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      A former banker, Eddie Jordan financed his own racing by trading in Dublin’s street markets. Success on the track was overtaken

         by the buzz of wheeling and dealing as he moved into driver management and then team ownership, with his team going on to

         win major championships in the UK. In 1991, he took the biggest gamble of his life by entering Formula 1 with a car built

         at his Silverstone workshop. During 14 seasons, Jordan won four grands prix and came close to winning the world championship

         in 1999. Jordan sold his team in 2005 to pursue his many interests outside motor racing.

      


      

      Maurice Hamilton, who helped Eddie Jordan with this book, first met him at Phoenix Park in 1978 and has witnessed all of Jordan’s

         231 grands prix. He works for the Observer and the BBC.
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      To the two special people in my life – Eileen, ‘The Matriarch’ and Mother of all Mothers, so supportive; and Marie, ‘The Mammy’,

         who has continued that support through 28 years of marriage and is the mother of our four great kids.

      




      

      

      Thanks to the three people who helped me on the racing side – John Walton and Bosco Quinn. The other, Maurice Hamilton, you

         have been a great friend and advisor to me during my F1 time. Thanks also for looking over my shoulder with my autobiography

         and keeping me in check whenever necessary.

      




      

      PREFACE
 TO THE PAPERBACK EDITION


      

      When Michael Schumacher retired at the end of 2006, I’m sure I was not alone in thinking that he would leave a big hole in

         Formula 1. But then I remembered what Bernie Ecclestone had always said, even following Ayrton Senna’s death in 1994. He reminded

         us that no one, no matter who they are, is bigger than the sport itself and that the sport must always move on. It so happened

         that Michael’s departure would coincide with a couple of young kids coming through, one of whom would rewrite the record books.

      


      

      We already knew about Fernando Alonso. He had won back-to-back championships in 2006 and 2005. He was riding high but, even

         then, people were a bit unsure about the void that would be created by Schumacher’s absence. They need not have worried. The

         arrival of Lewis Hamilton would send F1’s ratings through the roof. It got to the point towards the end of 2007 when Schumacher’s

         name was never mentioned; people had forgotten about him almost completely. People used to say to me: ‘Sorry, but we turned

         off the Grand Prix because the Michael Schumacher thing was great, but boring.’ In 2007, all they could talk about was the

         anticipation of watching the next Grand Prix, particularly towards the end of the season when three drivers were separated

         by just a handful of points.

      


      

      There can be no underestimating how big a part Lewis Hamilton played in all of this. There were many factors: the colour of

         his skin, his age, his family, his experience, his results, the way in which he achieved them and how he came through the

         ranks. Each time you asked a question, you got your answer. Can he win pole? Yes. Can he defend himself? Yes. Can he overtake? You’d better believe it. Can he win a race? Yes, he can. Can he do it in the wet?

         He did it in the wet in Japan. He just became quicker and quicker, even at tracks he had never seen before. He was learning

         all the time, yet he continued to look like being among the very best drivers in the world. It seemed impossible that we were

         saying such a thing within a year of Schumacher’s retirement.

      


      

      As for Alonso, I have never seen a World Champion put in the shade so completely. And what made it different and difficult

         for Fernando was the fact that Lewis was a rookie. Alonso seemed to believe that Lewis was receiving favoured treatment but

         that is an argument I wouldn’t pursue. For all Ron Dennis’s faults, I don’t think the boss of McLaren knows how to favour

         one driver over another. Well, he probably does but it’s not in his nature to do that. You might ask the question with other

         teams, but not McLaren, because it’s my view that Ron is quite rigid on that subject. In any case, Alonso’s complaints should

         have been directed at his own agent, who failed to give Fernando the protection he needed in his contract.

      


      

      Hamilton opened up the attraction of motor racing in the same way that Tiger Woods broadened the appeal of golf. Tiger is

         now so far ahead of the rest, and yet he still hasn’t made it boring: he is the pre-eminent competitor. I don’t think that

         will happen in quite the same way with Hamilton, because it seems as though there has been a wave of young drivers coming

         through: Heikki Kovalainen, Kimi Raikkonen, Felipe Massa, Fernando Alonso, Nico Rosberg, Robert Kubica, Adrian Sutil and Sebastian

         Vettel. You can see why the team bosses are no longer paying exorbitant amounts of money for drivers who clearly are not worth

         it. That’s very positive and the long term future for F1 looks absolutely solid.

      


      

      Saying that, and reflecting on what happened after I had written the text for the first edition of this book, there were one

         or two aspects of 2007 that concerned me. The biggest story away from the track was the so-called ‘Spygate’ affair in which

         Nigel Stepney, a high-ranking but disaffected Ferrari employee, was alleged to have leaked information to Mike Coughlan, the chief designer at McLaren. Bernie has always said ‘there’s no such thing as bad publicity’,

         but it depends on how it is handled. F1 was lucky insofar as the season was really exciting and this was no more than an interesting

         side-issue. Then we had a court case and a $100m fine and the stripping of McLaren’s championship points. That’s when the

         Spygate affair became quite vicious and nasty.

      


      

      My view is that Ron did not know about this affair at the time, whereas some people inside the team were very aware. It became

         clear from all of this that things have changed within F1 team management. Gone are the days when you had 200 employees and

         you knew each and every one of them by name. Ron has more than 1200 people under his command and it became pretty obvious

         that, understandably, he could no longer know every single thing that was going on within McLaren. That must have upset him,

         particularly when it was exposed in such a public and embarrassing way.

      


      

      Ferrari played the role of victim very well even though this was not the first time Ferrari had been involved in a spy scandal.

         Here was a team that had already experienced difficulties with one of their staff taking information to Toyota and that man

         then receiving a custodial sentence. Strange, in the light of what happened to McLaren, that no action was taken against Toyota.

         In all the years that I ran my own F1 team, I do not believe that any members of Jordan, when they left, or were disgruntled,

         would ever have removed drawings. I’m not saying that our security system was better than Ferrari’s, but there was a mechanism

         for controlling that.

      


      

      The thing that struck me most about Spygate was the amount of information involved. For one person to be able to download 780 pages and pass that on means that Ferrari needed to seriously

         question their security and the way that they deal with staff. It is a fact of life in F1 that people share information. It

         is impossible to stop that sort of thing. You can’t control what’s in a person’s mind. Ferrari made a big thing about some

         of the information that had fallen into McLaren’s hands: facts such as knowing when the Ferraris were going to stop during the Australian Grand Prix. That sort of thing can be worked out by any engineer on a rival team simply

         by, among other things, noting how long the fuel hose is attached during a pit stop. For McLaren to receive a $100m fine for

         that so-called crime just did not make sense. And neither could I understand why the FIA, the sport’s governing body, did

         not question Ferrari’s part in all of this.

      


      

      People could not relate to such a huge amount of money and that was bad for the image of F1. Towards the end of last year,

         there was an incident during a football match at Celtic Park where a young boy ran on to the pitch and struck the goalkeeper.

         The goalkeeper fell over and the club was fined £40,000. They were ordered to pay half immediately and the other £20,000 if

         there was a further incident within the next two years. The point about this is that the man on the street can understand

         that there were 60,000 spectators paying whatever the gate receipts were that day and therefore this was a reasonable fine.

         In other words, the club should have been able to afford to pay it. But when you have a fine of $100,000,000, it is beyond

         everyone’s imagination. Let’s not forget that you could build a hospital for that amount. The FIA should have made clearer

         at the time – rather than a couple of months later – just what they intended to do with the money.

      


      

      The $100m is not a sensible figure. If a small team was charged with the same crime, that sort of fine could put them out

         of business. The FIA say that the fine was arrived at because McLaren could afford it. Tailoring a fine to suit the team seems

         a bizarre way of delivering justice and surely would not stand the test in a civil court. I think the FIA created a very dangerous

         precedent that led the general public to believe F1 is no longer in the real world. It also led me to wonder how much Ferrari

         would have been fined had the boot been on the other foot.

      


      

      I do not think this reflected well on Max Mosley. That is a pity because, in many aspects of his presidency of the FIA, Max

         has done an unbelievable job, especially in safety; no one has ever achieved anything like it. He has also been responsible for introducing a single tyre manufacturer and extending the life of engines,

         changes that brought huge savings at no cost to the spectacle. But where I believe he misread the situation was with his dealing

         inside F1. When I was a team principal, Max often addressed us. I remember on one occasion he said something along the lines

         of: ‘I want F1 to be able to manage and control itself and its destiny. I do not wish to become involved beyond anything more

         than is necessary to keeping the wheels turning.’ Max has clearly has paid no heed to what he said at the time.

