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About the book

Sir Jackie Stewart is one of the most highly regarded names in global sport – winner of three F1 World Championships, 27 Grands Prix and ranked in the top five drivers of all time. On retiring from the circuit, he went on to build an equally impressive international business career.

In the 1960s and into the 70s, with his black cap, sideburns and aviator shades Jackie Stewart was an unmistakable icon in a glorious era of style, glamour and speed. On the track, his story is one of drama, excitement, tragedy, controversy, celebrity, danger and massive success. Beyond the sport his life is a compelling tale of battling against the odds and achieving world-wide recognition as an outstanding sportsman, a role model and a highly accomplished and respected businessman.


About the author

Jackie Stewart was born in Dumbarton. In the early 60s he dominated the British club and European F3 racing scenes and in 1965 he partnered Graham Hill in F1. Teaming up with Ken Tyrrell in 1968 he went on to win three World Championships – 1969, ’71 and ’73. Since retiring after competing in 99 F1 races, he has built a hugely successful international business career. In 1997, Jackie entered the Stewart Grand Prix Racing team into F1, securing a win at the Nurburgring in September ’99. He was awarded an OBE in 1972 and a knighthood in 2001 and is actively involved in numerous charitable trusts.


 ‘This is the story of a man of true national value’ Independent 

‘A template for well worked perfection … at times excruciatingly honest and deeply personal’ Observer 

‘At over 500 pages, plus a DVD, it does make a good doorstop, but the best thing to do with Jackie Stewart’s tome is to read it’

Guardian 

‘A highly commendable read’ Sunday Telegraph 

‘Stands out from the crowd … For once, a world-class sportsman comes across as a genuine human being’ Northern Echo 

‘In the book’s most powerful passages, dozens of Stewart’s colleagues, rivals and friends are claimed in horrific accidents’

The Times 

‘I’d love to receive this for Christmas’ Director 

‘Stewart writes in a witty and entertaining way, in keeping with his public persona’ Good Book Guide 

‘Treat your motorsport-mad man to this fascinating insight into one of the top 10 drivers of all time. Rev-elations a-plenty’ Sky Magazine 

‘… the easy style and interesting revelations, together with the common touch, kept me reaching for it time and again. Any F1 fan will love it for Stewart’s tales of racing alone but there is so much more in the story of his life’ Lancashire Evening Post 

‘Beyond the sport, this is a compelling tale of his battle against the odds and how he achieved worldwide recognition as a sportsman, role model and accomplished and respected businessman’ Motoring & Leisure 
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For Helen, Paul and Mark.



[image: missing image]


It was the autumn of 1971 when I first met Sir Jackie Stewart. We were both attending an annual Sports Awards luncheon, and we were seated at the same table. He was to be named Sportsman of the Year because he had just become the F1 motor racing world champion, while, for my part, I was fortunate enough to be given the award as Sportswoman of the Year for winning the European 3 Day Event Championship.

I regarded him as a very professional competitor from a very professional sport where attention to detail increases your likelihood of success as well as survival. He was always interested in other sports achievers and their preparation, although I suspect that, for him, real horses always had too many variables compared to the horse power he was used to. That attention to detail and broad interest has helped him to achieve success in many fields – in clay pigeon shooting; motor racing; business and education.

There is a subtle difference between winning being everything and winning never being enough and for Jackie it was the latter. When he worked in his father’s garage, it was not enough for him simply to serve petrol; he wanted to be known for keeping the cleanest forecourt in the west of Scotland. When he drove racing cars, it was not enough for him just to drive fast; he involved himself in improving every aspect of the design and preparation of the car.

When his friends were killed in accidents, it was not enough for him to become world champion three times; he worked tirelessly to make the sport safer for future generations. When he entered into a business association, it was not enough for him simply to fulfil the terms of his contract and bank his salary; he wanted to over deliver and nurture a relationship to last, in several cases, a remarkable four decades.

As I can personally attest, when he becomes your friend, it is not enough for him to drift in and out of your life; he makes a point of keeping the relationship alive, offering support and outstanding company through good times and bad times. In all these endeavours, in all these diverse activities, over all these years, he has been heroically supported by Helen.

I am delighted Sir Jackie has decided to take the time to sit down and write this book, and provide such an entertaining and inspiring memoir of a truly remarkable British life.
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Introduction

Titles mean different things to different people.

Some choose not to pay much attention, believing they don’t add up to much in the wider scheme of things. In my view, however, the title of a book you have written about your life does mean something because it is invariably placed right beside your name and, in theory, it gives an indication of the kind of life you have lived.

Throughout the preparation of this autobiography, the choice of the title has prompted a lively debate between me, as the writer with a personal preference, and the publishers, as a group with vast experience in the field and an understanding of what might be successful in an inevitably crowded marketplace. The team at Headline, led by David Wilson, have been immensely cooperative and creative and, at one point, they strongly believed the title of this book should be Driven. Their view was that this would reflect my career as a racing driver and also my nature as somebody who has always preferred to be busy and active, even now, at the age of sixty-eight, when many have decided to slow down and escape from the rat race. ‘A one-word title has more impact on the shelf,’ they said.

I appreciated the logic. One of the significant influences on my life was Walter Hayes, an extraordinary man who became a widely respected public affairs expert at the Ford Motor Company on both sides of the Atlantic, and I remembered how often he used to say ‘simple is successful’. However, I also felt it should be possible for the title of this book to do more than reflect the nature of a life and to somehow explain the essence and principles of its subject.

One bright early morning, I was walking our two Norfolk terriers, Pimms and Whisky, as I do whenever I am at home – it’s one of my favourite times of the day – and a particular phrase flashed across my mind which, I hoped, would at least serve as a useful working title. I bounced it off Helen, my wife for the past forty-five years, when we sat down for breakfast, and her immediate response was positive. ‘Winning Is Not Enough,’ she mused. ‘Well, it’s never been enough for you.’

I suppose it is a fact that, whether in my competitive shooting days, or in eleven years of earning money as a racing driver, or subsequently in a business environment, the mere act of winning has never seemed enough. From my youth, when I benefited so much from the support of my parents and my elder brother, Jim, and the counsel of Glynne Jones, then captain of the British shooting team, and Bob MacIntyre, the great Scottish motorcycling hero, I have believed that real, lasting success is defined not only by the accumulation of winning but also by the manner of victory. It’s not enough simply to win. It is considerably more profound if success is achieved with integrity and care.

My former teachers at the Dumbarton Academy will readily confirm I am no mathematician, but maybe this concept could be represented by the following equation:

Winning (over a long period of time) 

+ Integrity 

+ Care

= Success

Simply winning is often regarded as the ultimate, overriding goal. Of course, it is an ingredient of success, but sometimes winning is not such a big deal. The example I often use is of a driver winning the Formula 1 world championship when he is driving the very best car, with the very best engine, and working with the very best team of people – it’s still a major achievement, but it’s really not that difficult. The greater challenge for that driver is not simply to win the world championship, or perhaps even to become a multiple world champion, but it is how they have achieved that success.

Some may ridicule the idea. ‘Integrity and care?’ they will jeer. ‘They don’t count. Look at the scoreboard. It’s a dog-eat-dog world out there, and the reality, in sport as in business and everything else, is that nice guys come last. Winning is not everything, it’s the only thing’ etc., etc.

I categorically disagree.

Soon after Her Majesty the Queen granted me a knighthood in June 2001, I was contacted by the Court of the Lord Lyon, the judicial body that conducts Scottish heraldic business. The Lord Lyon proposed I might like to create my own coat of arms. It was explained to me that such a coat of arms would incorporate a crest and a motto usually written in Latin. After some deliberation, we developed a crest that incorporated various elements representing important aspects of my life, such as a racing helmet and a gun, and for a motto we settled on three simple English words: ‘Integrity and Care’. The coat of arms was duly created, and it remains available to be used by my descendants, if they so wish; and, if they do, I hope the motto will serve to remind them that, while winning will always be an essential ingredient of success, so will those two elements.

Over all these years, I have had the opportunity to meet many winners in many fields – in sport, in politics, in business, in public life, in technology, in entertainment – and it is only those who have won with integrity and care, over an extended period of time, who have become universally regarded as ‘successful’.

Two individuals who have fulfilled this ideal in the world of golf are Jack Nicklaus and Arnold Palmer. They did not just win many tournaments around the world; they triumphed in such an exemplary manner that they are now recognised and admired far beyond the global golfing community. The statistics are unequivocal – Jack won 113 professional tournaments, including 18 Majors, and Arnold won 92 professional tournaments, including 7 Majors – but they only reflect part of the story of the two men who are widely credited with turning golf into a mass spectator sport.

Jack was born in 1940, but he continues to undertake a breathtaking schedule of travel and commitments all over the world in a purposeful but relaxed manner, treating everyone with respect. In recent years, we have both been associated with the Royal Bank of Scotland and, at various events, I have had the opportunity to admire the way this naturally shy and understated man conducts himself and fulfils his responsibilities.

In May 2006, we were both invited to attend an RBS golf day at Hoylake, in Lancashire, the course where the Open Championship was going to be played two months later. Jack decided not to play that day, so he and I opted to drive around in a buggy, spending time and chatting with each four-ball group, having photographs taken. Approaching one particular tee, we were greeted by a couple, sitting on a bench. Jack immediately recognised the gentleman as John Morgan, a onetime touring pro and a former club professional at the Royal Liverpool golf club, and it soon emerged the ex-pro was suffering from a brain tumour. It was an emotional conversation and, at one point, Jack and I were both struggling to maintain our composure, but Jack took his time, talking to John and his concerned wife, Chris, with real compassion and, as we left, he hugged them both. Even with a frenetic schedule, amidst the endless blur of faces that confronts him almost every day of his life, Jack had been able to pause and demonstrate integrity and care, and I’m sure those few minutes would not only have been appreciated by Mr Morgan, who sadly passed away a few weeks later on 23 June 2006, but I believe they also proved a great comfort to his wife.

