new designer steroid called tetrahydrogestrinone (THG). He used the word steroid openly. I should have got up and walked, I almost did. But again, ever the salesman, he calmed me down. He explained that these steroids simply aid recovery. He explained that this new drug allowed the athlete to train more often and harder. He called it The Clear and The Cream. 

			“Is The Clear and The Cream illegal?” I asked. 

			“It’s undetectable.” 

			“Is it banned?” 

			“The Clear is not on the prohibited list and neither will cause a positive test.” 

			A warning bell triggered in the distant reaches of my brain. “What do you mean by that?” 

			“It isn’t on the list of banned substances, it’s a recovery agent.” 

			That word again. 

			I sat in silence for a second or two. 

			“Isn’t that cheating, Victor? I’ve been clean all my life.” 

			Victor leaned back in his fat leather chair. He seemed to take a second or two to compose himself before delivering his answer. 

			“They’re cheating you, Dwain.” He smiled. “You’re a very talented athlete but you are not competing on a level playing field, my friend. Most of the top sprinters are on steroids; every time you race against them, you are at a disadvantage.” 

			I thought the penny had finally dropped. It all started to make sense: these athletes running so fast and remaining so consistent throughout the season. I knew that the vast majority of athletes were on something to help them train harder. I just never knew what or how they were doing it. 

			I thought back to that race in Edmonton and I thought of Chryste and Kelli. Were they on it too? Was I being stupid? I thought about the times I had trained for hours on end, how I’d pushed myself so hard I just wanted to curl up in a ball and die. Then to come back the following day after I’d just pushed my body to its limit and be faced with an intense gym session, that’s the last thing I wanted to do. It was natural; the body needs a recovery period. Rest. These steroids counteracted that feeling, helped the man or the woman that wanted to progress, to train even harder to do just that. 

			This man in front of me, this pharmological expert, is telling me it’s undetectable and it isn’t even on the banned list. 

			“How could this be possible?” I asked. “I know how often I get tested, it would be impossible to cheat the system.” 

			“Well, Dwain,” Victor replied with a knowing grin, “the system allows people to cheat.” 

			“How?” I asked. 

			“People in sport have been cheating the system since before you were even born. It’s a business and the authorities know it. 

			Sponsors will only be attracted to athletes that are showing good potential, such as yourself and athletes that are winning. Dwain, you’re a smart man and you’ve not had the best of races over the past few summers. You’re losing to people who are taking performance-enhancing substances. You know how hard it is to race at the top level week in and week out. Recovery is the key. A normal athlete who is clean and training very intensely leading up to a weekend’s meet will have to wait a week to ten days in order to recover and come back fighting.” 

			Victor stood up and took a slow deliberate walk around the room before speaking again. I sat back mesmerised. 

			“An athlete that is using drugs will recover within two to three days. While you are resting, Dwain, the other athletes on drugs are racing and winning medals and making money for themselves.” He smiled at me. “And their earning capacity is increasing every time they run.” 

			I sat there listening with my mouth wide open. I couldn’t believe what I was being told. Victor went on to tell me that people have the wrong impression about steroids. Many think steroids make you run faster while on the drugs, but they tend to cause muscle tightness and sprinters actually only run freely once the steroids have worn off, which takes ten days to two weeks. Steroids simply allow you to recover a lot quicker. Sure they help to build muscle, but here’s the real truth: STEROIDS ENHANCE RECOVERY, WHICH ENABLES A DEEPER TRAINING LOAD AND THAT IS WHAT MAKES AN ATHLETE RUN FASTER. Whilst I will never take anything like that again, there seems to be a misconception that athletes using drugs are on an easy route to a gold medal in the Olympics. They are not. It still takes a tremendous amount of work. 

			Victor explained that THG would allow an athlete to train more often and with more intensity, which would ultimately make me run faster during competition. 

			“Athletes realise the potential of using drugs, Dwain,” he said. “They are aware of the punishments that will be enforced upon them should they get caught, but it has been made so easy for athletes to cheat the system almost anyone can do it. The authorities administer most of their tests when they know the athletes won’t be taking anything. There are over two hundred countries that compete under the IAAF rules yet only about twenty-five of those have independent drug testing federations. Now you tell me how many athletes are cheating, Dwain.” 

			The conversation had taken a bizarre new twist. We weren’t discussing the merits of cheating or the benefits of performance-enhancing drugs or the damage they could do to a young athlete and I wasn’t asking the questions I had wanted to ask. Here was Victor Conte letting me in on his theory that the authorities knew exactly what was going on and actually making it possible, even easy to play the system. I was dumbfounded as Victor continued. 

			“The system allows those athletes that are not from one of those twenty-five countries to blatantly use drugs and they are allowed to compete at the same events as you are. As a British athlete, Dwain, you are probably at a greater disadvantage than any other country in the world.” He laughed. “You must provide your federation with your whereabouts, and a drug tester will turn up unannounced and test you any time of the day or night.” 

			Experience told me that Victor was right. 

			“And yet countries such as Jamaica haven’t even got a drug testing programme,” he announced shrugging his shoulders. “Even in countries where they test regularly there are ways to easily get around the system.” 

			He explained the duck and dive system where an athlete must provide a mobile telephone number where they can be contacted twenty-four hours a day. A tester will call the athlete and notify them of their intention to test them. If the athlete suspects a trace of a banned substance is still in their body then he or she fills up their voicemail to capacity. The tester can’t then leave any messages advising the athlete that they are to be tested. I had heard about this dodge before but because I’d never contemplated taking drugs I didn’t realise how easy it was. 

			“Only the stupid athletes get caught.” 

			His words would become prophetic in eighteen months’ time. Victor spoke for at least half an hour on how flawed the dope-testing regime was and how it was flawed deliberately to enable people to cheat. This was jaw-dropping stuff and I took it all in. 

			I wanted to know why he had chosen me. I plucked up the courage and asked him. 

			“Why me?” 

			His answer was simple: there were no other athletes out there who he believed were better. Victor said I had the potential to be an Olympic gold medallist. He could make me the fastest man in the world. 

			“Dwain, this is your calling,” he said. “It’s time to step up. We want you.” 

			I admit I was flattered and yet this THG thing still bugged me. 

			“How can it not be on the banned list?” 