      


      

      The media seemed to believe that things had become very personal. It was reported that there was a very low level of respect

         between Mosley and Dennis, but the problem in 2007 was that this little vendetta spilled into the public arena and more or

         less brought the sport into disrepute, the very charge that Mosley levelled against McLaren. Then Sir Jackie Stewart entered

         the fray when he criticised the level of the FIA’s punishment of McLaren. That became personal when Mosley was quoted by the

         Daily Mail as referring to Stewart as a ‘certified half-wit’. Damon Hill then wrote to Autosport and accused Mosley of bringing the sport into disrepute by referring to Stewart in such a derogatory fashion. There seemed

         to be overwhelming support for Damon’s open letter and the 1996 World Champion’s suggestion that perhaps Max didn’t mean what

         he said and should take the opportunity to apologise. My understanding is that Max did not take up that option. This was not

         what I would have expected from the president of the FIA. I’m not saying I agree or disagree with him, that’s irrelevant.

         The fact is that someone in such an eminent position in motor sport should not have said in public what he did about a triple

         world champion and winner of 27 grands prix.

      


      

      The most absurd thing I ever heard was the FIA decision to have a steward positioned in the McLaren garage in order to make

         sure Alonso had fair treatment during the final race of the 2007 season. What a team does or does not do with its drivers

         is none of the FIA’s business. If I had wanted to put front tyres on the back of a car driven by one of my drivers, then I would have done it because

         it was my team. I paid the entry fee. There would have been uproar if Hamilton’s problems in the last two races (being kept

         out too long on worn tyres in China; a gearbox glitch in Brazil) had occurred to Alonso. And you have to ask why points were

         not taken away from Ferrari after Michael Schumacher stalled during qualifying at Monaco in 2006. The FIA really needs to

         be seen to be acting in a fair manner.

      


      

      Nothing happened in Brazil – of course it didn’t! – but I would love to know just what the FIA would have done if Alonso felt

         he had been short-changed by the McLaren engineers at Interlagos. I thought the whole affair was hideous. What a shame that

         had to happen when F1 was on the cusp of one the best championships ever. Three drivers going into the last race separated

         by just seven points and coming out of it covered by one point.

      


      

      In many respects, even though I would have enjoyed such a great season, I was happy not to be a part of some of the nonsense.

         As you will see from the story that follows, there has been plenty going on in my life since I left F1; that continued to

         be the case during the summer of 2007. Marie and I continued to raise money for London University Hospital with CLIC Sargent.

         We had a quite staggering result, particularly with La Dolce Vita and Charlie Feather, Matthew McCann and Mike Chard. It was

         decided that CLIC would be the chosen charity at this very prestigious event. We sold as many tables as we could and the evening

         made £700,000, or just over a €1million, at a venue in Billingsgate.

      


      

      We then went one step better with an unbelievable evening in July at the Royal Albert Hall with Ronan Keating, Lemar, Beverly

         Knight and others. It was a massive undertaking in terms of food and the grandeur and the style of the event. It was the Friday

         before the Grand Prix at Silverstone and we raised €2.4m. This brought us to our target of €10m for the project, which was

         wonderful. Of course, we still have to find money to continue the all-important research. But the first phase of building 18 apartments for the

         kids and their parents at University College Hospital is under way and I can’t tell you how satisfying that is.

      


      

      The CLIC story is a never-ending process. Just after Christmas 2006, I attended the Autosport show at the NEC. I meet a guy called Alex Waters, who had CLIC Sargent on his racing car. I thought he was a really nice

         guy; he impressed me with his determination. I asked him about his illness and how he fought it and why he was so passionate

         about cars and racing. He had started doing some Formula 3 from his own sponsorship.

      


      

      At both the Albert Hall and our very successful horse racing evening at Windsor, Alex stood up and spoke to the guests. It

         can be quite an emotional experience because we often have mums and dads present who have just lost a child. Or we may have

         a speaker such as Danika McGuigan, daughter of the former world boxing champion, Barry; someone who has survived leukaemia.

         They talk about the love and affection they have for the people who didn’t make it.

      


      

      Alex Waters is tall, blond and eloquent, a handsome 20-year-old who was a late sufferer. He lost quite a bit of his schooling

         and here he was, an F3 driver recounting his experience of what it was like. A more brilliant guy you could not meet in terms

         of fighting spirit, and everything you would want in a child. Sadly he had a subsequent relapse and another medical problem.

         But I was delighted to learn that he had recovered enough to test for a top F3 team thanks to a number of people being committed

         to putting money behind him to make sure that he would get a decent crack at Formula 3 in 2008.

      


      

      I honestly don’t know how good Alex will be as a driver but, in some respects, I don’t think that’s important. Naturally,

         Alex believes it’s important for all the right reasons but, to the outside world and for anyone suffering from cancer, Alex

         is setting a wonderful example by competing and proving that, despite a major crisis in his life, there is always something to aim for. I have to thank Matt Bishop, editor of F1 Racing magazine not only for introducing me to Alex, but also for raising £110,000 for CLIC and Alex through an ingenious idea.

         Matt persuaded each F1 driver to produce a caricature of his team-mate, and it was through the sale of these extraordinary

         and often hilarious drawings that the money was raised.

      


      

      I can honestly say that I was not aiming for an honour that came my way in 2007. In fact, I did not know such an award existed.

         Out of the blue, I had a call from someone in the Armagnac Region of Gascony in France. They said they understood that I had

         a factory at Nogaro when racing F3 cars in the late 1970s and 1980s and they knew all about my team’s success thanks to information

         produced by Dominic Shorthouse, who lived in the region and had formerly been associated with Jordan in F1. They said I was

         to be honoured by the mayor and would become an Honorary Musketeer. I travelled to this lovely part of France and it was an

         extremely grand affair with a list of past winners that included Prince Albert of Monaco and the actor Leonardo di Caprio.

         Don’t ask me how all those names connect. All I know is that the award was for an international person who had done something

         special for the region. I was absolutely delighted and honoured to receive it, particularly after all this time.

      


      

      After that, I went to Vietnam and Cambodia to raise money for CLIC in a 1300km cycle ride over eight days. Then I had to rush

         away from that and fulfil my duties as Chairman for Rally Ireland, a wonderful honour at such an important event. As I explain

         in the chapters that follow, rallying has been the bedrock of Irish motor-sport and it was wonderful news to have an event

         in Ireland become part of the World Rally Championship. Apart from the thrill for rally fans, Rally Ireland also served the

         purpose of uniting the north and south of the country, with dignitaries from both sides joining Max Mosley in ensuring this

         great event took place, not only in 2007 but also, hopefully, in the future.

      


      

      It was a timely trip for me because I was able to incorporate the visit with my mother’s 91st birthday on 22 November. What

         a matriarch! It was yet another reminder of how much I have been rewarded, one way or another, for being an independent man

         in my madly busy but wonderful life.

      




      

      Chapter 1


      

      SAILING AWAY


      

      When 20 Formula 1 cars stormed off the grid in Melbourne on 6 March 2005, the only sound I could hear was the gentle lapping

         of water against the hull of a yacht. Instead of experiencing tension and a soaring pulse, I could feel only a gentle breeze

         coming off the Persian Gulf. I was several thousand miles away from Australia and a sport that had consumed my life for more

         than 30 years. To my surprise, it did not matter at all.

      


      

      I have always thought it important for sports people to give up competition rather than the other way round. That is easier

         said than done because you are not always master of your destiny. I am also aware that it is just as difficult for racing

         drivers to reach that sometimes painful decision as it is for boxers or any other sports professionals living on the adrenalin

         produced by a dramatic business that has obsessed them for longer than they care to remember.

      


      

      I often looked at retired racing drivers, struggling to come to terms with their existence outside the cockpit of an F1 car,

         and wondered if, when I finished my business in the sport, I would be the same. Some drivers would do commentary work on various

         forms of motor racing but in many cases, it seemed to me, they were not exactly happy about the sudden change in direction

         their lives had taken. I did not want that to happen to me.

      


      

      I needed to make sure I was not wandering the paddock chasing something that was not there. I would only turn up if I had

         a job to do. Ironically, I had been approached about doing commentary work but I felt, even if I was any good, broadcasting would be for later. I had to make a definite break and look at other things.

      


      

      I had read one or two seasonal previews for 2005 and realised I was rapidly losing touch. I no longer knew who was sponsoring

         whom, what deals were going down, which team was using what tyres. These were things that I would have been able to rattle

         off in the past because running an F1 team is like insider dealing – you know everything that there is to know. Now I had

         lost my power base. I had sold the team that had filled my every waking moment. I was in danger of becoming a prisoner in

         a vacuum of boredom.