Arnold is eleven years older than Jack and personable by nature. I met him several times when I was working in America during the 1970s and 1980s and was always amazed by the way he lit up a room as soon as he arrived. That may be a cliché, but it accurately describes the Arnie factor. The remarkable courtesy and kindness he showed to so many people over so many years made him extraordinarily popular and provided a foundation for his great success in business beyond golf. Like Jack, Arnold also maintains a remarkable pace for a man of his age, travelling frequently, generally at the controls of his own Cessna Citation X jet aircraft, and still playing the game – it has been said he has played more rounds of golf with prime ministers, heads of state and presidents of the United States than anyone else. People have always somehow been drawn to him, and, once again, winning with integrity and care has ensured he is universally acknowledged and revered as a success.

Someone who has applied similar principles to the business environment is Warren Buffett. I have never met the man, but his record in creating the Berkshire Hathaway group of companies speaks for itself, and his remarkable gesture in donating shares worth an estimated $31 billion to the Bill and Melinda Gates Foundation, because he believed in its capacity to spend the money wisely, is evidence of care and integrity.

Winning Is Not Enough: the maxim has worked for me, but I am determined this book should not seem to be somehow preached from any kind of pulpit. I certainly would not claim to have all the answers: very far from it.

At heart, I am a proud Scot of ‘average height’: one who was fortunate to be the driver in a racing team led by an extraordinary man who brought together a group of dedicated designers and mechanics that won three Formula 1 world championships; one who was lucky to survive in an era when so many of his friends and colleagues were killed; one who has been privileged to meet many stimulating people around the world; one who has taken great pleasure in the progress of his sons, Paul and Mark, and their families; and one who has been endlessly supported by a strong, patient and resilient woman, my wife Helen. That’s all I am, and my simple hope is that this autobiography unfolds as an entertaining account of a life spent primarily in motor racing and business, as a narrative that amuses, intrigues, moves and maybe even motivates.

The story begins in Scotland, that small, remarkable country of beauty and courage. It is a place where I have not resided for the past forty-odd years, yet it remains rare air, a place that touches me in a most profound sense.



CHAPTER 1


Born Scot

SCOTLAND’S GREATEST EXPORT IS NOT OUR WHISKY OR OUR SHORTBREAD; it’s our people. Travel almost anywhere in the world and the chances are you will find expatriate Scots in positions of influence, leading successful companies, creating opportunities and wealth. It’s a remarkable phenomenon but, over and over again, Scottish men and women have packed their bags, left their homeland and excelled. Perhaps it’s because they are more determined; perhaps it’s because they are more ambitious. Some reckon Scots typically feel inferior when they arrive in what may appear to be a more sophisticated and polished society than their own, so they work twice as hard to make an impact. Others think these people are driven by a fear of failure, a dread of having to return home without having been successful.

Maybe the answer lies in a combination of all these elements. Whatever the reason, I have criss-crossed the globe for many years and I have always felt tremendously proud to be a Scot. Wherever you look, Scots are thriving. For many years, London’s Metropolitan police force has relied upon a significant Scottish contingent, and the same is true of the British army. Small countries often produce more than their share of achievers, and Scotland is a very good example of this phenomenon.

Consider Scotland’s inventory of scientists and inventors in recent centuries: among others, Alexander Fleming discovered penicillin, James Chalmers invented the postage stamp, Robert Thomson invented the pneumatic tyre (later improved by John Boyd Dunlop), Alexander Graham Bell invented the telephone, John Logie Baird invented the television, John McAdam invented tarmac, and James Gregory, a Professor at St Andrews, invented a reflecting telescope three years before an Englishman, Sir Isaac Newton, perfected the instrument and was given the credit.

By nature, Scots are sentimental; we tend to be canny, and we generally prefer to avoid rushing in; we can be stubborn, and determined, and aggressive, and we don’t give up; occasionally, we can be dour and pessimistic. Yet, in every one of us, the Scottish roots run very deep … so deep that, whatever we are doing, wherever we may be living, those roots are rarely removed from our lives.

English people now and then say Scots often seem to be harbouring a grievance of some kind and that we are quick to take offence. Maybe they’re right; maybe we do have a chip on our collective shoulder; maybe it’s an important element of the motivation that drives so many of us to travel well and succeed. I clearly remember how I felt when I first headed south as a young man, initially as a competitive shooter in my middle to late teens and later as an amateur racing driver, and I did feel inferior. The top English gun clubs usually had better facilities, and the range of exotic cars parked in the paddock at the English racing circuits, with all the supporting technology, was unlike anything I had ever seen. I used to stand staring at the cars, feeling like an unsophisticated outsider with heather growing out of my ears. And the Englishmen whom I was competing against often seemed to have more money, were smarter in dress and had better equipment than me. Of course, that just made me more determined to work harder, and beat them.

It was Hunter Davies, the writer and sports journalist, who once wrote that, as a Formula 1 driver, I seemed to be ‘defiantly Scottish’, and that may well be true. Whatever or wherever I was driving, throughout my career, I always asked if the Saltire flag could be displayed somewhere on the bodywork of my car, and I invariably wanted that car to be painted Scottish royal blue – in fact, in 1968, when I was negotiating the possibility of signing to drive for Ferrari, the Italian manufacturers eventually agreed that my Formula 2 car would be painted in the famous Ferrari red on top and Scottish blue below. However, for other reasons, the deal didn’t happen.

Thinking back, I have always been defined by my nationality: by the tartan band that Helen used to stick around my racing helmet in the early days when I was driving; by my distinct accent when I was a presenter for the ABC’s Wide World of Sports in the United States; by the Racing Stewart tartan trousers that I wore in the Stewart Grand Prix days. As a result, almost without exception, I have been described by the media as ‘Scottish’ rather than ‘British’. Either would be OK, but Scottish is just fine.

Being a Scot moves me and touches me in profound and unexpected ways, just as it did moments after the Canadian Grand Prix at Mosport Park in 1971: it was a race I had never won before and, with so many Scots in the crowd waving flags, I was thrilled to cross the line and finally give them a victory to celebrate. At that stage of my career, my post-race routine was to escape from the frenzy of the podium presentation and retreat to a caravan – there were no fancy motor homes in those days – where I would relax and wait for the crowds to disperse before leaving the circuit. On this occasion at Mosport, I happened to be with a good friend, Edsel Ford, and, when the bedlam and excitement seemed to have subsided, we decided to leave and slowly make our way through the mist of what had become an eerily cold, foggy evening. We were slowly driving past some kind of old wooden hut when, out of nowhere, there came the sound of a lone piper, no doubt seeking shelter from the rain and cold. I stopped the car, got out and recognised the tune as ‘Amazing Grace’. The melody was coming from inside the hut, and there was nobody else around. As a racing driver, I always took pride in my ability to control and compartmentalise my emotions, but the skirl of those bagpipes so far from home pricked the bubble. Tears started streaming down my cheeks. Edsel was a bit concerned, but these were not sad tears, they were tears of pride.

Being a Scot also moves me whenever I see the unique beauty of our country. I have visited many impressive places around the world, but nothing in my mind compares with the magnificence of the Scottish landscape. It can be rugged, angry and desolate but, in its ever-changing light, it is always majestic. Anybody who has travelled through Glencoe, in good weather or in bad weather, would surely agree. Anyone who has sailed among the Western Isles, or visited the peaks and glens of the Highlands, or relaxed in Speyside or Deeside, or wandered among the rolling pastures of the Borders can only be spellbound by the natural beauty of a landscape that, as home to just five million people, remains wonderfully uncluttered.

Growing up in Dumbarton, an industrial town on the River Clyde not far from Glasgow, I was first exposed to the magnificence of the land when, as the younger son of the local garage owner, I was invited to go deer stalking with a man called Duncan Macbeth, who worked on the estate of Sir Ivor Colquhoun.

Clan Colquhoun was well known in the area – it was said that Sir Ivor’s father had liked nothing more than to walk barefoot in the hills – and the family lived in a house called Rossdhu, which has since been turned into the clubhouse at the exceptional and acclaimed Loch Lomond golf club.

Duncan Macbeth lived with his wife Catherine in a wee cottage in Glen Luss, overlooking the loch. I used to make my way there early in the morning, and this tall, thin, distinguished man would take a packed lunch, a flask of coffee and a dram and lead me into the hills above the villages of Luss and Inverbeg. We would walk and walk, for miles and miles, with him striding ahead and me only just managing to keep up.

‘Jackie, do you smell the deer?’ That was one of the many things he taught me – to look out for and recognise the scent. When Duncan picked up the smell he would raise his hand, and I would crouch down in the heather. ‘Come along,’ he would whisper, ‘we need to be downwind to get close.’

And he would lead me halfway around a hill, clambering across the slopes to get into position, and every once in a while we would pause for a moment to catch our breath and enjoy the view across Ben Dhu. Eventually we would be in position, and I would crouch down again, hanging on his every word.

‘Look, Jackie,’ he would say. ‘The stag has poor antlers – that’s the one to cull because that will encourage a good hill of deer. The only way to preserve the herd is to take the poor stock.’

I would look across and watch the stag standing, as poised, strong, dominant and unequivocally majestic as any beast in the animal kingdom.

‘Wait,’ he would tell me. ‘He’s surrounded by hinds, and it’s awkward. Be patient and wait a while. Always remember: never shoot unless you have a clear shot.’

Duncan’s job was to manage and maintain the estate’s herd of red deer, which meant keeping the numbers at a manageable level by culling stags in the late summer and autumn, and hinds in January and February, but no later than that because, by March, they would be pregnant and producing calves. He discharged his responsibilities with unconscious style, integrity and wisdom, and I was privileged to look, listen and learn.

‘When we shoot a deer,’ he would say, ‘it’s our job to bring it off the hill.’

The larger estates keep ponies at the bottom of the glen for this purpose, and nowadays, in the age of mobile telephones, even special off-road vehicles are summoned to take the deer away. But, back then, when I was walking the hills with Duncan Macbeth, it was just him, me and the carcass.

We would start by ‘gralloching’ the stag, which meant cleaning out the guts. This traditional process reduced the weight and enabled us to carry or drag it down the hill. It was tiring work, and it was not unusual for us to shoot three stags in a single day, which meant I was exhausted by the time I got home. But these were great days in my life and, boy, I enjoyed every single minute.