			“Dwain,” Victor replied, “it’s very simple. We are now in the twenty-first century; science has progressed by leaps and bounds. The anti-doping agencies have a database with most of the drugs known to be used in sport. As a scientist, I understand how things work within the world of drug testing and this has enabled me to develop undetectable drug programmes. Chemist Patrick Arnold was the creator of The Clear or THG. He created THG by using a combination of the steroids trenbolone and gestrinone, which resulted in tetrahydrogestrinone or THG. It is kind of like the way they graft a lemon tree with a lime tree and get a lemon/lime tree. All anabolic steroids are simply modified testosterone molecules. THG is a new anabolic steroid that is not on the prohibited substance list. When Patrick provided me with the first batch of THG, I determined that it was too strong and may possibly cause side effects including muscle tightness, so I diluted it by fifty per cent. Now you can understand how this type of anabolic substance would go undetected as it is not known to the relevant anti-doping agencies. It is also important to understand that there is a rather large list of performance-enhancing drugs that are undetectable by the testers.” 

			“What do you mean, undetectable?” 

			“The dopers will likely always be one step ahead of the testers, Dwain. The testers can only ban what they find to be an illegal performance-enhancing substance and THG is a newly created anabolic agent that they do not even know exists at this time. Each of the approximately thirty known anabolic steroids tested for have what is called a mass spectrogram fragmentation pattern similar to a fingerprint. If they don’t find an exact match, then they do not report a positive drug test. And I’ll tell you something else, if the scientists working for the testers discover THG tomorrow, it will not be long before rogue chemists have discovered a new steroid and athletes taking THG will simply switch to another new one that is not on the banned list.” 

			I sat in silence for at least two minutes. Victor said nothing. He just let me think about what he had said. He had explained things so simply. What was I thinking? I’ll tell you what I was thinking. I was thinking that I had been conned and cheated; I felt as if I’d been mugged off since I’d started competing as a junior. At that point in the proceedings I was seething and I was thinking how many medals and championships I’d been cheated out of because the men who I was running against had been able to train harder, longer and smarter than me, thanks to the help of THG and other undetectable substances. 

			What was the problem? I thought back to that stupid advert where the young man fails his exams and is speaking to Maureen Lipman, his aunt, on the phone. He tells her he has a qualification in sociology. In the ‘it’s good to talk’ advert for BT, Maureen Lipman declares her nephew has an ‘ology’. If he has an ‘ology’ he is a scientist, she says. Almost comically I was thinking because Victor Conte had an ‘ology’ he was a scientist. I looked over his shoulder at the wall behind him, his wonder wall with his certificates and diplomas. This man is a scientist, I thought. I now respected the man sitting in front of me and I was seriously considering going onto his programme. At that particular moment a wave of nausea swept over me. I thought back to my recent races, to the races where I’d been pipped at the post or certain races where I’d been beaten out of sight. Victor finished by reeling off an impressive list of clients in baseball and American football too. 

			I told him I’d sleep on it. But yes, I admit it, at that moment in time I knew my decision boiled down to running clean or cheating, whatever it was Victor was saying about recovery agents and undetected substances. I was considering putting something extra into my body, I justified even thinking about it, convincing my mind that it was not going to give me an edge but it would simply level the game. 

			I’d crossed the line, the point of no return; I was actually contemplating cheating. And I was justifying my decision to even think about cheating because everyone was telling me it was the others cheating me. The thought of being caught for drugs played on my mind for days, and as much as I tried to convince myself that I’d never need drugs to win, the fear of being left behind whilst all the other athletes continued winning played a huge part in my decision to take drugs. From the moment I stepped foot in America my one and only focus was to work on my technical aspects and a better training regime as I believed that to be the weak link in my chain. 

			Victor had opened my eyes. The quest to improve my technique had gone out of the window; he’d convinced me that my technique wasn’t the issue. 

			It is worth noting that at the time of going to publication, five thousand Olympic dope tests have been recalled amid rumours that a new designer steroid has been discovered. Nearly half the countries that participated in the Beijing Olympics failed to tell organizers where their athletes were so they could be drug tested outside of competition. A report issued by independent observers for the World Anti-Doping Agency said 102 of 205 countries represented did not provide Olympic officials with information about their athletes’ whereabouts. It is each country’s responsibility to notify testers of its athletes’ whereabouts during the Games. The countries were not reprimanded during the Games but were to receive written notification afterwards. 

			

			My mother used to say to me, “The grass isn’t always greener on the other side.” I never really understood what that meant until the day I got that dreaded phone call saying I had failed a drug test. Despite all the negative thoughts that were going through my head, the one defining factor that continued to rewind and play again was the words that came out of Victor’s mouth. He smiled as he said it, placed a hand on my shoulder and squeezed gently. 

			“You will be able to run to your full potential; you will go from being number five in the world to number one.” 

			The thought of being number one in the world surpassed everything. The thought of being caught seemed insignificant and anyway Victor had reassured me it wouldn’t happen. I couldn’t help but think about all the glory, how happy my country would be, my friends and family, to see my mother’s happy face, knowing that her son was the fastest man in the world. I would be able to earn enough money so I would be able to look after my mother. It’s only right that I return the favour. She had been looking after me and my sisters all her life. Now it would be me in the driving seat. I just wanted to make my mother proud. 

			I think it was at that meeting that I caved in. I can’t ever justify my decision to cheat, and I won’t ever try to. I’d been an honest athlete all my life up to then but, during that month in America where I succumbed to temptation, my whole life had been turned upside down. Everyone, and I mean everyone, was telling me the stories of some of the top guys in the world and how they’d been on the gear at some point or another. They told me how they would fill up their mobile phone voicemail box and that some drugs such as EPO disappeared from the body within ten hours. And, to top it all, here was Victor telling me the substance he was prescribing wasn’t even on the banned list. 

			I came out of the meeting a lot wiser than when I’d gone in, but my head was even more messed up than ever. I also took it upon myself to ask other athletes about drug use within sport and they insinuated that a vast majority of athletes, especially those who were consistently successful, were on some form of undetectable substances, substances that had not made their way onto the banned list as yet. 

			The apartment I’d rented for a month had internet access. I spent that night surfing the net and, in particular, Wikipedia. I checked out my great rivals and their achievements and their personal bests. I found a link similar to this one there: 

			http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_sportspeople_sanctioned_for_doping_offences

			It contains a list of sportspeople who have been involved in doping offences: either those who have been found, or have admitted to, taking illegal performance-enhancing drugs or prohibited recreational drugs, or have been suspended by a sporting body for failure to submit to mandatory drug testing. I scrolled down the list and to my astonishment it contained nearly seven hundred and fifty names. Mr Conte and his clients were right: this was bloody huge and these were only the athletes who had got caught! 

			I called Jonathan over. We sat with open mouths as I took him through the names in alphabetical order. Little did I realise the name Dwain Chambers would soon be added to that list. I searched further. At the Summer Olympics eighty-three athletes had been found guilty of taking illegal performance-enhancing substances and, where appropriate, had had their medals taken away. 