      


      

      My wife Marie was quick to realise that the weekend of the first grand prix in 2005 would be a killer. She quietly arranged

         a trip on Burrasca, a 183ft ketch built by Perini Navi in Viareggio. This magnificent yacht with 17,000 sq. ft of sail was based in Dubai and

         Marie knew there would be no motor sport there.

      


      

      When we arrived in the Middle East, I could not believe how much was going on. It was proof of the insular world that F1 inhabits

         when a race weekend gets under way and you actually believe that nothing else is happening on the planet. You come to think

         that the grand prix is the centre of the universe. Dubai provided the perfect antidote.

      


      

      Marie and I had dinner with Mark Knopfler and went to his open-air concert. The following day, we watched my friend Paul McGinley

         play in the Dubai Open. Without any apparent effort, I was involved with two of the loves of my life – music and golf. If

         there had been a soccer match taking place, my weekend would have been complete.

      


      

      Nonetheless, motor racing was never far away. Nigel Mansell was in Dubai to watch the golf and the 1992 world champion stopped

         by for a drink and a look at the boat. There had been a suggestion that I should get involved in the newly formed A1 Grand

         Prix series. I had a visit from Sheikh Maktoum Hasher Maktoum Al Maktoum of Dubai, who had founded the so-called World Cup

         of Motor Sport in 2004. He brought along his business partners from South Africa to ask if Jordan would consider running the Irish team.

      


      

      It was not something I wanted to do. In any case, there was confusion over who should be paying whom. I wanted $1 million

         for the right to use my name and they wanted the same amount from me if I wished to compete. Clearly, we were never going

         to meet in the middle, nor even come close, but all of this was a pleasant distraction from what was happening on the other

         side of the world in Melbourne.

      


      

      Thankfully, at least from my point of view, coverage of the Australian Grand Prix was poor in Dubai. That probably had much

         to do with the fact that neighbouring Bahrain had a grand prix and Dubai did not. Local politics were in my favour as I walked

         the wooden decks rather than a concrete pit lane.

      


      

      We set off on the Friday for the Persian Gulf and the Straits of Hormuz. This potentially dangerous stretch of water may have

         been littered with warships but it was a wonderful place to go diving, something I had never done before. There was an unavoidable

         feeling of freedom – and, in my case, escape – as we sat on the side of this monster of a magnificent sailing ship while it

         made the most of a favourable wind and cut through the bright blue sea. We would drop anchor at night, have dinner, talk and

         play cards. I detected the hand of Marie behind the fact that there was no television within reach.

      


      

      It was not until Tuesday that I found out that Giancarlo Fisichella had won for Renault in Melbourne. Considering Giancarlo

         had won the last of four grands prix for my team, I was delighted, but it did not make me wish I had been there. Yes, I had

         thought about the race from time to time, but not as much as I predicted I would.

      


      

      There was a definite feeling that my existence in the emotional and dramatic world of motor racing had reached a conclusion.

         That seemed bizarre, having spent so much of my life being a chancer in many respects while attempting to gain a footing and

         then make my way slowly but surely towards the peak. The climb had been difficult and, at times, painful but, along the way, the view had

         been magnificent. Now I was ready to see what lay on the other side. My base camp in Ireland seemed a million miles away.

      




      

      Chapter 2


      

      FLASH JORDAN


      

      Although I was born and brought up in Dublin, most of my younger days were spent in Bray, a seaside town about 12 miles south

         of the capital city. In the 1950s, Bray would be as popular in Ireland as Blackpool in England, but half the size and without

         the glitter, the tower and the trams.

      


      

      My Aunt Lilian, who was unmarried, lived in Bray and doted on me. She loved having me there and we became really close. I

         felt at home in every sense because this house had been what you might call the seat of the Jordan family, where my dad had

         been brought up and my grandfather had practised as a dentist. Almost every weekend I would catch the train to Bray after

         school on a Friday, come winter or summer, sunshine or showers.

      


      

      In truth, I enjoyed the winter months more, particularly when walking along the beach or the promenade while the wind whipped

         up the Irish Sea and battered the landscape around Bray Head. Despite the effect of the frequently raw elements, winter seemed

         more peaceful in Bray. The amusement arcades would be open on a Sunday only, whereas in the summer they would be busy seven

         days a week, and the place would be a madhouse.

      


      

      The entire complexion of Bray began to change as the days grew longer and more visitors arrived. We local youngsters became

         Jack-the-lads, particularly when wonderful, gorgeous girls arrived from England and proved to be a bit wilder and noisier

         than the Irish women. They used more make-up and that must have added to the allure and sense of achievement if an Irish lad

         managed to pull. That was the challenge and most of us succeeded at some point. The English girls were more…accommodating…than their Irish counterparts

         because they were not shackled or influenced by the intense doctrine of the Catholic Church.

      


      

      I had my first experience with alcohol when I was about 14. We would drink ‘Black and Tan’, a strange choice of name because,

         in terms of Irish history, the Black and Tans were very unpopular. They were mostly former British army soldiers brought into

         Ireland by the government in London after the First World War to assist the Royal Irish Constabulary. This was nothing to

         do with politics. It was simply a way of former soldiers earning money. There were not enough uniforms to go round and the

         new recruits ended up wearing a mix of khaki and dark police clothes – hence the name Black and Tan. They terrorised the locals

         and were deeply despised, even to this day.

      


      

      You could not say the same for the drink, a heady mix of cider and Guinness. It had the desired effect at very little cost.

         My close friend at the time was Eddie O’Byrne. His father was state solicitor for County Wicklow. His mother used to have

         an account in the local grocers. Eddie would go into the shop, wait until the young girl rather than the suspicious owner

         was serving, pick up a couple of flagons of cider and have them charged to his mother’s account as maybe a pound of butter

         and some bread and ham. That would be our fix for the day. We would go to the Monkey Pole, a tourist attraction located halfway

         up Bray Head, and sit there becoming increasingly goggle-eyed while watching the young girls go by. I have known less pleasant

         ways to spend an afternoon in the sunshine.

      


      

      Everyone used to call me ‘Flash’, not because of my antics, but partly because Jordan rhymed with Gordon and partly because,

         if checked trousers were in, I would wear them; if drainpipes were the thing, I would have them; if flowery shirts were in

         fashion, I would be the first to parade up and down in one. The name stuck and a few people in Bray only know me as Flash,

         even now.

      


      

      When I was younger, Bray provided another attraction in the form of pongo. No, it’s not what you might think. Pongo was the

         forerunner of bingo and identical to it. Aunt Lilian would often take me to pongo on a Friday night and we would play for an hour. That

         was a big treat. Then she would bring me home and I would have Kimberly biscuits, do my studying and go to bed. Talk about

         the high life! But these are very fond memories and a prelude to an interest in a more serious piece of Irish culture.

      


      

      By chance, Bray rather than Dublin became the place for local bands to do their stuff. This was where my love for music took

         root. In the wintertime, you had talented musicians such as Donny Deveney, whose father owned the newspaper shop, and a boy

         called Paul Ashford. Aunt Lilian taught in the technical college when Paul was expelled and I was under strict instructions

         not to mix with this boy, but he was a super guy and a brilliant bass player. We are still friends to this day. He played

         in a group called The Chosen Few and they would play in the All Stars Club on Albert Walk in Bray every Wednesday and Saturday.

         That is where I learned to play the drums and first got to hear Fran O’Toole.

      


      

      Fran was a wonderful keyboard artist who played rock but whose passion was always a bit of jazz. He sounded just like Georgie

         Fame. He was so good that he was asked to join the Miami Showband, which was one of the biggest names, if not the biggest, in Irish music at the time. The Miami, whose lead singer was Dickie Rock, played five nights a week all over the

         country and in the UK. One Saturday night in July 1975, The Miami were returning from a gig in a ballroom in the North of

         Ireland when terrorists stopped their bus near the border and three of the eight band members were murdered in cold blood.

         Fran O’Toole was one of them.

      


      

      We were totally devastated. Bray and the rest of Ireland went into deep shock. Yes, we knew all about the troubles in the

         North but no one ever expected the violence to include innocent people who brought such pleasure both north and south of the

         border. It was horrific and seemed so pointless. I could not get my head round this at all.

      


      

      Partying and discos began to enter the social scene. I remember one night telling Aunt Lilian that I was catching an earlier bus back home to Dublin. Of course, being a chancer, I did a

         detour to the disco instead. My aunt, being an experienced teacher, was wise to these things. She marched into the disco,

         dragged me out, and gave me a verbal lashing. She threatened to put me on the bus – for good. I had to virtually get down

         on bended knee, apologise and plead to be allowed to come back to Bray. I would have been lost without the town and its music.