Duncan is dead now, but he was a wonderful man with fantastic values, and it’s one of my greatest regrets that, once I had started shooting competitively and then went into driving racing cars, with my life beginning to resemble a rocket-ship ride with not enough time to take stock and really enjoy anything, I simply couldn’t find the time to visit him. I somehow lost touch and gradually became detached from what he represented.

Even now, sitting in our home overlooking Lake Geneva, I can still close my eyes, taste the air and once again see the view from the slopes of Ben Dhu, across Loch Lomond, across the islands of Inchfad, Inchcailloch, Inchmurrin and Inchconnachan, to the village of Rowardennan and the majesty of Ben Lomond on the eastern shore.

The emotional pull never goes away and it is important to me to renew a physical connection whenever I can. I recently visited the churchyard behind the lovely Luss church where Duncan and Catherine Macbeth were laid to rest. The church was rebuilt by Sir James Colquhoun in 1875 in memory of his father and five ghillies, who were lost in a drowning accident nearby, and as I stood there I felt close to Duncan once again, to everything he had taught me and to his way of life.

Those days spent on the hills around Loch Lomond gave me an appreciation both of the countryside and the people who live and work within it, to an extent that, while motor racing has afforded me the opportunity to meet many celebrated and famous people around the world, many of the most impressive people I have met have been these unsung guardians of the land: the gamekeepers, the ghillies and the stalkers. These are the people who pass knowledge and wisdom from father to son, third-, fourth- and fifth-generation specialists who drain the hills so the heather stays young so the grouse can feed, who restore the river banks after they’ve been damaged by a spate of water, so re-creating pools where the salmon can rest as, by a miracle of nature, they make their way upstream back to the same place where they spawned the previous year. And these are people whose livelihoods have come under threat in recent years because landowners have struggled to sustain the cash flow required to run their estates, which will often include a castle, shooting lodges, houses and cottages. Most continue to employ a factor, as estate managers are called in Scotland, but, whenever costs need to be cut, the easiest option has been to lay off other members of staff.

The plight of the countryside tends to be pushed down the big-city political agenda nowadays, but, amid the animosity of the hunting debate and the marginalisation of rural communities, the fact remains the land will never look after itself. These issues concern me because I am a patron of the National Gamekeepers’ Organisation Charitable Trust, and also because my own grandfather, on my father’s side of the family, was a head gamekeeper. His name was James Stewart, and he worked on the Eaglesham estate and the neighbouring Polnoon estate, not many miles from Glasgow, both of which were owned by Viscount Weir, whose family ran Weir’s of Cathcart, a well-known marine engineering company, which still exists today.

James Stewart lived in a wooden cottage on the Weir estate called Netherholm, which I remember visiting regularly during my childhood. My grandparents kept kennels behind their cottage, and there was a hen run laid out across the road. There was no running water supply, so they had to pump water by hand from the cottage’s own well. There was also no electricity, so they used oil lamps for lighting and wood and coal stoves for heating and cooking. However, there was a telephone on a shared line because the head gamekeeper needed to be able to contact the boss or to call the beaters to work. You had to crank the telephone up to reach the operator at the local exchange, who would then connect your call.

Their home was a place of fun, and discipline. Grandfather Stewart was tall and he had a neat moustache and he invariably seemed to be wearing a hat – I think that was to distinguish the head gamekeeper from the under-keepers. He often took me out on the estate, talking about the land and teaching me how to shoot rabbits and pigeon, both of which are regarded as vermin.

‘Jackie, always open your gun,’ he would say if I ever forgot to make the gun safe. ‘And never shoot at a rabbit unless you’re absolutely sure there’s nobody in the bush behind.’

Both my grandfather and my father always stressed the importance of etiquette and safety in shooting, always carrying your gun in the appropriate fashion, taking precautions, and their words have remained with me ever since.

My grandmother Margaret was known as Maggie; she was a strong character, who made light of the arthritis in her fingers and played the piano with gusto, often accompanied by my father on the fiddle.

For the greater part of my childhood, I was fortunate that both my paternal and maternal grandparents lived within three miles of each other near Eaglesham. My mother’s parents, John and Jean Young, farmed at a place called Castlehill, which hit the headlines in May 1941 when the deputy leader of Nazi Germany, Rudolf Hess, suddenly dropped out of the sky in an audacious attempt to broker a peace deal. He was confronted by David McLean, a ploughman and neighbour of my grandparents, with a pitchfork, and taken away to prison. The level of local excitement was unprecedented.

We were frequent lodgers at Castlehill during World War II, when the bombardment of the great shipyards on the River Clyde became so intense that my brother and I were evacuated to safety on the farm, where we were always expected to do our share of milking the cows and other chores. I have vague memories of my grandmother, who died after a stroke, but Grandpa Young was stout and dapper, rarely without his walking stick and happiest sitting in his armchair to the left of the fireplace. They left the farm in the late 1940s and moved to live in a more manageable bungalow in Eaglesham.

In his youth, my father worked for Viscount Weir as a draughtsman at Cathcart, reproducing diagrams of designers’ concepts to start the manufacturing process, and all was well until, in 1928, apparently out of the blue, Robert Paul Stewart, my father, only son of a gamekeeper, made a decision that completely changed the course of his life, and ultimately mine. He announced he was going to run a garage near Dumbarton. The business would stand or fall on its location, and my father secured what appeared to be a prime site at a place called Dumbuck, where the busy main road leading from Glasgow to Loch Lomond divided into two, with the A814 heading left beside the Clyde to Helensburgh and the A82 continuing towards the loch. His plan was to sell petrol and oil to passing traffic and, with his own hands, he built the garage and forecourt.

Not long afterwards, he asked Jeanie, the eldest daughter of the Youngs of Castlehill, if she would marry him. She said ‘yes’, and her parents declared that, as a wedding present to the young couple, they would provide the funds for a bungalow to be constructed alongside the new garage.

My father drew the plans with a sitting room to the left of the front door and a dining room to the right, and two bedrooms, a bathroom and the kitchen at the back. There was a further bedroom on top, which you reached by climbing up a so-called Slingsby ladder that dropped down from the ceiling. A builder from the nearby town of Cardross, James Ritchie, was contracted to build the house.

‘So what are we going to call the place?’ my mother asked, when it was finished.

My father stood just outside the front door, from where he enjoyed an uninterrupted westerly view towards the River Clyde, just half a mile away, and the local landmark, Dumbarton Rock. ‘Well, we can see the rock pretty well from here,’ he replied, ‘so we may as well just name it “Rockview”.’ That solid, homely bungalow became a cornerstone in the lives of two generations of Stewarts. My parents both lived there until they died, and my brother and I were both born there, on the dining-room table. It was home to me for the first twenty-three years of my life, and I only moved out when I got married to Helen in 1962.

My parents worked hard, settling into a new environment, and my father’s courageous vision of a garage at Dumbuck gradually developed into a successful business. Their first son, Jim, was born in 1931 and, on 11 June 1939, almost as an afterthought, a second boy arrived and was christened John Young Stewart, taking the middle name from his mother’s side of the family. Everyone called me Jackie.

So, this typical Scottish family lived contentedly on the outskirts of a typical Scottish town. Dumbarton stood at a spot where the River Clyde narrowed, and it has been an important place in the history of Scotland. The castle had long been of strategic importance, and I remember how they put out nets during the war to make sure no German submarines would make their way up the river.

In those days, the Clyde was widely recognised as the shipbuilding centre of the world – it used to be said the slipways on our river could accommodate all the shipping tonnage in the entire world – and Dumbarton was an integral part of this crucible of engineering expertise and skilled labour. It was here that Hercules Linton, of the local firm Scott & Linton, designed a beautiful tea clipper called the Cutty Sark, and construction was completed by William Denny and Brothers. And it was here, in a factory adjacent to Dennys’ shipyard, where Blackburn Aircraft constructed the Sunderland flying boats during World War II.

You knew about these things when you were brought up in Dumbarton. You knew all about the massive red buildings of the Ballantine’s whisky distillery that dominated the town, and you knew about Dumbarton FC, the local football club that played its home matches at Boghead Park and whose players were nicknamed ‘The Sons’ because people who came from the town were known as ‘sons of the rock’. You knew all this and you were proud to come from Dumbarton. I remember how fantastic it felt to stand at the front door of our bungalow and watch the great ships pass by, newly built, carefully feeling their way down the Clyde before powering out into the open seas and oceans, and across the globe.

We watched HMS Vanguard pass by in November 1944. The largest battleship ever built for the Royal Navy had been laid down by John Brown and Company, of Clydebank, and launched by the then HRH Princess Elizabeth before it made its imperious way down the river, past our front door. Three years later, we stood and stared in amazement at the Caronia, a great passenger cruise liner built by John Brown for Cunard following in the tradition of the Queen Mary and the Queen Elizabeth.

Those days are all gone now. Shipbuilding on the Clyde fell into decline in the 1960s and 1970s, at least in part because the rest of the world started welding and the Scottish companies continued using rivets; and then shipyards elsewhere discovered aluminium to be lighter and more economic, while the companies on the Clyde kept building with steel. We thought we knew best and we paid the price. With many companies closing and communities suffering, William Denny and Brothers struggled against the economic tide before closing its doors in 1963.

The garage continued to grow and, when we became local dealers for Austin, I suspect we started to appear more affluent than we were. There were always fancy cars on the forecourt, and, with my mother and father using the demonstrators around town, the Stewarts started to look quite respectable.

My parents were always resourceful. During the years after the war, T2 tankers started coming up the Clyde, bringing oil supplies from America to places like the depot at Bowling, near our house, so they started a taxi service, taking captains and pursers from their ships to the shipping agents, Denham in Glasgow. I was usually put in the back of the Austin 16 – registration FGG 184, I recall – and taken along for the ride, and our Canadian and American passengers used to give me sweets. In an austere era when almost everything still seemed to be rationed, it’s difficult to explain how excited I was to be given treats like Hershey chocolate bars and Wrigley’s chewing gum. One particular man always brought my mother a bottle of maple syrup, and we would pour it over pancakes for supper. It’s no wonder I developed such a sweet tooth.

