
The Road to the 1985 ABA Final 
Losing the 1983 Na1onal ABA Super Heavyweight Championship at Wembley Arena in May 1983 
was the devasta1ng blow I needed to become a true Champion. The ABA finals are one of the 
highlights of Bri1sh Spor1ng Calendar. I was the favourite to win the 1tle. At the Na1onal Semi-
Finals shown live on BBC 1, Commentator Des Lynam stated: ‘ The only Boxer I have seen tonight 
who should be guaranteed a spot on the Olympic team next year is Guy Williamson”. During that 
semi-final I tore ligaments in my right shoulder raising doubt about my ability to deliver a 
punishing right hand. I leS no stone unturned and had extensive rehabilita1on at RAF Headley 
Court. My prepara1on for the final was severely hampered. The 1983 ABA finals were held at a 
packed Wembley Arena on a prime1me broadcast across the na1on. I underperformed and lost on 
a majority decision. It was a humilia1ng and extremely humbling experience with Harry Carpenter 
describing my performance as that of an ‘Unexploded Bomb’. I was leS feeling angry, frustrated 
and worthless. It was hard to look at myself posi1vely. I was disempowered.  

The only way to predict the future is to create it. I had to change the narra1ve. I suffered another 
badly 1med injury before the1984 ABA Championship. This meant that I was not eligible for 
Olympic selec1on. I was leS out and forced to watch from a distance as Bobby Wells won the 
Bronze Medal boxing for Great Britain. These two years of pain and disappointment forced me to 
reflect on where I was going in the sport and in life. It was like staring through a shop window and 
wai1ng for the door to be opened, but without having the means to buy what I wanted so badly. I 
had missed out on life-changing opportuni1es and it made me sick to my core. I turned that pain 
and heartache into fuel for my journey to redemp1on and vindica1on. I had a point to prove and 
the fire in my belly to make it happen.  

I returned to training in August that year, turning my flabby bits into muscle, paid for by oceans of 
sweat on the gym floor. I worked closely with Billy Webster the best pad man in the country at the 
1me, and Howard Rainey a fantas1c teacher with buckets of pa1ence. We mapped out a deliberate 
path to a Championship. Working against the voice in my head that was burdened with doubt and 
the need to prove myself. Past performance doesn’t predict future success. We leS nothing to 
chance. Prepara1on was everything. Fitzroy lodge became my home. I lived in the gym six days a 
week. I spent hours sharpening my craS, iden1fying skill gaps, mastering my ring craS, and crea1ng 
new rou1nes to perfect my knowledge. I lived and breathed boxing from November 1984 to May 
1985 with an obsession to detail in pursuit of my goal. I was relentless. Mornings were devoted to 
road work, with strength and circuit training in the aSernoons. The evenings were devoted to skills 
and sparring. I was doing shiS work with the Police at the 1me so I kept the keys to the gym and 
trained on my own with no social life whatsoever.  

Mick Carney shaped a Gym of Champions. He established a Boxing culture grounded on a zero-
tolerance of excuses. He introduced me to a garden that I would never have dared to enter. My 
mind was carved into a Champion long before I won the 1tle. The Lodge ins1lled the will and 
perseverance to become a champion for my peers who both mo1vated and inspired me. They 
encouraged me to believe I could become the ABA Champion. Mick taught me the invaluable 
lesson of how to deal with failure and be gracious in victory. There was no subs1tute for hard 
work. You couldn’t cut corners. He reinforced core values that remain with me to this day. I 



became hardworking, disciplined, determined, and dedicated to the pursuit of greatness. The 
Lodge exposed me to the role models that shaped me as a young man trying to find his way in the 
’80s.  

The 1985 London Finals at the Royal Albert Hall gave me an opportunity to showcase my class as I 
beat the Olympic Bronze Medalist Bobby Wells with a unanimous decision. I steamrolled my way 
through the rest of qualifying with only one goal in mind. I returned to the 1985 Championship 
Fight hungry and more importantly, prepared. The feeling when my hand was raised at the end of 
those three rounds was a feeling like no other. Two days later I proposed to the love of my life. It 
was a truly special 1me in my life. An immense feeling of vindica1on and sa1sfac1on came with 
conquering an obstacle that had been paid for by sweat equity and hours in the gym. Hannibal is 
famously quoted: “I will either find a way, or I will make a way”. That was the level of 
determina1on I had that year. Nothing could stop me. I could not have achieved success in 1985 
without my family at The Lodge. The sportsmanship and self-worth that is developed from Boxing 
are unparalleled. It forces a person to confront the demons in their head and understand their true 
nature. It reveals a man to himself. It takes immense strength of character, courage, and resilience 
to step into the square ring and face an opponent one on one knowing that only one will emerge 
victorious. It is the last true gladiatorial pursuit, a noble art, a sweet science. It has been a huge 
privilege and honour to represent Fitzroy Lodge. The Lodge has given me so many memories and 
the opportunity to know that life will only give you what you fight for. 

Guy E Williamson BEM QPM 

 

 

 