			Although two American athletes were found taking illegal substances at the Barcelona Olympics in 1992 not one American athlete has tested positive at any Olympic Games since. Well done America; it certainly looks as if whatever the Americans have been doing since 1992 to ‘clean’ their athletes up has certainly worked. Yeah right! Again, Victor’s bold statement about the drug being undetectable carried a lot of weight. 

			I went to sleep with those comforting thoughts. I was in America, land of the free; Chryste thinks Conte is cool and not one American had tested positive in an Olympic Games since Barcelona. 

			The following day the training resumed and I had more contact with my fellow athletes. Remi was always there; even if he wasn’t getting involved in the training and coaching he was always there, as if he didn’t want to let his athletes out of his sight. Despite his conviction and subsequent ban I’ll go on record as saying that Remi was a good coach. In many ways he was like another father figure to me. In the cold light of day I now know that in a way Remi and Victor were kind of ‘grooming’ me and part of me is angry with them, but at the time it didn’t seem like that at all. 

			More so now than before, I wished I’d been a lot smarter with my decision-making, but you have to understand I had no one outside of my athletics circle to talk to. Those in my circle, my peers, were already on performance-enhancing substances and I had already got in too deep just by entertaining the thought of taking them. I had no real opinions on the rights and wrongs of taking drugs; up until then I hadn’t even thought about it and it certainly wasn’t ever discussed in the changing rooms and stadiums around the UK among the top athletes. 

			The only people I could talk to were the same people who were encouraging me to take drugs. I have no idea what or where I would be if I hadn’t taken drugs. I may well have retired through frustration at losing who knows what. I had to make a decision and I had to make it fast! Everyone I spoke to in America who was in the know was totally convinced that THG was untraceable and one hundred per cent sure that the majority of athletes in the top performing countries were on it too. On more than a dozen occasions it was put to me that we were merely redressing the balance. 

			My head was in turmoil: I wanted someone to talk to, someone to understand what I was going through but I had no one. I don’t want to bleat on and I’m not going for the sympathy vote here but there’s something I must get off my chest. There are times in your life when you need a father to talk to, a father to be there for you. A father is a very important role model to a son and someone whose advice I would think carries a lot of weight. My father left me when I was still in nappies and although my stepfather Lascell filled his shoes he was not my father. 

			I envied one thing about Sebastian Coe and that was the relationship he had with his father Peter. (Sadly Peter passed away during the Beijing Olympics.) 

			Peter Coe was a true father and Seb’s full-time coach. He guided Seb through every stage of his athletics career offering advice on training, diet, tactics, everything. He was at Seb’s side every step of the way at every race and not once did Coe ever think of replacing him. Had Seb Coe been in my shoes in America his father Peter would have been there for him. Seb Coe documents well that if anyone had even mentioned drugs in front of him, his father would have seriously hurt them. 

			I had no one, no father, and my family thousands of miles away on the other side of the Atlantic Ocean, as was my agent. Sure I could have talked to Jonathan but he was not my father and I never found it in my heart to burden him with that sort of pressure. 

			Part of me wanted to walk away, get on the next plane to London and be done with them. But part of me wanted to win, win at all costs. I had two gremlins on my shoulder and the one shouting the loudest was shouting ‘get even’. 

			One incident in America unnerved me and looking back on it I should have seen the danger signals. I was training with Remi and ended up on the far side of the track as I slowed down. Tim Montgomery was there looking none too pleased. 

			He snarled at me, “Yo, Dwain! You with that nigger Conte?” 

			Now at this point let me explain to you, my readers, that the word nigger is used freely in some parts of the States. A nigger can be black or white, good sometimes, occasionally bad. On this occasion Victor Conte was not in Montgomery’s good books. 

			“Don’t go anyway near that cocksucker Conte. Let me tell you, Chambers, he’s bad news.” 

			I didn’t know it at the time but there was one hell of a row brewing between Montgomery and Conte. Tim’s partner Marion Jones was involved too and of course Trevor Graham, Montgomery’s coach. The row was over money (surprise, surprise). I don’t want to get involved in any accusations and I’ve touched on it earlier. There are plenty of theories flying around cyberspace, just Google Trevor Graham, Victor Conte and you can read about it till the cows come home. I don’t know who owed who and how much it was but the disagreement was so big and had festered for so long that Trevor Graham wanted to bring Conte and BALCO into the open. There was also another theory flying around but one I’m not so sure I believe. Like I say get Googling and read all about it. 

			Some people including Victor alleged it was Graham who prompted the BALCO inquiry when he sent an anonymous sample of THG to the United States Anti-Doping Agency. Who knows what Graham was thinking and how much he wanted to protect his own athletes and indeed his own income. Some say Smith and Graham decided to turn in the THG sample as a noble deed. Others say it was purely as a result of competitive rivalry. Only Trevor Graham can answer that question; you, the reader, can make your own mind up. 

			At the time Tim Montgomery didn’t elaborate on why I should stay away from Conte. Perhaps he knew that the syringe had been sent. He had probably taken a fairly well-educated guess that I was clean and maybe didn’t want me dragged down with the rest of them. I don’t know. I just wish Tim Montgomery had elaborated more. I wish he’d been a bit more constructive and persuasive instead of simply hurling obscenities in the direction of Victor. I wish Tim Montgomery had said, “Piss off out of here, Dwain, because you are about to be dragged into the biggest drug scandal in sport in living memory.” He didn’t and the rest, as they say, is history. 

			The brief conversation with Tim unnerved me as I lay wide awake that night. Obviously I didn’t know that Graham had sent in the syringe but now, looking back on it, I’m fairly certain Montgomery and certain others did. My opinion only. I’d like to think that Tim Montgomery was trying to give me a warning. One thing is for certain though: THG at the time was undetectable and unless Graham had not sent in that sample thousands of athletes would still be running today under the influence of the steroid. (Many still are.) It took the USADA time to discover the chemical make-up of the drug and to find a way to test for it. Therefore we can safely say that the steroid at the time was undetectable and used by the masses. As soon as it was announced that the drug was detectable, the majority of athletes ran to the dump to get rid of the evidence. But who’s to say there isn’t another steroid out there right at this very moment, similar in chemical make-up, undetectable and with the same performance-enhancing qualities. It makes you think, doesn’t it? 

			Montgomery was the first person I’d heard during my time in America really bad-mouthing Victor. He had to have a reason. I tried to focus on more pleasant thoughts as I drifted off to sleep. The image of Kelli White filled my head. 

			I had admired Kelli White from way back in early 2001. Until I met her I’d only seen images of her on television. I had a very strong attraction to her, of that there was no doubt. When I had the opportunity to go and train in America I never realized that I would be working alongside her, training with her every day. She was even prettier in the flesh. The first time we touched base with one another was when I arrived in Miami during the month of January 2002. I met Kelli one day, then Victor and Remi the next. We never spoke much during that period, just the odd hello and goodbye. I confess to being a little shy and overawed. I wanted to talk to Kelli badly, in order to let her know how I felt about her and just at the point I thought I’d summoned up the courage, I was told she was already in a relationship. I left America without declaring my feelings for Kelli and kept telling myself she was strictly off limits. 