      


      

      Not that there was anything wrong with home, of course. It was just that I was not spoiled as much. My father was an extremely

         quiet man who worked for the electricity board. My mother, in the typical fashion of an Irish house, ran the home and, to

         some extent, the finances. We lived for most of my childhood in St Kevin’s Gardens in Dartry, Dublin 6, which was quite a

         respectable area, being slightly out of the city. Now, of course, Dartry is totally within the commuter belt.

      


      

      We had a semi-detached property in a quiet cul-de-sac. My mum was very fussy about where we lived and she had saved night

         and day for this house. We had to make a lot of sacrifices because Mum was determined to move out of our previous place in

         nearby Ranelagh. This has become an area dominated by flats and apartments but, at the time, Mother wanted to move to a ‘proper

         house’. It cannot have been easy because, based on my father’s income, we were probably boxing outside our weight.

      


      

      Mum somehow got the money and put the deal together. My parents were not inclined to have a big mortgage; that was not their

         style. They preferred to save and get the money first. They typified the philosophy of an older Irish generation – neither

         a borrower nor a lender be. Maybe in the next generation people will revert to that but, now, it is quite the opposite – you

         borrow and, if you cannot make 5 per cent on the money that you borrow, then you are a mug. My view has always leaned enthusiastically

         towards the latter philosophy.

      


      

      Whatever Mother did, it was enough to get us into this house in Dartry. I was about eight or nine at the time. My elder sister Helen was a very good student and worked really hard. When

         she was 19, she got married, which I think Mum and Dad considered to be a bit early. Not that it mattered because, after working

         with my dad for a while, Helen became an airhostess with Aer Lingus. That was a really cool job at that time. I remember watching

         as the Aer Lingus bus came to pick her up. She was off across the Atlantic to New York. In an aeroplane! Believe me, that

         was huge excitement.

      


      

      Helen was always very sophisticated and stylish. There was a five and a half year gap between us, so we did not have much

         opportunity to be together socially. Once Helen started working, every Friday she would give me a small allocation of my pocket

         money. In my last years at school, it was always enough to go to The Templelogue Inn, which was better known as The Morgue.

         Everyone went there on a Sunday night. A pint cost two shillings and sixpence (121⁄2 pence). So, for ten shillings (50p) you could have four pints. When you are 17 or 18, four pints have little effect. I

         would collapse in a heap if I had four pints now.

      


      

      It was not my father’s style to go down to the pub for a session. He preferred to come home at five each evening, read the

         paper, have tea at about 5.30 and be finished and washed up in time to see the six o’clock news. Then we would turn the telly

         off, kneel down in front of our chairs and say the rosary. It was the Angelus, which is recited at noon (which is not practical

         for most people) and in the evening. We did it without fail each night.

      


      

      My dad’s twin sister was a senior nun, Mother Rectrus of the Irish Sisters of Charity. This order was a huge part of Irish

         life and also one of the biggest in England. Every Monday at seven o’clock we would go to chapel for a special service. I

         liked that because we would meet my aunt and have tea and tiny slices of the most magnificent brown bread I have ever tasted.

         It was gorgeous, particularly with homemade butter. The trick was to make the bread with buttermilk that was slightly sour

         and on the point of going off. There was a knack to making it and every Irish mother knew how it was done. The other advantage of going to chapel on the Monday was it meant I could get away with doing less homework and studying.

         That was a difficult thing to do when you were a pupil at Synge Street School, arguably one of the best teaching establishments

         in Dublin.

      


      

      It was a three-mile hike from our house. Synge Street was a state school where the academic standards were high – as were

         the fees at £6 per year. Not many people could afford that but, nonetheless, the roll call of soon-to-be-famous names attending

         Synge Street goes on forever.

      


      

      Donnacha O’Dea was the son of the very famous actress Siobhan McKenna and an actor by the name of Dennis O’Dea. I went to

         school with Donnacha and he became an outstanding swimmer, doing his bit for Ireland. Then he became world champion at the

         age of 57, not at swimming, of course. By then he had moved on to poker, which he mastered with just as much ease. He was

         unbeatable and he is on television all the time, demonstrating his skills. Many famous footballers also went to Synge Street,

         as did the TV host Gay Byrne. I sat beside a guy called Brian Hurley, who went on to become a big singing star in Ireland

         and the United States under the stage name Red Hurley.

      


      

      A bunch of us lived not far from each other and we would walk home together rather than take the bus. That way we could save

         two pence and use it to buy a cigarette and a gur cake. This consisted of all the bits that were not used in making confectionary,

         wedding cakes and fruitcakes. These odds and ends would be thrown into a bucket and mulled around before being compacted and

         sold off as gur cakes. The height of luxury was a Woodbine and a gur cake after a hard day at school.

      


      

      The Christian Brothers who ran Synge Street made sure it was hard. You studied or you got beaten. So we got beaten – leather

         straps across the hand, usually once a day. The pain was wicked. It sounds terrible now but it never did us any harm. You

         received your punishment and off you went. There was no point in crying about it. And, not surprisingly, you studied and did your homework. If an essay had to be handed in by 12 o’clock, you made sure

         it was on time, otherwise you got two lashes. You soon learned that you were going to have to hand it in at some stage – so

         why not do it by midday? Why get two lashes for nothing? It was discipline.

      


      

      On reflection, such an authoritarian regime sounds callous and cruel, but did it have the desired effect? Absolutely! The

         fear factor made you say, ‘God, I’ve got to do this thing. I must do it. I have to finish it.’ And you did. Whereas now, if

         you are not inclined, the reaction is, ‘Oh fuck it. Who cares?’ And, of course, no one does.

      


      

      My life in Synge Street was made even more difficult by the fact that I am mildly dyslexic, but did not know it at the time.

         My two boys are the same, but the girls are not. Sir Jackie Stewart and others like him have proved that dyslexia is not the

         end of the world, far from it. Dyslexics adapt and find that they are better at things other than reading and writing.

      


      

      I was always fantastically good at maths. If you have to add up 40 sets of figures, I will do it in half the time it takes

         you to punch the numbers into a computer – and I will be right. I see things in multiples, never singularly. For example,

         if there is a two, a seven, a nine and a six, you will probably add them in sequence whereas I am working in multiples of

         ten and measuring the zeros. I am looking for blocks of ten, which appear as a sequence and that brings up the answer every

         time.

      


      

      That is probably one of the reasons why wheeling and dealing came so easily. I think I must have done that since birth because

         I have been at it for as long as I can remember. Conkers, marbles, books – I would be buying and selling continually. I was

         the youngest in the family and quickly realised that school books would not be retained at home, so I could sell them without

         saying too much. At the end of the year, I would buy books that had been kept much better than mine and flog them to the next

         class coming up. Why not? It seemed the obvious thing to do.

      


      

      Of course, the big question was just what was I going to do with myself when I left Synge Street. There was one course that was obvious after being brought up and educated by the Brothers.

         I went to mass every morning of Lent, and had Sodality once a week with my aunt, usually at eight o’clock at night, which

         was mainly for younger people. During these occasions, the priest would bring up the merits of the priesthood. I would not

         want to say this was a form of indoctrination – but it was not far off. The priest would say, ‘The Bishop is coming to confer

         you tomorrow and I just want to ask you the question: surely, boys, God has come into your heart and your soul, he has spoken

         to you and said that he wants to give you the calling, that he wants you to be one of his disciples – his apostle on Earth?

         And the fear and the love of God; surely everything he stands for, you can see in yourself?’ On he went in that vein. Gentle

         persuasion!

      


      

      During quiet moments of contemplation, you might think to yourself, ‘Maybe I should be a priest?’ Then you’d think some more

         and say, ‘Hang on. That’s ridiculous.’ But then you’d consider it again. You might even mention your thoughts to someone and,

         reading your mind, they might say, ‘Y’know, Edmund, priests don’t have to be quiet. You could make a great priest.’ I would

         say, ‘Yeah, sure. Thanks very much.’

      


      

      Towards the end of my time at Synge Street, I got as far as going to a retreat in Rathfarnham with the monks. They would set

         a target and you would go there for maybe three days and two nights. It involved mainly solitude and not too much talking

         with a bit of singing and reading. I remember it struck me as odd that there was very little bible reading. The bible, certainly

         in Irish Catholicism, never features strongly. Most places you go in the world, there will be a bible in the hotel room –

         and I have to admit that some of the bible stories are wonderful – but you rarely came across a bible in an Irish hotel room.

