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            I dedicate this book to my late grandad and grandma, Lall Khan and Iqbal Begum, who made everything possible; and to my mum,
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         by Barry McGuigan

      

      I've seen a lot of young boxers in my day. In the past fifteen years working full time as a TV commentator for Sky and ITV,
            I've seen every hot prospect to emerge on both sides of the Atlantic. Amir Khan is as good as any I've witnessed, as good
            as Floyd Mayweather jnr, as good as Oscar De La Hoya. I don't say that lightly. I don't want to make Amir's job harder than
            it already is by damning him with faint praise, especially these days when the transition from amateur to pro is as hard as
            it has ever been. More and more the amateur and professional codes are becoming almost separate disciplines. Sure, they take
            place in a ring and the boxers wear shorts, but that's about the only similarity in the twenty-first century. Not so long
            ago an Olympic medal was almost a guarantee of success as a pro. Floyd Patterson, Muhammad Ali, Joe Frazier, Sugar Ray Leonard,
            Lennox Lewis all went on to win world titles. Nowadays most major amateur crowns are won by tall, rangy boxers, often southpaws.
            That's no accident. The amateur code, with its head guards, bigger, cushioned gloves, shorter rounds and questionable scoring
            system, promotes a kind of in-and-out technique. You tap and go. Boxers become almost institutionalised, making the crossover
            to fighting for three minutes a round on the inside within punching distance wearing smaller gloves harder than ever to make.
            Witness the struggle that Audley Harrison has endured. Amir is exceptional. I won Commonwealth gold at seventeen. That was
            hard enough. To challenge one of the greatest amateur boxers of all time, a Cuban double Olympic gold medallist, and push
            him all the way in an Olympic final defied belief. To then come back from that and beat Mario Kindelan in what turned out
            to be the last amateur bout for both demonstrated the vast depth of Amir's talent.
         

      To get on in this game you need many qualities. Uppermost is attitude. Without the right approach a boxer cannot hope to sustain
            the kind of commitment required to train hard and prepare properly for fights in a long career. They call boxing the truth
            game. If there are any weaknesses or corners cut, it finds you out in the end. Amir's attitude is first class. He loves to
            fight, and he listens. Six months into his pro career I went up to Manchester to film a session with Amir at Oliver Harrison's
            gym in Salford. We did some pad work, hit the speed ball, the usual stuff, then when the cameras had gone, we sat on the ring
            apron and had a chat. There were only a few people in the gym: me, Amir, Oliver and Steve Foster jnr. We talked boxing. You
            would not have known Amir was there. He never said a word. As an amateur, he had achieved more than any of us. Here, he was
            just soaking up everything, tucking it away to measure against his own experience down the road.
         

      There are no guarantees in sport. But if any fighter has a chance it is Amir, in my opinion the most important British boxer
            to emerge in a generation. He has all the attributes required to scale the highest peaks as a pro, just as he did as an amateur,
            to go on to achieve his ambition of a world title. But his appeal is broader than sport. He has universal appeal, crossing
            over so many boundaries, whether it be race, religion or creed. The present political climate, at home and abroad, has placed
            Amir, a boy from Bolton, in a delicate position. Yet he does honour to his Pakistani roots and his Muslim faith while at the
            same time being as British as any in this sceptred isle. I know a little about upheaval in times of political turbulence.
            I had to fight during one of the most troubled times in Irish history. As an Irish Catholic from a town in the Republic I
            fought for the British title. I married a Protestant at a time when people were losing their lives as a result of their religious
            orientation, just as they are now in Amir's era. It wasn't my fault. It's not Amir's. He has handled the situation with honesty,
            integrity and sincerity, displaying a measure of maturity way beyond his years. He did not acquire those qualities overnight.
            Like me, he grew up in a loving family, among genuine people. The result is a humble boy devoid of artifice. He has every
            reason to shout from the rooftops, yet he remains free of arrogance. His humility is refreshing in the age of the sporting
            megastar. This is what makes Amir so special.
         

      The temptations are many for today's sporting heroes. You need to stay true to yourself. That takes discipline, hard work
            and character, qualities that Amir has in abundance.
         

      Think about all those eight-, nine-, ten-year-olds who watched Amir win the silver medal in Athens. They were already connected
            to him when he switched codes to join the professional ranks. He will be part of their lives for ever as a consequence of
            that remarkable Olympic odyssey. As a paid-up member of the boxing community, I'm honoured to say that Amir Khan will for
            ever be a part of my life too.
         

      

      Barry McGuigan
Faversham, Kent
August 2006

    

  
    
      
        
          Prologue
        

      

      I'm sitting on the sofa in the front room of the new house. The extension has just been finished. It's a bungalow so it gives
            us a bit more space. My chest is aching from the gym session in the morning. Oliver, my trainer, has introduced some strength
            work. He had me bench-pressing 40 kilos for fifty reps. And that was just the warm-up.
         

      I'm flicking through a car magazine. I like the look of the Mercedes CLR. My brother Haroon is watching the World Cup on TV
            with Taz, my uncle, and my dad. It's 15 June, England are playing Trinidad and Tobago. It's a rubbish match. Then Wayne Rooney
            starts walking up and down. He's about to make his World Cup debut seven weeks after breaking his foot. The papers have been
            talking about nothing else for weeks. It makes me smile. I am pleased for the lad. I've met him a couple of times. He seems
            like a nice guy. A couple of days earlier I was reading in one paper that I had been beaten as an amateur by Rooney's brother
            or cousin. I can't remember which. It wasn't true. I lost only nine times in the amateurs. I can remember the names of every
            opponent who beat me. There are none of the Rooney clan in that list. A lot of what is written about me in the papers isn't
            true. The sports stuff is fine, it's the other stuff that gets you, the girlfriends, the parties. I wish I had been out with
            half the girls I've been linked with. People can easily get the wrong impression. A friend of a friend's daughter asked him
            if I had a sister called Jemima. I'd been turned into the brother of Jemima Khan, the ex-wife of Imran. That's how mad it
            can get and one of the reasons I chose to write this book. People say I'm too young at nineteen to be writing an autobiography.
            They are absolutely right. This is not my autobiography. It is the first chapter in the story of my life.
         

      So much has happened to me in the two years since I qualified for the Olympic Games in Athens. My life has changed beyond
            belief. If newspapers and magazines think I'm worth writing about, I reckon that there must be people out there who want to
            know about the real me, what I'm like, where I'm from, who I am.
         

      In a way it's an ordinary story. Working-class lad from the North makes it big through sport. There are plenty of examples
            of kids like me who have done that. What makes my story unique is my background. I'm British, Bolton born and bred. But my
            ancestry is Asian, Pakistani. I'm a Muslim. That makes all the difference. There were no Asian lads boxing when I started.
            There aren't many now. I have never faced another Asian lad in the ring or appeared on the same bill with one. Personally
            it's not an issue. I have never felt victimised because of my background.
         

