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  PREFACE




  When in 1969 I decided to abandon a promising career as a lawyer and go into motor racing, my father said I’d probably go bankrupt but it would be ‘good training

  for something serious later on’. Bankruptcy was narrowly avoided, and the motor racing did ultimately evolve into something very serious. Controversy was inevitable and a great deal of

  misinformation has appeared on the web and in print. I believe the time has come to tell what really happened, hence this book.




  Primarily it’s the inside story of Formula One and its evolution since the 1960s. Much of it is not generally known and some not known at all. Part describes some of the many business and

  political conflicts along the way; part is how we reduced the risks for motor sport participants (and later for all road users); and part sets out to explain how Formula One made Bernie Ecclestone

  very rich (or perhaps it was the other way round).




  Although mainly about motor sport, particularly Formula One, it is also an account of serious political work in the EU on passenger car safety and the environment, as well as a major conflict

  with the EU Commission’s Competition Directorate. It describes how we used Brussels politics and lobbying to bring about important changes to road cars and road safety generally, and how it

  all started with Formula One.




  Motor sport is not for everyone so I have tried to explain what happened and why in a way the non-enthusiast will readily understand and I hope find interesting. Also included is an outline of

  my life before starting in Formula One, including an attempt to explain why, together with many friends who I think were otherwise sane individuals, I was prepared to accept the appalling risks of

  driving racing cars in the 1960s.




  Many different activities took place simultaneously; for example, the Formula One controversies that happened at the same time as Brussels politics. I thought it best to split the topics broadly

  into separate chapters without worrying too much about overall chronology. I hope this approach will be useful for those who may be interested in some parts of the story but perhaps not all of

  it.




  The final chapters contain an account of an unprovoked attack by Rupert Murdoch’s News of the World. It felt like being mugged on the street and I decided to hit back, hoping at

  the very least to make it more difficult for his newspapers to do anything similar to others in the future. Apart from defeating them in the courts, I explain how I was later able to help uncover

  serious criminality at the newspaper.




  Inevitably, I’ve had to leave a lot out. It would be possible to write several books on the material. If I went into all the detail, the result would be longer still. Nevertheless, the

  salient information, at least most of what I have been able to remember or find in contemporaneous documents, notes and writings, is here. I hope and think I have covered all the questions that

  matter.




  It may seem strange that there is no account of my family life. My wife and family are mentioned when directly relevant to the story but not otherwise. The reason is we have always been very

  private and want to keep it that way. Both my wife Jean and my surviving son Patrick have said they would prefer our family life to be left out. I agree with them and have respected their

  wishes.




  A number of people have helped me by looking at my account of events they were involved in and adding to, and in some cases correcting, my memories. I am very grateful to Pierre de Coninck,

  Dominic Crossley, Ken Daly, Alan Donnelly, Robin Herd, Mike Kingston, Stephen Kinsella, Jean Mosley, Patrick Mosley, Adam Parr, Marco Piccinini, Tony Purnell, David Reeves, David Ward, Charlie

  Whiting, Richard Woods and Peter Wright for taking so much trouble. I am particularly grateful to Maurice Hamilton for checking the motor racing facts and giving me valuable advice on the overall

  structure; to Robert Skidelsky, who very kindly looked at the manuscript as someone not involved with motor sport and helped me greatly in my attempts to make the motor sport sections

  comprehensible; and to my PA, Pat Tozer, who took on the task of sorting out the huge quantity of disordered files, photographs and press cuttings I had accumulated. Finally, Ian Marshall at Simon

  & Schuster recognised the need for some work on my English and the overall structure, and I am very grateful to him as well as to Rob Bagchi, Lorraine Jerram and Katie Thraxton who between them

  greatly improved it. After all that, the mistakes that remain are mine alone.
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  GROWING UP




  My parents, Oswald and Diana Mosley, were imprisoned shortly after my birth in 1940 under a wartime regulation that allowed the government to lock

  anyone up without the need for a trial. After serving as a minister in the 1929 Labour government during his relatively brief career in conventional politics, my father had led the British Union of

  Fascists and campaigned strongly against the Second World War. I believe this campaign was the main reason the government wanted him out of the way. My mother had supported him, and (unlike my

  father) she and her sister Unity were also friendly with Adolf Hitler.




  About a year after they were first interned my parents were moved into accommodation together in a wing of Holloway Prison along with other interned couples. The then prime minister, Winston

  Churchill, was a close friend of my mother’s family, and he and his wife had known her since childhood. He also knew my father well from his days in mainstream politics and would have

  appreciated that neither of them would ever have acted against their country’s interests, despite their strong opposition to the war. Party politics prevailed and some

  of his coalition partners had scores to settle, but Churchill did what he could to make their lives less disagreeable.




  My parents’ imprisonment made very little difference to me. Our family was one of those where children were handed over to a nanny and saw their parents once a day at most. Nanny Higgs

  looked after my older brother Alexander and me and had already been with my mother’s first two children, Jonathan and Desmond Guinness, in the 1930s. The only unusual feature in my case was

  visiting my parents in Holloway Prison rather than in the drawing room at teatime. While my parents were interned we stayed with my aunt, Pamela Jackson, my mother’s sister and the most

  conventional of the six Mitford sisters.




  I sometimes stayed overnight at the prison with my parents and can remember the high walls and ash pathways, and hearing bombs falling on London. Being a small child it never occurred to me

  there was anything odd about all this. In November 1943 they were released and bought a house at Crux Easton in Hampshire. The war was still on and the house was under some sort of flight path. A

  plane crashed near the house one night, so close my father went round checking that everyone was all right. Later, we would go and play with remnants of the plane in the crater. On another

  occasion, out for a walk with Nanny Higgs, two planes collided overhead, one crashing in a field nearby, the other some distance away. My father and some men armed with fire extinguishers raced off

  on a lorry, but came back to report the pilot had been killed. It affected him greatly because he himself had flown during the First World War.




  Quite soon my parents found Crowood, a much larger house with 1100 acres near Ramsbury in Wiltshire. One of the conditions imposed on my father on release from prison was a restriction on

  buying a large tract of land. I’m not sure why. Someone said perhaps they feared he would build an aerodrome for the Germans. In practice, though, it was difficult to

  stop him buying a large estate because there was no legal basis for such a spurious stipulation. As a result, we arrived there in 1944, not long after my fourth birthday.




  It was a big house about a mile from the village, set back from the road and surrounded by its own fields. Behind it was a small wood that led to another wood of about 100 acres which were

  wonderful places for a child to explore and get lost in.




  Both my parents had been married before, my mother to Bryan Guinness, my father to Cynthia Curzon. My mother had two sons, my father two sons and a daughter from their first marriages. The four

  boys all went to Eton with varying success. Of the four, only Nicholas was old enough to fight in the war, which he did with great distinction, winning the MC. The two Guinness boys and the younger

  Mosley were all at Eton during and after the war. Michael Mosley became captain of the Oppidans, apparently an important position in the Eton schoolboy hierarchy. Aged five or six, I was taken to

  Eton to visit my half-brothers. At that early age it struck me as a very sinister place for some reason and I asked my parents never to send me there. They didn’t, and in retrospect perhaps

  that was a mistake on my part. I shall never know.




  Summer holidays were spent on Inch Kenneth, a small island off the Isle of Mull that belonged to the Mitford grandmother, Sydney Redesdale. My first visit was in the summer of 1945, just after

  the war had ended. Unity Mitford, my aunt, was staying there. She had been in Munich on the morning of 3 September 1939 when Britain declared war on Germany and, being friendly with Hitler, was

  very distressed. She shot herself in the head but surprisingly did not die and was eventually repatriated via Switzerland. The bullet wound left her with brain damage from

  which she died in 1948.




  When we arrived on the island, a German warship was moored nearby, presumably waiting for orders as the war was over. One day my aunt Unity set out in a rowing boat with just me as passenger,

  drew alongside the warship and started talking to the sailors in German. I don’t know what was said but she may well have been expressing support for Hitler. The sailors seemed relaxed and

  amused but very surprised at this strange visit.