         When we went to mass, the priest would read from the prayer book. When I emerged from the retreat, I knew that was as close

         as I was ever going to get to the priesthood.

      


      

      After that, there was the almost unspoken suggestion at home that I should pursue dentistry, but only because it was in the family. There was my grandfather, of course, and I also had two

         uncles working in the dental college in Lincoln Place in Dublin. I went there, but only for a very short period. Various profiles

         that have been written about me say that I did six months in Lincoln Place. I did nothing of the sort. I went to a couple

         of lectures and quickly realised this was not going to work. So I stopped – or I ran out, if you like.

      


      

      Banking and money seemed a much more logical calling but, even then, the Church would have its say. Some uncharitable people

         said my dad’s twin sister, the indomitable Auntie Maureen – Mother Rectrus – got me into the bank because I could not possibly

         have made it with my qualifications. That is possibly true. I am sure it was no coincidence that I joined the Irish Sisters

         of Charity Bank, otherwise known as the Hibernian Bank before it became the Bank of Ireland. My aunt may have opened a few

         doors but, once inside, there was no danger of me making another rush for the exit. I was to the manner born.

      




      

      Chapter 3


      

      A RIGHT BARNEY


      

      We had two bank strikes in the space of four years in Ireland. During the first, in 1966, I was not affected. I was not yet

         working for a bank and did not have much money to transact. I spent the summer in Jersey doing odd jobs, trying to earn enough

         to keep me going. The second strike, in the summer of 1970, was more serious. By then, I was a bank employee and it meant

         there was no money in every sense. So, I returned to Jersey to earn some cash. Little did I know that this trip would have

         a profound effect on both my future and the spending and making of money on a scale I would never have dreamed of.

      


      

      I did menial accounting jobs for the Jersey Electricity Company during the day and worked in the Bristol Bar at night. I was

         sharing the front room of a house with four people I had never met before, not that it mattered in those days. You put your

         case with all your belongings beneath your bed and just got on with it. The landlady would appear regularly to collect her

         money, which amounted to about 25 per cent of your earnings. No food was allowed in the house, so I made good use of the canteen

         at the electricity company and, thankfully, there was a bit of food to be had in the bar. I began by washing glasses and cleaning

         tables. When the bar became really busy – which was often – I would pull pints and generally enjoy the mayhem. It was manic

         at times in that pub.

      


      

      Bars did not open on Sundays in Jersey. With nothing better to do, I tried my hand on a go-kart at a small track at St Brelade’s

         Bay. The sense of excitement was immediate. I could not believe how close you were to the ground, and the cornering ability of the kart amazed me. I had no idea that this sort of exhilaration

         existed, and all for a relatively small amount of money. I was earning enough to be able to spend a couple of hours each Sunday

         at the track. Unofficial races would develop with the local heroes, who knew the karts and the track very well and were difficult

         to beat.

      


      

      It was not the racing that mesmerised me at the time; it was the thrill of driving these buzzy little things quickly. The

         absence of suspension on a kart meant you would be bouncing and jumping all over the track, feeling most of it through your

         backside, which was an inch or so from the pavement and often in contact with it.

      


      

      That basic sensation was repeated in all subsequent formulae as I worked my way through motor sport. You can learn so much

         about a car just from how it feels. Jockeys will tell you the same thing. They may never have ridden a particular horse before

         they canter to the starting post, but that short journey will tell them exactly what the horse is likely to do, whether he

         pulls this way or that. They get the feel for the horse and will know whether he is a good one or a bad one. It is the same

         in motor sport, from a kart through to a sophisticated racing car. You can tell a great deal by the sensation coming through

         your backside and I was experiencing it for the first time on the kart track in Jersey.

      


      

      Having got the taste, I was very keen to go racing when I returned to Ireland at the end of the bank strike. I had been posted

         to Mullingar, where I met Dennis Shaw, a solicitor with a practice in the town. We established the Mullingar Karting Club

         in association with the local council. Our ‘track’ consisted of a few roads with straw bales marking out the course and protecting

         us from lampposts and other potential hazards. It was very basic. No, it was worse than that – it was agricultural. If the

         safety people evident in racing today saw what we were up to three decades ago, they would have a fit. At the time, no one

         cared. It was huge fun because we were racing and the local population, for whom life in Mullingar was pretty still, loved

         the spectacle and the noise. And it cost them nothing.

      


      

      At first, I shared a kart with Dennis but we quickly realised we needed one each. I cannot remember the detail of the transaction

         but I bought mine locally. It was prepared for racing by Michael Tunney, who went on to become an outstanding businessman

         and, some 40 years later, remains one of my closest friends.

      


      

      The trick was to have Alan Johnson tune the engine. Alan was known as ‘The King’ because he also won most of the races, but

         just being on the scene, having a kart and racing regularly was enough to qualify for a major championship event. That must

         have been the criterion because I was selected to represent Ireland at Heysham in Lancashire, despite not having achieved

         much in terms of results. It was at this event that I met Terry Fullerton, probably the only kart driver in the world who,

         ten years later, had Ayrton Senna’s total respect. Karting was a natural proving ground for young racers and many of the faces

         I saw and competed against at the time reappeared as I moved through Formula Ford and F3. There were some outstanding drivers,

         including Austin Kinsella and The King.

      


      

      We would load the karts in a van and go to places such as the Isle of Man, where we would get a race after the bikes had finished.

         Providing added entertainment at a motorbike race was always tricky because the circuit would be far too big and fast for

         a kart. In some places, it was suicidal.

      


      

      It was also costing me a fortune. There was no prize money – I mean, who was going to pay when we were willing to turn up

         and race on anything that remotely resembled a track? The best you could do was ask the local council if they would provide

         a couple of trophies. That was it. You had to fend for yourself. The last thing you needed was an accident because of the

         damage to the kart or, worse, yourself. I was to find out all about that thanks to a major shunt at a place called Monasterboyce.

      


      

      We used to go there often. Monasterboyce was a village about an hour north of Dublin on the road to Belfast. Everything used

         to close in Northern Ireland on a Sunday – they even went so far as chaining the swings in the public parks – so the karters,

         bored stiff and itching for a race, would drive south. We had some wild races as a result. My accident, however, occurred

         during a practice session.

      


      

      One renowned karter, Barney, was famous not so much for his results as for the fact that he had one useable arm. The other

         was a stump with which he could do very little while driving. I do not know how he got a licence. In fact, I don’t think anyone

         ever saw his licence. Administration, if you could call it that, was fairly lax in those days. Despite this handicap, Barney

         was amazingly good. He was also a bit of a lunatic. On this particular day, he got bored with lapping in the same direction.

         So, without saying anything, he decided to go the wrong way, just for the hell of it. I was the one who found him first.

      


      

      It is one thing coming across another competitor who has spun and stalled in the middle of the track, and quite another suddenly

         to find someone coming at you, flat out. We collided head-on. It was an horrific accident and I came off worse. Barney had

         a few scratches but I had gone head-over-heels and was lying on the road with a big piece of bone sticking out of my left

         leg.

      


      

      There was no medical back up worthy of the name at the track, not that anyone could have done much on the spot. I was in a

         bad way. Someone took me to The Lady of Lourdes in Drogheda which, fortunately for me, is a really famous hospital. Normally,

         with a broken leg, everything would be set right, plaster applied and away you would go. I was detained for at least three

         weeks.

      


      

      I had a fairly serious compound fracture that became infected. I needed a couple of operations and, at one point, there was

         concern that I would lose an inch off my leg. My nervous system was affected and, as a result, I developed alopecia. Talk

         about a double whammy.

      


      

      When I had recovered enough to return to work, I found that I had been transferred to Galway. Although I did not ask, I was

         fairly certain that the accident and its aftermath had prompted my aunt, the nun, to persuade the bank to move me as far away as

         possible from all this nonsense with karts and racing in the hope that I would give it up and do something less hazardous.

         If anything, it made me more determined to progress. Racing was truly in my blood.

      




      

      Chapter 4


      

      CARPETS AND CARS


      

      Looking at me now, you would think I would know better than to pay £450 for a racing car that was an old dog, but that’s what

         I did when searching for my first single-seater. Much as I enjoyed karting and the friendships that came with it, I could

         see that single-seaters were the way forward for any young racing driver keen to make his mark. I bought a Lotus 61 Formula

         Ford from a guy in Northern Ireland who wanted rid of it. I quickly discovered why. The car was crap.