			

			I returned to San Francisco towards the latter part of February. This is when I was introduced to my full athletics and supplement programme. I detail the programme fully in the next chapter. I was also given a brief insight as to who else was involved, i.e. my training partners Kelli White, Chryste Gaines and Alvin Harrison. As time went on, I became more and more familiar with associating certain athletes with certain drugs. Victor would encourage me to talk to the other athletes on the programme. He suggested that I talk to the others about how they coped with all the physical and mental stresses of the programme. I made Kelli White my main confidante and the attraction grew by the day. One morning we had to all meet up at the golf course down in Oakland in order for us to do our hill sessions. This involved simply sprinting up inclines two hundred metres long. It was tough work and nobody, but nobody, enjoyed this part of the training. Midway through the session I asked Kelli, “What do you think about Victor?” It was meant as an icebreaker, a general chat about the man I’d grown to trust and like. The response was vicious: “Don’t mention that motherfucker’s name to me!” 

			Kelli turned her back on the group. What had happened to change her opinion of Victor? Up until that point she always seemed to have a certain respect for him. 

			An embarrassing silence ensued, I expected someone to back him up, defend him a little, but one by one they walked off in different directions. I remained where I was, I was conscious of my wide open mouth. I was shocked by her outburst and had never heard her swear before. What the hell was all that about, was the thought that first came to mind. I shook my head in disbelief, asked her to explain, but she just mumbled and walked off. 

			Later that afternoon I went to see Victor about some things and to also ask him about his relationship with Kelli White. I went into detail with Victor about what Kelli had said and how she was acting. Victor just shrugged his shoulders and explained that there was a little tension between Kelli White and Chryste Gaines. He called it healthy competition. Although Kelli and Chryste were training partners, they were also rivals. I knew what he was talking about as I’d experienced the same thing with Darren Campbell at Nuff Respect. They both worked with Victor under the coaching instruction of Remi. When confronted with any questions relating to Victor in front of other people they would react with fierce denials. Everybody knew that nearly all the athletes with Remi were on the programme with Victor too and yet it seemed that Kelli and Chryste didn’t want to be associated with him. (In public that is.) 

			Kelli and I became closer; we found ourselves thrown together on many occasions, at times it seemed to be fated. We were comfortable in each other’s company and I had heard from a ‘source’ of mine she was no longer dating. She had had a bust-up with her boyfriend. We chatted for hours about something or nothing just glad of a shoulder to lean on. Inevitably we got onto the subject of drugs. We were sworn to secrecy so talking about it with someone else on the programme took the hugest weight off both our shoulders. During our summer training which lasted from March until May of 2002 Kelli White and I became very close friends and we began dating. We kept this secret from the rest of the group particularly because Kelli’s ex was well known to the group being an athlete himself. Most of our dates took place at her apartment or in my hotel room and although we went out together for dinner or a drink downtown we never displayed any public shows of affection for each other. At last the ice was broken and we spoke about our feelings for one another. It was all very healthy and as athletes I think it did us both good: we were motivating each other on and off the field. Talking and training alongside Kelli helped improve my mental approach during my time in America and it also helped me deal with this new regime that I was so unsure of. Later, as I opened up to her about the torment of injecting myself with EPO, HGH and insulin as well as suffering with cramps, I thought that I was the only athlete that felt saddened by what I had lowered myself to doing. We both agreed that we hated having to cheat to win but we realized that our competitors were doing the same thing. Walking away from the sport we both love was never an option. However our support for one another helped pull us through the constant nightmare of this dark, dark world of drugs. 

			Our close relationship would last throughout the winter of 2002 and the entire 2003 season. Although fun at times we had some major bust-ups. Being on drugs made me and maybe Kelli and other athletes who were on the programme quite snappy. At times we became hot-tempered and very aggressive towards one another, especially when things became more and more competitive within the group. It was during this period I noticed a change in myself, Kelli and the other individuals. At times we would argue with one another for no particular reason; then the next day things were fine again. I never liked to admit it at the time, but it was as if we had been cursed with a Doctor Jekyll and Mr Hyde personality. 

			

			

			Planet Pharmacology 

			

			I’ve been asked many times when I finally took the decision to take THG, Tetrahydrogestrinone. It was towards the end of that first visit to America. As the time for the flight back home drew nearer I had it in my mind that I was missing an opportunity. Victor had talked the talk but was not putting me under any pressure. He made it clear that he could assist me in my performances but also made it abundantly clear that the decision was down to me. My only criticism of our discussions is that he didn’t once say we were cheating the sport. He always made it clear that we were simply getting even, competing on a level playing field. Victor did not call me every day or put me under any pressure whatsoever as has been suggested in some quarters of the press. This was a far cry from the days where the East German coaches and secret police coerced young athletes into the murky world of anabolic steroids or the Russian and Chinese governments took talented small children away from their parents in the middle of the night to attend secret gymnastic camps in the middle of nowhere. This was a pharmacologist talking to a responsible adult (some may question that!) and allowing him to make up his own mind. It was a week to go before my flight left for London. I was twenty-four years of age and had a decision to make. The ‘get even’ gremlin was shouting ever louder. I read about arguably the most influential US athlete of all time, Carl Lewis. He too had been caught up in a drugs controversy, a cover-up, some may say. In 2003, Dr Wade Exum, the United States Olympic Committee’s Director of Drug Control Administration from 1991 to 2000, supplied pamphlets of documents to Sports Illustrated. They revealed that no less than one hundred American athletes who had previously failed drug tests should have been prevented from competing in the Olympics at Seoul in 1988. They were cleared to compete by the United States Olympic Committee. Among those athletes was Carl Lewis. 

			Carl had tested positive three times before the 1988 Olympics for illegal substances and had been banned from the Seoul Olympics and from competition for six months. The US Olympic Committee incredibly found in his favour and overturned the decision. The positive results allegedly occurred at the Olympic trials in July 1988 where athletes were required to declare on the drug-testing forms over-the-counter medication, prescription drugs and any other substances they had taken by mouth, injection or suppository. It was claimed Carl did nothing wrong. There was never any intent, it was claimed; Carl Lewis had inadvertently taken the banned stimulants in an over-the-counter herbal remedy. 

			The World Anti-Doping Agency’s chairman, Dick Pound, dismissed Lewis’s defence of no intent as a joke. Former athletes and officials came out against the USOC cover-up and there was a national yet controlled uproar. 