  To begin with, we weren’t sent to school but were taught by an elderly man my parents found living on the Crowood estate. His house was two miles away across the fields, and I would spend

  the time walking there dreaming of perpetual-motion machines (sadly, when I modified one of my toys, my concept proved flawed). When my brother was eight, he was sent to a prep school near

  Faringdon in Oxfordshire. He hated it so much that my parents took him away and hired a tutor at home, which benefited me, allowing me, too, to escape the horrors of an English boarding school in

  the 1940s. Living on the estate, I was given my first shotgun at the age of nine and allowed to go shooting with the gamekeeper; and every other Saturday I would head by bus to the County Ground to

  watch Swindon Town’s home games in the Third Division.




  After the war, the authorities had rather pettily refused to allow my parents passports. However, they could not lawfully stop a British subject leaving or returning if he could find a country

  that would let him in without a passport. Spain was prepared to admit my father, so all he needed was a yacht to get there. In 1949 we were all about to set sail when the authorities gave in and

  issued passports for the entire family rather than look foolish. We set off for Spain and the South of France via the Bay of Biscay and inevitable seasickness.




  The dying wish of Katherine Maud, my Mosley grandmother, was that my brother and I should be christened. Aged nine, I was not in favour but was told it wouldn’t really change anything. A

  bigger problem was finding someone religious to be a godparent. Happily, John Betjeman, a close friend of my parents who lived nearby, was glad to be asked.




  Apart from the passport problem, the authorities in the UK made other difficulties for my father. He kept pigs at Crux Easton and when they mysteriously started to lose weight and the local vet

  could do nothing, someone decided to prosecute him for starving them. Using his resources to get expert help, the source, an obscure bug, was discovered. Having studied all available literature on

  the subject, he defended himself in the local magistrates’ court and had a most enjoyable time cross-examining the government vet about the bug and his failure to identify, or even suspect,

  it. My father followed this with some heavy comments to the court about the decision to prosecute rather than investigate properly. The local magistrates appeared to agree with him.




  The case was thrown out but it should never have been brought. On top of this, he had a dispute with the Inland Revenue, which leading counsel told him he would have won for any other person in

  England. No doubt irritated by all this, my father sold everything in 1950 and moved with all his financial assets to Ireland, which back then was still in the sterling area.




  It was a big step. The family had always lived in England and part of its fortune had been the chief or ground rents for large parts of Manchester (hence Mosley Street, one of the main

  Manchester thoroughfares). My brother and I were very sad to leave Crowood.




  The Irish government was much better disposed towards my father. His opposition as a young MP in the early 1920s to the excesses of the Black and Tans during the Irish War

  of Independence was well known there and by no means forgotten. For me, too, this was the start of a whole new life because the tutor who accompanied us stayed only for a short time. When my

  brother turned 13, he was sent to school in France by my parents, who wanted us to learn the two main languages of continental Europe.




  It was thought extravagant to keep the tutor on just for me, so I was left to my own devices, with no school or lessons at our house in Clonfert, County Galway. I had learned to ride properly at

  a Dublin riding school when we first arrived in Ireland and became completely obsessed with horses. For nearly two years, my life was riding, hunting, snipe shooting on the bogs and playing hurling

  with the local lads.




  That corner of Galway had some inspirational hurling players at the time. The sport is a sort of aerial hockey in which there’s no restriction on hitting the ball in the air and you are

  allowed to catch it. It’s extraordinarily fast and, since there was no head protection in those days, quite dangerous. I’ve always thought it the best ball game ever invented, and never

  understood why it did not achieve the international recognition of soccer, rugby or cricket.




  When I too reached 13, I had to join my parents in a house they had bought near Paris, shortly after leaving England. It was Palladian in style and rather embarrassingly called the Temple de

  la Gloire. I was supposed to learn French but made little progress and took lessons in other subjects given by a friend of my parents. There was much discussion of Nietzsche, Spengler and the

  like between my brother, father and the teacher in Paris. It all seemed rather pointless to me. Likewise when my parents’ friends came for dinner parties, I would sit in

  silence, noticing how everyone became less and less coherent as the evening wore on. I always thought these political and philosophical discussions were a waste of time. No one was actually going

  to do anything.




  As we were growing up, my father did try to point my brother and me in what he saw as the right direction. When I was 13 and Alexander nearly 15, he took us both to a sort of music-hall show

  featuring naked ladies near the Place Pigalle in Paris. My mother (very surprisingly) came too, but (very unsurprisingly) didn’t like it, saying it smelt like a stable. Much later, when I was

  in my early twenties, he took my wife Jean and me to Madame Arthur’s, a famous transvestite nightclub in the same neighbourhood. Presumably by then he thought my tastes were settled. There

  was even a political element to his approach – when, as teenagers, my brother and I complained that we had sometimes to wait outside a luxury restaurant while he and my mother were having

  dinner, he would say (only half-jokingly) this was to make us more politically aware.




  In September 1953 I was sent to school in Germany to learn the language. The school belonged to an acquaintance of my mother’s friend Frau Wagner, the composer’s daughter-in-law. She

  had been more or less the queen of Bayreuth before the war and was close to Hitler, who adored Wagner. I was put alone on a train to Munich, with a vocabulary taught by my mother comprised solely

  of ja, nein and wo ist mein Gepäck? She presumably thought that would be useful should I lose my luggage. With some difficulty, I found the connecting train to

  Traunstein.




  It was the wrong kind of school, a humanistisches Gymnasium, meaning it specialised in Latin and Greek. I found these difficult to learn in a language I didn’t understand and,

  anyway, such modest ability as I had was in maths and science. I should have gone to a different type of school entirely, but at least I was ahead of the class they put me in

  at maths despite my long fallow period in Ireland.




  In the autumn of 1954, my parents’ house in Ireland burnt down. My parents were already spending much more time in France than in Ireland. As far as Ireland went, they decided to buy a

  house jointly with my mother’s eldest son, Jonathan Guinness, and his then wife, Ingrid. It became a sort of holiday home for both couples, but my parents’ base was now their house at

  Orsay, near Paris. France was their permanent home and the Irish house was later sold.




  I was expelled from the German school after about 18 months when I was caught climbing across the roof into the girls’ part of the building. Alexander, who had joined me there after his

  two years in France, also had to leave after going to the local Gasthaus with some friends and urinating drunkenly outside the school’s main entrance. My father was annoyed. I

  don’t think he objected to me trying to get into the girls’ part of the school – he had, after all, encouraged an interest in girls – nor did he see much wrong with what my

  brother did, but he didn’t like the disturbance our expulsions caused to his way of life.




  We were sent to stay with his eldest son, who is a sort of saint and put up with what must have been an extraordinary inconvenience for him and his wife. Nick started trying to find a school for

  us in England. There were lots of brochures, some of them from establishments that sounded very sinister indeed, particularly in light of what we now know about what went on in those days. This was

  the 1950s, after all, and most people did not suspect the motivation of some in the teaching profession. In the end, supported by Nick, Alexander and I settled on Millfield in Somerset. It seemed the most civilised and my parents did not object. Being expelled in Germany and sent to an English school turned out to be a stroke of luck, as without some sort of

  basic English education I would never have got into Oxford.




  Millfield was a strange school. It gave sports scholarships and had some exceptional athletes, but in those days it was mainly somewhere for people like me who had experienced difficulties at

  other schools. But it did have some outstanding teachers, including a lady who got me interested in physics and an English teacher, Robert Bolt, who went on to write A Man for All Seasons

  and the screenplays for Lawrence of Arabia and Doctor Zhivago among others, and win two Oscars.




  After two terms there, I set out to persuade my father to let me leave, live on my own in London and go to a crammer. I waited until he was in a benign mood and broached the subject. To my

  delight, he agreed and a few months later, in 1956, I was free. I think he agreed because his own parents had turned down a similar request. He was an outstanding fencer and won the public schools

  championships in all three weapons aged only 15, but his parents refused to let him leave Winchester and pursue his fencing in Budapest. As an adult he was nevertheless on the British national

  fencing team for several years, despite having a permanently injured leg as a result of a flying accident in the First World War.