      And I have never fought for any cause other than my own. I'm not political. I'm not on a crusade. This story is about me,
            how I got started, what I had to do to get on, and eventually how I made it all the way to the Olympics just six years after
            my first amateur fight. But if one kid, whether from an Asian background or otherwise, picks up the gloves after reading my
            story, then I will have given something back, opened a door for someone else to step through. And that's not all. Since 9/11
            and the London bombings in July 2005, just a few days before my professional debut, the spotlight has been on Asian people
            everywhere. I spoke out against the bombings at the time. What those lads did shocked me. It had nothing to do with my faith
            as I understand it. I hope that after reading this book those who know little about the Muslim religion and what it means
            to follow the teachings of Islam in Britain will feel more comfortable with their Asian neighbours. It is a force for good
            not harm. But you would not know that judging by the coverage Muslims get in the media. It tends to be negative stuff. When
            it is about me it is almost always positive. That's very important for the Asian community in Bolton and the rest of the country.
         

      On the wall behind me is a picture of my grandad and grandma with their four kids not long after they arrived in England.
            My grandad, Lall Khan, came from a village called Matore, near Rawalpindi, in 1963 with nothing. His first job was planting
            potatoes in Bradford. He had no idea when he posed for that picture what he had started. You'll learn all about him in this
            book.
         

      Boxing has given me everything I have, the nice house, cars, holidays abroad. It has given me the chance to provide for my
            family in a way I could never have done otherwise. It has kept me off the streets, kept me from the kind of life that other
            lads like me live every day in Bolton. There are kids running about doing drugs, getting into trouble with the police, all
            sorts of stuff. I could have been one of them if my dad had not taken me to a boxing gym at eight years old.
         

      Coping with fame and fortune as a teenager after winning a silver medal in Athens is another part of the story that I wanted
            to tell. I've had some amazing experiences, been to places that are not normally open to teenagers from Bolton, never mind
            Asian kids. It's not all rosy. There are pitfalls too. It would be very easy to get carried away with the celebrity lifestyle.
            I have my family and friends to thank for keeping my feet on the ground. You'll meet them in these pages too.
         

      Crouch scores. Amazing! England look like a different team with Rooney on the pitch. Haroon goes mad. He's the footballer
            in the family. But like me he only has eyes for boxing. We have got high hopes for him. I hope he gets the chance to shine
            as I did. A year into my pro career, I realise how privileged I am. I'm getting paid for my hobby, doing what I love. That
            only happens to the odd few. I have travelled a long way. I never imagined it would feel this good to be a pro boxer. I've
            had seven fights.
         

      Seven tough fights. I have improved with everyone. After my first fight I was rated 400-plus in the world. Twelve months on
            I've shot up to fifty-nine. As I look forward I feel that I'm at the start of an exciting new chapter in my life. British
            titles, European titles and hopefully world titles lie ahead. Maybe a year from now I'll be sat on the same sofa wearing my
            first championship belt.
         

      Steven Gerrard makes it 2-0. Taz points to the England shirt that I'm wearing. It was given to me the day before at a press
            conference in Cardiff to announce amongst other fights my eighth bout as a professional, against Colin Bain. He's a Scottish
            lad. I don't know much about him. Come fight night I'll know every punch in his armoury. The shirt has got my initials on
            the shoulder in gold, a good colour. You'll have to wear that every time England play from now on. It must be a lucky shirt,
            Taz said. I remembered what my teacher Graham always used to tell the students at Bolton Community College: you make your
            own luck.
         

      On the flight back from Cardiff - yes, we fly everywhere if we can, it saves so much time - the seating got a bit mixed up.
            The hostess told us to sit anywhere and if people needed to change seats we could do that in the air. An older couple got
            on. The woman wasn't best pleased to be in a different seat from that indicated on her ticket. My dad apologised. As she was
            sitting down she noticed me sitting next to my dad. Here, I know you, she said. You're that boxer, aren't you? You're Amir
            Khan and you are sitting in my seat. Before you get off I want your autograph for my grandson. No problem. I signed my boarding
            card and gave that to her. She was buzzing. That's how it's been since the Olympics. People of all ages, backgrounds and colour
            have connected with me. I must be doing something right.
         

      On the way back to Bolton from Manchester airport I got a text from a mate telling me about a story on the boxing website
            Seconds Out. I know the bloke who writes most of the stuff, Clive Bernath. Nice guy. Seconds Out received a letter from a
            young boxer called Michael Grant, the lad I might have fought in the 2005 ABA (Amateur Boxing Association) finals if I hadn't
            withdrawn in a dispute over tickets. Michael was putting it about that the real reason I pulled out of the competition was
            because I didn't want to fight him, I was scared to face him. Yeah, right.
         

      This is what he wrote in his letter:

      I hereby state that as soon as I win my first title, and I shall be going down the road of legitimate titles, not jumping
            on the alphabet bandwagon of 'snide' titles, I will offer Khan the first voluntary defence. Perhaps if he should win a title
            he could do the same. I would be happy to box Khan. Khan holds no worries for me. I think he is less effective since he turned
            pro and he is not a thinking fighter.
         

      
        Everyone is entitled to an opinion. Most people wait to be asked for theirs. The truth is almost a year to the day that I
               turned professional a boxer used my name to get publicity for himself. I'm surprised it took Michael so long. He must have
               hired Don King. He said his letter was a response to a piece about me in the trade paper Boxing News. In it I was supposedly quoted saying that Michael wasn't up to much. Very convenient. I'll get to Michael in good time. When
               it suits me, not him.
            

      

      I've never been frightened of anybody in my life, never run away from a fight. I've been in the ring with Mario Kindelan,
            one of the greatest amateur boxers of all time. I won Olympic silver at seventeen, sometimes fighting against men almost twice
            my age. I have earned respect the hard way. Next time you write a letter, Michael, send it to me. There is too much disrespect
            shown between fighters in the professional game. You don't see much of that in the amateurs. It's better for it. Boxing is
            a sport after all.
         

      The final whistle blows. The score is 2-0 to England. Cheers all round. As the players leave the pitch the doorbell goes.
            It's the physio. Another session in the torture chamber coming up. It's a price I'm happy to pay. Let's get on with it. Places
            to go . . .
         

    

  
    
      
        
          1
        

      

      
         Round 1

      

      I couldn't tell you what makes the ideal fighter. All I know is that I've had fighting spirit in me for as long as I can remember.
            I never let anyone get away with anything. If anybody did anything to me they got it back, no messing. I was always in trouble.
            Not serious stuff, just running around, fighting with my cousins, getting told off. I was a handful as a kid, high-spirited,
            that's all. Everything changed when I started boxing. I channelled all my energies into that. I loved everything about it,
            the training, the pads, the bags and, best of all, the fighting. Before that all my energies went into mischief. Eight years
            of mischief.
         

      Perhaps I was just making the most of a life that was almost over before it started. A couple of weeks after I was born, I
            was back in hospital with some sort of chest infection. At first they thought it was pneumonia. I was wrapped in tin foil,
            a special blanket to keep my temperature constant. My uncle Taz reckoned I looked like a chicken. I had a serious condition.
            My parents thought I wouldn't make it. I was tiny, stuck in an incubator in intensive care with tubes and needles keeping
            me alive. Maybe that has something to do with the way I turned out. Though I recovered well enough the family always felt
            a certain way towards me, giving me everything I wanted, spoiling me, I suppose, particularly my gran, Iqbal Begum. I thought
            I could do whatever I wanted, when I wanted, that sort of attitude.
         