A constant stream of interesting people seemed to be passing though our lives and, even as young boy, I always kept my eyes open and learned whatever I could.

There were my father’s friends from the bowling club, the Rotary club and the Burns club. There was Jim Fitzgerald, who ran Burroughs Adding Machines, and Russ Kitchen, a Canadian who was in charge of Westclox. There was the local rep for Dunlop, and the local rep for Esso. And all these people intrigued me, and started me wondering what kind of world lay out there, way beyond the garage at Dumbuck.

There was Ronald Teacher, a great man from the famous whisky family, who used to arrive at the garage, where I would fill up his Bentley which, I remember, was light grey with all the parts that were supposed to be chrome painted blue. He lived in a big house in Rhu and owned a yacht, and it was said he knew Briggs Cunningham, who sailed in the America’s Cup and later became a well-known racing car driver, owner and constructor in America.

These were the giants of my world and, now and then, we would venture into the gleaming and glamorous metropolis of Glasgow, just fourteen miles away up the Clyde. The city may have passed its heyday at the turn of the century, when it grew wealthy from the boom in shipbuilding, coalmining and steel production and was dubbed the ‘Second City of the Empire’, but in my childish eyes, even through the war years and into the 1950s, it still represented everything that was opulent, lavish and successful, with big cinemas, large houses and expensive apartments. I used to wonder at the beautiful sandstone Art Gallery and the extravagant magnificence of the City Hall, and my parents would take Jim and me to watch shows such as the Five Past Eight at the Alhambra Theatre, 41 Waterloo Street. We enjoyed the pantomimes and, one year, we saw Harry Lauder, the ‘Laird of the music hall’.

Music was an important part of our family life. We had an upright Bechstein piano in our sitting room, which my mother played, and a series of well-known visiting singers and musicians used to rehearse in our house before performing concerts for the Dumbarton Choral Society or at venues like the Burgh Hall in town. I recall sitting in a corner and listening to stars like Owen Brannigan, Joan Alexander and the great Robert Wilson, renowned as the ‘Voice of Scotland’, who sang popular songs like ‘Bonnie Strathyre’. And when these great people stopped for a break, I would run in and ask if they would sign my autograph book, which soon became the most cherished possession of my boyhood.

Our lives revolved around the garage but, now and then, we did take day trips down the Clyde – or ‘doon the water’, as Glaswegians used to say – on famous paddle steamers like the Waverley and the Jeannie Deans, and we spent summer holidays at Grantown-on-Spey and Aberlour, where my father went fishing with his friend, Jim Walker, the son of Joe Walker, who founded the shortbread company. My brother and I played with the three Walker children, Joe, Jim and Marjorie – and fifty years later, it was Marjorie whom I dealt with when we signed Walkers as a sponsor of Paul Stewart Racing.

In 1952, out of the blue, my mother announced she was taking me on holiday to America. My friends didn’t believe me when I told them but, exactly as she had said, we boarded a Boeing C-97 Stratocruiser, complete with bunk beds as an optional extra which you pulled down from the ceiling and clambered into with a stepladder. Our flight stopped in Reykjavik, Iceland and Halifax, Nova Scotia en route to New York.

I remember we stayed on Staten Island, at the family home of a man who had been captain on one of the tankers that brought oil to Dumbarton and had since retired; and every day, we took the ferry across to Manhattan, where my mother bought me my very first pair of long trousers. We also visited Niagara Falls on a journey that felt like a trip to the moon for me back then, but later became a regular feature of my life.

My mother was the forceful member of our family. Jean Clark Stewart knew what she wanted and, one way or another, she usually got it. There had initially been a fashionably stained pane of glass in the porthole window in the house that overlooked the forecourt, but my mother replaced it with clear glass so she could see what was going on and, if ever a customer was left waiting, she would be on the phone, telling the staff to get out and serve them.

Her greatest passion was driving. She loved it, adored fast cars and could not wait to get behind the wheel of every smart vehicle that came through our dealership – at stages, she drove a 1.5 litre Riley with doors that opened the ‘wrong’ way, and then the 2.5 litre RMB version. Then, she used a light-blue convertible Austin Atlantic A90 with the long wheelbase and an electric power top that could be retracted and latched down in just twenty-two seconds. It was unheard of in Britain and, as she liked to tell everybody who listened (and the car never lacked admirers), the A90 had a top speed of 92 mph and, in 1949, had broken sixty-three stock car records in the space of seven days at Indianapolis. Next, there was a horrible orange-and-white two-tone Nash/Austin Metropolitan, which looked like something out of a cartoon and, with half-cut wheel arches and soft suspension, appeared to be nodding at everything.

‘Mummy, your car is certainly looking friendly today,’ Jim and I used to laugh.

‘Come on, have you two got nothing better to do?’ she would reply.

On one occasion, my brother took her out in his Healey Silverstone, which was a classic British hand-built sporty two-seater, and they drove up to the Bo’ness hill climb, near Linlithgow. Jim eased the car up towards 100 mph on the straight, and our mother cooed with pleasure.

‘Gosh, Jim,’ she said, smiling broadly, ‘it’s got loads of punch, hasn’t it?’

So did she. People often said ‘Jeanie’ was the most talented driver in our family, and I would not disagree. If I was born with any particular racing genes, they were certainly inherited from her.

My father was a gentle man, a gregarious and popular mixer who seemed to know anyone and everyone in the Dumbarton community, which was naturally great for the business. He enjoyed motor sport and had been a competitive motorcyclist in his youth. I knew he had once raced at the Isle of Man, but we never spoke about it much. Robert Paul Stewart was a typical Scot in the sense that he valued his friends, didn’t talk much about himself and preferred to avoid any kind of fuss.

He loved the countryside and not only used to go grouse and pheasant shooting with Ronald Teacher but was also so keen on fly fishing that he joined a syndicate which included Jack McPhee, the Provost of Dumbarton, and a Dutchman in the dredging business called Peter Callus. This group leased a stretch of the Spey called Wester Elchies, near Aberlour, for the last two weeks of May each year, at the time when the salmon were freshly running up the river from the North Sea, with sea lice still attached to their silver scales and, together with the ghillies Jimmy Milne and Jock Duncan, steeped in common sense and local wisdom, they fished during this particular fortnight for more than three decades. In fact, it was at this place, where five of us – his friends Russ Kitchen, Andy Thompson, James Walker and my brother and I – gathered in 1972 and, one after the other, scattered my father’s ashes at a spot between the ghillies’ hut and the water, beside a pool called Delagyle on the magnificent River Spey.

Brought up in a family that ran a garage and Austin dealership, it was perhaps inevitable that I should start to drive at a relatively early age, and I was only nine years old when I first placed a two-gallon can on the driver’s seat of a dark-blue Austin 16, clambered into position, made absolutely sure my feet could reach the pedals, which they did, just, at a bit of a stretch, and excitedly turned the key. The car tentatively started to move around the forecourt, with me somehow managing to see where I was going by peering through the narrow gap between the steering wheel and the dashboard. The long chromium-plated gearshift lever with a big bakelite knob presented a real challenge, but I eventually got the hang of it and, within a few days, I was having a great time, buzzing around the forecourt.

Sadly for me, however, as a nine-year-old boy, feeling good about myself and my place in the world, feeling confident and in control, was quite unusual.



CHAPTER 2


Am I Stupid?

IT WAS A MONDAY MORNING IN THE AUTUMN OF 1948 in the primary school of the Dumbarton Academy: I was nine years old, just another face in the row of young Scots. Spring-heeled Jake, my father called me because I could never sit still, but at that moment I was stock still in my seat – the moment I had been dreading for weeks was upon me – I was about to be asked to read aloud in class for the first time.

‘All right, Jackie, it’s your turn,’ the teacher said.

‘For what, Miss?’

‘For reading, of course. Come up here.’

She beckoned me to make my way from the front row; that was where I always sat because that was where the not-so-clever students were supposed to sit – where she could watch us, I suppose. And she kept beckoning me, until I was standing right beside her, facing the entire class of fifty-six boys and girls.

‘Now,’ she barked, passing me a book, ‘read aloud from the start of the chapter.’

I looked down at the page and saw nothing but a jungle of letters. I searched for the first word, something to grab on to, but there was nothing, just a mass of indecipherable, impossible letters. Everyone seemed to regard me as a sparkly character at school, a cheeky wee boy with a twinkle in my eye, but, in that terrible moment, the thin veneer of confidence was stripped away.

As I started to blush, I became aware of my smarter schoolmates starting to snigger. There was coughing as well. I felt trapped in a nightmare and sensed the tears welling in my eyes.

‘Come on, Stewart, get on with it.’

I kept staring at the page, now desperately wanting to find words that I recognised, sentences that I could understand. Instead, there was just a mass of letters that meant nothing to me.

‘Stop playing the fool,’ the teacher said, now getting angry. ‘The class is almost over, and you are wasting everybody’s time. Hurry up and start reading.’

‘I can’t,’ I mumbled.

‘What?’ she yelled.

‘I said I can’t.’

‘Stewart, you’re a stupid, lazy boy! Get back to your desk.’

I walked back to my place, with most of my classmates laughing out loud. I cannot exaggerate the pain and humiliation that I felt that day. Maybe it’s only something that people who suffer from a learning disability such as dyslexia can really understand. Yet this pitiless torture, albeit unwittingly inflicted by a teacher who simply did not understand my problem, was repeated whenever I was told to read in front of the class thereafter. However hard I tried, I couldn’t do it. I didn’t understand why. Everyone was saying I was dumb, stupid and thick – the teachers said so in the classroom, and other children said so in the playground – and, in the absence of any other explanation, I started to believe they must be right.

I was being made to feel inferior over and over again, day after day. I began to dread going to school and started to look for any excuse to stay at home. First, I had flu, then I had a stomach bug, and then my leg was sore. My mother realised I had always been small and frail as a boy, but she became increasingly frustrated by my constant ailments. The truth was I didn’t want to be made to read out loud again and suffer the embarrassment of being exposed in front of my friends.