  I was 16 years old and alone in London, living in Bloomsbury and spending most evenings in Soho at the 2i’s Coffee Bar, supposedly the birthplace of British rock’n’roll.

  Certainly, several of the regular performers became famous later. Being in London, I had some contact with my father’s political associates and was taken round the East End. I supported my

  father generally but had other interests, preferring to spend my time in the 2i’s.




  My father owned an empty flat near Victoria station and for a brief period in late 1957 he let me hold parties there. It was cold and squalid but no one interfered with

  us. One of my acquaintances went to a school in south London with connections to nearby St Martin-in-the-Fields High School for Girls. Some of the more adventurous pupils came to our parties, and I

  started going out with one of them, Jean Taylor, whose father had been in the Coldstream Guards and was now in the City of London police. Just over two years later she became my wife.




  In March 1958 I took the entrance exam for Christ Church, Oxford, hoping to read physics. Although by then I had some relevant A-levels, I was still very weak academically, speaking excellent

  German but never recovering much of the ground I had lost in the years missing from my education. At the time there was pressure on places at Oxford because of the abolition of national service.

  Applicants who had done their two years in the armed forces were still taking some of the available places. I think Roy Harrod, a major Christ Church figure and friend of my parents, must have put

  in a word for me, or perhaps they didn’t have that many people wanting to read physics. For whatever reason, they accepted me, but the senior physics tutor did once tell me, ‘We were

  scraping the bottom of the barrel, Mosley, when we took you.’




  He was right because, when I arrived there, I had done very little physics. I should have spent at least another year at school, but my parents had not been to university so had no idea of what

  was involved. One of their great friends was Derek Jackson, who had been married to my aunt Pamela for several years. He was a world-class physicist and had been professor of spectroscopy at

  Oxford. He was an eccentric figure, a leading amateur steeplechase jockey as well as a very serious scientist, and was now their neighbour in France. I think he made them

  think physics was easy and that an undergraduate probably just read a book or two with a little guidance from a tutor. As for me, I was in too much of a hurry and did not stop to think about my

  academic shortcomings.
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  OXFORD AND AFTER




  Oxford was in a state of transition when I arrived in 1958. Some of the undergraduates had done two years’ national service and were

  relatively grown-up, but most had arrived straight from school. Everyone wore jackets and ties. I didn’t fit in with either group after my two years in London, and wore jeans, which was

  almost unheard of then. I couldn’t wait to get back to London whenever I had the chance.




  I was struggling academically, being nowhere near the necessary standard in physics and maths, and was a trial for my tutor. We spent our weekly hour with me thinking about another week of

  relative freedom before the next tutorial, while he was no doubt dying to get back to his research. I somehow survived the exam at the end of the first academic year and was off to London with a

  long summer vacation in prospect.




  Jean and I moved into a flat together, which was very unusual for teenagers in those days. We realised that her father would be wondering where she was, so when we heard he had asked my father

  if he knew anything, we decided it was time to leave. I spent my entire savings on a motor scooter. We set off with minimal luggage, found a boat to France and watched the

  scooter being loaded by a crane.




  We eventually reached my parents’ house near Paris and spent a few days there before heading to Spain. Jean and I both disliked my red hair, so during our stay with my parents we tried to

  dye it brown. The result was awful, but my parents were tolerant and didn’t seem to mind being seen out and about with a sort of freak. ‘The devil makes work for idle hands,’ said

  my father quietly when he first saw the results. His soft, half-joking tone made Jean laugh so much she felt she had to leave the room.




  My mother insisted on buying us both crash helmets although they were not compulsory in those days. It took us three days to reach Valencia, where we abandoned the helmets. The local couples all

  rode scooters like the Spanish traditionally ride horses, with the girl sitting side-saddle on the back. This meant they could wear any kind of dress and Jean was soon doing the same. Society was

  quite nanny-free in those days, but the combination of no helmets and riding side-saddle was of course very unsafe.




  Back in London, my father had decided to stand for parliament in North Kensington at the 1959 general election. Until then, his politics had been largely peripheral to my life. I knew some of

  his followers and I supported him, but one of the reasons I wanted to be a scientist was because scientific ideas could be tested by experiment, whereas in politics it seemed there was no proof,

  merely opinion; proof, if it came at all, was after the event, often in the form of some catastrophe. My brother and I both tried to help, but members of his party conducted the campaign. The

  result was very poor, a pity in a way because he would have livened up the House of Commons.




  I can only describe my father as I saw him. He was an excellent if rather distant parent who was always interesting, as well as interested, and I enjoyed his company. My

  political instincts from an early age can crudely be described as liberal and slightly left. To me, freedom and liberty of the individual have always been paramount. The imprisonment of my parents

  without charge or trial certainly had an influence on my thinking. When I first heard about the rule of law and discovered John Stuart Mill and his writings, I found some sort of intellectual basis

  for my instincts. But in my youth I nevertheless agreed with my father’s ideas. If this appears contradictory it might perhaps seem less so to anyone who reads his books.




  My father’s campaign in North Kensington had effects within the family. His eldest son, Nick, was horrified by what was going on. He was an associate of Father Trevor Huddleston, a

  well-known anti-apartheid campaigner in South Africa as well as in England. The rift with my father became more serious when Nick encouraged my brother Alexander to get away from what was

  happening, and provided the money for him to go and live in Chile.




  Nick had been close to my father in the years after the war and used to come to Crowood with his friends to shoot. They were natural allies. My father liked Nick and was very pleased about his

  excellent war record, but politics divided them. They were two very clever people, but it always seemed to me that they overreacted to their differences, Nick perhaps more than my father who was

  well used to being friends with people who disagreed with him politically.




  There may have been factors I was unaware of. I knew little of their quarrel at the time. Nick later wrote about his parents and I was very much against when he did it back in the 1980s. I felt

  he was raking up things that were largely forgotten and this would be to the detriment of his children and mine. I felt there was no need for it, nothing to be gained, and we

  should all be getting on with our lives, not worrying about our parents. But Nick’s efforts will be important to historians who want a complete picture of my father and what motivated

  him.




  Back in Oxford, I went to great lengths to avoid moving into college as one was supposed to in the second year. I thought it too much like going back to school. I liked to spend the weekends in

  London with Jean, and in lodgings I could come and go as I pleased.




  Towards the end of my second year someone told me I would never survive in the Oxford Union because of my father. They would all take me to pieces in argument. I found the challenge intriguing

  and started going to debates. Until then, insofar as I had any Oxford life, I had mixed only with scientists. As I started to get to know non-science contemporaries, a new world opened up. They

  were mainly slightly older than me and clever, among them Peter Jay, Phillip Whitehead, Paul Foot and Robert Skidelsky. I was invited to join the supposedly secret ‘P’ dining club in

  Christ Church, whose members were a mixture of dons and undergraduates. They were all clever, but at that time not one of them was a scientist. I began to think I should perhaps have read a

  different subject, but in fact some knowledge of physics proved invaluable later in life.




  In the 1960 summer vacation, Jean and I got married. We spent all our wedding presents on a car and moved into a flat in Oxford. We had very little money, just subsistence from my father, but

  Jean got a job and we managed. Because we had a flat, almost a home, it became a magnet for friends. Paul Foot and Robert Skidelsky were regular visitors, and Jean used to make them egg and chips in the evenings. Now that I was spending all my time in Oxford, I was able to participate in university life, including the Oxford Union. At the end of that Michaelmas term,

  I decided to stand for election in the Union.




  I thought I had absolutely no chance of winning office but might just get on the committee. They used to announce the election results in reverse order and I was very relieved with the

  confirmation that I hadn’t come last when the first name read out was not mine. When they got to the pre-election favourite for secretary and still hadn’t mentioned me, I was completely

  astonished. I never thought I could win because of my family name, although I had never experienced any sort of discrimination at Oxford.