			Carl Lewis won two golds and a silver in Seoul in 1988. The medals have not been rescinded and stand to this day. 

			I had one final check to make, one last thing that would tip the balance: I needed to check out THG and the famous ‘banned list’ that I was hearing so much about. Some of you readers may be forgiven for thinking that we athletes have an awareness of what to avoid and a distinct knowledge of the ‘banned list’. We haven’t. In fact it’s more worrying than that. I’ll go on record and state here and now that, prior to meeting up with Victor, I’d never even set eyes on the ‘banned list’ from the World Anti-Doping Authority (WADA) let alone studied it in detail. Why should I? I was clean and under the impression that normal foods and drinks on the standard supermarket shelves were clean too. I thought that food and drink would be regulated, checked and double-checked by some organisation before they found their way into the shops. I even had a train of thought that these regulating authorities might get some sort of directive from sporting bodies such as UK Athletics. 

			Don’t you believe it. 

			It boils down to the lone athlete checking it out. It’s up to the athlete to check every ingredient on a can of coke, a bottle of lemonade or a cold cure drink or a pick-me-up. The responsibility lies with the athlete and ignorance is no defence. It’s simple enough, I suppose; just check the ingredients against substances on the banned list and if they match up don’t take whatever it is you are considering taking. 

			So as I sat in the hotel reception on the internet, I keyed in WADA. I searched through the site and, sure enough, the ‘banned list’ was there in black and white. No excuses, I thought as I waited for the page to load. If THG was on there I was out of America on the very next flight and Victor Conte was history! The internet connection was slow but eventually it began to load. I remember wondering how many substances were actually on there; thirty, forty perhaps? More? Maybe I could memorise them and then every time I picked up something in a shop or was given a new drink by someone I could simply check the label and recall the banned substances in my head. Yeah... that was it. 

			The WADA ‘banned list’ page loaded. 

			Reproduced below is a copy of the 2008 banned list from WADA; the 2002 version was similar except that THG was not present on that list. 

			As part of my determination and resolve to remember the substances I began writing them down. 

			Androstendiol 

			androstendione 

			bolandiol 

			bolasterone 

			boldenone 

			boldione (androsta,) 

			calusterone 

			clostebol 

			danazol, (hydroxyandrost, isoxazole) 

			dehydrochlormethy 

			testosterone (desoxymethyltestosterone) 

			drostanolone 

			ethylestrenol 

			fluoxymesterone 

			formebolone 

			furazabol

			gestrinone 

			hydroxytestosterone 

			mestanolone

			mesterolone 

			metenolone 

			methandienone 

			methandriol 

			methasterone 

			methyldienolone (methyl-1-testosterone) 

			methylnortestosterone 

			methyltrienolone 

			methyltestosterone 

			mibolerone 

			nandrolone 

			norandrostenedione 

			norboletone 

			norclostebol 

			norethandrolone 

			oxabolone

			oxandrolone 

			oxymesterone

			oxymetholone 

			prostanozol 

			quinbolone

			stanozolol

			stenbolone

			tetrahydrogestrinone* (not on 2002 list) 

			Clenbuterol 

			selective androgen receptor modulators (SARMs)

			tibolone 

			zeranol 

			zilpaterol 

			

			Forty-eight ‘banned’ performance-enhancing substances. I wondered whether it was physically possible to remember these names especially when some of them seemed so similar. I was about to get a shock as I scrolled down further. There were more substances and drugs on the list and a ‘get out of jail card’ for the testers that seemed to be saying that even if a drug WASN’T on the list an athlete could still be banned if the drug was said to have a similar biological effect. It read: 

			Trenbolone and other substances with a similar chemical structure or similar biological effect. 

			It then listed more drugs: 

			endogenous AAS 

			androstenediol 

			androstenedione (androst-4-ene-3,17-dione) 

			dihydrotestosterone

			prasterone (dehydroepiandrosterone, DHEA) 

			testosterone

			androstane-5a 

			androstane-3a,17-diol 

			5a-androstane-17a-diol 

			5a-androstane-3ß,17ß-diol 

			androst-4-ene-3a,17a-diol 

			androst-diol

			 androst-4-ene 

			androst-5-ene-androst-5-ene 

			androst-5-ene-androstenediol 

			androstenedione (androst-5-ene-3,17-dione) 

			epi-dihydrotestosterone 

			hydroxy-androstan-17-one 

			hydroxyl, 

			androstan-17-one 

			19-norandrosterone 

			19-noretiocholanolone 

			

			At this point I laid my pen down and stopped writing. 

			WADA gives detailed explanations which suggest that even if a certain substance isn’t on the ‘list’ it may be considered to be ‘on the list’ if it closely resembles something which is on the list. At least I think that’s what the paragraph below is explaining... I think... 

			Where an anabolic androgenic steroid is capable of being produced endogenously, a Sample will be deemed to contain such Prohibited Substance and an Adverse Analytical Finding will be reported where the concentration of such Prohibited Substance or its metabolites or markers and/or any other relevant ratio(s) in the Athlete’s Sample so deviates from the range of values normally found in humans that it is unlikely to be consistent with normal endogenous production. A Sample shall not be deemed to contain a Prohibited Substance in any such case where an Athlete proves that the concentration of the Prohibited Substance or its metabolites or markers and/or the relevant ratio(s) in the Athlete’s Sample is attributable to a physiological or pathological condition. 

			In all cases, and at any concentration, the Athlete’s Sample will be deemed to contain a Prohibited Substance and the laboratory will report an Adverse Analytical Finding if, based on any reliable analytical method (e.g. IRMS), the laboratory can show that the Prohibited Substance is of exogenous origin. In such case, no further investigation is necessary. 

			When a value does not so deviate from the range of values normally found in humans and any reliable analytical method (e.g. IRMS) has not determined the exogenous origin of the substance, but if there are indications, such as a comparison to endogenous reference steroid profiles, of a possible Use of a Prohibited Substance, or when a laboratory has reported a T/E ratio greater than four (4) to one (1) and any reliable analytical method (e.g. IRMS) has not determined the exogenous origin of the substance, further investigation shall be conducted by the relevant Anti-Doping Organization by reviewing the results of any previous test(s) or by conducting subsequent test(s). 

			When such further investigation is required the result shall be reported by the laboratory as atypical and not as adverse. If a laboratory reports, using an additional reliable analytical method (e.g. IRMS), that the Prohibited Substance is of exogenous origin, no further investigation is necessary, and the Sample will be deemed to contain such Prohibited Substance. When an additional reliable analytical method (e.g. IRMS) has not been applied, and the minimum of three previous test results are not available, a longitudinal profile of the Athlete shall be established by performing three no-advance notice tests in a period of three months by the relevant Anti-Doping Organization. The result that triggered this longitudinal study shall be reported as atypical. If the longitudinal profile of the Athlete established by the subsequent tests is not physiologically normal, the result shall then be reported as an Adverse Analytical Finding. 