      


      

      A Lotus had been the one to have but that famous name was in decline in the junior formulae and the 61 model was a good –

         or a bad – example of that. It kept breaking down and I eventually moved it on to a youngster from Dublin who seemed to have

         a similar passion for the sport. I took his souped-up Ford Anglia in part-exchange and then watched with some discomfort as

         he began to do rather well with the Lotus. In fact, I would not have been surprised if someone had told me then that the guy

         in question would go on to become a grand-prix driver. His name was Derek Daly.

      


      

      I put Derek’s hard-earned cash towards a Crossle 20F, which I bought from Richard Parsons, another driver from the North.

         This was an altogether better deal because the Crossle was a fine car – not as good as the brilliant 25F, which came later

         – but a useful Formula Ford racer nonetheless, and I made good use of it on the Irish motor-sport scene.

      


      

      Despite the so-called Troubles that had flared up in August 1969, in the early 1970s it was still possible to cross the border

         with relative ease and go racing in the North. Bishopscourt and Kirkistown were two fairly similar circuits based on airfields

         in County Down, the former still being used at the time for military purposes. Races in the North were always held on a Saturday,

         which was very handy because events down south at Mondello Park and, occasionally, Phoenix Park, were usually staged on a

         Sunday. The least said the better about some of the driving in the convoy that rushed south on a Saturday night.

      


      

      The trips to Northern Ireland were always great craic. We would catch a ferry between the villages of Strangford and Portaferry

         to reach the southern tip of County Down and then drive to a bed and breakfast in the fishing village of Portavogie. Even

         though our heads were full of racing and we were always in a hurry, it was impossible not to admire the beautiful scenery

         around the southern reaches of Strangford Lough.

      


      

      The usual plan was to finish work at 5.30 p.m. in Dublin, wait for the traffic to die down and leave at 8 p.m. If you did

         it right, it was possible to complete the journey in under three hours and reach Portavogie in time for a pint. Then it would

         be a 5 a.m. call on the Saturday and off to Kirkistown to prepare the car, get through scrutineering and go racing, hopefully

         through the heats and into the final. You had to be careful during race meetings when the days were shorter at the beginning

         and end of the season. The last ferry would leave Portaferry earlier than usual and you had keep that in mind if you stopped

         off with the lads for a pint. The trick, of course, was to get to know the man on the ferry, slip him a couple of quid and

         have him wait for you. There was always a deal to be done!

      


      

      The Troubles may have begun to turn nasty in certain parts of the North but racing people made a conscious effort to encourage

         terrific camaraderie, regardless of your background or religious persuasion. I raced against some really great people – Brian

         Nelson, Tommy Reid, Patsy McGarrity – during those wonderful summers and I have to confess it was often difficult to return

         to work on the Monday.

      


      

      I was still at the bank at that stage and I remember being sent to work in a branch in Portumna in County Galway. That made

         life very difficult for me because it was a desperately long trek with the car and trailer all the way across Ireland to County

         Down. I applied for a transfer back to Dublin but it so happened that I had to take time off work in any case after breaking

         my ankle for a second time. I had broken it while racing karts and now I had broken it again while testing a Formula Ford.

      


      

      My main worry was persuading the people in Human Resources that I should be back in Dublin. I threatened to become a pain

         in the arse if they didn’t transfer me but, as it turned out, there was no need for that because I had been earmarked as someone

         worth watching – for all the right reasons, which made a nice change. I always received a bonus each year for opening more

         accounts than anyone else and was already aware that I seemed to be a bit of a sales person. This would stand me in good stead,

         not only with the bank, but also when it came to raising enough cash to go racing. I was always on the look out for a decent

         deal.

      


      

      My sister, Helen, had just married Neil McCarthy, who was in the fish business. Neil had struck gold by exporting smoked salmon

         that had been vacuum packed. For me, this was perfect. I would stand at the top of Grafton Street, which is one of Dublin’s

         main shopping streets, and flog smoked salmon. Over the years, a bit of spin has been applied to that story by insinuating

         that some of the packs of salmon were past their sell-by date, which I had scratched off. I can say categorically that was

         not the case because there was no dating system in those days, although I suppose that will not stop the suggestion that all

         of it was out of date in any case. I doubt that it was but I cannot say for sure. All I know is that it raised cash towards

         what was, in my view at least, an extremely deserving cause.

      


      

      Other methods of finding finance emerged from the strangest places. I came across a guy called Joe Eustace who was in the

         carpet business. He really had the gift of the gab and he was making hay at a time when a lot of new houses were being built

         and the Irish people really felt they were going places by having fitted carpets in their homes. Joe was doing deals with the developers

         for the provision and fitting of these carpets and I persuaded him to give me a small amount of money in return for having

         The Flooring Centre advertised on my car. One thing led to another, particularly during the off-season of 1972–73. I did a

         deal with Joe to take his remnants and all the carpets and rugs that he couldn’t sell. The remnants were free and I took the

         rest of it – which was quality stuff – on a sale or return basis.

      


      

      If you were into trading, the place to be was Dandelion Green. It was cool to have a stall there and I loved it. Every Saturday

         morning I would arrive with a flask of something hot, ready for the day ahead, which involved going for a pint at lunchtime

         and returning to the stall in the afternoon. You might not sell a thing but there would be great craic among the stallholders.

      


      

      Occasionally, I would ask a really good friend, Dave Meek, who used to come to the races with me, to help out on the stall

         on a Sunday. In return for going 50–50, Dave would look after the Dandelion pitch while I headed out to the main Belfast road.

         At one time, gypsies used to sell pots and pans alongside this road and the market they started had grown into a massive affair,

         a precursor of the Sunday markets and car-boot sales you see today, except this was a serious place. I was as happy as a sandboy,

         playing the chancer and loving every minute of the buzz, the banter and the bartering.

      


      

      One Sunday, I was spotted by the father of Martin Donnelly, then involved with Formula Ford and later to become one of my

         drivers in F3000. Donnelly Senior was a potato merchant from Belfast and he could hardly believe his eyes when he saw me flogging

         carpets by the side of the road. It did not take long for that tale to circulate within Irish motor sport. I did not rush

         to refute the story when asked and this quickly became a piece of Jordan folklore, particularly later on when I was arguably

         the only team owner in F1 who had once resorted to selling carpet remnants. It was part of some very happy days spent raising

         money. It was also a source of revenue that was limited to the weekends. There was a different scam during the week.

      


      

      I was developing a brisk business in private car sales through adverts in the local newspaper. For some reason, Irish people

         refused either to trust the main dealers or to pay the price when buying second-hand. I propagated that image by advertising

         in the paper and telling prospective punters that the dealers were selling exactly the same car for a couple of hundred pounds

         more. In fact, it was usually a slightly different model, but who could tell the difference?

      


      

      I built up my stock through contacts made in the world of trial biking. Dave Meek was a trials rider in the winter and I would

         go with him and have a ride from time to time. Trials riding attracted many of the sales people from the bigger garages in

         Dublin, and I got to know them well enough to be able to ring up after scanning their stock and say, ‘I’ll have those two

         or three cars as they’re seen!’ I would choose trade-ins that I knew the dealers would want to get rid of as soon as possible;

         or, if they had too many of one particular model, I would offer to take three away at a knock-down price. I would try to sell

         two for the price of three, leaving the last as profit. It did not always work, but the game plan was to sell on Tuesday,

         Wednesday and Thursday, hoping to get rid of the last one on Friday before going to Dandelion Green the next day.

      


      

      The bank would often provide a source of potential customers. Someone might come in for a loan to buy a car. I would ask them

         what particular year and model they had in mind. Then I’d say, ‘Well, that’s a stroke of luck. I know where there’s a car

         exactly like the one you want. Leave it with me.’ Once they had gone, I would be on the phone to the dealers until I found

         a car that matched the requirement and away we would go.

      


      

      Sometimes I might have as many as ten cars in my ‘stock’. The problem would be finding somewhere to put them. I had some in

         the bank car park, some in the driveway of a house where I was living, some here and some there. The winter brought another

         snag when the cold weather would cause difficulty with starting some of these very fine cars. The batteries would go flat, so I

         had to make sure that the worst offenders were parked facing downhill.

      


      

      Of course, this was playing havoc with my proper job in the bank, but I had a wonderful ally in Margaret Nevin. Margaret would

         cover for me when I was out and about, either moving and selling cars or buying clutches and bits and pieces for my Formula

         Ford. Just to keep it in the family, Margaret had a brother, Liam, who was an electrician, a really gifted guy who could turn

         his hand to anything. He ended up preparing my race car. Liam became part of an important group of mates, including Dave Meek

         and Jim Woods, known as ‘Woody’, who built my race engines.

      


      

      It was important to have good support because the racing was ferocious. With drivers such as David Kennedy, Derek Daly and

         Bernard Devaney from Dublin up against Gary Gibson, Richard Parsons, Jay Pollock and Jim Sherry, the competition was intense.