  Following the election, we had an interesting term in the Union. Phillip Whitehead, then chairman of the Oxford University Conservative Association but later a Labour MP and MEP, was the

  president. We secured an outstanding selection of speakers, including Jawaharlal Nehru and Jim Callaghan.




  Would-be physicists had to spend three days each week in the Clarendon Laboratory doing experiments. It wasn’t conducive to learning much about physics, but one did learn about

  experiments. Apart from the large room where we worked, the laboratory was full of rather eccentric-seeming scientists doing research. Later in life, I again met some of the people from the

  university’s physics department and remembered why I had chosen the subject. The ideas are utterly fascinating and, in the end, everything is physics. Had I been better prepared when

  I went to Oxford I might have gone into the world of research and spent my professional life in happy obscurity doing something really interesting. Instead, my life took a dramatic turn in an

  unexpected direction.




  My first encounter with motor racing came in May 1961, during the Easter vacation. Jean’s employer was a volunteer flag marshal at nearby Silverstone and received a

  couple of free tickets for big events. He very kindly offered her his two for the International Trophy, a major Formula One race held at Silverstone (though run for the previous year’s cars

  as the engine formula had just changed). Neither of us had ever been to a motor race. There was the usual traffic jam on the approach to the circuit so we were delayed getting in. After parking the

  car, I heard an unfamiliar sound and got to the fence just in time to see the Formula Junior race come under the Daily Express Bridge and around Woodcote, then a long, sweeping corner. It was an

  extraordinary moment. I knew instantly this was something I absolutely had to do.




  Stirling Moss won the main race in the wet, driving a Cooper and lapping the entire field. Bruce McLaren spun off without damage right below where we were sitting, and the conditions were so bad

  that many leading drivers of the day, including Graham Hill, Jim Clark and John Surtees, followed McLaren off the track. Little did I realise that, seven years later, I would know Bruce well or

  that he would found a company that would feature prominently in my life for over 40 years. After that first experience, I managed to persuade Jean to come with me to Formula One races in France,

  including one at Reims when we had to sleep in our car because all the hotels were full.




  After taking my finals in 1961, I went to a rather rudimentary racing drivers’ school at Finmere, near Silverstone. A few laps round an old airfield in an ancient Cooper Formula Junior and

  an old Lotus 11 convinced me that I had somehow to get hold of a car and start racing. I had no money so I would have to wait, but I was determined that it would only be a

  matter of time before I found a way.




  I never caught up academically and it became clear I was not going to be a scientist. But I enjoyed debate and I decided to read for the Bar. On graduation, I joined Gray’s Inn, but it was

  going to be another three years before I could be called and the Bar exams would not be a full-time job.




  Immediately after finishing at Oxford, I decided to have another attempt at the Union. At the end of my term as secretary I had stood for the presidency, but by then it seemed the name had

  become a problem. There were tiresomely hostile articles in some of the undergraduate press, so I thought why not try again but without the name? With the connivance of a close friend, John

  McDonnell (today an eminent QC), who later became president, I decided to reappear as an Indian and visited a theatrical costumier to acquire the disguise. They told me to go out and about wearing

  it, accustom myself to the role and practise the accent. There had been the occasional racist attack in the area where we lived, so I felt slightly uneasy, but went ahead anyway and was immediately

  fascinated by how differently people treated me in my Indian persona.




  The ultimate test was putting on the disguise, but wearing my normal clothes, and waiting to greet Jean when she got back from work. We only had gas lighting so the room was not brightly lit.

  She was very surprised and startled to find an Indian stranger sitting in her armchair. ‘Where’s Max?’ she asked. In my Indian accent I said I didn’t know but found her very

  attractive. I got out of the armchair and advanced towards her. She gave a little cry and rushed out of the room. The landlady heard the commotion and appeared. She had great difficulty

  understanding what was going on. Jean was tired after her day at work and not very pleased, but at least it proved the disguise worked.




  Next, I went to the Union in my new guise and sat through a debate. Afterwards, in the Randolph Hotel, where all the main participants used to congregate after the debates, John McDonnell

  introduced me to all sorts of people who, although they did not realise it, knew me quite well. No one seemed to twig and I ended up on a sofa next to Robert Skidelsky. He was very polite and asked

  what I was doing in the university. I said I was reading for a pass degree in politics, philosophy and economics. He looked slightly surprised – people didn’t usually set out to get a

  pass degree. I feared he would soon become bored with his new acquaintance, although be too polite to let this show, so I leant towards him and said quietly in my normal voice: ‘You know who

  it is really, don’t you?’ He jumped. In the end, funny though it would have been, I decided that driving down to Oxford each week to pursue my Union career would be too much like hard

  work.




  After leaving Oxford, the first opportunity that came along was political – a by-election in Moss Side, Manchester, that my father’s party decided to contest. He asked me to be the

  agent, so Jean and I moved up to Manchester for a short but interesting new diversion. Fortunately, the candidate was Walter Hesketh, a former policeman and an entirely reasonable person, who had

  been a national cross-country champion in his youth and once ran the 373 miles from Edinburgh to London in record time.




  My main job was dealing with the press. At first they were quite hostile but by the end of the campaign relations were good. When the time came to hand in the nomination papers, I checked the

  Representation of the People Act and set off for the town hall, accompanied by a group of reporters. The returning officer was the lord mayor, who wasn’t there, so I

  was told to come back the next day at a time he had decreed. No one had told me about this and the act quite clearly said I could hand the papers in there and then, but the officials would not

  budge. It seemed to me the mayor’s decision to ignore the act without bothering to inform everyone affected was high-handed. I spent a few minutes looking at penalties under the

  Representation of the People Act and set out for the magistrates’ court with the press still in tow.




  Outside the office of the magistrate there was a small queue of ladies seeking maintenance summonses against husbands who had abandoned them. When it came to my turn to go in, the elderly JP and

  her clerk were quite startled by my request for a summons against the lord mayor for a breach of the act. After a brief discussion, with me citing the relevant passages in the act, it was obvious

  the summons had to be granted. Understandably, though, the JP and her clerk felt this was outside their territory and told me to ask the stipendiary magistrate. This I was happy to do, but of

  course it was in open court. I stood up when invited to speak and made my request. After some discussion and another look at the act, the stipendiary granted the summons, to the delight of the

  journalists. Traipsing around after me had yielded a story that made headlines in the local evening press. Telephoned at home in France and asked for a comment, my father simply said: ‘Boys

  will be boys.’




  A few weeks later at the hearing, the lord mayor, a rather grand local solicitor who was dressed very formally in a lawyer’s black jacket and pinstripes with his gold chain of office

  around his neck, stood in the dock. The stipendiary invited me to open my case from the witness box. I couldn’t resist referring to the mayor as ‘the prisoner in the dock’. As I

  had expected, this provoked a furious response: ‘I am not a prisoner!’ he said in a very posh voice. (You have to imagine something like, ‘Ay em nut ah

  prizner!’)




  I affected to look puzzled and the stipendiary explained gently that the mayor, although in the dock, was not really a prisoner. He was eventually acquitted, having claimed he had delegated his

  responsibilities to his deputy, which led the stipendiary to note his regret at refusing my request to issue an additional summons against the deputy. Although he never for one moment betrayed what

  he thought, I suspect the stipendiary found the whole thing very entertaining. The local press certainly did and the candidate eventually got a respectable four-figure vote.




  When the campaign was over Jean and I moved back to London with rather more than a souvenir from our stay in Manchester. There was a garage near the constituency owned by Rodney Bloor, a

  well-known racing driver who competed in Formula Junior. I went out of my way to get to know him and he sold me a Lotus Elite (one of the original ones, not the later model of the same name). It

  was way beyond my means but was such a beautiful car I couldn’t resist and persuaded Jean to agree.




  Having been a child during the war I had always felt that some basic military training was important. I didn’t like the feeling that I would have to start from scratch should war break out

  again. As I now had some spare time but couldn’t afford to start racing, I joined the Territorial Army Parachute Regiment.