			In extremely rare individual cases, boldenone of endogenous origin can be consistently found at very low nanograms per milliliter (ng/mL) levels in urine. When such a very low concentration of boldenone is reported by a laboratory and the application of any reliable analytical method (e.g. IRMS) has not determined the exogenous origin of the substance, further investigation may be conducted by subsequent test(s). 

			For 19-norandrosterone, an Adverse Analytical Finding reported by a laboratory is considered to be scientific and valid proof of exogenous origin of the Prohibited Substance. In such case, no further investigation is necessary. 

			Should an Athlete fail to cooperate in the investigations, the Athlete’s Sample shall be deemed to contain a prohibited Substance. 

			

			So that’s quite clear, isn’t it? 

			And as I scrolled onto page two even more substances on the banned list: 

			

			The following substances and their releasing factors are also prohibited: 

			

			Erythropoietin (EPO) 

			Growth Hormone (HGH), Insulin-like Growth Factors (e.g. IGF1) 

			Mechano Growth Factors (MGFs) 

			Gonadotrophins (e.g. LH, hCG), prohibited in males only 

			Insulins 

			Corticotrophins 

			

			and other substances with similar chemical structure or similar biological effect(s). 

			

			Look at that last line again. It comes up quite often. 

			

			All beta-2 agonists including their D and L-isomers are prohibited. 

			As an exception, formoterol, salbutamol, salmeterol and terbutaline when administered by inhalation, require an abbreviated Therapeutic Use Exemption. 

			

			The following classes of HORMONE ANTAGONISTS AND MODULATORS are prohibited: 

			

			Aromatase inhibitors including, but not limited to: 

			Anastrozole

			letrozole 

			aminoglutethimide

			exemestane 

			Formestane 

			testolactone 

			Selective estrogen receptor modulators (SERMs) including, but 

			not limited to: 

			Raloxifene

			Tamoxifen

			toremifene 

			Other anti-estrogenic substances including, but not limited to:

			Clomiphene

			Cyclofenil 

			fulvestrant 

			Agents modifying myostatin function(s) including but not limited to: 

			myostatin inhibitors 

			Masking agents are prohibited. They include: 

			Diuretics* 

			Epitestosterone 

			Probenecid 

			alpha-reductase inhibitors (e.g. finasteride, dutasteride) 

			plasma expanders (e.g. albumin, dextran, hydroxyethyl starch) and other substances with similar biological effect(s) 

			*Diuretics include: 

			Acetazolamide 

			amiloride 

			bumetanide 

			canrenone 

			chlorthalidone 

			etacrynic acid 

			furosemide 

			indapamide 

			metolazone 

			spironolactone 

			thiazides (e.g. bendroflumethiazide, chlorothiazide, hydrochlorothiazide),triamterene, and other substances with a similar chemical structure or similar biological effect(s) (except for drosperinone, which is not prohibited). 

			

			S6. STIMULANTS 

			All stimulants (including both their (D- & L-) optical isomers where relevant) are prohibited, except imidazole derivatives for topical use. 

			Stimulants include: 

			Adrafinil 

			adrenaline 

			amfepramone 

			amiphenazole 

			amphetamine 

			amphetaminil 

			benzphetamine 

			benzylpiperazine 

			bromantan 

			cathine 

			clobenzorex 

			cocaine 

			cropropamide 

			crotetamide 

			cyclazodone 

			dimethylamphetamine 

			ephedrine 

			etamivan 

			etilamphetamine 

			etilefrine 

			famprofazone

			fenbutrazate 

			fencamfamin 

			fencamine 

			fenetylline 

			fenfluramine

			fenproporex 

			furfenorex 

			heptaminol 

			isometheptene 

			levmethamfetamine 

			meclofenoxate 

			mefenorex 

			mephentermine 

			mesocarb 

			methamphetamine (D-) 

			methylenedioxyamphetamine 

			methylenedioxymethamphetamine 

			p-methylamphetamine 

			methylephedrine 

			methylphenidate 

			modafinil 

			nikethamide 

			norfenefrine 

			norfenfluramine 

			octopamine 

			ortetamine 

			oxilofrine 

			parahydroxyamphetamine

			pemoline 

			pentetrazol 

			phendimetrazine 

			phenmetrazine 

			phenpromethamine 

			phentermine 

			4-phenylpiracetam (carphedon) 

			Prolintane 

			Propylhexedrine 

			Selegiline 

			Sibutramine 

			Strychnine

			tuaminoheptane and other substances with a similar chemical structure or similar biological effect(s). 

			

			The following narcotics are prohibited: 

			

			Buprenorphine 

			Dextromoramide 

			diamorphine (heroin) 

			fentanyl and its derivatives 

			hydromorphone 

			methadone morphine 

			oxycodone 

			oxymorphone 

			pentazocine 

			pethidine 

			Cannabinoids (e.g. hashish, marijuana) are also prohibited. 

			

			I threw my pen in the bin. 

			Just to make things even more complicated WADA then goes on to explain that in certain sports such as Billiards, Bobsleigh, Boules, Bridge, Curling, Gymnastics and Motorcycling beta blockers are also prohibited. The beta blockers include: 

			

			Acebutolol 

			Alprenolol 

			Atenolol 

			Betaxolol 

			Bisoprolol 

			Bunolol 

			Carteolol 

			Carvedilol 

			Celiprolol 

			Esmolol 

			Labetalol 

			Levobunolol 

			Metipranolol 

			Metoprolol 

			Nadolol 

			Oxprenolol 

			pindolol 

			propranolol 

			sotalol 

			timolol 

			All inhaled Beta-2 Agonists, except salbutamol (free plus glucuronide) greater than 1000 ng/mL and clenbuterol (listed under S1.2: Other Anabolic Agents) 

			Alpha-reductase inhibitors 

			probenecid 

			Cathine 

			cropropamide 

			crotetamide 

			ephedrine 

			etamivan 

			famprofazone 

			heptaminol 

			isometheptene 

			levmethamfetamine 

			meclofenoxate 

			p-methylamphetamine 

			methylephedrine 

			nikethamide 

			norfenefrine 

			octopamine 

			ortetamine 

			oxilofrine 

			phenpromethamine 

			propylhexedrine 

			selegiline 

			sibutramine 

			tuaminoheptane

			and any other stimulant not expressly listed under section S6 for which the Athlete establishes that it fulfils the conditions described in section S6; 

			Cannabinoids 

			All Glucocorticosteroids 

			Alcohol 

			All Beta Blockers 

			

			I closed the internet connection feeling dismayed and annoyed. The banned list isn’t a banned list, it’s a bloody farce. Even if by some miracle an athlete could remember all of the ingredients on the list and manage to steer clear of them all, they could still fall foul of WADA and the authorities because of the warnings that appear time and time again interspersing the list. Statements such as including, but not limited to... 