      My parents were very strong on learning right from wrong. The thing was, I only paid attention when it suited me. My sisters
            Tabinda and Mariyah, and my brother Haroon are a lot calmer than me. More chilled. Most of the time they did as they were
            told. I was a bit more headstrong. We are a very close family.
         

      Like a lot of immigrants from Pakistan my grandad, Lall Khan, came to England to make a better life. He came to Bolton on
            his own and set about earning enough money to pay for my grandmother to come over with their children. My dad, Shah, was nine
            years old when he arrived. At first they settled into the Pakistani community in Church Street. That was normal. But as soon
            as they could afford it, the family moved to another area where the neighbours were all English. My grandad taught his kids
            to respect everyone no matter what colour they were, or what religion they belonged to. He knew that to get on his children
            would have to settle into the English way of life quickly. It worked. If you speak to my dad now he can hardly remember anything
            of his childhood in Pakistan.
         

      I grew up thinking everybody was the same. I didn't notice the colour of my skin. I did not think we were different or unusual.
            I was just Amir, running in and out of neighbours' houses like any other kid. That's how it has always been with me. Obviously
            I know about racism. But it has never been a problem for me or my family. I see myself as a Lancashire lad from Bolton, not
            as an outsider. So do my dad, my uncles, my aunts, my cousins. My dad had a car repair garage, then a breakers' yard, my uncle
            Shahid, known to family and friends as Terry, is a policeman, Uncle Tahir, known as Taz, an IT expert. Normal stuff. I'm proud
            of my Pakistani heritage. We all are. But I'm British.
         

      Having survived the infection that left me hospitalised, one of my earliest memories is being hit by a car, a white Volvo.
            I'll never forget that car. We were at a wedding. All my cousins were messing about outside. Sajid, who plays cricket for
            Lancashire and England, and his brother, Rakeb. They legged it across the road into a park. I was about four years old. I
            didn't bother looking. I ran after them, like kids do. The next thing I knew I was on the floor. It felt like the Volvo had
            run over my leg. The flesh was just hanging there. The poor driver was in shock. He never had a chance. I was rushed to hospital.
            They sent me home the same day. Though they said I would be OK, there were some concerns that the leg might end up shorter
            than the other. I had to keep doing stretching exercises to make sure it healed properly. That was so painful. Everybody came
            around to the house, fussing over me, especially my gran. It was great. I made the most of it as usual.
         

      Another time I threw my sister Tabinda's bike down a small ramp about 20 metres long. I don't know why I did it. Maybe I was
            trying to see how far it would go without anybody riding it. It ran out into the road on a blind bend. A car crashed into
            it. That meant more trouble. Not from the driver. He couldn't catch me. I legged it. But Mum and Dad weren't impressed. I
            must have been about six. They grounded me. That used to kill me. I was never in the house as a kid. To be stuck inside when
            all my mates and cousins were playing outside was torture to me.
         

      They thought it would teach me a lesson. It never did. It just moved the trouble inside. When my uncle Taz wasn't looking
            I used to drink his orange juice then fill the container with tap water. I remember him telling my mum not to buy it again
            because it was really weak. That cracked me up. He didn't know. It was only when my mum caught me red-handed that he found
            out.
         

      I didn't do things by the rules because I didn't recognise them. Or didn't want to. I had no idea about fear. I wasn't scared
            of anything. When I was five I climbed on top of the house. First I climbed on to a wall, then up the drainpipe. There I was,
            sitting on the roof. I could climb anything. I think I must have been the first base jumper in Bolton. My gran would be stood
            at the bottom telling me to get down. I loved it. I stayed up there for ages until she said she would tell my dad when he
            came home. I knew what that meant. No playing out. That scared me more than anything. I was down like a shot.
         

      That fearless streak serves me well in boxing, but it was a nuisance for others, particularly my teachers. My parents had
            to move me out of one nursery school because the teachers couldn't handle me any more. They had had enough. Once I ate a piece
            of cake that was on the teacher's desk. I saw it sitting there for ages. I fancied it so I just went up and grabbed it for
            myself. My view was that the teacher shouldn't have left it there. But it wasn't her view and she told my mum that when she
            came to pick me up. I was a hyper-active kid, an absolute nightmare for the teachers. They got so fed up at one point that
            they said I could only stay at the school if a parent or guardian stayed too. My gran got the job. Being my gran she saw only
            the good in me. She told my parents that I was a good boy, it was all the fault of the other kids. There was an incident over
            a bike. According to Gran it wasn't my fault. I was sitting on the bike nicely, then some other kids would come over and take
            it off me. It happened again. Gran told me if it happened once more not to let them have it. That was the green light for
            me. When they tried to get the bike a third time I went mad. The teacher came over with a look on her face that said, told
            you so. My gran told the teacher that she didn't think I was to blame. I think the teacher tried to point out that if Gran
            wasn't there, I wouldn't have wasted any time seeking retribution. And it was never my fault. That was more or less the end
            of my days at Brownlow Fold. I changed schools shortly after that.
         

      I started to get a reputation as a tough kid. No one messed with me. I never let anyone bully me. If they tried to take advantage
            they would get it. I used to get in fights all the time. A lot of kids did. It was normally with older brothers who would
            come around to try to sort me out. I might have got into some kind of scuffle with a lad my age and the next thing his brother
            or cousin would turn up. I didn't care what size they were. It was all the same to me. They'd get an early version of the
            right hand over the top. It was never nasty. I never started things. I just couldn't walk away. I had to fight my corner.
            Whenever the phone rang at home and I wasn't in, my dad just reached for his coat and car keys, ready to come and rescue me
            from one scrape or another. Then one day, out of the blue, my dad came home from work and asked if I would like to go to a
            boxing gym.
         

      Looking back, it was an obvious step. Parents worry about their kids. My mum and dad were obviously concerned about me. They
            needed to channel my energy in a positive way. It must have been frustrating for them. Basically I was a good kid. I had good
            values. I knew the difference between right and wrong. But I was getting a reputation. It was probably the best decision my
            dad has ever made, or will ever make. It changed the course of my life, of all our lives.
         

      We had no idea how things would turn out. I was only eight years old. I wasn't sure about it at first. And there was serious
            opposition from my mum and Gran. They did not want me to get bashed up. They had visions of me coming home with a broken nose,
            all beat up. My dad, my uncles, they all lied. They said they used to do it when they were kids. I'd love it, they said. It
            sparked my competitive instinct. I thought that if they had done it, so would I, only I'd be better. So off we went to Halliwell
            Boxing Club in Bolton. From the moment I walked through the doors I never threw another punch in the street. My tearaway days
            were over.
         

      I can remember that first time as if it were yesterday. It was in the basement of an old factory. You walked down some narrow
            steps that turned to the left halfway down. It was dark and dusty, full of old leather bags tied up with chains. These days
            the bags are secured with proper leather straps. The ring was disgusting. The canvas had blood all over it. The gloves were
            all old. The place was a mess. And the smell, all stale and sweaty. It stank. I learned to love that smell. You could take
            me blindfold anywhere in the world and I could pick out a boxing gym at 100 paces. Soon as I get the scent, I feel at home.
         