That was how I felt when I was nine years old; and, more or less, that was how I felt for the first forty-one years of my life. The fact is that, even when I became a Formula 1 world champion, even when I was mixing with the rich and famous, even when I was closing major deals, I still felt hopelessly inadequate in any matters relating to the three ‘r’s – reading, writing and arithmetic. Ever since my schooldays, I have had the idea that other people were better than me. You occasionally hear ambitious people say their goal is to be the best in the world. Well, I never had that kind of confidence. I have always believed that, because the other person was better, I would have to work harder, do something in a slightly different way and maybe pay more attention to detail just to keep up. I thought I was stupid, and it took me more than forty years to realise that I am not, and have never been, stupid. I am dyslexic, and there’s nothing wrong with that.

The Dumbarton Academy has always been a magnificent, robust, sandstone building, standing high above the town. The school looks majestic, whether viewed from the north, the south, the east or the west. It’s the kind of place where any young person would want to be educated. That was my privilege in the late 1940s. In those days, the primary school was situated on the ground floor with the secondary school on the first floor. There was an internal quadrant, and we used to look up and watch the older boys walking along the corridors between their classes.

‘It’s going to be great when we get up there,’ I remember telling my friend, John Lindsay. John and I both played in the school football team, him in goal and me at outside right, and we did quite well most of the time, even if we always seemed to lose against St Patrick’s, the local Catholic school. Anyway, I was in the school side, and that didn’t do my self-confidence any harm.

My problems started in the classroom, where I struggled to consume information and learn and be educated. The main exam in those days was the eleven-plus. I sat it twice and I failed it twice. The year before I was meant to go upstairs to the secondary school, my parents were called in to see the headmaster.

‘Jackie doesn’t seem interested,’ he told them. ‘His teachers say he doesn’t pay attention and doesn’t try. I’m afraid, without an eleven-plus pass, he’ll have to leave the Academy.’

There was no discussion. In those days, nobody recognised learning difficulties, much less wondered how young children who were struggling in the classroom might be helped. They were just branded as stupid. My parents listened, accepted the judgement and made arrangements for me to move to Hartfield, a school just a quarter of a mile down the road.

Most of the boys or girls who failed their eleven-plus in Dumbarton usually ended up on the roll at Hartfield, but, more than disappointed, I was really distressed to be heading in that direction. The whole place felt second rate, from the metal windows to the rough-cast concrete walls. In my mind, everything about the Academy had represented class and quality, and everything about Hartfield didn’t. I started to feel consigned to the scrap heap.

There was an official ranking structure in the Scottish educational system at the time: if you were bright, you studied Latin and French; if you were half-bright, you learned French; if you were really not so bright, you did woodwork; and if you were downright stupid, you were sent to woodwork and metalwork. To nobody’s surprise, I was put in the woodwork and metalwork set. Every aspect of my life seemed to be defined by my apparent lack of intelligence. There were boys and girls whom I liked, and who I wanted to be my friends, but they didn’t want to be friends with me because everybody said I was thick.

I recall I used to think Anne Turner was the prettiest girl at our school, and there were many occasions when I was on the brink of approaching her and talking to her, but I always backed away because she seemed so much cleverer than me and, so I reckoned, she would never be interested in what I had to say. So I started to hang out with youngsters who found themselves in a similar position to me, because they were not demanding or threatening and they didn’t laugh at me. I began to drift towards the periphery of our Dumbarton community. While clever students were socialising at the Denny Institute, named after the local shipbuilders, my friends and I would usually be found at a billiard hall, up a close off the High Street. It was a rough place, and fights were common: the cues became weapons, and billiard balls were hurled in all directions. Yet, however rough, however unsophisticated, this was starting to feel like my proper station in life. I was fourteen years old, and mere survival seemed to be the limit of my ambition.

Then, one cold November evening, I left the billiard hall, walked down the close, turned right on to the High Street and headed to the bus stop.

‘Hey, who do you think you are?’

The voice was aggressive. I didn’t know it.

‘You’re trouble. That’s what you are.’

It was a different voice, snarling, nasty, and I didn’t recognise that one either. I turned to find a bunch of them, maybe four or five youngsters, bearing down on me, and I saw nothing but a blur of fists and boots. The attack was brutal and brief and, not more than a minute later, I was left lying on the pavement, a few yards away from my bus stop, with a fractured collarbone, three cracked ribs and a broken nose.

In years to come, people would notice the bump in my nose and automatically assume it was caused by an accident suffered in a brave dash for glory at a glamorous Grand Prix. The slightly more mundane reality is that I was beaten up on Dumbarton High Street, and I’ve never had my nose fixed.

On reflection, that beating didn’t hurt me; it saved me. It was a wake-up call because it made me realise, in the bluntest possible way, that that sort of thing was going to happen to me on a regular basis if I kept putting myself in the wrong place with the wrong people at the wrong time. The message was clear: change your lifestyle, or else. I clearly remember sitting at home, with my mother dabbing disinfectant on my wounds, and reaching a decision that I would get my life on track. I was not going to slide away and give up. I would find something I could do. I would succeed and earn the respect of all the people who were laughing at me.

‘All right,’ I told myself, ‘you may not be the brightest boy in the school, but you know as much about cars as any of your friends, and there aren’t many who have such a deep knowledge of the countryside. You may have to work a bit harder. You may have to do things in a slightly different way. You may even have to pay extra attention to detail, but you can do it.’

In my youth, I was fortunate to have friends who pushed me in the right direction, and it was people like John Lindsay, Willie McGilchrist and his sister Ann and the Woodbridge brothers, George and Henry, who did as much as anybody to keep me away from the world of the billiard hall, and the slippery slide that it grew to represent. The group of us used to watch movies in the village hall next to the Co-op in Milton, down the road from our garage. They were called ‘Magic Lantern’ nights, and I enjoyed them. But much as I enjoyed being part of that social group, I still didn’t have the confidence to join the Cubs or the Scouts because I imagined they might do something that was beyond me and I was still terrified of being exposed as inferior.

I had already started to work part-time at my father’s garage, doing something I found I was good at, when my life changed on New Year’s Day 1953, when I went along to take part in a local clay pigeon shooting competition and, out of the blue, I won. It may be true that some of the other competitors were the worse for wear because they had celebrated Hogmanay the previous night, but that didn’t matter to me. Against every expectation, it was me who was called up to stand in front of everybody else … this time, not to read aloud and be mocked, but to receive a trophy and be applauded. It was as if somebody had blown away the clouds of gloom. I still had to get through six more months at school, but that period flew by because, even though I struggled in the classroom, I had proved I was able to succeed at something.

Shooting gave me a precious confidence boost but, as the years passed, working at our garage, then as a racing driver, then as a colour and expert television commentator for the ABC’s Wide World of Sports in the USA, then under contract to major international companies such as the Ford Motor Company, Rolex, Elf, Goodyear and Moët & Chandon … through all this, whenever I was asked to deal with anything related to spelling or reading, I still harboured this sense of being inadequate. Deep down, away from the public gaze, I still felt vulnerable. What would people say, I used to wonder, if they discovered that, in reality, Jackie Stewart was not too clever? There were a few close calls.

In 1967, I was invited to record a television commercial for British Railways, the first I ever did, and I was to make the recording while standing in front of a railway engine at Waverley Station in Edinburgh. I was scared I would not be able to remember my lines, so I learned them so well that I can still repeat them word for word today, forty years later.

‘Hello, I’m Jackie Stewart,’ I said to the camera. ‘The most powerful engine I’ve ever driven produced 750 horsepower. This beauty produces 7,500 horsepower. It’s fast, very fast, it’s alive with power. It can take you from Edinburgh to London in under five hours. Even I can’t do that.’

Even the wonderful exhilaration of winning a Grand Prix was always tinged with an element of fear because it meant I would have to stand on a podium, in full public view, while the British national anthem was played … and the fact was that, as hard as I tried, I couldn’t remember the words. It was impossible for me to learn them. It is the same with the Lord’s Prayer. So once again I devised a way of working around the problem. I did that, by learning to sing or pray just a millisecond behind everyone else, effectively repeating the words as soon as I heard them. I became so adept that nobody ever seemed to notice.

It has always seemed a paradox. On the one hand, I can’t recite the alphabet beyond the letter ‘p’, but on the other hand I know every single gear change and braking distance required to negotiate the 187 corners around the 14.7 mile circuit at the old Nurburgring in Germany, and all that complex information remains banked in my brain to this day. Does this mean I am stupid or clever? I have never really understood. It appers as though it may be a trait particular to a dyslexic like me – although, oddly, somehow I did manage to learn the scripts for the commercials I appeared in. It took a long time and a lot of effort, but I did it. Perhaps it had something to do with the pressure of being in front of a camera. Or the fact that I would be getting paid!

The years passed and, in 1980, in a strange reversal of roles, I found myself cast as the concerned parent being called to see the headmaster. This time, the school was Aiglon, the boarding school in Villars, Switzerland, and the boy who was struggling with his academic work was our twelve-year-old son, Mark. My wife, Helen, and I had thought there could be a problem when the teachers at two of his previous schools had expressed concern, but he seemed such a creative boy that we were never overly worried. Even at that age, he used to take the home video camera into the garden and shoot his own films.

‘Do you think Mark may have learning difficulties?’ the Aiglon headmaster asked.

I looked at Helen, and Helen looked back at me. The fact was we were not aware of learning difficulties, so I gave the only honest answer: ‘I don’t know.’

‘Maybe you should have him tested.’

‘OK,’ I replied, uncertainly.

We were referred to Lord Renwick, who was then chairman of the British Dyslexia Association; he directed us to Professor Colin Stevenson, of Southampton University, an expert in the field, and we met him in London. I was about to experience the most startling moment of realisation in my life. The professor took Mark away for a series of tests, which cannot have lasted more than twenty minutes. He then returned to where Helen and I were sitting and said: ‘Your son is dyslexic.’

‘What?’ I replied. To be honest, I didn’t know what he was talking about.

‘Your son is dyslexic. He has a learning disability, which explains his difficulties at school.’

‘How could he have got that?’