         They were quick, believe me, and a better bunch of people you could never hope to meet. They were all diamonds.

      


      

      We wanted to beat each other so badly that all sorts of muttered accusations were heard among the losers. If I did well, there

         would be complaints that Woody was building dodgy engines. Of course, he was doing nothing of the sort. Woody was a very clever

         guy with a great understanding of what made an engine work. He was in demand and the others were trying to tempt him away

         but, for whatever reason, Woody just wanted to look after my engine, and I was really grateful for that because the competition

         was so fierce.

      


      

      I received an interesting measure of just how good the Irish guys were when I took myself across the water for a couple of

         races in England. Dave Meek and I went to Longridge, near Preston, one of the reasons being that Dave’s aunt lived in Preston,

         which meant we had a place to stay. It cost quite a bit to take the car and trailer across the Irish Sea but, as ever, there

         was a deal to be done. A guy I grew up with in Bray had become sales and marketing manager for B+I Ferrries, which was very handy because we could travel from

         Dublin to Liverpool for the very best price.

      


      

      Having raced at Longridge on the Saturday, we went across to Yorkshire the following day and raced at Croft. I did rather

         well on both occasions and I was immediately struck by the fact that racing at places such as Mondello and Bishops Court was

         a hell of a lot more difficult because there were so many good guys competing in Ireland.

      


      

      Various places often develop a stranglehold on a certain subject, for no particular reason. It could be music, it could be

         sport. In the early 1970s, junior motor racing in Ireland had gathered terrific momentum. The level of competition was so

         fierce that it pushed us all on to a very high level. Derek Daly went to England and was massively successful. David Kennedy

         did the same. I eventually followed suit and we all wound up in F3.

      


      

      We were very similar in many ways. Our parents were hard-working, good people but none of us had any money. David Kennedy

         used to work for a garage delivery service, the deal being that he could have a car and a trailer at the weekends. That was

         important to him so he was happy to work for the car delivery man throughout the week. Derek Daly made ends meet by doing

         up cars for banger racing. You did anything that would earn money to allow you to go motor racing.

      


      

      I had no time for girlfriends because I was too busy. Any socialising was done in the pub, usually Johnnie Fox’s, which was

         about half an hour from the city centre, heading into the Dublin Mountains, or the Step Inn in the nearby village of Stepaside.

         We used to go there because of the late drinking. In fact, once you went in, it was very difficult to get out. That seemed

         to be the way of it in almost any pub outside Dublin. There were strict licensing laws about closing at 11.30 p.m. The trick

         was to be inside at 11.29 p.m. Once the door was locked and the lights turned down, you could stay for most of the night and

         early morning if you felt so inclined.

      


      

      The Step Inn decided to serve food, only because it meant they could get a longer licence and stay open – officially – until

         12.30 a.m. It was a perfect place for motor-racing people and anyone who was anyone on the motor-racing scene would be there.

         The craic was great but the thing I could never understand was that people would fall out of that pub at all hours – and it

         was right next door to the police station. It did not make a blind bit of difference.

      


      

      Dublin was a really great city in which to grow up and, from what I hear, that remains the same 30 years on. My second born,

         Michele, better known as ‘Miki’, went to university there and Zak, my third born, is still there. By all accounts, nothing

         has changed – although the tempo seems to have moved up a scale or two! For me, the early days were blissfully humorous and

         carefree. Life was just a joy and my priorities, as a wannabe racer, were clear-cut. The first question was do I have the

         money to go racing this weekend? If the answer was yes, the second question was do I have enough to buy a proper set of tyres

         for the car? The next question was what state is the engine in and can I afford to have it rebuilt or, at least, get the head

         done? Even if I did not have all my financial ducks in a row, I still went ahead and raced. It was the same for all of us.

         That’s what we were like. Racing was the beginning and the end. Nothing else mattered.

      


      

      In the winter, of course, there would be no racing, so we went rallying instead. It was a different bunch of people but just

         as much fun. In fact, doubly so because this was more of a laugh than racing, which had a serious edge given that we were

         all would-be world champions, at least in our own minds. I rallied all sorts of weird and wonderful cars that I acquired by

         doing deals in the pub.

      


      

      On one occasion, I bought a Vauxhall Viva 2000 with a V6 engine from a journalist and the radiator burst. The thing about

         rallying is that you keep going at all costs. Everyone is there, doing their bit and willing you on. Spectators were pushing

         the Viva down the road, water spewing from the radiator, when someone produced a couple of eggs and popped the whites into

         the hot radiator to seal the leak. To my amazement, it worked. That was typical of the little tricks of the trade perfected by the rally brigade to

         bring a lame car home. Rallying was a major sport, an important part of motor-sport culture. The Circuit of Ireland at Easter

         was the event and attracted top international names.

      


      

      During this time I met Martin McCarthy, who was starting in Formula Ford and who was also keen on rallying. He gave me the

         best insight into aerodynamics, which, as an incredibly talented engineer, came naturally to him. He was one of the consultant

         engineers who designed and built the hugely impressive Du Pont chemical plant in Northern Ireland.

      


      

      I moved on to a green Triumph 2.5pi but this got me into trouble even before I had used it for rallying. The Triumph was a

         fine big car and I would use it for towing cars and carrying all the lads to and from the races. We were travelling back and

         forth between Dublin and Mondello Park one weekend when the police stopped me for a serious case of speeding. I told the boys

         to sit tight while I got out and chatted up the Garda officer. After about five or ten minutes I got back in the car, said

         everything was sorted, and drove off. The boys couldn’t believe it. I had found out that the police officer was looking for

         a second-hand car. A few days later, I sold him exactly what he was looking for and everyone was happy.

      


      

      We took the Triumph to the west of Ireland for the Galway Rally. Liam Nevin was my co-driver because he was a local lad and,

         as I’ve said before, really handy when it came to fixing things on the car – quite literally in this case. Rally cars needed

         sump guards and the Triumph did not have one. So, what did Liam do? He took a square manhole cover from the road, modified

         it and proceeded to weld the result to the bottom of the car in the hotel car park. All the professional guys had these titanium

         sump guards and there we were with a manhole cover. The extra weight did not bear thinking about but at least we had proper

         protection for the rough roads and the humps and jumps. We were lying third at one point but I can’t remember where we finished.

         All I know is that I sold the car for a profit the following Wednesday on the basis that it now had a decent competition pedigree. The bottom line, as always, was being a chancer

         and finding cash to go racing. Rallying was a light-hearted diversion. Racing single-seaters continued to be the main aim.

      




      

      Chapter 5


      

      MARLBORO’S IRISH COWBOYS


      

      Both legs were broken. One was at a horrible angle and the ambulance ride to the Leicester Royal Infirmary gave me time to

         consider that my racing career might be over. The irony was that I had finally got my hands on a Crossle 25F, a brilliant

         Formula Ford car that was allowing me to win a few races in England. However, being fast was one thing but, as I had just

         learnt, you also needed to be able to stop the car. Going into the hairpin at Mallory Park, I suddenly discovered that I had

         braking on the front wheels only. The brakes locked and I ploughed straight into the bank.

      


      

      No one was to blame. It was one of those things. The position of the brake pipe was a bit marginal at the point where it went

         into the back of the chassis. If the rear anti-roll bar was not done up tightly, it could touch the brake pipe, which is what

         happened. The pipe eventually broke and I had no rear brakes and two broken legs.

      


      

      I was in hospital for quite some time and it was clear that I would not be racing for the rest of 1975. The compound fractures

         to the left fibula and tibia were pretty ugly and the surgeons had to do some grafting. I did not want to tell my parents.

         When I rang home a few days later and my mother asked how I was keeping, I pretended that everything was normal. I was living

         in the home of Ian Smith, the treasurer of the Aintree Car Club, and it was several weeks before I told my mother what had

         actually happened. I was on the verge of giving up completely, my view being that I’d given it my best shot and had a pretty

         good time. I had damaged my legs and ankles before, so perhaps this was the point at which I ought to stop.

      


      

      It is funny how things happen. Towards the end of that summer, I received a call out of the blue from Terry McGovern. Terry

         looked after the cars driven by Ken Fildes, a well-known Irish racer. Ken had decided to move on and do other things and Terry

         wanted to know if I would be interested in racing Ken’s Lotus 69. The Lotus may have been a bit long in the tooth but it was

         a beautiful car helped, in my patriotic view, by the fact that it was painted green and orange. Better than that, it was a

         Formula Atlantic car that, regardless of its age, represented an exciting leap from Formula Ford. I didn’t need much persuading

         to accept the drive at Mondello Park.