  The headquarters of 44 Independent Parachute Brigade Group was at the Duke of York’s Barracks on the Kings Road, near to where Jean and I were living in World’s End, Chelsea. After a

  fairly tough selection course, I was sent to the Parachute Training School in Abingdon. In those days your first jump was from a balloon, which felt like standing on top of the Eiffel Tower wearing a rucksack and leaping off. It’s much easier from a plane.




  In London, my father suddenly became the target of violence. He had been holding regular meetings all over the place for years with no significant problems, but out of the blue those who

  disliked him decided to attack. I went with him to a meeting in the East End where we were rushed by a group of people. I reacted as one would and a police superintendent arrested me. Next day in

  court, I applied to have my case heard immediately on the grounds that my arrest had been widely reported and the facts should come out. The magistrate agreed and I cross-examined the

  superintendent with some success along the most obvious lines: My elderly father is attacked; the police, though present, do not protect him. Do you say I should stand idly by? Should my reaction

  have been: well, that’s all right? No? So why did you arrest me? I was acquitted.




  By now, I was working on Part 1 of the Bar exams, which weren’t difficult but meant I had to spend my days in an armchair reading the necessary books. So when the TA Paras were sent to

  Cyprus for a big exercise, I was completely unfit. The climax was a 48-hour mock battle in the Troodos Mountains against an excellent regular army regiment.




  We were flown around for most of the night, before parachuting with our equipment on to the beach at dawn, a long way from the mountains. As we advanced on foot and the sun got up, I began

  thinking I’m exhausted, I can’t go any further. I’ll go as far as that next tree and give up. I can’t do that, I’d then think – people would say: ‘Oh yes,

  I remember Max Mosley, he’s the one who sat down.’ More than 24 hours later I was still going. It was nothing compared to real war but nevertheless a valuable experience for me.




  Back in London, I met some of my father’s supporters, who wanted to know why I looked so fit. Despite the fact that my father had disapproved of me joining the TA,

  thinking it a waste of time, several of them applied, which inevitably alerted the newspapers. In those days the paras had right-wing connotations, notably in France with Algeria and the OAS. As a

  result of press stories, the applicants withdrew but the army authorities quite rightly ignored all attempts to undermine my position and I remained in the TA until just after I started at the

  Bar.




  There were frequent exercises, mainly on Salisbury Plain, including the odd night drop. We enjoyed it when, as sometimes happened, the opposition was trainee police. However, my most enduring

  memory is stepping across an electric fence, getting stuck and ending up straddling it, a leg each side. I think it gave unusually powerful shocks.




  In the first year or two after Oxford, I often received invitations to debate in various universities, which were sometimes about my father and his ideas, sometimes the usual undergraduate

  issues of the day. But my interest gradually declined. I wanted above all to go motor racing, my spare time was taken up with the TA and, though still sympathetic to my father’s ideas, they

  seemed to me increasingly unlikely ever to be relevant in the real world. I remained on excellent terms with him, but by late 1963 I was working for my Bar finals and destined to take no further

  part in his politics. My father decided to stand for parliament one last time at the 1966 general election but I did not get involved or visit the constituency. He realised I had moved on and never

  held it against me.




  Our holidays were usually spent with my parents, sometimes in Ireland, more often at their house in France. Very many of their friends lived in Paris or

  nearby; others would visit them when passing through. My mother’s sister, Nancy Mitford, was almost a neighbour and they were very close despite Nancy’s denunciation of my mother early

  in the war. When skirts suddenly became very short and they were both about 60, they had a discussion and agreed the choice was dowdy or ridiculous. Both unhesitatingly opted for ridiculous.

  Towards the end of the 1960s Nancy was diagnosed with cancer. My mother used to visit her every day at her house in Versailles. She died in 1973.




  Other frequent visitors were the Duke and Duchess of Windsor, who lived further down the Vallée de Chevreuse. She and my mother got on well, while he and my father liked to discuss how

  things would have been had they been respectively king and prime minister. One Christmas we were all in the Paris house of one of my parents’ friends and the Duke announced he wanted to dance

  ‘the twist’. Except for Jean and me, everyone there was elderly and, apart from the Duke, none of them had ever heard of the twist. Jean bravely volunteered and they were off. He

  didn’t want to stop. The Duchess became more and more anxious because he had a detached retina that she feared he was about to lose altogether. But it was a success and the

  ‘Dook’, as he was known (because of his acquired semi-American accent), certainly enjoyed himself. It was a long way from World’s End and Salisbury Plain.
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  THE BAR AND RACING




  After my Bar finals, Jean and I went on holiday in the Lotus. We got back to London in time for me to be called to the Bar in June 1964, and in the

  autumn that year I started a pupillage in Lord Hailsham’s chambers with Maurice Drake, who later became a High Court judge. It was excellent experience because he had a very diverse practice

  – divorce, crime, defamation, planning, just about everything – very different from the modern Bar which increasingly tends to be specialised.




  Apart from my work as a pupil, the chambers used to get briefs from the RAC to defend motorists, some of which came to me. They paid a mere two guineas but were a good way to learn what to do in

  court. The cases were always difficult to defend, but sometimes one could secure an acquittal. My strategy was to try to make the police witness say something improbable or, ideally, if there were

  two, say different things. They all gave evidence in the same formulaic way and had clearly been taught to do so as part of their training. In local magistrates’ courts there was usually an

  older police sergeant in charge, who would think it all quite funny, saying things like, ‘The lads didn’t do so well today, did they?’ when my tactics

  worked.




  But in talking to traffic police while waiting for cases to come on I learned a lot about their work and the horrific effects of some road accidents. In my later professional life, police in all

  countries were always supportive of our safety work. They are the ones who have to deal with the aftermath of accidents that most people never see. It is grim and unpleasant work; often very sad,

  too.




  Shortly after I started, the Tories lost the general election and Lord Hailsham returned from his cabinet position as Secretary of State for Education to practise law again. He was an eccentric

  figure and used to bicycle to chambers with clips on his trouser legs. He had known my mother in the 1930s and I had met him when he came to the Oxford Union. He was very kind and friendly and

  delighted me one day when I heard him through the wall shouting into the phone: ‘I’ll give you until I count to three to come to the point: one, two, goodbye!’ I think he was

  talking to a solicitor. He used to write his opinions by hand so his clients would know it really was his opinion and not something drafted for him by someone more junior.




  Once qualified, I was able to start teaching law in the evenings to earn money to go racing. Jean was still working so we didn’t see much of each other during term time, except at

  weekends. I also began to get more serious cases, including some jury trials, which I found fascinating. Had I started off in common law chambers where there was a big criminal practice, I might

  have stayed there, but in the end I joined patent chambers. This was partly because I had an introduction to R.G. Lloyd QC, a trademark expert and head of a well-known set, and partly because I

  knew it would give me the flexibility to go racing. In common law chambers you could never get the clerk to postpone a hearing if you had a race somewhere on the

  Continent.




  By early 1966, I had earned enough money from teaching to buy a racing car and started looking at ads in Autosport. I went to see someone near Birmingham who was selling a racing

  version of the Lotus 7 that had a 1.0 litre engine and was (he claimed) road legal. He took me for a ride in it on local roads and it seemed very fast but, he explained, it was far from the

  quickest in an actual race.




  In the end, I decided on a U2, which was very similar to the racing version of the Lotus 7 and competed in the same category, known as Clubmans Sports Cars. I bought a second-hand rolling

  chassis (a complete car but with no engine). I had decided to race in the 1.5 litre class, so now had to source an engine. A cousin had an interest in a garage run by a former Team Lotus mechanic,

  Len Street, and I persuaded Len to build and install one for me. I took it for a test at Silverstone and the experience was amazing – so much faster and more sensitive than any road car I had

  driven, even the 1961 Lotus Elite bought from Rodney Bloor.




  My first race was at Snetterton. I knew no one in the motor racing world and couldn’t afford to take anyone with me from Len Street’s garage, so I set off on my own. I managed to

  persuade the scrutineers (the officials who check cars to make sure they are not dangerous or outside the regulations) to start the engine when I was unable to get it going myself.