‘Well, it can be hereditary.’

A pause followed, and the professor seemed to be thinking exactly what I was thinking.

He asked, ‘Are you in a rush?’

‘No,’ I replied.

‘Well, if you have time, I could test you.’

Twenty minutes later, after forty-one years of feeling stupid and inferior, I was diagnosed as dyslexic. It felt as if somebody was reaching out an arm and saving me from drowning. A professional was standing before me saying I was not stupid, and my sense of feeling inadequate was suddenly erased.

I was pleased for Mark. Now we knew the problem, we could get around it. It was important that we all adopted a positive approach, as so often people allow themselves to be defeated by situations not so much because the situations are impossible as because they believe the situations are impossible. It has been said that, ‘There are no problems, there are only solutions,’ and that sentiment is extremely important to me.

Whether I was confronted by a mechanical fault in my racing car, or a sticking point in negotiations, or my son with dyslexia, I always believed every problem could be solved. It is sometimes called the power of positive thinking, and I have certainly applied the principle to whatever I have done in my life.

Helen and I decided we wanted to keep Mark at the same boarding school as Paul, his older brother, who was fourteen and we now suspected had himself suffered from a mild form of dyslexia. So we discussed the issue with the teachers at Aiglon, who had initially indicated they could not cater for Mark’s needs. Eventually, it was agreed I would fund the appointment of a specially trained teacher to assist dyslexic students. The search was on, and we eventually found an exceptional teacher in England called Jenny James and persuaded her to relocate to Switzerland and take up the challenge at Aiglon.

I attached a single proviso to my financial commitment of around £45,000, specifically that, if it emerged that other Aiglon students needed Jenny’s specialist assistance, then their parents would be asked to contribute towards her salary. Less than twelve months later, Miss James was offering invaluable guidance to more than twenty dyslexic students, and Aiglon was being praised for its pioneering decision to appoint a specialist teacher. The Learning Disabilities Unit at Aiglon thrives to this day.

It seemed entirely natural that, as soon as the pace of my life allowed, I should become involved in the wider campaign to raise awareness of dyslexia. In 1988, at the invitation of two fine Scottish ladies, Julia Trotter and Maive Mowbray, I agreed to become president of the Scottish Dyslexia Trust, which later became known as Dyslexia Scotland. The organisation has become a particular passion for me. Julia and Maive provided me with the bare facts and, to be honest, I was startled: 10 per cent of the UK population were dyslexic; between 15 and 20 per cent of the UK population suffered from some kind of learning disability; 70 per cent of sufferers were boys, and their inability to develop basic literacy skills meant they struggled to find employment, and often drifted into a twilight world of drugs, alcohol abuse and crime. It was a fact that more than 70 per cent of all prison inmates in the United Kingdom suffered from some kind of learning disability. The scale of the problem was enormous. Dyslexia was costing the country billions of pounds in wasted potential and needlessly derailing millions of lives, and yet it seemed to me that the educational establishment in the United Kingdom was somehow in denial of the real issues: attention appeared to be focused on soothing the effects of learning disabilities rather than on addressing the core of the problem.

Yes, there were plenty of high-profile people attending fund-raising dinners, and money was being allocated to help a few, but the recognition and management of the condition remained largely in the hands of the private sector. Well-off parents of children with learning difficulties raised monies to assist families who did not know where to turn for help. The education authorities were inadequate and, in schools up and down the country, dyslexic children were still suffering exactly the same kind of humiliation and mishandling that turned my school years into such an ordeal.

Eventually, midway through a speech at a Dyslexic Institute dinner in the Dorchester hotel, London, something snapped. The event was going to raise more than £300,000 to help families who lacked the knowledge, resources and funds to have their children helped, and I was relating my personal experiences of the condition when, suddenly, I sensed the content of what I was saying was somehow inadequate. I put aside my notes, and spoke straight: ‘Ladies and gentlemen, in all honesty, we’re on the wrong track here. It’s all very well us gathering tonight and giving money, probably because either one of our children is dyslexic or maybe we know somebody who is dyslexic. That’s fine. But are we doing enough? Is shaking our heads and writing cheques doing enough? Or should we rather be getting involved and working to change the way dyslexic people are treated?’

There followed what public speakers call a ‘pregnant pause’. For a moment, I wondered if I had gone too far. In hindsight, maybe this was just an example of classic dyslexic thinking: looking at a familiar problem from a new and different perspective. In essence, I believed it was time to stop saying, ‘Poor thing, he’s dyslexic, let’s give him and his family some money,’ and to start saying, ‘At least 10 per cent of our population are not realising their potential, so let’s do something concrete and insist our government helps these people.’

I increased my commitment to the cause and soon realised the most effective approach to the problem would be to improve the rate of early detection; this meant training teachers to recognise the symptoms. It seemed ridiculous that only a fraction of the 450,000 teachers in the UK were aware of learning disabilities and I’m afraid it remains the same today.

When he was elected in 1997, British Prime Minister Tony Blair had declared one of the major priorities of his New Labour government would be ‘Education, Education, Education’ and that impressed me at the time but, from where I was standing, not much was happening for ordinary dyslexic people. Yes, special learning units were introduced at most of the private schools, largely because parents were in a position to insist to the board of governors that such facilities be created, yet that kind of assistance and understanding still seemed depressingly rare in state schools across the country. A two-tiered situation was developing where wealthy children with learning difficulties were called dyslexic and being helped to overcome the problem, while less affluent kids with exactly the same difficulties were called stupid and were still being dismissed. It wasn’t good enough, and something needed to be done, not just because the government was obliged to fulfil its promise of better education but also because the situation flew in the face of its often declared emphasis on social inclusion.

I raised the issue during a speech at the Gleneagles hotel to a group called Scotland International, which brings together a group of influential Scots from home and abroad who meet annually to discuss what can be done to improve our country.

Professor Duncan Rice, vice-chancellor and principal of the University of Aberdeen, was among the audience and he telephoned me soon afterwards to ask if we could meet and have lunch the next time I was in Scotland. A date was set, we met and, together with Duncan’s vice-principal for learning and teaching, Cathy Macaslan, we began to develop a plan whereby we would approach the then First Minister of the Scottish Parliament, Jack McConnell, and the Scottish Minister for Education, Peter Peacock, and seek government funding for a Chair of Inclusive Studies to be created at the University’s teacher training college. Duncan and Cathy agreed that, if we could train teachers to recognise the symptoms of dyslexia and assist the affected children accordingly, we would start to make a real difference.

A meeting was duly arranged, and it unfolded as one of my most fruitful interactions with government, maybe because the First Minister had trained as a teacher himself, and so he and his Minister for Education seemed to understand the logic of what we were saying.

‘This professorship would be the first of its kind,’ I explained, ‘not just in Scotland, not just in Great Britain, not just in Europe … a world first. It is needed. The only issue is funding.’

‘Are you contributing?’ the First Minister asked.

‘No,’ I replied. ‘With respect, this is not something that should be borne by the private sector.’

It has always seemed to me that taxpayers should be entitled to expect three things from government: first, that the National Health Service will assist their recovery from either ill health or an accident; second, that the police are equipped and able to enforce law and order in their community; and, third, that every child is offered a complete education, whether or not they have learning difficulties, within the state system. In my view, using private money to drive projects to address learning difficulties is wrong. It is government’s responsibility, and doing their job for them solves nothing in the long term.

Jack McConnell was listening, and Duncan proceeded to explain how not one of seven teacher training colleges in Scotland had any capacity to prepare future generations of teachers to learn not only how to recognise basic learning disabilities, but also how to help dyslexic learners progress through the curriculum.

‘What’s the cost for the pilot project?’ he asked.

‘One and a half million pounds,’ I replied.

‘When do you need an answer?’

‘Within four weeks,’ I said, which may have been asking a bit much but, having already experienced the continuous procrastination of politicians in Westminster on other issues, I was eager that we should execute the closed loop philosophy, and get the job done without any unnecessary delay.

Four weeks to the day after our meeting, I received the official response, approving an allocation of £1.4 million to create a Chair of Inclusive Studies at the University of Aberdeen. The initiative was duly launched in September 2006, and it is now thriving under the leadership of Professor Martyn Rouse and an American professor named Lani Florrian, both of whom were recruited from Cambridge University. The project reinforces Scotland’s reputation for breaking new ground in education, and it has been enthusiastically endorsed by the First Minister, Alex Salmond. The fact is that every teacher qualifying at a teacher training college in Scotland will be trained to identify children with learning disabilities. These early recognition skills are crucial and, so far as I am aware, this development is a world first for Scotland.

Working in tandem with the British Dyslexia Association, I am now proposing similar courses are launched at teacher training colleges in England, Wales and Northern Ireland. However, it remains considerably easier to get things done at the Scottish parliament than at Westminster. I have dealt with first Lord Adonis and more recently Ed Balls, the Secretary of State for Children, Schools and Families, and, while both men have shown interest and understanding of the problems associated with dyslexia, it almost feels as if ‘the system’ is there to make sure reasons are created to delay progress.

In my experience, the approach and the mood is overwhelmingly negative. Just imagine how much could be done if all this energy could be directed away from decision procrastination and into making things happen in a better way.

Westminster seems to me to be a wasteland of open loops. Projects and initiatives are proposed, but too few people seem to have the skill, the energy or the will to get the job done and actually close the loop.

So, while we continue to make progress with all seven teacher training colleges in Scotland, we have struggled to get any real traction at Westminster, a situation that is not helped by the reality that the British Government is run by a merry-goround of ministers. Just when Andrew Adonis had got his feet under the table at the Department of Education, and developed the understanding and relationships to take the situation forward, he was moved to the Department of Transport, where he had to start learning all over again.

No single person is to blame. It is a fault of our system of government that our major departments are run by generalists, politicians who usually only stay in a job for a few years before being moved on. At risk of repeating myself, I strongly believe ministers need to be left in one job to gain experience, and then knowledge and then wisdom.

Even so, we are playing with the cards we are dealt and, before long, we hope that every teacher training college in England, Wales and Northern Ireland will catch up with their Scottish counterparts and introduce the modules to ensure every qualified teacher is able to assist dyslexic pupils.