			And other substances with a similar chemical structure or similar biological effect(s). 

			It was at that point that I realised just how difficult it is to steer a straight course through an athletics career and wondered just how many ‘clean’ athletes have been labelled a cheat because they have unwittingly and/or accidentally taken a substance that appears on the banned list, or worse, been accused of taking something which is not on the banned list but may have a similar chemical make-up to something that is! 

			The banned list is never talked about in the UK as I firmly believe the vast majority of UK athletes do not ever consider taking anything remotely illegal. But then again, how would they know? How is it possible to carry around a list with nearly three hundred named substances that are said to be illegal? How practical is it to pull out the banned list in a supermarket and check it against the ingredients on everything you put into your trolley? And even if they do, what about the WADA warning that states even if something is NOT on the list it will be deemed to be on the list if it resembles something that is on the list? How is an athlete supposed to know if the experts and chemists and pharmacologists don’t even know? In a recent conversation with a famous athlete he said an athlete these days needs to be a bloody chemist too! 

			I printed the list off. It ran to nearly eight pages. I went over it three times and found no reference at all to THG. Victor was right: it wasn’t on the banned list. 

			As I picked the telephone up and dialled Victor’s number I reassured myself that the gremlin was right. In my own mind I wasn’t cheating; I was getting even. I felt it had been the other athletes cheating me. But more than that I was annoyed with the authorities and their ‘banned list’ that no one could ever hope to keep to. I screwed up the eight pages of A4 paper and threw them into a bin. A useless, worthless waste of part of a rainforest. 

			“Victor. It’s Dwain.” 

			Victor exchanged some pleasantries and rambled on a bit about the weather and his busy day ahead. I didn’t take much notice. 

			“Victor... I’m ready to go onto your programme.” 

			As I replaced the receiver I felt as if a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I’d lived with making this decision for nearly three weeks. Every night it was the last thing on my mind as I went to sleep and it was with me first thing every morning as I woke up. 

			But now that I had made the decision, strangely I felt relaxed. I was also looking forward to seeing just how good I really was at my chosen career as a sprinter now that I would be competing evenly. At this point I can hear my critics screaming at me, telling me I’m wrong, that the sprinting world is predominantly clean, that the fastest men on the planet can compete without resorting to injections and creams. If they want to believe that, fair enough. However I’m a realist; at the time I was a realist and everyone in America was telling me I was the only top sprinter in the world not playing the system. The subsequent positive tests of the likes of Ben Johnson and Tim Montgomery and Justin Gatlin make me think that those voices were telling the truth. And yet, as comfortable as I was with my decision at the time, I couldn’t help remembering that WADA warning that appeared again and again. 

			I now realise how wrong that decision was way back in January 2002. The drug I was about to pump into my system wasn’t on the banned list and I took comfort from that and it helped sway my decision. I want to do my bit for the sport and stop other young men and women like me from making the same mistake. I want to tell them that drugs are not the answer but the athletics authorities must get real and not bury their heads in the sand. The WADA banned list is a joke as I’m sure I have demonstrated in this chapter. 

			Athletes will always be tempted to cheat especially if drugs are not on a list that the authorities and WADA have compiled. It was a combination of that and the fact that I firmly believed that I was the only sprinter in the world not cheating. You may think that’s a rather dramatic statement but, believe me, at the time that is exactly how I was feeling. Imagine going into a school exam with twenty-nine classmates and just before you are asked to pick up your pen and get on with the exam, the teacher comes in with a sheet of paper and announces that she has the answers to the questions on your examination paper. She then places the sheet of paper on her desk and invites anyone who wants to, to take a look at the answers. She then leaves the room. 

			Imagine... she has invited the class to look at the answers. How many of you reading this would be tempted to get off their chairs and take a sneaky look. Two or three perhaps... maybe more? 

			Those that wouldn’t look, hats off to you and your moral standing. However, let’s take it a step further. Let’s imagine you are sitting there and you have opened the paper and have begun looking at the questions. Oh dear... there are some toughies in there. You look up and one by one your classmates begin to wander to the front of the class. Shock horror, they are reading the answers, they are cheating! And you watch as every one of your classmates, one by one, take it in turns to look at the answers to the questions. They return to their seats with huge smiles on their faces. 

			You are now sitting there knowing full well that your classmates will get better grades than you unless you join them and take a sneaky peek at those answers. Everyone has cheated; you simply need to get even. 

			The teacher is still out of the classroom. How many people put in that situation would still turn around and say, “I wouldn’t take a look.” 

			Rightly or wrongly, that was the way I was feeling at the end of my third week in America. 

			Victor came round to my apartment later that evening. Thankfully Jonathan had taken off downtown. Victor took me through the programme and showed me how to take THG. He placed drops under my tongue explaining this was the easiest and quickest way to get the drug into the bloodstream. He also made me apply a lotion or a cream to the forearms. He gave me a diary of when and when not to take it. He gave me the programme for February and March. 

			I was to take the designer steroid Tetrahydrogestrinone (THG) in the form of a liquid and by cream. Once undetectable, this is the designer steroid, nicknamed ‘The Clear’, that I tested positive for in 2003. It is worth remembering that this drug was not on the banned list when I was taking it. 

			I was tempted into the use of THG as it improves the body’s capacity to train and compete at the highest level by reducing fatigue associated with training and the time required to recover after physical exertion. Quite simply it is a recovery agent. It allows the athlete to train harder and longer. It is also associated with reducing recovery time following injuries. 
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			Possible side effects of THG use include jaundice and liver damage, acne, heart problems, depression, paranoia and aggression. I confess my limited use of THG did not cause me any of these problems but I do admit looking back that I did sometimes suffer from uncontrollable and quite frightening mood swings. 

			Effects specific to males include the development of breast tissue, infertility and baldness. What! Nobody mentioned that to me. Again thankfully, to the best of my knowledge, my limited time on THG has not affected my fertility, nor am I going bald or growing man breasts. I wish to remind you, the reader, again that THG was the first drug I took. I took the road to hell in convincing myself that this drug would simply make me or allow me to train harder. 

			Victor was quick to point out that THG would not benefit me unless I stepped up my weight sessions in the gym. Time and time again he said that THG was simply a recovery agent allowing me to train harder and for longer. As you would expect this was music to my ears. I was thinking, perhaps reassuring myself, that it wasn’t really cheating in the real sense of the word and of course it wasn’t on the banned list. As you can see it was all very straightforward stuff, methodically planned and detailed in writing. 