      
        People were hitting the bags, sparring, shadow boxing in front of mirrors. The place was kicking. The man who ran it was called
               Tommy Battle, a great name for a boxing coach. He was my first. In the beginning I wondered why all these people were skipping.
               I thought that was girlie stuff. And why were they hitting bags? Why weren't they hitting each other? When I got into it I
               just wanted to be better than the lad next to me. I think I had a go at everything that first night, except sparring. I paid
               my 50p subs and went for it. The gloves were massive. They felt funny. Tommy tied them on with shoe laces. I loved it.
            

      

      At first I went twice a week. I would have gone every day if I could have done. I started to buy my own stuff, skipping rope,
            gloves. My first pair were white, really flash. I was the youngest there. But you would never have known it. The only thing
            they would not let me do was spar. I was too young. They kept me waiting at least a year before I got in the ring with another
            lad. Because I was the youngest and smallest, I was sparring with lads a lot heavier than me. I didn't care. I got hit but
            it didn't scare me. I just hit them back, sorted them out.
         

      The only thing that did throw me was my first sight of blood. I was sparring with this lad and I bust him up. Blood everywhere.
            It got me a bit worried. My first thought was that I might be in trouble. What have I done here? I shouldn't have hit him
            that hard. I used to hit people to the body, never the face. Oh no, his mum and dad might come to my house. I might get arrested.
            All these thoughts were rushing around my head. The coach came up, said well done. I thought, great, I can do it again. That
            was it. He gave me permission to hit somebody. At home I was always being told that it was wrong to hit people. In the gym
            I was being encouraged to do it. It was a bit confusing in the beginning. In my first few sparring sessions I was thinking
            should I hit this lad or not? I was scared to hit people in the face. When they did it to me, I responded instinctively. Drawing
            blood was a big turning point for me. Once that had happened the chains were off. I had no more second thoughts. I was on
            my way.
         

      It might seem hard to believe looking at me now, but I was chubby as a kid, short and fat. I used to sit there thinking I
            would never get a six-pack. Puppy fat, they called it. I was flat-footed, too. I never used to box people in the gym. I was
            a come forward slugger. I used to come out swinging, Tyson style. One day, Tommy Battle pulled me to one side. He put his
            thumbs under the heels of my boots and said, stand on them and you are dead. From that day on I stayed on my toes. Now I'm
            known for my footwork. People see that as one of my strengths. Back then, with my no. 1 haircut, I was more like a battering
            ram.
         

      
        I used to eat and sleep boxing. When I wasn't at the gym I would train at home, watch videos. The Rumble in the Jungle was my favourite. I'd watch anything. Boxing was new to me and I wanted to learn, to see how other fighters did it. Muhammad
               Ali was my favourite. Every time I went to the gym I was Ali, dancing, moving, hitting.
            

      

      After a year or so the Halliwell Boxing Club closed down. Tommy set up a new gym at Bolton Lads Club, a kind of after-school
            club for youngsters. I followed suit but they would not let me fight. They said I was too young. I was gutted. I started doing
            karate instead. You could kick there as well as punch. On the first day a girl punched me in the face. With her knuckles as
            well. I was stunned. I was also mad. I couldn't hit her back. She was a girl. I would never hit a girl. We moved along in
            a line to another partner. I battered him because of that punch. He was a tough lad as well, as good at karate as I was at
            boxing. People were amazed that I beat him up.
         

      I did not go back to a boxing gym for more than a year. We couldn't find one that would take me. They all said I was too young.
            I used to keep up the training at home, hitting the pads and stuff. Then when I was coming up to eleven, I went back to Bolton
            Lads Club. They would not take kids younger than eleven so my dad had a chat with Tommy Battle and he sorted it out for me
            to start training there.
         

      I had my first amateur fight three days after my eleventh birthday, December 1997. It was in Stoke-on-Trent. I went down with
            my dad and my uncles Taz and Terry. I was so excited when I came out of school. I was going to have my first fight as a boxer.
            We had no idea what to expect. We had never been to a competition before. We bought a camcorder to record the moment. All
            my early fights are now on video. Whenever somebody comes to the house for the first time, they have to sit through them.
            Taz filmed everything that moved. The camera was a big thing, nothing like the hand-held things we have today. A full VHS
            videotape would fit inside.
         

      It was a dinner show. We walked in and the place was full of skinheads drinking pints. I swear they all had tattoos. We were
            the only Asian family there. I was still a chubby thing then, short and fat. My opponent was massive. Mark Jones was his name,
            from a place called Atherstone. I'll never forget that name. I was warming up downstairs. My dad was a bit concerned at the
            size of him. Very tall he was compared to me. He'd had two or three fights already. I told Dad I was OK. I wasn't bothered
            at all. Most kids my age were taller than me then. One more wasn't going to make any difference. I had to wait for about an
            hour before I went on. I couldn't wait to get at him. I was wearing a yellow robe and vest from the Bolton Lads Club, and
            big blue gloves. There was a loud cheer when we got in the ring. The referee was called John Hart. He was dressed from head
            to toe in white. There was a bit of a wait until the judges had taken their seats. My dad was hovering in the corner. Taz
            was ready to go with the camera. Terry was smoking his head off in the background.
         

      I hit him with some sweet shots. You could hear it on the camera afterwards. It was like the air whooshing out of a bag every
            time I hit him. The crowd went wild. We were like a pair of windmills in there, arms flailing. I tried to remember the disciplines,
            jab and move. But in that first thirty seconds it was chaos, whack, whack, whack. There were only three ninety-second rounds.
            At the end of every round I was shattered. I was taking some shots, too. I never felt one. I have always been comfortable
            in punching range. That is one of the reasons that later on I was able to make the transition from amateur to pro. My coach
            that night was called Tony. At the end of the first round he told me I was doing well, to keep my hands up and keep moving.
            We both started to tire in the second round. I started off throwing a few haymakers. After that I calmed down a bit, tried
            to move properly, jab, right hand over the top in a blue blur. I got it right a couple of times. It felt like I was a proper
            fighter. I caught him again with a left and a right, backed him up a few times. By the third round Mark was struggling a bit.
            I was catching him with some good shots. I landed a great uppercut towards the end. Even then I had all the shots. It was
            over in no time. I won on points. Mark was gutted. When he took his gloves off I noticed that his hands were taped up. We
            hadn't thought to put tape on mine.
         

      Afterwards I was presented with a massive trophy to keep. Loads of people came up to my dad and uncles and said that they
            had a special boy there. It felt great, all these strangers telling me how good I was. I got a real buzz out of it. I thought,
            yeah, this is the sport for me. I was hooked. Six years after my amateur debut in Stoke-on-Trent I was fighting in Athens
            against Mario Kindelan for Olympic gold. It barely seems possible when you think about it. There was no thought of this thing
            going anywhere. I was just enjoying myself. My dad was happy that I'd found a hobby that I liked and that kept me out of trouble.
         

      Right from the start I had the support of my family. My dad and uncles came to all the fights. We were a real team. Without
            them there is no way I could have progressed. To get on you need to fight. There is no substitute for being in the ring. The
            shows were all over the country, midweek as well as weekends. Never once did I say no when the phone rang. Amir, do you fancy
            fighting tomorrow night? Where? Ipswich. No problem. We'd pile into the car, my uncle Taz carrying the massive camera, and
            off we would go.
         

