
Finally got my GP Wings! 

WMX GP of France – La Capelle- Marival 

 

I have always wanted to get to race in a World GP and I can now 
finally say I have been there done that. After the cancellation of the 
second round of the British Ladies Championships it was decided that 
I would have a crack at a World GP round.  I have only done a 
handful of races all year so talk about throwing me in the deep end 
but there was no way I would give up on this opportunity. 

 

One of our team mechanics 
Henry Kells was given the duty of making the journey with 
me and as racing at this level was new to both of us it was 
always going to be an adventure. The French village of La 
Capelle- Marival was our destination and after a 14 hour day 
of travelling from our UK base the Team DBG Sprinter 
packed to the roof finally rolled up to our hotel. Arriving late 
at night and having hotel Managers that only spoke French 
made things just a little difficult. Luckily we had a Belgian 
native along for the ride with us who spoke a little bit of 
French to solve our problems. As the weekend unfolded her 
translating skills were put to good use and pretty much 
saved our sanity on an hourly basis. The state of our Hotel 
was another story but we can clearly say that it was not 
worthy of any 5 star rating. 

A GP is a full on three day ordeal. Turning up on Friday and 
waiting in a line of campers for an hour or more ready to get 
designated your carefully measured pit spot is only the 
beginning of the fun. After laying out our pits a quick walk of 

the track made the reality of what I was 
doing quickly smack me in the face. The La 
Capelle track was an awesome layout. It 
had a bit of everything with fast sections, 
slow sections and a combination of hard 
pack and sandy soil. There were some 
huge jumps in the circuit and all the jump 
faces looked like they were out of the X-
Games Step-up competition. It was clearly 
going to be a challenging track for me and 
there was no hiding that it made me a 
little nervous.  

Our 5 Star Resort 

My bike ready for action 



Neither Henry or I had any idea of what the 
procedures were at a GP and as nobody really 
spoke any English we sort of just made it up as 
we went along. We managed to make it 
through Technical Control sweet and my 
number 30 machine was given the all OK for 
action. The only issue was that having 
numbers on the back of my race kit was a 
must. Unfortunately my race shirts that had 
been sent away to get printed up before we 
left had gone missing in the post. I had 
borrowed one my team mates race shirts and 
luckily with the combination of Duct tape + 
Craft Knife + Emma’s creative genius we were 
back in business even if the FIM official did 
laugh at me every time I entered the starting zone. 

The Saturday involved a 30 minute free practice 
session, 30 minute timed practice and ended 
with a 20 minute qualifying race which gave the 
gate pick for the motos on Sunday. This was a 
decent amount of riding and with the humid 
French weather serving up 30°C and above 
temperatures my fitness was hurting by the 
time I lined up for the qualifying race at the end 
of the day. My first sessions on the track I was a 
little in awe of the whole situation. Probably a 
better way to describe it was that I was freakin’ 
out. The track was very one lined with deep 

muddy ruts everywhere after the rain the night 
before. I managed to relax a little as the day went on 
and after timed practice I was sitting in 14th place. 
There was only 2 seconds separating 5th to 20th 
positions but the front 5 girls were crazy fast and 

were 
putting 
down lap 
times that 
would 
embarrass 
most of our top MX2 riders in NZ. The first lap of the 
qualifying moto was my second big smack to the face that 
reality gave me. After getting a pretty decent start and 
running in the top 10 I just wasn’t prepared for the 
aggression they all had and got spat out the back of the 
pack pretty quickly. There was more bar banging and take 
outs in the first few laps than I have seen in all my life’s 
racing combined I think. I managed to regather my 
thoughts a little and make my way back up to 19th by the 

Discussing bike set-up during Free Practice 

H-dog ready to take the bike through Technical. 

Ready to hit the track for the first time 

Checking lap times during Timed Practice 



chequered flag but had learnt my lesson that the entire field meant business out here.  