  After a push-start at the beginning of the race, I was going round thinking I might at least set fastest lap. Then the race leaders came round to lap me. I was astonished how much faster than me

  they were. They were driving flat out through a corner where I was braking and changing down. It was a learning year of beginning to understand the difference between being

  quick on the roads and racing, even at club level.




  Later that season, standing among the other drivers at Goodwood looking at the list of practice times, I heard one say, ‘Max Mosley, he must be a relation of . . .’ and I waited for

  the inevitable, only to hear him continue ‘. . . Alf Moseley, the coach builder from Leicester.’ I realised here was a whole new world. No one knew about my background and, if anyone

  did, they wouldn’t care. It was the first time I felt that whatever interest there might be was about me rather than my family. If I could do something in motor racing my antecedents would

  probably not come into it.




  As I got to know other competitors in the Clubmans Sports Car category, my understanding of what was required for success grew. One of the leading drivers introduced me to David Reeves, who ran

  Meadspeed Racing from a small lock-up in Walthamstow, preparing cars for club racing. He was virtually a one-man band but had two part-time employees who started to accompany me to the races. One

  of them, Colin Gardner, now runs a successful chauffeur-driven car business in Farnham. The other, Bob Hornegold, went on to build golf courses all over the world and has since become one of the

  UK’s leading anglers. A third helper was Gordon Anstey, who could not hear or speak but had an uncanny understanding of racing car suspension.




  David realised very quickly that my car needed to be properly set up if it was to perform at its best. Setting up a car was a new concept for me, but I was happy to follow his advice. We took

  the U2 to Major Arthur Mallock’s workshop near Northampton to be adjusted. He was the originator and designer of the U2 make, a great figure in club racing and a very talented engineer. For

  reasons of cost, the major components of the U2 came mainly from scrap road cars which were attached to a space frame of Mallock’s design. As part of the setting-up

  process, it was important to get the corner weights right and Mallock would do this wheel by wheel using bathroom scales, with blocks of wood under the other three wheels to keep the car level. If

  the scales gave an unwanted reading he would kick them until it was correct. If this failed, more basic adjustments were made either to the scales or to the car. Of course today this is all done

  with rather more sophisticated instruments.




  I ran out of money during the 1966 season and had to borrow to keep going. The winter was spent getting ready for 1967 and again teaching in the evenings to earn money for racing. Every Saturday

  I went over to Walthamstow to work on a new car in the Meadspeed workshop. I was not much use but could make small metal components on the lathe.




  We went to John Young for the engine. He had a very successful business, preparing racing Ford Anglias with his brother Mike from a garage behind the Ford dealership in Ilford, east London. John

  could tune Weber carburettors by ear without any instrument, and like aerospace engineers of the period he always wore a white boiler suit with a brass buckle. This he would unconsciously polish

  with his sleeve while explaining how to support the floats in a Weber carburettor during transit. I could not afford an engine with a steel (as opposed to production) crankshaft, but John’s

  talent went a long way to making up for this.




  I went back to Snetterton for my first race in 1967 and won, albeit narrowly, with two cars close behind. It was a great feeling after all the work we had put in. It began a season of victories

  and class lap records, with Colin Gardner and Bob Hornegold assisting at the races. Although the U2 was basically a two-seater, I was able to make it comply with the letter

  of the then International Formula Two (single seat) rules, so I entered it in a major Formula Two race at Crystal Palace. I had to overcome objections from the officials, who took one look at it

  and said: ‘You can’t bring that thing in here.’ But here again my work at the Bar proved useful: armed with the rule book, I was able to convince them they had to accept it. Even

  so, the Autosport report, written by Simon Taylor, said: ‘Max Mosley was in a Meadspeed-entered U2 which had a pushrod 1500cc Ford engine – hardly the car to be found on an

  International F2 grid!’




  One of the great attractions of Formula Two in those days was the presence of Formula One drivers, who would take part if there was no Grand Prix that weekend. Several I had seen racing in

  Formula One, including my first race as a spectator in 1961, were at the Crystal Palace event. Driving on the circuit with several Formula One stars in a wholly inappropriate car was another

  significant learning curve. Mine was much slower than the proper Formula Two cars, quite apart from my lack of experience and skill. I had asked Bruce McLaren, who was driving one of his own cars,

  for some advice on keeping out of the way. ‘Always stay where you are and let them go round you,’ he said. ‘Don’t try to move out of the way at the last moment because of

  the risk of a misunderstanding.’




  The most intriguing lesson came from observing the big names doing most of their braking in the entrance to the corner, putting the brakes on at the point where I was thinking about taking them

  off. We practised on the Saturday at Crystal Palace for the race on the Monday, which gave me the chance to put the mudguards back on my U2 and compete at Brands Hatch in an ordinary club race on

  the Sunday. Applying what I had learned the previous day, I took 1.6 seconds off the class lap record.




  This made me realise I really wanted to have a go at the big time. Jean’s employer had a friend who knew Ken Tyrrell and kindly invited us to his house to meet the

  great man. Ken gave me a lot of good advice, including a warning about how fast Formula Two was – even Jacky Ickx, who had just started driving for him, had been surprised. Neither of us had

  a clue that our paths would cross again in a big way in just over two years. Even when I had disagreements with him later on, I never forgot how generous he had been to take time and trouble when I

  had been a small-time club driver and a complete nonentity.




  Graham Hill did something similar when I sought his advice before going out on the Nürburgring in my Formula Two car a year or so later. Like Ken, he had no idea that I might one day become

  significant in motor racing, but nevertheless took a great deal of trouble to prepare me for the notorious ’Ring. Like Ken, he did it as a pure act of kindness and I tried always to follow

  their example when people sought my advice.




  Being the only one in chambers that August, I was briefed in a major trademark case. My application in the High Court was successful and I was kept on in what became a very big case, which

  allowed me to begin to earn reasonable money at the Bar. At last I was able to give up teaching in the evenings, Jean could stop work and I could devote even more time to racing. Fortunately, a

  discerning Inland Revenue official allowed me to set my racing costs against my Bar earnings, ruling that my participation in the sport was ‘an adventure in the nature of a trade’.

  Without his far-sighted judgment, the cost of competing would almost certainly have ended my involvement in motor sport before it really began.
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  INTERNATIONAL FORMULA TWO




  After the Crystal Palace experience, I decided I absolutely had to try to get a real Formula Two car for 1968 and go racing internationally. By

  autumn 1967, I was earning enough to buy a new Brabham BT23C from Frank Williams, then already established as a top racing car dealer. I got further backing from a cousin, Henrietta Guinness,

  supervised by her trustees. She had come with Jean and me to a club race at Mallory Park (which I won) and thought it all brilliant. ‘Wow! I’m going to enter a Lamborghini at

  Indianapolis!’ she said. I suggested we go for something slightly more modest to begin with.




  Early in 1968, I collected the car from the Brabham factory. Ron Tauranac, the designer responsible for the Brabham cars, came out of his office to say hello and for me it was like meeting the

  Pope. I asked him about the rollover bar, which didn’t look strong enough to protect the driver if the car turned over. He explained it wasn’t meant to – it was simply to pass the

  pre-race inspection. I was delighted with the car and managed to engage an outstanding professional racing mechanic, Jon Redgrave. He reinforced the rollover bar (adding

  undesirable weight) and off we went testing at Brands Hatch.




  The Brabham was a huge step up from the U2, cornering as if on rails and with astonishing acceleration. Coming out on to the main straight at Brands, I made to overtake another car but moved the

  steering wheel too quickly and lost control. Fortunately it spun up the straight and came to rest in clouds of tyre smoke without hitting anything. It taught me straightaway that a real racing car

  was very sensitive and you couldn’t take liberties. The next test was at Thruxton and this time Jean came with me, saw the car run and thought it alarmingly fast. I knew it would take me some

  time to get used to the speed, and the almost violent way it changed direction and reacted to any bumps on the circuit.