      After that first fight everyone was really proud. My confidence soared. My second fight was in February 1998 in Rawtenstall.
            I had a huge following from Bolton. Everyone I knew came to that fight. My cousin Saj was there, my old mate Maj. It was packed.
            I was in the blue corner for that fight, blue vest and shorts. John Hart was the referee again. I was fighting a lad called
            Gary Hart, no relation. It was just as well. I battered the lad from the start. He was about a foot taller than me. I just
            laid into him. You could tell he didn't fancy it. In the corner Taz was screaming throw the uppercut all the time. I didn't
            hear a thing in the ring. It's funny when I watch them now. No wonder the camera was all over the place. Taz was in there
            swinging like me. I kept catching him with combinations. I even threw the double jab. In my second fight! I had this habit
            of tapping the gloves together before I threw a punch. The lad should have read it but he didn't. Tap, tap, boom! That was
            how the fight went. Tap, tap, boom! The head guard I was wearing was not AIBA (Association of International Amateur Boxing)
            approved. I wore it for ages until I was pulled in Liverpool and told to get a proper one. I didn't need it in that second
            fight. Again I got a huge trophy. I had to pose for Taz, who took his job as cameraman seriously.
         

      The third fight was the same. It was a month later at Kendall in the Lake District. I was in with a lad from Cleethorpes,
            Jack Morley. He was from a travelling family. I was all over him, backing him up in the corner. The referee told me to keep
            my head up. I caught him with a brilliant left. The lad started to spew up. I had made him sick. The referee had to mop it
            up. The second round was just the same. His family were going berserk, shouting. Use the jab, Jackie, use the jab. Come on.
            Jackie perked up a bit. I was still taking lumps out of him. The lad spewed up again. That was it. The fight was over. I'd
            stopped my first opponent in only my third fight. I thought that I'd broken his tooth, as well. I often wonder what happened
            to those lads I fought early on. They are out there somewhere, doing something. It would be cool to check them out again.
         

      By now I was getting so confident. But at the same time I did not think I was getting the attention I needed to perform better.
            The training sessions were all over the place. I would have one coach come in and tell me this, another the next week would
            tell me that. The matchmaking wasn't very good either. At that age it is dead easy to mismatch boxers. It is done on a combination
            of age, weight and experience. I ended up going in against bigger lads with miles more experience. Surprise, surprise I lost
            my fourth fight, and my fifth, and my sixth.
         

      The first defeat of my career was against a lad called Mark Unsworth from Liverpool. The fight was in April 1998 in front
            of Mark's own supporters in Liverpool. It was a genuine loss. I had no complaints. He was more experienced. He was taller
            than me and better organised. I had not come up against a lad as technical as him. After he had withstood the early thrash,
            he seemed to read all my moves. I stuck with it but I never felt that I was in the fight. He had more stamina than me. I felt
            tired that night. I was blowing. You always feel more tired when you are losing. Taz was screaming from the side, come on,
            Amir. I just didn't have it that night. For every punch I landed I took two in return. I was gutted. We met four times after
            that. I lost the next one, too, though my dad thought I had won it. Then I beat him three times on the spin. After the last
            defeat, Unsworth retired.
         

      
        Next up was a lad called Palmer from Chorley. The fight was at Old Trafford, Manchester United's ground. It should never have
               taken place. He was much heavier than me. When he got in the ring I thought he must have been stood on a box. He was massive
               compared to me. I was looking a bit ragged. I couldn't make any impression on the lad. He was just too big. The coach should
               not have let it go ahead. He should have pulled me out before the start. Palmer had arms like pistons. I was in his face but
               making no headway. Afterwards, Jack Duckworth off Coronation Street came up to me and said well done for not giving up. I showed heart that night. I was gutted to lose again.
            

      

      
        The next fight was in Middleton, Manchester. I walked out to the tune of Rocky. Even Rocky would have struggled against Ben Yates. He was eighteen months older than me, from the same club in Chorley as
               Palmer. You have to be within eleven months of your opponent at that level. Again he was so much bigger than I was. It was
               a close fight. I lost on a majority decision. The point is I should not have been in the ring with the lad in the first place.
               Yates had shoulders like Arnold Schwarzenegger. It was like Rocky v Ivan Drago. I caught him with a beautiful left. He lost his gum shield. Come on, Amir. That's all you could hear from the
               side. Taz got really excited. I battled on. I took a few shots. Keep battling, Taz was shouting. I never gave up, never stopped
               swinging. I'll never forget those blue-striped shorts Yates and Palmer wore. When we discovered that they were older than
               me, out of my age group, it meant that I was never able to fight them again. They were the only defeats that I have not avenged.
               Every other fighter that I lost to, and there were only seven others, I beat when we met again.
            

      

      After that my dad said, right, that's it. Time for another gym. We tried a place in Manchester. No good. They only took pros.
            We had heard about an amateur club in Bury run by Mick Jelley. Mick had seen me in the fight against Yates. He thought I had
            bottle. So I got in the car with Dad and we drove over to Bury. We couldn't find it. We tried everywhere, up this street,
            down another. We asked people, still no joy. We had to go home and start again the next day.
         

      No wonder we couldn't find it. When we eventually stumbled on it, in Willow Street, Bury, it was like a shed. When it rained,
            and it rained a lot in Bury, the gym would spring leaks. Mick used to try to dry out the light sockets by spraying them with
            WD40. If ever there was a problem with anything, Mick would get out the WD40. Within seconds it would be like Blackpool illuminations.
            The lights started arcing and the fuses blew. Apart from that it was a brilliant little club. Like every other amateur club
            in the country it relied on goodwill to survive. In our case the goodwill was Mick's. Mick is in his sixties. He has run Bury
            ABC for forty years. Before that his dad ran it. His dad was a good amateur, so were Mick's brothers. One of them, Peter,
            fought more than 400 times, one of them on the same bill as the great American heavyweight Joe Louis. Not many Englishmen
            can say they did that. That's proper boxing history. Peter lives in Canada now. He's always asking Mick how I'm doing. He
            can't get my name right. How's the Aga Khan? he says.
         

      Under Mick it was a whole different ball game. Mick was a big man with a big personality. He seemed massive to me and quite
            scary. You did things how he wanted them done. If you didn't like it you could go somewhere else. The first thing you notice
            about Mick is how much he talks. But when it comes to training, he doesn't say much. It was serious stuff. If you messed about,
            he would chuck you out. Manners, and treating people properly, respectfully, were a massive thing for Mick. When you boxed,
            you were representing not just yourself, but your sport, your club, your trainer, your family, your town, your country, the
            human race, in more or less that order. He was fanatical about it.
         

      There was another reason. Mick knew that amateur boxing was not just about the boxing. It was political. It was important
            to create the right impression. At every tournament we went to, Mick would have us say good morning, sir, good evening, sir,
            to any person wearing a badge. If you do that, he said, and all the others ignore the officials, spit on the floor as they
            walk past them, muttering about grey-haired old buggers, we would get the vote in a tight contest. No one spoke out of turn
            with Mick. We all behaved ourselves. There were some rough lads in Mick's gym. They might have needed knocking into shape
            when they started. When they left, they knew their manners. It was a great lesson for life, not just boxing.
         