Sunday morning we had a 20 minute warm-up session on the track. They had ripped the track 
overnight which meant a lot more lines were forming and I felt much more comfortable straight 
away. 

Out of the start gate in the first moto, sixth bike from the right of the picture. 



Heading to the waiting zone for the start of 
my first moto I was feeling the pressure. We 
did our sighting lap and then returned to the 
waiting zone ready to get the call to the 
starting gate. I was trying to get myself 
organised when I got a TV camera and 
microphone shoved in my face for an 
interview. It was small things like this that all 
added pressure to the moment. Having to 
then rush to get my helmet on and my game 
face prepared ready for the start gate to drop 
was all part of the experience. I got a decent 
top 15 start and this time during the first lap I 
didn’t let anyone push me around. When I 
passed the mechanics area for the first time I 
had moved myself into 10th position. I held 
this place until halfway through the 25 minute 
moto but I flat landed the biggest table top on 
the track and hurt my back pretty bad. I 
struggled to hang on after this and dropped 
back to 16th by the end of the race. 

The second and final race of the day I lined up on the start gate between Steffi Laier and Chiara 
Fontanesi who were first and second in the Championship. I was now starting to relax about the 
whole situation and felt like I belonged here amongst the best in the world. I got another decent 
start and was getting involved in all of the bar banging for the first couple of laps. The track was very 

Leaving the waiting zone 

Henry hanging off the pitboard. 



rough and rutted by now and sections had dried out to become slick hard pack. My back was pretty 
sore and my fitness was starting to struggle a lot in the heat but I managed to hold on for 17th place 
at the finish to give me 17th overall for the weekend.  

 

After all the hype of the weekend it was over as quick as it began and we were back on the road 
headed for our motherland the UK. We did make a detour through Paris and after negotiating the 
maze of roads pulled up beside the Eiffel tower at 1am Monday morning. With a couple of months 
with no energy drinks for me, 350mls of Red Bull really did give me wings and a 2am to 5.30am 



driving stint saw us make it to Calais to catch the first Eurotunnel train of the morning. Weirdly I was 
stoked to make it back to UK soil, English speaking people and the left hand side of the road. 

Coming away from the weekend I am happy with my results but at the same time I am a little 
disappointed because now I know what it all involves I know I can do a lot better. I guess they call 
that bitter sweet. We left UK as GP virgins and returned stoked with the experience and wanting 
more. The whole experience taught both Henry and I a lot over the weekend. 

Top Lessons learnt from our time in France: 

1. Obama’s war on terrorism has nothing on the battle that goes on in GP bike wash-bays. 
2. Excluding motorway Service Station stops, French food is actually awesome. 
3. French toilets are a health hazard. My refusal to use their ‘Hole-in-the-ground’ toilet design 

meant race nerves and staying hydrated was an emotional time for me. 
4. French village streets are not made for driving Mercedes Sprinters down. 
5. There is no such thing as lady like manners in the pits or on the track at a GP. Everyone 

means business. 
6. The English summer does not prepare you well for the European heat. 
7. Duct tape never fails to impress with its endless number of uses. 
8. When there are warning signs for Speed Cameras along the Motorway there really are Speed 

Cameras. 
9. French Police also use Speed Laser guns and won’t let you carry on until you front up with 

the Euros to pay an instant fine. 

I have to thank Team DBG, the team’s sponsors and Rex Michau for giving me the opportunity to 
achieve a lifelong dream, it is appreciated more than I can say. Also to our Manager Jason Morris for 
his hard work helping to organise the whole adventure. H-Dog for his big effort on the spanners and 
his many hours of driving during the weekend as it definitely made it a lot easier for me. I cannot 
forget Malcolm Jones and Bridie Hinton back home who have supported me for many years to allow 
me to get to this stage with my racing and also my family and friends who have always got my back. 
The whole experience was an awesome one and I will be doing all I can to get back and race some 
more in the future.  

Yours in racing, 

Emma Davis 