      


      

      I went very well that weekend and they decided to let me have another outing. This was, in effect, my first ‘drive’ as opposed

         to running my own car and doing everything myself. The deal was that I would pay for certain things, so I enlisted sponsorship

         from The Flooring Centre and from an old school mate from Synge Street, Tommy Hogan.

      


      

      Tommy owned a chain of butcher’s shops. He was quite an operator and very trendy – a new breed of butcher in the way he revolutionised

         the sale of meat in Dublin. The big hoteliers began to use him and, before we knew it, Tommy was the first of our local lads

         to be driving a nice Porsche. Tommy simply liked to be associated with cars, we were good friends and sponsoring my racing

         was an extension of his interest. It worked well because he would always be working on a Saturday and yet he was able to take

         the Porsche to Mondello on a Sunday, watch the racing, have a drink, meet a few girls and then go home.

      


      

      It was very satisfactory all round, so much so that Terry moved the Lotus on and, between us, we managed to buy a March 74B.

         This was a Formula Atlantic car that had previously been raced by Alan Jones. The car may have had a fine pedigree, given

         that it had been driven by a man destined to become world champion with Williams in 1980, but it had a bent chassis that we

         knew nothing about until it was too late. Nonetheless, that did not stop me having fun in 1977 and, almost before I knew it, all of this had led to a sponsorship association that would have a massive effect on my life

         in racing. It also introduced me to one of the craftiest salesmen I have ever come across – and I’ve met a few.

      


      

      It all began with Vivian Candy, a very clever guy who worked in the advertising world. Vivian raced saloon cars but, like

         everyone else, he wanted to progress and needed the money to do it. Vivian got wind of a possible deal with Philip Morris

         – David Kennedy likes to take the credit for tipping off Vivian, but I really don’t recall that. Philip Morris knew all about

         the strength of advertising in motor sport since they had been associated with BRM and then McLaren in Formula 1. Their Marlboro

         brand was popular in Europe, and the UK was a growing market, but Philip Morris wanted to get into Ireland, which they knew

         would be a tougher nut to crack because the Marlboro cigarette, with its roasted tobacco, had a completely different taste

         from the more traditional Virginia blend that was popular in Ireland.

      


      

      Vivian was very experienced in making presentations but he knew that his record in racing in the lower formulae was not strong

         enough to attract Marlboro. He needed a package of two cars, which is where I came in thanks to my profile in Formula Atlantic.

      


      

      We put a proposal together and the key to it was that Philip Morris would come in on the back of a well-known name in Ireland.

         Vivian’s suggestion was that Marlboro should join with another, like-minded, red and white sponsor known as Captain America,

         a burger chain. We went to Great Western House, near London Heathrow, to see George Macken, who was the sales and marketing

         director of Philip Morris UK, with responsibility for the budget for Ireland. A deal was agreed eventually – I would compete

         in Formula Atlantic while Vivian would race in Formula Ford – and we launched the programme at the IRAC in Dublin.

      


      

      As an aside to all of this, Philip Morris appointed a sales manager in Ireland, Michael O’Flaherty. He was some operator,

         particularly when George came to Dublin to see how things were going. There is no doubt that this was a very difficult sales market to penetrate and Michael had his work cut out, but he was certainly

         not going to let George know about his lack of progress.

      


      

      Every now and again Michael would say, ‘Right lads, George is coming next week and I want you to get everything ready. Let’s

         arrange to go to this nightclub and that place,’ and so on. Michael would pick up George at the airport, drop him at his hotel

         and arrange to take him out for the night. That’s when the fun would start because, of course, George would be looking for

         evidence of Marlboro’s presence and, truth be told, there was not a great deal of it. So Michael went in to overdrive.

      


      

      He planned the route he was going to take and, surprise, surprise, they would pass shop fronts carrying the Marlboro trademark

         cowboy and horse. Michael was the chippiest salesman I ever met. He was just dynamite, but George was no fool.

      


      

      Michael would collect George at Jury’s Hotel, the plan being to start the evening with a couple of pints at O’Donoghue’s,

         a well-known pub on Merrion Row. Of course, Michael would have been there in advance, found the barman due to be on duty that

         night, slipped him a few quid and said, ‘I want plenty of these cigarettes in stock over there, and a banner up here.’ The

         barman would be quite happy to play along. That worked for as long as George actually went into O’Donoghue’s but he soon got

         wise to Michael’s tricks. The conversation would often go like this:

      


      

      ‘No, let’s not go in here, Michael. I want to go to that pub over there.’


      

      ‘No you don’t, George. Let’s go in here because it’s too rough for you over there.’


      

      ‘No, it’s all right. Looks OK to me. I’ll take a chance. C’mon. Let’s go to that one.’


      

      Of course, I was in on all of this and knew my job would then be to divert George as much as possible while Michael went to

         work on the bar staff. I recall one particular occasion when we were suddenly diverted into O’Brien’s, a legendary pub on

         Leeson Street. There was not a single sign – no sales pitch for Marlboro. I remember wondering, ‘How on earth is Michael going to get out of this

         one?’

      


      

      It got worse when George asked for 80 Marlboro and the barman said, ‘Jayzus! Eighty did y’say? Hang on a sec, I don’t think

         I have that many. Let me go and check.’ Michael had already slipped him 40 to put up on the rack, knowing George would ask

         for them. The barman, a chancer to the manner born, was on to the scam immediately. ‘Jayzus sir, would y’know, I’m down to

         my last forty. They’re a great seller, grrrreat seller! Walkin’ outa here like you wouldn’t believe. Can’t get enough of them.’

      


      

      That barman became a legend. I don’t think George was taken in but you had to admire the typically Irish way the game was

         being played. It was hilarious. Michael would stop at nothing. His eventual successor, Michael Brady from Belfast, was just

         as mad.

      


      

      O’Flaherty knew George had a taste for Irish music and he arranged to have all the top musicians in town pitch up at whatever

         pub he had earmarked for George’s visit. It was the usual story – just like Johnnie Fox’s and the Step Inn – where, if you

         were inside at 11.30 p.m., they shut the door and you were there for good.

      


      

      On one particular night, we were locked in a certain pub at 3 a.m., the music and drink were flying and the owner’s son was

         with us in the bar. The family lived directly above the pub and the mother arrived downstairs, dressed in her nightdress.

         You could tell from her expression that this was not a social visit, far from it. Bear in mind that this was when the Troubles

         were really getting into their stride in the North and there was a fair amount of ill feeling in certain quarters. It turned

         out that this woman was a staunch Republican and she took exception to hearing George’s English accent in her bar at 3 a.m.

         She was a ferocious woman, so we thought it best to make as quiet and as dignified a retreat as we could muster at that hour.

      


      

      You could never be too careful, no matter which part of Ireland you were in – as I discovered during a hair-raising visit

         to Belfast. Marlboro Team Ireland had really taken off and, while Vivian was struggling a little in Formula Ford, I was going places in Formula Atlantic and taking a serious run at the Irish Championship

         in 1978.

      


      

      The drivers I was up against included Patsy McGarrity, Brian Nelson, Richard Parsons and John L’Amie – serious competition

         that required me to have the best available car to take them on. I bought a Chevron B28, a really great racing car that was

         powered by engines built by Alan Smith, one of the best engine specialists in the UK. (As a demonstration of the small world

         we racing people live in, my engines were actually prepared in Derby by Mick Ainsley-Cowlishaw, who went on to become chief

         mechanic with Benetton when Michael Schumacher won the championship in 1994 and, more recently, reappeared as team manager

         with Super Aguri.)

      


      

      At one point during the season, at Kirkistown, I had blown a head gasket by running the engine too hot and I needed the head

         reground. I whipped the engine out of the car and headed for the premises of Gerry Kinaine, a former racer who had promised

         to turn round the job in double-quick time, but I had overlooked two small details.

      


      

      Part of the Marlboro Team Ireland package included a truck that I had bought and proudly painted in team colours, with an

         Irish Tricolour emblazoned on both sides. Kinaine’s premises were on the Falls Road and I hadn’t bothered to get proper directions.

         I took a wrong turning and found myself on the Shankill Road, the centre of the Protestant universe. I was so focused on getting

         the engine sorted in time to go racing for more championship points, that I never gave the political situation a second thought

         as I passed the Union Flags and the red, white and blue bunting while driving the truck deep into the heart of the Shankill.

         The Falls Road is the Catholic stronghold and the two areas are back-to-back. When I finally made my way to Kinaine’s, one

         of the guys came out of the workshop and the blood drained from his face when I explained where I had been.
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