      I didn't know anyone when I started there. Everyone was new to me. I was a bit shy. After a few sessions Mick took me to one
            side and said, if you lose that puppy fat, and do what I tell you, I'll make you a champion. He was as good as his word. I
            kept my side of the bargain, shed half a stone. He kept his. As I progressed, the training became harder, and so did the fights.
            Unless you were serious about it you would never have stuck it. That's what happened to a few of my mates. They would come
            down a couple of times, then you would never see them again. When they came through the doors for the first time they were
            all like me, they wanted to be world champions. No chance. By the time I was thirteen or fourteen I was the only one doing
            it. I never wavered. I wasn't allowed to. My family were right behind me. If my dad couldn't make it, one of my uncles would,
            encouraging me, supporting me. There were a couple of other Asian kids in the gym but I was the youngest. I was also the most
            determined. Once I have set my heart on something that's it. I don't give up. Mick said he would make me a champion. That
            was good enough for me. I believed him. Let's get on with it then. That has always been my attitude. I'm greedy, hungry like
            that. You have to be to get on.
         

      Outside of the gym I was a different person. In school I had grown into a model pupil. The teachers loved me. I turned up,
            did my work, never gave them any trouble. I left with six GCSEs. Because of the boxing I did not really have any best mates
            at school. The gloves were my best friends. Boxing dominated my life - training, preparing for big fights. The other kids
            all thought it was cool. No one ever messed with me. I was seen as the hardest lad in the school, but I never had to prove
            it in the yard. I did not have one fight at school. I was a peacemaker. Me, a boxer. I would say to people, what are you doing,
            fighting? Don't be stupid. That would be it. Trouble over.
         

      My cousins were basically the kids I was closest to. We were just thrown together, always in each other's houses. It was habit
            as much as anything. There were loads of us, so it worked out great. I used to play cricket with Sajid. I wasn't big time
            into it. Saj was brilliant, miles better than the rest of us. He's regarded as a bowler at Lancashire, but when we were kids
            we could never get him out. He never gets a chance to bat at Lanes. They need to put him higher up the order. He's more of
            an all-rounder. Freddie Flintoff loves him. Watch out for his bother, too. Rakeb. He's an all-rounder. Couldn't get him out
            either. Very, very good. Rakeb has already had trials with Lancashire U-18s last year, but broke his ankle. He'll be back.
         

      Boxing was the only thing for me. With Mick things really started to take off. But not before an early blip. I won my first
            fight for Bury ABC against a kid called Dean Halsall in November 1998. At least that stopped the rot. But for the next fight,
            the rematch with Unsworth, Mick couldn't make it. He worked shifts in a factory. He's still there now. I went with Mick's
            deputy, Dave Macdonald. When you are starting off, you often come up against the same people. You tend to box in your own
            area, so that narrows down the opponents. It was much closer this time. My dad reckoned I won the fight. The judges didn't.
            Mick wasn't that fussed about the result. He was more bothered about missing the fight than me losing it.
         

      After that my boxing went to another level. There were a few good kids in the gym. They had the ability to go a long way.
            But on its own talent is never enough. You have to want it. You have to make sacrifices. Boxing is not an easy sport. I always
            had something to aim for. I wanted to fight every five minutes. Mick looked after me brilliantly. He would try to get me a
            fight every two weeks. There was always at least one a month. I never took the easy route. I would take on anybody. I won
            my next seventeen fights, going unbeaten from January 1999 to March 2000.
         

      The pick was the fight against a lad called Clark in December. Clark was a national champion. He had a big reputation. I stopped
            him. That really impressed people. That run was amazing really, because club shows are a bit of a lottery, as I found out
            in my twenty-sixth fight against a kid called Adam King. The only person in the hall who thought I'd lost was the official
            who scored it for him, the only one that mattered. Even King's coach apologised. Amir, he said, I don't know what happened
            there. Mick went over to the official in charge. He was from Blackburn. I'm sorry, Mick said, but you don't know what you
            are doing. For Mick to protest like that it must have been a shocking decision. I was in tears. It was one of only two defeats
            I suffered with Mick in my corner. It had reached a point where it was difficult to match me. Kids started to avoid me. They
            would either put weight on or lose it to get into a different division.
         

      That's when I started to think I could really make something of this. I just wanted to be the best, to achieve something that
            no one else had. Watching the videos of Ali started to take on a different purpose. Boxing became more than a hobby. Ambition
            grew into something more concrete. I wanted to be a star, too. The training made me fit and strong. Winning boosted my confidence.
            I felt unbeatable. Every time I won a medal or a trophy, I would get a mention in the local paper, and at school in assembly.
            It became a massive part of my identity. Amir Khan, boxer. That was me.
         

      I fought for my first schoolboy title at thirteen against a lad called Bobby Ward from the famous Repton Club in London. Six
            weeks earlier I had fought him in Liverpool. Repton were against a Liverpool select side. I was chuffed to be invited. Ward
            was from a travelling family. They liked to have a bet on his fights. One bloke put £2,000 on Ward to beat me. He lost his
            money that night. The second fight with Ward was my first major national championships. I made it to the final. I was confident.
            I trained hard for the fight and felt I could handle him again. It was a close fight, not much in it. Ward got the decision.
            I was gutted. Losing wasn't part of my make-up. I did not expect it. I wasn't used to it. I was shocked. I wanted that title.
            I wanted to be under-thirteen champion of England.
         

      I didn't dwell on it. My way of coping with setbacks was to work harder. It just made me even more determined to win next
            time. A year later I returned to win the junior title. From there I went on to win national titles at every level. In fact
            I never lost another amateur fight in England after that defeat to Ward. No one in England could test me. I beat every boxer
            out there. Shows would start at one in the afternoon and finish at six. Parents of other boxers used to stay behind to watch
            me fight. I was becoming a big star in amateur circles. They would video my fights so that their kids would be able to watch
            to try to pick up bits and pieces. When I was about fourteen I went to Old Trafford to watch the England-versus-Russia fight.
            There were a few pros from the Manchester scene who had come to watch. Ensley Bingham, who had fought for a world title, and
            Ricky Hatton, who was becoming a big star, were there. I had a programme and got autographs of them and I told Ricky to watch
            out for me. Then Ricky said to me, tell you what, Amir, why don't you give me your signature so that when you make it big,
            I can tell everybody that I have met you. It was mad. Pros making a fuss of me.
         

      As an amateur it means a lot when pros talk to you, a bit like the stars at Manchester United talking to the reserves or youth
            team. It makes you feel good. Around the same time I did a project at school on Naseem Hamed. I wrote to him. I don't think
            he got it. If he did, he didn't send anything back. That really disappointed me. I stopped liking him after that. We are mates
            again now, but I have never forgotten. I could never do that. If anybody writes to me, I always make sure they get a reply.
            I get letters from everywhere. Every single one gets a response. In restaurants or hotels, when people see me, ask for an
            autograph or a picture, I respond. Even if I'm tired, I smile. I know how it felt to be rejected. As a kid that's not nice.
            You take it really personally.
         