  I also went testing at Snetterton and came up behind a Formula Ford being driven surprisingly, even irritatingly, fast. Back in the paddock the driver got out dressed in scruffy jeans rather

  than overalls and also wearing plimsoles, something we were always told never to do. Rubber-soled shoes were supposed to be dangerous because they slipped if the pedals were oily. That was my first

  encounter with James Hunt.




  It is difficult to describe the delight of driving a proper single-seat racing car once you get used to it. If you imagine the best road car you have ever driven, the difference between a real

  racing car and the best road car is far greater than the difference between the best road car and an old banger. The response, the feeling of being part of the car, the way it seems to have

  unlimited grip until you reach the limit are extraordinary. Anyone who has driven even the very best road cars would be astonished if they tried a real racing car. It’s another world.




  Of course, I was very aware that the cars were mobile bombs with no protection for the driver, not even seatbelts – just a frame of light, mild steel tubing covered

  with thin fibreglass as bodywork. Inside the frame were two long petrol tanks, one each side, with the driver lying between them. They were made of very thin aluminium and held in place with

  tie-wraps. It was obvious that they would fracture in any heavy impact but if you wanted the thrill, you had to accept the risks. A Formula Two car was a smaller version of Formula One. Indeed,

  Formula Two in 1968, with a 1.6 litre engine, was virtually identical to the 1.5 litre Formula One up to and including 1965. Both had just over 200 bhp. Formula Two lap times at circuits like Monza

  and Zandvoort were faster than Formula One three years earlier. Even my times would have been fully competitive in the Formula One events up to 1965.




  I fitted seatbelts but only one other Formula Two car had them. When I first asked the racing authorities about seatbelts I was told not to fit them because, they said to my amazement, it was

  better to be thrown clear in an accident. Then, at the end of the 1960s, Dr Michael Henderson, a safety expert who was a racing driver himself, wrote a seminal book on motor racing safety. In it,

  he showed that many injuries could be prevented by seatbelts, which would keep the driver away from the steering wheel and sharp parts of the car in an accident. He also pointed out that if the car

  caught fire (as often happened back then) it was better to be conscious after impact to give you some chance of getting out. Seatbelts were made compulsory in racing cars shortly after Dr

  Henderson’s book appeared. He went on to have a very distinguished career in road traffic as well as racing safety, and is today a Fellow of the FIA Institute for Motor Sport Safety and

  chairman of the Australian Institute for Motor Sport Safety.




  The first Formula Two race was at Hockenheim in Germany, where I felt well out of my depth. Several Formula One drivers were there, plus works teams from Ferrari, Lotus

  and Matra. It was an amazing feeling sitting on the grid with Graham Hill just in front and Jim Clark a bit further up. Both were world champions and both had been in that first race I saw at

  Silverstone in 1961. I had woken up that morning to hear rain falling. This was not good – 1967 had been a dry summer so I had no experience of racing in the wet. The rain kept falling until

  just before the start and the track was still wet for the race.




  Immediately after the start, I found myself blinded by thick spray. The circuit headed into a forest with trees either side and nothing but a narrow grass verge between the trees and the track.

  I tried to keep on the road by looking for the tree tops above the spray, but when I got to fifth gear and about 140 mph I thought: This is madness, like driving in dense fog. I backed off, feeling

  rather cowardly and expecting everyone behind me to come past. But they didn’t and, when we got back to the stadium where the track twists and turns and the spray was less of a problem, I

  could see what was going on.




  In front of me was Graham Hill in the works Lotus. He had won the Formula One World Championship in 1962 and, although no one knew at the time, was destined to win a second world title that

  year. Our cars were similar and both had the same Cosworth FVA engine. I decided if I never did anything else, I had to overtake him. After all, he was a world champion. I managed this a few laps

  later by going into the blinding spray in his slipstream on the very fast back straight and pulling out into clear air when his car suddenly loomed out of the fog. I crept slowly past. We were both

  travelling at about 170 mph. I caught his eye as I got alongside. I could imagine what he was thinking. I finished 11th, with Graham just behind in 12th place, in the first

  heat of this two-part race.




  Back in the paddock after that first heat, someone came up as I got out of my car and asked me in German if Jim Clark was dead. I had been aware something had happened. An ambulance had been

  parked on the verge by a very fast part of the track, which at that point was a gentle curve. It was flat out in the dry but seemed (to me at least) marginal in the wet. Someone had obviously had

  an accident. I had no idea it was Jim Clark but I knew the likelihood of the driver surviving after going off the track into a thick forest at 170 mph would be minimal.




  Jim Clark’s death made it impossible to maintain the pretence to Jean that Formula Two was safe. If Jim Clark, a double world champion and probably then the world’s best driver, can

  get killed, why not you? she asked. Another top British driver, Mike Spence, was killed a few weeks later at Indianapolis and two more drivers at that first Hockenheim race were dead by July

  – one in Formula Two, the other in Formula One. When I suggested to any of the officials I encountered that the racing was unnecessarily dangerous, the response was always: ‘You

  don’t have to do it if you don’t want to, it’s entirely voluntary. And if you think a corner is dangerous, slow down.’ I resolved that should I one day be in a position to

  do something about the entirely unnecessary risks, I would.




  After a race at Thruxton in the UK, the next Formula Two Championship event was at Jarama, near Madrid. At the start of the sixth lap I felt a bump when braking for the corner at the end of the

  start-finish straight and in my mirrors saw one of the Ecurie Intersport McLarens going off the road. At the end of the race, Jon Redgrave said: ‘The driver of that McLaren is looking for

  you. Says you had him off . . . by the way, he used to play rugby for France.’ It was Guy Ligier. We had what turned out to be an amicable discussion and have been

  friends ever since – a friendship that became significant later on in Formula One when he had his own team. But even years later, he never failed to mention the Jarama incident whenever we

  met, particularly if there were strangers present. After I became president of the FIA, it was his favourite joke.




  I also became friendly with those Formula One drivers who also raced Formula Two, people like Jochen Rindt, Graham Hill and Piers Courage. Piers’s car and mine were entered by Frank

  Williams. At the second Hockenheim race in June my car touched Jo Schlesser’s in a slipstreaming bunch at nearly 170 mph and became airborne. When it landed with a violent bang, I managed to

  keep it on the circuit and out of the trees, but it was too damaged to continue. My future business partner, Alan Rees, told me later he’d found himself underneath it, looking up at the

  engine’s sump. Because the car had been in the air for some distance in the braking zone it hadn’t slowed and there was no way to stop or even slow significantly before reaching the

  corner. A group of photographers and others were standing on the part of the infield I was approaching, watching Rindt and the leaders who had just rounded the corner into the stadium. Fortunately,

  one of them saw me coming and they scattered just in time.




  A picture of my car apparently standing on its back wheels among a bunch of other cars found its way into one of the magazines and I was relieved that Jean never saw it. After the race,

  realising I had very nearly gone into the trees at 170 mph, I had a long talk to Piers over dinner. He wondered why I was racing. He said it was different for him: if he weren’t a racing

  driver he’d have to be an accountant, which he would hate. By contrast, he said, I had an interesting and successful career at the Bar and didn’t need to race. He

  had a point, but he also well understood that once you have driven a full-on racing car, the temptation to carry on doing it becomes irresistible. Like others, I wanted to do it so badly I was

  prepared to risk everything.




  Because it was my front wheel touching his back wheel, the bump had no effect on Schlesser and he was able to continue without difficulty. But tragically he died three weeks later driving a

  Honda in the French Grand Prix at Rouen. His car crashed on the second lap and caught fire. When the local fire brigade tried to extinguish it with water, it burned even more fiercely because the

  chassis was made of magnesium sheet.