Our position is straightforward: unless every teacher in the UK is trained to make early recognition of children with learning difficulties, we will effectively deny the rights of a minimum six million people to realise their potential, at immense cost to the country. There is not a manufacturing company in the world that could afford to abandon close to 15 per cent of its production capacity, and the same principle applies to every country whether it is small, like Scotland, or enormous, like China or India.

It was my misfortune to be educated in an era when dyslexic students were humiliated. There was a particular teacher at the Dumbarton Academy who regularly used to punish me for what she believed was pure laziness. She knew no better. She wasn’t aware of learning disabilities or dyslexia. I wish she had been in a position to understand what was wrong because it is that kind of ignorance that has denied so many children a proper education. The era of ignorance should have passed, but it hasn’t. It angers me and frankly amazes me to hear how, even today, in twenty-first-century Britain, some teachers are still shouting at terrified, humiliated children because they struggle to read out loud. As president of Dyslexia Scotland, the least I can do is work to ensure that, in this country, the teachers of the future are properly trained to understand and assist their pupils with learning difficulties.

These children are not a national liability; on the contrary, they should be regarded as a national asset. Winston Churchill was dyslexic, which helped him become one of the greatest orators in history because, like many dyslexic people, he had an ability to ‘colour in the pictures’ and express himself vividly. Charles Schwab is dyslexic, which meant this great American entrepreneur was able to see the potential of selling stocks and shares on the mass market because, in common with many dyslexic people, he could look at issues differently and pursue his own solution. Such tendencies are recognised in many dyslexic people, and they were evident in my own career as a racing driver. When I needed to communicate with engineers or designers and make them understand how the car was performing, I found myself able to express myself more vividly than my colleagues. It’s true that dyslexic people can sometimes over-explain issues – maybe because we need to be totally sure we have made ourselves clear before we can move on to the next issue – but an overflow of information has rarely been a problem for an engineer who needs to understand how a car is behaving, or for an executive who needs to understand every aspect of a proposal.

‘Dyslexia can be good for you!’ This was the message I wanted to convey when, in November 2006, with David Swinfen, chairman of Dyslexia Scotland, and Mary Evans, another leading official in the organisation, I was invited to visit a special unit for ten-year-olds with learning difficulties at the Kaimhill primary school in Aberdeen. I had written a letter to encourage the children and been touched by the letters they sent back.

James Riach, aged nine, wrote: ‘I am new here. I miss my friends but Shane is my friend. I think it is good to get on with your life. I want to follow you. I want to get a medal from the Queen. I was told I had dyslexia when I was eight. When I was told I had dyslexia, I was upset. When you knew about it, did it still hurt? Did you feel weird at school? I did but now I come here it is better. We do a lot of work … Mrs Mackay read out your letter to the whole class. I am glad you know you aren’t stupid now.’

The visit to Kaimhill started with me joining the children in playing the innovative games designed to help them improve their reading and spelling skills. I then addressed a school assembly and, mindful of my own experiences, I warned the other children in the school that they should not tease their friends with dyslexia.

‘Watch out,’ I told them. ‘Dyslexic kids are often very successful later in life and, you never know, one day you might just find yourself working for one of them.’

At one stage, earlier in the classroom, Eileen Jessamine, the specialist teacher, had asked me to recite the alphabet.

‘OK,’ I responded, ‘but here comes a failure!’

She countered firmly: ‘We don’t have failures here, Sir Jackie. We only have successes.’

I looked across the classroom at her. There she stood: upbeat, seeing solutions not problems, trained and informed, the model of a modern teacher for children with learning difficulties. At least none of the children in her class were going to grow up believing they were stupid, dumb and thick.

That was progress, but there were just twelve children in Eileen’s class, and there are an estimated 1,250 dyslexic primary-school children in the Aberdeen area. So, a start has been made … that’s all, and that’s just in one city, let alone the rest of Scotland, let alone the rest of the UK, let alone the rest of the world.

That’s the reality.

There is still so much to be done.



CHAPTER 3


Trigger for Success

FIRST PRIZE ON NEW YEAR’S DAY 1953 at the Gartocharn and Kilmarnock gun club was a surprisingly large trophy and a £5 note. Clay pigeon shooting was suddenly offering me, an apparent failure in the classroom, the chance to be successful, to be good at something and to earn people’s respect. A new world was opening up before me, and I was soon travelling all around Scotland, meeting new people, performing well, gaining confidence and sometimes winning.

My entire approach to life was changing. I clearly remember starting to feel nervous on the night before a competition. This was something new, something different from the paralysing sense of fear that I had always felt before an academic exam. Fear was a negative emotion, because I categorically knew that, whatever I did, however long I studied for the exam, however hard I worked, there was no way I would finish anywhere near the top of the class; so I was fearful of the challenge and I went to those ridiculous lengths to avoid going to school. Nerves were something quite different. Preparing for a shooting event, I became nervous because I knew I could do quite well, but there was no guarantee, and I became apprehensive because I realised that one error was usually the difference between winning and losing. So, I gradually began to work out for myself, the burden lay with me to prepare as meticulously as possible. The essential difference was that, at school, I had been disheartened by facing what seemed impossible, but, in my shooting, I was being stimulated by dealing with challenge.

This process was the introduction to a key principle of my life – to be better prepared than any of my rivals in whatever I was doing – and, as a teenager, I learned to develop a ritual of preparation that helped me stay single-mindedly focused on what I was doing. Whenever I approached the shooting stand, I developed the habit of making my way through a series of procedures and little idiosyncrasies before I called for the target to be released. I used to adjust my shooting jacket, so there was no risk of creases on the shoulder where the stock of the gun snuggles in. I tugged the peak of my cap to create total comfort. I added a few cartridges to the pockets of my jacket, and over the years learned when was the right time for me to swallow so that my breathing was not interrupted when I was ready to call for the clay to be released. I did all of those things before I shot each of the twenty-five targets in every round. My preparation became mechanically timed to eliminate all unnecessary disruptions that might interfere with my concentration and total commitment. As I matured, I developed and refined such routines and skills to a level where they helped me significantly, both when I became a racing driver and in business. My overriding goal in everything I have tried to do has always been to remove the unnecessary hazards and reduce the downside risks through good preparation, good structuring and good planning; and it all started when I was clay pigeon shooting.

Risk management has always been important to me. If you eliminate potential problems in advance, or at least minimise them, then whatever you are doing is bound to go better and more smoothly. Never more so than when I was filming a commercial for Goodyear tyres on Bridport pier in the early 1980s. The plan was that I would drive at speed along the pier – towards the sea – and at the last minute I would slam on the brakes and the car would come to a halt, inches from the end, with the sea looming. There was a marker positioned out of camera shot which was to be my indicator as to when to brake. I arrived and I didn’t fancy the set-up one little bit. The weather was rough with waves periodically soaking the pier, making the surface very slick. The director of the shoot assured me that all was safe. ‘We’ve planned it all thoroughly,’ he said. And with that a stunt driver took off on my route to demonstrate the manoeuvre. Sure enough, he braked in time and remained high and dry.

‘I’d like to see that once again,’ I said.

So off the stunt man went and, again, he stopped at the designated spot.

‘That’s all very well, but what if it goes wrong. What happens then?’

‘It isn’t going to go wrong, Jackie,’ responded the director, with more than a hint of exasperation in his voice.

‘Yes, but what if it does and I end up in the sea, strapped into that Ford Granada? How do I get out?’

‘That’s not going to happen. Look, we’ll demonstrate it again.’

At that he indicated for the stunt man to do one last demonstration. Off he went … just as a huge wave came crashing over the pier. The car skidded and spun, coming to rest literally inches from the edge.

‘This is what we are going to do,’ I said to the shell-shocked director. ‘There will be a frogman in a boat next to the pier, just out of camera shot.’

‘Fine.’

‘And,’ I continued, ‘a frogman in the back of the car. With a hammer. If I’m going under I want someone there, inside the vehicle, to get me out.’

All was arranged and off I sped, speaking my lines to the onboard camera. I was all but done, just about to hit the brakes, when a loud ‘Shhhhh’ could be heard emanating from my blanket-covered passenger crouched in the back seat. He’d tried his hardest – but he could no longer hold his breath. He’d had to exhale, and the noise was loud enough to be clearly picked up by the microphone. Another take – and a deeper breath – was required. You can’t eliminate every possibility it would seem.

My father had always encouraged me to shoot, setting up a small clay pigeon hand trap in the field behind our bungalow and letting me use his 12 bore shotgun. It was heavy and had a recoil that thudded into my shoulder with such force that I was bruised black and blue by the end of a competition, or even after a practice session. I suppose a 20 bore gun would have suited me better at that age, but the 12 bore was what we had, and it was fine.

As soon as we could afford it, my father let me buy an A1 base model Browning Over Under, manufactured by the Fabrique Nationale in Belgium. It cost £119, which was a fortune for me in those days, and I cherished it. I used to spend hours tinkering with the settings and making wedges of sellotape and paper which I used to adjust the height of the comb on the wooden stock and make it just right for me; I needed to make certain I could rest my cheek comfortably on the comb, so that my eye could easily line up with the bead at the end of the barrel. That gun repaid me with many years of consistent and reliable performance.

In the early days, I competed in eight- and ten-bird competitions, before progressing to twenty-five birds, and to fifty-and a hundred-bird events. Gun clubs like Fasnacloich and Taynuilt, Stirling, Kelso and Dundee became increasingly familiar to me. Personalities like ‘Bulls-eye’ McClellan, whom I met at Fasnacloich, Tom Brockie, Abe Bruce, Bill Louden and Ralph Haliburton all made me feel welcome, and they started saying I had reasonable hand–eye coordination, and a few more trophies found their way to our home.

Most of the competitions followed the Down the Line (DTL) format in those days. It was the simplest form of the sport, with the clay birds being released from one trap, and shooters moving down a line of five stations, one after the other, thereby varying the angle of the shot. You would start at full left, move to mid-left, to straight, to mid-right, to full right, and then you would walk from the fifth stand back to the first.