      I even smile at the abuse. You get some people who shout, Khan, you are rubbish. Stuff like that. I just smile, and move on.
            I've learned that you can't please everybody.
         

      
        Dealing with fame was never an issue before the Olympics. I was known only in amateur boxing circles. It was funny how quickly
               things changed. When I first started competing properly, Taz would inform the local paper in Bolton. He would send an email
               to a man called David Magilton on the Evening News Sports Desk with bullet points confirming my age, the date, time, venue and the result. By the time I was thirteen, the paper
               was calling us. I have news clips from when I was eight years old all the way to the Olympics. My first was when the local
               paper took a picture of the gym at the Halliwell Club in Bolton. I was at the end of the line, just sneaked into view. I used
               to cut them all out. Now I'm in the papers every day, or at least that's how it feels. I do not have the time to keep up my
               cuttings file. It was exciting when it started. To see your picture in the paper for the first time was mad. Incredibly, I
               never fought in Bolton as an amateur, apart from the Kindelan fight before I turned pro. I was always fighting in my opponents'
               back yards.
            

      

      One year, in the space of six months I won three national titles: the national schoolboys, the national boys' clubs and the
            junior ABA. I don't think that had ever been done before. They could not keep me out of the ring. I've even fought at two
            hours' notice. We just loaded up the car and set off. That is what it was like in those days. We were a team. The family would
            jump in and off we would go all over the country. They were mostly dinner shows. Brilliant it was.
         

      My first international appearance was in Ipswich. I was fighting a Scottish kid at 48 kilos. Again I was the only Asian lad
            at the tournament. Pin thin I was then. All the fat had gone. I burned it off running when I got home from school and doing
            millions of sit-ups before bed. He thought it was going to be easy. Most of them did before they knew who I was. I boxed his
            ears off. I won best boxer on my debut for England. I felt like I could walk back to Bolton. On the way home I kept going
            through reruns of the night, walking out first, the announcer's voice, Amir Khan representing England at 48 kilos. That was
            a massive thing for me. There were a lot of kids in England boxing at my weight. Out of all of them the ABA chose me. My confidence
            started to go through the roof. I was like the Wayne Rooney of amateur boxing. My style, my background, it was all pretty
            unique. I was doing things in a way that had not really been done before by a lad of my background. People saw the Asian thing
            and made a big fuss about it. For me and my family, it was only ever about Amir Khan. For others it seemed to be important
            for different reasons, reasons that would become more obvious to me after the Olympics when young Asians from similar Pakistani
            backgrounds disappeared into London tube stations and on buses with bombs hidden in rucksacks.
         

      The only time I ever had a problem was at a show in Preston. I was fighting a lad called Bowker from the Northside Club in
            Clayton, Manchester. He was a really nice lad. It was the Greater Manchester Finals, January 2002. I was fifteen. By then
            I had built quite a big reputation in the amateurs. When I boxed in competitions the other lads knew that I was the one they
            had to beat. Northside is a big amateur club. They have a massive following. The venue was packed and as usual many people
            had travelled to Preston from Clayton. There was a lot of shouting and cheering going on when we entered the ring.
         

      I started to get the upper hand. I won the first round. It was the same story in the second. The Northside supporters were
            starting to get a bit frustrated. One lad jumped on to the apron at the side of the ring and started shouting and pointing
            at me. It looked at one point as though he was trying to get in the ring. There was real hate in his face. No one is allowed
            anywhere near the apron except officials and corners. The referee immediately stopped the fight whilst they got the guy away
            from ringside. I had never experienced anything like that in my career. Mick was furious. The contest restarted. In the third
            and final round I had Bowker backed into the corner where his supporters were gathered. One of them spat on my leg. I couldn't
            believe it. I stopped fighting and held my arms wide apart as if to say to the ref, what is going on? I won the fight easily.
         

      Afterwards Mick and my dad complained to the ABA. I'm not convinced it was totally about race. It was more about the fact
            that I was battering the lad. They didn't like it. There is a lot of local rivalry at that level. The Northside crowd had
            been building up to this fight. Maybe race came into it after that. Either way it wasn't a nice thing to have to deal with.
            My dad and uncles were really upset about it. Boxing is obviously a violent sport. Emotions run high. But there is never any
            hostility outside the ring. The amateurs are really hot on that stuff. The Northside Club coach came into the changing room
            afterwards and apologised. So did Bowker. It wasn't his fault. I felt sorry for the lad that he had been put in that position.
            A couple of months after it happened we met up in Blackpool. We are still mates now.
         

      A year later at the same venue in the same competition, I fought another kid from Northside. He was supposed to be a tough
            lad, a judo champion. I stopped him. Again it was noisy at ringside, but nowhere near as bad as the year before.
         

      Fighting for England made a huge difference to me. I was no longer a lad fighting on local bills. I was a proper boxer now.
            I was treated with a lot of respect within the sport. My reputation spread. Basically I did what came naturally. I might have
            made things look easy but really there was a lot of hard work that went into it. I was fit as a fiddle. I had loads of stamina.
            I was so fit I captained the school athletics team as well. Once, the school wanted me to run at a county athletics event.
            I won a Bolton schools 1,500 metres event by a distance. They wanted me to compete in Greater Manchester. After that it would
            have been the nationals. I couldn't because I had a boxing match on the same day. The teachers were disappointed. I remember
            Mr Dickinson telling the school I could represent the country at running as well as boxing. It was a bit embarrassing really,
            listening to a teacher say that in front of 400 other lads. The school saw me as a role model.
         

      My stamina meant that my punch rate was so high opponents used to give up in the end. I was dedicated and had a brilliant
            coach. Mick was fantastic at letting kids develop at their own pace in their own style. He would teach them the basics, make
            sure they understood the fundamentals but would never try to make you something you were not.
         

      A lot of it comes down to nature, the body you were born with. Boxers tend to fall into types depending on their body shape.
            Short, stocky lads tend to be scrappers, like I was when I started out. Taller kids with longer reaches tend to adopt different
            styles, jab and move. I was a bit unusual because I shot up in my early teens. I changed from a flat-footed slugger to a boxer
            known more for speed and movement. The thing that stayed with me was my fighting instinct. I love the physical aspect of the
            sport, throwing punches, getting stuck in. That's what got me started and what keeps me at it.
         

      Mick recognised this and let me off the leash. His training sessions were hard, but enjoyable. Without people like Mick amateur
            boxing would not survive. They give their time for nothing. Thousands of kids passed through the gym, all of them enjoying
            the thrill of the sport, hitting the pads, the bags, pulling on gloves for the first time. Trainers and coaches hope that
            one day a champion will walk through the door. Mick spotted something in me straight away. But it is a two-way thing. If I
            had not found him, and Bury ABC, things might have turned out differently for me, and Mick would not have had his champion.
            He tells people that I was his Red Rum, a freak event that happens once in a generation. But I know I was lucky to have him,
            too. He is still an important part of my boxing life, though he no longer trains me.
         