			Victor gave me enough supplies of THG to last until I came back to America on my next pre-arranged trip at the end of February 2002. He also gave me an idea of the cost of a year’s programme. Expensive at nearly $30,000. It wasn’t a problem. I was earning big money at the time. I had a few more training sessions with Remi prior to leaving for home. I took THG from the middle of January until I left for England. I expected to feel a little different and was perhaps a little disappointed that I felt exactly the same as I did before. The only physical difference was that I’d begun to experience the first signs of stomach cramp each evening. It was fairly mild at first and Victor had warned me that this was an unfortunate side effect. Over the coming months they would get a lot worse. 

			I was in the check-in section of Miami International Airport when I noticed that a young couple in front of me were having their entire hand luggage searched with a fine tooth comb. Shit! What if they search my bag? I had enough drugs in my bag to kill an elephant and the awful truth dawned on me at that moment in time that I didn’t have a clue whether they were legal or not. Here I was sitting in an airport lounge about to board a flight to the UK with a shed load of drugs in my suitcase. Nervous? You bet I was nervous. Nervous and terrified. I think Jonathan noticed it too, asking me several times if I was okay. I gave him some bullshit excuse about my fear of flying and he seemed to accept my explanation. We stood almost silently as we got nearer and nearer to the British Airways check-in desk. I had tubes of The Clear and The Cream as well has a few bottles of EPO and HGH which were encased in ice packs as they needed to be kept cool. I had all of these items in my luggage that was about to go into the hold and a couple of tubes in my hand luggage. They were labelled up ‘flaxseed oil and joint cream’. I had been told by Victor that if I was ever asked about the tubes this was to be my explanation. What the fuck was flaxseed oil, I thought to myself and how on earth am I going to give a detailed plausible explanation if asked what it was used for. 

			America after 9/11 is one of the most security conscious places in the world to fly in and out of. The thoughts were flying around my head: drug dealer, terrorist. Victor’s words reverberated around my head. The drug is untraceable. What did that actually mean? I wondered whether THG had been invented by BALCO and could not be identified by the airport authorities. Perhaps they had some sort of machine that detected all the harmless stuff and at the same time flagged up a warning when the dodgy or unknown stuff went through the system. I was now thinking jail and was convinced the eagle-eyed officials would spot the nervous man sweating profusely and trembling visibly. How do they do it? I thought to myself, how do the drug dealers and mules and carriers walk through these airport terminals like they do? How can anyone climb aboard a plane with a bomb in their shoe without showing any signs of distress? It beats the hell out of me because here I was showing the distress signs over a drug that I didn’t know was illegal or otherwise. For all I knew it could have been purchased quite legally over the counter of any pharmacy in America. But that was it... I didn’t know. Surely Victor would have advised me not to carry it on an aeroplane if it was classified as illegal. 

			“Good day, sir.” 

			The pretty girl in a smart uniform brought me back to the present. 

			She rambled on I heard very little until.... 

			“Could anyone have given you anything to carry in your bags?” 

			Oh fuck. 

			“Well, sir?” 

			Yes, I wanted to reply, it was Conte, Victor Conte, he made me do it. I’m innocent, can’t you see, I’m innocent, I don’t want to go to jail. 

			Instead I just shook my head and grinned like the idiot that I was. 

			More toothy whiter than white all American smiles. “And could anyone have interfered with your bags, sir?” 

			“No.” 

			“Thank you, sir, have a nice day.” 

			I was in the clear; I convinced myself I had been as cool as a cucumber. Nothing to worry about, Dwain, you’re being stupid. 

			My persona changed as soon as I reached the hand luggage inspection team and my leather flight bag disappeared into the airport X-ray machine. My watch, belt, mobile phone and loose change were dropped into a white plastic tray and I was directed to the electronic arch metal scanner. Two burly American cops armed with sub-machine guns eyed me cautiously as the airport security guard beckoned me forward and frisked me. I looked to my left and noticed my flight bag passing through the rubber flaps and onto a conveyor belt. The two officials monitoring the screen were talking. Were they talking about my bag? Was I imagining it? One of them stood, he nodded at a different official standing outside a small cubicle twenty-five yards from the security scanning machine just as the security area led out into the duty-free shopping mall. I picked up my bag and Jonathan said something. It didn’t register. I needed to get past that man standing outside that cubicle. 

			I tried to look confident as we approached him. I talked to Jonathan, made a comment about getting a beer. 

			“You don’t drink beer,” he said. 

			The strap of my flight bag felt wet and clammy. The man took a step forward. 

			“Could I have a word, sir?” 

			I looked around. The two cops had followed, no one else was in the vicinity; he was talking to me. 

			“Sure,” I said with a false smile. “What about?” 

			He didn’t answer my question. Jonathan looked puzzled. I shrugged my shoulders as if to say this won’t take a minute. The official asked me to take a step inside his room and I made my way through the door he was holding open for me. I smiled, he didn’t. This was it, I was heading for the slammer. 

			We were joined by another official and he took my bag from me. He knew exactly what he was looking for as he reached inside for the tubes of THG. He fingered them and then scrutinised the BALCO labels. 

			“Would you care to tell me what this is?” 

			“Flaxseed oil,” I replied. 

			“And what’s it used for?” 

			“It’s a muscle rub... I’m an athlete, it aids recovery.” 

			“We know who you are, Mr Chambers,” the other official replied. It unnerved me and if those officials had asked me one or two more questions I would have cracked and blurted out everything I knew right there and then. I’m the world’s worst liar, they knew it and I knew it and any official with two weeks’ experience sitting in front of me there and then knew that I was lying. They knew from my reactions, my stuttering and my nervousness not to mention my sweat-drenched brow in the perfect air-conditioned building known as Miami International Airport. 

			“It must be good,” the other one countered. “You have enough of it on you.” 

			I nodded my head and grinned at him. Any minute now the cops would burst in. 

			Only they didn’t. 

			The older more experienced gentleman handed me back the tube and bid me farewell; told me it was just a routine enquiry. I have my own theory on what happened that day at Miami International Airport. I figured that because Trevor Graham had already sent in the anonymous sample to the authorities that a full investigation was already underway. The police, FBI or whoever it was who were heading the inquiry needed more time to conclude their investigation. To drag me into the mire there and then would have meant that the cat would have been let out of the bag. They would get me soon enough; they would already have the information that I was flying back into the United States at the end of February. They would let me go for now. They would give me enough rope to hang myself. 

			I left the cubicle and met up with Jonathan and cursed myself for being so stupid and paranoid. Of course it was just routine. I had just been one of the one in ten, unlucky enough to be pulled in. The flaxseed oil explanation had worked a treat. I began to feel that Victor had thought of everything. No way was I going to get caught. 

			I was invincible. 
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