This format suited me well, and I continued to improve. So, when I left school, without any qualifications, as soon as was legally possible, at the age of fifteen years and one month, in July 1954, I was very far from downcast or depressed. I literally threw away my school uniform on the Friday evening, and the following Monday morning, enthusiastically slipped into a routine of working at the Dumbuck garage from Monday to Friday and entering a shooting competition at the weekend.

Shooting was everything to me. It felt like the only thing I could do well and the only way I could make something of my life. In fact, I am sure I put more time, effort and commitment into my shooting during this period, until I turned twenty-three, than I ever applied to motor racing.

It didn’t matter I was so much younger than most of my competitors because I was doing OK; and it didn’t matter that I usually had to travel far away, and was always asking for lifts here and there, because the shooting community was filled with gamekeepers and rural folk, so I felt at home and at ease among them. Young Jackie Stewart from Dumbuck near Dumbarton may not have been the type to turn up wearing his plus-fours in the tweed of his home estate – the tradition in those days was for shooters to wear their laird’s tweed – but I felt quite comfortable in the company of those other shooters, even in my normal jacket and trousers.

I started to be recognised by a beige American skip cap that I wore. It had a particularly long peak and a small green visor that flipped down, protecting my sensitive eyes from the sun. That meant I didn’t have to squint, which had been distracting me. Even back then, I was focused about being well prepared.

Competition followed competition. Sometimes the top four shooters received prizes, sometimes it was the top six, and prizes ranged from jugs to cups to plates, and before long a bunch of this stuff was being displayed on the sideboard in our living room. I used to enjoy gazing at the clutter, which gradually spread to any available space around the home, and it was important to me because it was clear proof of success.

My boundaries grew, and I started to compete at events in the north of England. The trips south, across the border, were big adventures for a wide-eyed sixteen-year-old Scot: I would either catch a lift with somebody who was driving straight to the gun club or my father would drive me into Glasgow, and I would take a train down the old west-coast line to somewhere like Carlisle, where I would be met by a friend. In fact, I quite literally would not have got anywhere without the kindness of people like Gordon and Hugh Cameron, two brothers who worked on Robert Crawford’s farm next door to our garage and who, as keen shooters, drove me all over Scotland in their Vauxhall Velox, and Louis Barrett, who had a small car repair workshop in Dumbarton, and Andy Thompson, who never minded taking me along in his Ford Zephyr, with a Raymond Mays conversion that raised the performance to a frightening level; it was so quick and exciting that I almost looked forward to the drive as much as I did to the shooting competition.

My first major event was also my first major disappointment. Some of my friends said they thought I could win the British Colts Championship because I would be competing in my own age group at a time when I was holding my own in adult events. So I travelled south to the Harrogate gun club in Yorkshire with real hope but only finished second to Paul Wilkinson, a fine shot who became a friend.

Good loser? Far from it, I’m afraid. I have never enjoyed losing, at all, and I remember feeling intensely disappointed on the drive back to Dumbarton. What upset me was that I was going to be too old to enter the Colts event the next year. My chance had gone and subsequent wins in the English and Welsh Colts events never compensated for missing out on the British title. Even so, I continued to make progress, and was named in the Scottish senior clay pigeon shooting team at the age of sixteen and selected to represent Great Britain at nineteen. I managed to win my first major event, the Grand Prix of Great Britain, at the North Wales gun club soon after my twentieth birthday.

Through these formative years, a pivotal five-year window of my life, when I was transformed into a competitive young sportsman who felt comfortable in adult company, I benefited immeasurably from the counsel of two great men: Glynne Jones, the captain of the British shooting team, and Bob MacIntyre, a Scottish motorcycling champion.

Glynne Jones lived in the village of Rhosesmor, near Mold in North Wales, where he and his brother, David, ran Jones Balers, one of the finest baling companies in the country, so successfully that it was eventually sold to New Holland, the American multinational. Glynne was always known in the local community as ‘Jones the Baler’, effectively distinguishing him from another Mr Jones, who lived not far away and worked in a small clay pigeon factory; he was called ‘Jones the Pigeon’.

The Jones family home became my base down south, and I spent many happy weekends with him, his wife, Hazel, daughters Vivian and Sylvia, and sons Noel and Allan. They welcomed me, assisted me, supported me and fed me with a kind of generosity that is hard to explain. Allan became one of my best friends and not only was he the best man at my wedding, but his girlfriend Shan was our bridesmaid. I often used to say their house was like my second home, and it was also the case that Hazel Jones was like a second mother to me. In my eyes, she was a shining example of motherhood, bringing up her children with such love and care, keeping a beautiful house. Ever modest, calm and wise, she took me in.

Glynne Jones taught me so much. In all the time we spent together, over meals at his home, travelling to and from competitions, I watched and listened, and learned how to be competitive, about the importance of leading a balanced life and, above all, about maintaining a consistent level of performance.

One of the greatest feats in clay pigeon shooting is to score ‘100–straight’, which is hitting a maximum 100 out of 100 targets. This achievement proved beyond me for some years until, finally, I shot ‘100–straight’ during the Scottish Championships at Sherriffmuir in the Lead Hills, not far from Gleneagles. Every career seems to have its tipping points and, from that day, aside from being able to stitch the prized ‘100’ patch on my representative blazer, alongside the ‘25’, ‘50’ and ‘75’, and being allowed to wear a silver lapel badge in the shape of a clay pigeon with ‘100–straight’ engraved on it, my form took off. Everything suddenly seemed so easy, and I shot 100–straight in eight of the next nine times out. I just turned up at the club, raised my gun … ‘bang’ … and there was another trophy to be squeezed on to the sideboard in the living room at home.

Like many young sportsmen before me, many since and many to come, early success made me complacent, cocky and overconfident, and it was predictably followed by a severe loss of form. It is at this stage where the top competitors typically regroup and recover, while the one-hit wonders fade away. I recall feeling terrified. One day, I was feeling super-confident; the next day, I was super-desperate. Everything that had seemed so easy now felt so difficult; everything that had seemed so natural and simple that I had almost competed without thinking, now seemed so complex and difficult to understand. Suddenly challenged to work out what was wrong and what needed to be put it right, I felt completely lost.

‘Take it easy, Jackie,’ Glynne Jones told me, in his steady, gentle voice. ‘Stay calm and concentrate on the basic elements of what you want to do.’

‘OK, but it’s not working for me,’ I told him, getting agitated again.

‘Stay calm,’ he repeated. ‘You don’t have to make any dramatic changes to what you were doing. It worked for you then, and it will work again. Just keep it simple and stay focused.’

With firm guidance and empathy, I was led out of what had seemed a very deep hole and, within a few months, I had recovered my confidence and form. I later applied his words to my motor racing career and my business life and with a bit of luck, over the years, have managed to even out the ups and downs and maintain a reasonably consistent level of performance.

The phenomenon of high-flyers suddenly making a mistake and struggling to recover has always interested and intrigued me. The trend is perhaps most visible in the corporate world, but there have been many examples in the political arena, in the armed services and even in religion. You sometimes see leaders who appear on top of the world. All their decisions turn out right and all their initiatives prove successful. As a result, everyone follows them and, perceptibly, they start to walk with a kind of corporate strut. They are rarely seen without an entourage of support people, nodding and agreeing with every word they say, and they live by the dictum: ‘If the boss eats bananas, everyone eats bananas.’ Then, out of the blue, something goes wrong and, in many cases, the boss suddenly seems incapable of successfully dealing with the situation. Like me at that difficult stage of my shooting career, one day they could do no wrong, the next day they could do no right.

Part of the explanation may lie in the fact that many leaders operate in a comfort zone, where mediocrity is concealed by the size, prominence or wealth of the organisation. Sometimes the mere fact of being president, chairman or CEO of a major international company, or being a cabinet minister, or a general or even an archbishop can be enough for you to be recognised as a giant in your field, almost irrespective of how well or how ineffectively you are doing the job. Such people can become over-protected by the infrastructure they inherit. They become self-important and distracted by their title, the acreage of their office, the private elevator, the prominence of their parking space and the sycophancy of their advisers. The endless courtesies and privileges are often highly intoxicating, not just for them but also for their spouses and even for their secretaries, yet they serve only to distract the leader from the key elements of what he or she is supposed to be doing. Power and influence can be destructive and dangerous commodities, and it is therefore not surprising that, when problems arise, many of these people prove unable to deal with them.

Of course, there are similar excesses in the world of sport, but, by nature, sports people are different. They tend to be more resilient because they learn to cope with adversity from an early age and, when they reach the higher levels, they soon discover there is no comfort zone where they can hide and exist. It is a transparent and relentlessly analysed world, where every performance is assessed and judged, where nobody can argue with the scoreboard, where, in reality, nothing less than victory and winning really counts. It may be satisfactory for a company to be ranked in the top ten, or the top thirty or even the top hundred, but for most sporting champions even second place is regarded as just another form of losing. If anybody offered me a million pounds today to tell them how many times I finished second in a Grand Prix, I wouldn’t know the answer because it doesn’t matter. On the other hand, I remember each of my wins. And when people lose form and fail to recover in sport, it is often painful because the failure is so public, but the consequence is rarely worse than criticism in the media and the sad end of a career. The consequences are often far more serious when a big name stumbles in the corporate world because that mistake or error of judgement can seriously affect the fortunes of an entire company, and send a share price tumbling, and put people’s jobs at risks and jeopardise tens of thousands of livelihoods.

Maybe, confronted by such crises, it would be helpful for the bosses to bear in mind the advice that Glynne Jones offered me all those years ago: stay calm, make sure you are not intoxicated by the first flush of success and apparent achievement or by the publicity and new-found prominence and don’t be distracted by the temptations that accompany the good times … stay firmly focused on the basic elements of the challenge, keep your head down and get on with it.

OEBPS/images/img3.jpg
SIR JACKIE STEWART





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
JACKIE
STEWART

WINNING IS NOT ENOUGH

‘A SUPERB READ’INDEPENDENT





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
headline





OEBPS/images/img2.jpg
/s

'HRH The Princess Royal





OEBPS/images/img1.jpg
BUCKINGHAM PALACE