      Mick is working with my younger brother Haroon. I think Mick wishes Haroon had my attitude to training. If Mick said run a
            mile, I would run two. I would train 24/7 if I could. Haroon would miss training 24/7 if he could get away with it. His mentality
            is totally different. He's probably more talented than me. He is still winning easily. If he trained as hard as I did at that
            age no one would touch him. People have got him down for a medal at the London Olympics in 2012. He'll be twenty. He's already
            boxed for England. It is easy at that stage to get carried away. Your confidence soars. But I learned from experience. After
            my first three amateur fights my confidence was so high I thought I was unbeatable. I learned that you can never be fit enough,
            that you have to prepare like a challenger in every fight, even when you are a champion. When I lost the next three fights
            I went back to the gym and worked harder. I never lost confidence. I always believed in myself because I knew how much effort
            I had put in.
         

      People seemed to like it. I was a ticket seller even then. We always had problems getting enough tickets for the family at
            shows. They were mostly dinner shows and all banged out. Each boxer would be allocated two tickets for family members. We
            could have sold ten, twenty times that number easily. Tickets were eventually at the centre of the big row with the ABA at
            the end of my amateur career. It was a major factor in my decision to turn pro. Before I reached that point there was a big
            adventure waiting to happen that came completely out of the blue. And all because the ABA wouldn't send me to the World Cadet
            Championships in 2003. If they had done, I might never have gone to Athens in 2004. I was sixteen. The ABA reckoned I was
            not old enough to compete. Mick argued the case, but they wouldn't have it. I was gutted. I was the outstanding candidate.
            I could not have done more domestically or for England. Instead they sent me off to the Junior Olympics in America. It might
            have sounded grand but it was nowhere near as important as the World Cadets. In the end it turned out to be more important
            than anybody could have imagined.
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Me aged six months with Grandma Iqbal Begum
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Dad and Mum
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Aged twelve months getting up to mischief with my elder sister Tabinda
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My cousin Khalid, Tabinda, Mum, me
and Rosemana at my second birthday party
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About to start nursery aged four, with my front teeth missing
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Visiting Father Christmas with Tabinda in Bolton Shopping Centre
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Visiting Pakistan (top, left to right): Tabinda, Sabia, Haroon and me (bottom, left to right): Haroon, Mum, me, Dad and Tabinda
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Auntie Shiraz, Dad, Grandad Lall Khan, Grandma Iqbal Begum, Uncle Shahid (Terry) and Auntie Shanaz in 1970
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Uncle Terry, Grandma, Dad and seven-yearold Uncle Tahir (Taz) in 1978
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Posing with my first pair of boxing gloves
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Winning my first trophy, for Best Newcomer, at Bolton Lads & Girls Club, aged eleven
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Showing off a few more trophies with my cousin Hassan and
brother Haroon
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A snap from my first fight (and first win!) at Stoke-on-Trent, vs M. Jones from Atherstone . . .
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. . . and winning my last Schoolboy Championships in 1993, with Mick Jelley (left) and my dad (right)
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1 January

10 January

9 anuary

15 Noverber

12 Noverber

11 Noverber

9 August

7 August

6 August

4 August

Opponent

Arthur Schmidt
(GER)

Meartin Dressen
(GER)

Ervico Wagner
(GER)

Sen Chat
TUR)

Sergy Shutov
RUS)

Balazs Bacskai
(HUNY

Nurlam Mamedov
(Azg)

Artom Subotin
(AUS)

V. Catujanschi
oLy

. Jomardoshvi
(GEO)

Event

Senior Adidas Boxing
Gala

Serior Acidas Boxing
Gala

Senior Adidas Boxing
Gala

European Youth
Championships

European Youtn
Ghampionships

European Youth
Championships

Europoan Cadet
Ghampionships

European Cadet
Championships

European Gadet
Championships

European Gadet
Championships

Result

WON 4
(56-39)

RSC 3 Gold
modal

WON 4
(80-20)

WON Gold
medal

ASC 1

WON 8
@5-7)
RSC 3
(20-5) Gold
modl

WON 3
(84-26)

RSC 1
(19-4)

WON 3
27-12)
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Date
2004

18 June

17 dune

16 Juno

14 June

12 June

26 May

4 Apri

3 April

2 April

1 April

20 Fobruary

N——

Zokir Artkou
wzs)

e Vastine:
(FRA)

Darkhan Aziov
Kaz)

Jorge Homandez
(cus)

Sheng Liao
ROG)

Mario Kindclan
fcus)

Rovsnam Huseinov
(nzg)

Adian Aloxandru

(RUM)

Bagrat Avojan
(ARM)

Avdanti Kashia
(GEO)

Avdant Kashia
(@g0)

Event

World dunior
Ghampionships Final

World Junior
Ghampionships
Sermi-Final
World Jurior
Championships
Quarter-Final
World Jurior
Championships

World Jurior
Ghampionships

Acropois Cup (Pre
Oyympic Toumament)

‘Strandia Cup Final @nd
Ofyrmpic Qualfer

Strandja Cup Seri-Final
{2nd Olympic Quaifir)

Strandja Cup
Quarter-Final (2nd
Olympic Quaifir)
Strandia Cup

(2nd Ohmpic Quaifior

European Senior
‘Champiorship (1t
Ovmoic Cualifier)

Result

WON 4
(30-16) Gold
medal

RASC1

WON 4
(36-20)

WON 4
21-6)
ASG1

LosT4
(1353

WON Gold
medal

WON 4
(@6-27)

ASC3

W 4
“0-18)

LosT4
(20-29)
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14 May

18 February

7 Fobruary

7 February

2004

3 December

20 August

27 August

24 August

20 August

16 August

Opponent

Meario Kindelan
(cus)

Steve Wiliams.
(ENG)

Graig Watson
(ENG)

Liam Dorian
ENG)

Michael Evans
UsA)

Meario Kindelan
(cus)

Serk Yeleuov
KAz

Jong-Sub Balk
(KOR)

Dimitar Shtiianov

[CE)

Mearios Kaperonis
(GRE)}

Event

Fight Night, Bolton (Cuba.
vs England)

ABA Championship

ABA Ghampionship

ABA Championship

USA vs England Dual

Olympic Games
Final

Olympic Games
Semi-Final

Olympic Games
Quarter-Final

Olympic Games
Second Round

Olympic Games
First Round

Result

WON 4
(19-13)

RSC 3

WON 4
@1-9

WON 4
(28-4)

WON 4
35-13)

LOST 4
(22-30)

WON 4
(40-26)

WON 4
RSC 1

WON 4
(@7-21)

WON RSC 8
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Date

8 July
20 May

25 February

28 January

2005

12 December

5 November

10 September

16 July

Opponent

Golin Bain
Laszlo Kormjathi

Jackson Willams

Vitaii Martynov

Daniel Thorpe:

Steve Gethin

Baz Carey

David Bailey

Event

Millenium Stagium, Wales
Belfast, Northern Ireland

London ExCel Centre,
England

Nottingham Arena,
England

London ExCel Gentre,
England

Braehead Arena,
Glasgow, Scotland

Cardiff International
Arena, Wales

Boiton Arena, England

Result

WON RSG 2

WON PTS 6

WON RSG 3

WON RSC 1

WON RSG 2

WON RSC 3

WON PTS 4

WON RSGC 1
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