  With some difficulty, my car was repaired for the next race at Monza. The chassis had been bent by the impact when it landed and, although Kurt Ahrens’s very big mechanic helped Jon

  Redgrave try to straighten it, a three-degree twist remained. That weekend, Piers was racing Formula One, so Jonathan Williams (no relation) drove Frank Williams’s other car. There were more

  than 40 cars for the 22 places on the grid. I just managed to qualify last on the grid, with several professional drivers failing – but only by gritting my teeth, getting a tow in

  someone’s slipstream and taking the Curva Grande flat with a very slight lift at close to 170 mph. When I later discussed with Rindt the consequences of going off there, saying it

  would mean a grizzly end in the trees, he said: ‘If you think like that, you shouldn’t be racing.’




  There was a major accident during the race involving the entire Ferrari works team and a number of other cars. One car was upside down and on fire, and its driver, Jean-Pierre Jaussaud (who

  later twice won the Le Mans 24-hour race), was prone on the track with a broken leg. In those days there was no thought of stopping the race, so the car burned for lap after lap until the

  fire engine arrived. I could feel the heat each time I drove past. An Italian newspaper had a whole page on the story, including a picture that happened to include my car

  going past the burning wreck. Again, thankfully, Jean never saw it. I finished eighth but was intrigued that some drivers slowed after the incident while others didn’t. I was one of those who

  didn’t – the danger had not increased just because there had been an accident.




  A few weeks earlier I had tried to follow Rindt in a Formula Two race at Zolder in Belgium. I was astonished to see him behind me after only a few laps because I knew he was quicker than me but

  couldn’t possibly be lapping me that soon. There had been an incident on the start line that I had luckily avoided. I was told later that someone hit Rindt from behind (he was on pole) and

  he’d ended up facing the wrong way. He had to wait until the entire field had gone past before he could start so, when he caught me, he wasn’t lapping me but coming up through the

  field.




  Two years later he told me that that was one of only two occasions in his career when he had driven at his absolute limit. The other, he said, was during the last laps of the 1970 Monaco Grand

  Prix, when he realised he was catching Jack Brabham and could win the race (which he did). In that Zolder race he overtook me round the outside on the first of the (then) very fast corners at the

  back of the circuit. Watching him do this from close up, it was clear there was a big gap between my driving and his. I began to suspect I didn’t have the talent to get to the very top.




  In September and back in the UK, I had one more outing in a club race. Jim Moore, a well-known club racer, was winning Formula Libre races all over the country, races in which you could compete

  with any kind of car. Moore had a very powerful single-seater with a 5.0 litre engine called a Kincraft, which was the forerunner of the Formula 5000 that emerged in the

  1970s. A journalist friend suggested I take him on in my 1.6 litre Formula Two, so I did. The race was on the (then) Silverstone club circuit with two long straights plus shorter straights to

  Maggotts and then to Becketts, very suited to a car like the Kincraft which had much more power than mine with its smaller engine. But my car was more agile than his and I was confident I could get

  under the outright lap record for the club circuit. I felt I had a good chance of winning yet it turned out to be more difficult than I had imagined, and had been hyped up a bit like a Wild West

  gunfight. It was a close-run thing with positions being swapped, but in the end, to my relief, he spun. We shared a new outright lap record for the club circuit, a full two seconds under the old

  one, which lasted for some years.




  Meanwhile, the Bar was going well. The work was coming in and I was making the odd trip abroad. My clerk could always arrange things so I could be away on the Friday of a big race weekend. I had

  lunch each day in Gray’s Inn with the same small group of contemporaries, who were a bit mystified by the racing but always seemed intrigued. They were probably too polite to say what they

  really thought. They all ended up on the bench, including three in the Court of Appeal and one in the House of Lords (now the Supreme Court). I met most of them again recently after a gap of more

  than 40 years and, after talking to them, I sometimes feel slightly envious, thinking of the life I might have had at the Bar surrounded by clever people.




  But I didn’t really fit. I once spent ages on an opinion thinking that, as it was going to be read by top management, I should distil it carefully and not produce page upon page of

  important-sounding waffle. When it had been typed, the clerk appeared, pretending to weigh the few sheets in his hand and saying, ‘I can’t charge 200 guineas for

  this, Mr Mosley.’ Also around that time in 1968 I was walking up Middle Temple Lane one day when I saw a senior Queen’s Counsel coming the other way. If all goes well, that’s me

  in 30 years’ time, I thought. I didn’t like the idea and began to realise I was getting near the end.




  My Formula Two car was kept at Frank Williams’s garage in Slough. That team was the forerunner of his immensely successful Formula One team and nominally consisted of Piers Courage and me,

  but Frank was also preparing a car for Piers to drive in the winter Tasman Series in Australia and New Zealand. Doing a bit of moonlighting for Frank on the Tasman car was an Oxford contemporary,

  Robin Herd, who had been in the same first year as me, also doing physics. After that year (and a first in Mods) Robin changed to engineering and went on to get the top first in his year, one of

  the best ever.




  After Oxford, he had worked on Concorde at Farnborough as one of the youngest ever principal scientific officers. From there he went to McLaren and designed a succession of outstandingly

  successful cars, including the one Bruce drove in that Crystal Palace race back in 1967. Robin’s CanAm cars were hugely successful, with Bruce McLaren and Denny Hulme winning everything in

  North America, and he was now working at Cosworth on a revolutionary four-wheel drive Formula One car. When we met again by chance in Frank’s workshop, we hadn’t seen each other for

  nearly ten years but immediately hit it off. We had dinner in London and agreed we ought to get together and do something in motor sport.




  Apart from the Tasman Series, Frank wanted to enter Formula One with Piers. He was close to getting sponsorship from Reynolds Metals, a huge American aluminium company, who had invited him to

  visit their headquarters in Richmond, Virginia, with his designer. Frank asked Robin to go with him but he couldn’t because of his job at Cosworth. So Frank called me

  up in chambers and asked if I would pretend to be his designer. ‘After all,’ he said, ‘you’ve got a physics degree so you can do the technical talk. You won’t have to

  design anything.’ I couldn’t resist the temptation. I had never been to America and thought it would give me an insight into how motor racing finance worked at the top level. I said OK,

  if we can fly first class, I’m on. I took a few days off and travelled with Frank to Virginia.




  The meetings were interesting. Reynolds had a new technology for aluminium engine blocks that allowed the piston to run directly against the aluminium without the need for the usual steel liner.

  There was much talk of crystalline molecular structures and viewing different aspects through an electron microscope. They thought racing might usefully demonstrate this technology to the car

  industry. Frank had also invited Bruce McLaren to the meeting (unwisely as it turned out) and Bruce joined in the technical discussions, looking through the microscope and nodding knowingly about

  the crystalline structure. I was pretty sure he had no more idea than I did what this was really about, but he made a great impression. As the supposed designer I tried to do the same and it was

  all going rather well.




  The Reynolds bosses were clearly impressed but there was an awkward moment at a reception they gave for us. Mr Reynolds introduced me to the company’s chief stress analyst and invited him

  to ‘ask Mr Mosley a few questions about stress analysis to test him out’. That was quite shrewd. Unlike a real racing car designer, I knew virtually nothing about stress analysis. I

  managed to distract the expert by asking him about his current work and he told me they were offering aluminium products to replace steel for oil drilling in Alaska. This was

  to save weight when transporting the equipment by air.




  He then launched into a long and interesting explanation about the stresses involved in drilling for oil and the problems with aluminium in this application. When Mr Reynolds joined us again, he

  hadn’t finished. He didn’t want to admit he’d done all the talking and hadn’t asked me anything, so he gave me an excellent report. Yet, unsurprisingly, it was Bruce who won

  the Reynolds sponsorship. His great CanAm reputation, gained with Robin’s cars, far outgunned the story Frank and I could tell.




  Back in the UK, Robin and I had a number of meetings and decided we could probably match the current Formula One establishment. That season some Formula One races had attracted only 13 cars, of

  which just eight or so were serious contenders. At some races, the back markers came solely to collect the start money. They would sit on the grid dripping oil, do a couple of laps and then stop or

  suffer an engine blow-up. It seemed ripe for a new team and we were full of confidence. Robin was genuinely successful and did not want to go on working for others, while I wanted more from life

  than the Bar, which for me was about being paid very well to fix other people’s problems but never ending up in charge.
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