Derek Daly – Legends Speak
By Mike Jiggle

My motor racing career started with the most basic form of car, a 1952 Ford Anglia E93A, which I towed to stock car meetings at a track near my home in Dublin City, Ireland.  I crashed it, bashed it, took it home after the race and fixed it, so, I could do it all over again another day.  I was 16 years old and passionate about driving and racing.   It wasn`t until 1973, aged 21, when I got into Formula Ford.  The following year I got a £1,000 bank loan, signed by my Dad, on the pretext of starting a used car business – what the bank manager didn`t know was the used car was a second hand Lotus 61 Formula Ford.  At the end of that year, I`d obviously spent all the money.  I had no way of paying it back, so, I needed to get some cash quickly to buy another car and to service the loan I already had.  My girlfriend, at the time, had a brother who had just returned from the iron ore mines in Australia.  He told me I could go and earn over £5,000 in just six months.  I`d never seen that much money before. Ten days later, I was in the bush somewhere in North-West, Australia signing on at the single-man`s quarters ready for my first shift.  It was the hottest, hardest, dirtiest, and most enjoyable six months of my life.  Fortunately, I wasn`t alone my friend David Kennedy had travelled with me.   The place was full of drug addicts, felons, and jail birds – it would be nothing for an argument to be settled in the mess hall with a gun or a knife, in fact, it was a regular occurrence.  People there were on a mission, to buy a house, a yacht, or whatever.  My mission was to buy a racing car.
On my return to Ireland I bought a Crosslé Formula Ford.  It was good enough for second and third places, I could even lead races, but, it just hadn`t quite got the edge to give me a win.  In the middle of the Irish Championship we had a Formula Ford Festival at Mondello Park.  In the race, I hit Bernard Devaney, who was driving a factory Hawke; it was the first corner – the car tipped upside down and finished as a pile of scrap in the middle of the race-track.   I got out unhurt, recovered the bits of the car that were left, loaded it onto a trailer and that was it.   All the money had gone, the car was in bits and pieces and the dream was over.  At that point of despair, a man dressed in a dirty green oil stained jacket approached me, he said, `If you can find enough money to buy an engine I`ll make sure you have a brand new Crosslé. ` - the man was John Crosslé.  I borrowed money from David Kennedy to buy the engine and John was true to his word with the car.  There were eleven races left in the championship, I got eleven pole positions, nine wins, two seconds, and three lap records and won the championship.
At the end of the year, I was in a bar and met a fellow call Derek McMahon, affectionately known as `Big D` (he weighed some 300lbs), an Irish businessman who was a significant name in Irish motorsport.  I introduced myself to him as the new Irish Formula Ford champion.  I said, `I`m about to go over to England to make my way in racing over there, would you have any interest in me?`.  Half drunk, he slowly looked me up and down, `I need you like I need a f%$*^#! six inch hole in the head!`.  Sheepishly, I left and decided I`d have to go it alone.  I bought an old school bus and converted it to take the racing car.  My mother made some curtains and my father made a mattress.  In essence, I had a sleeping bag, a racing car, and a tool box – all I needed for my new life in England.  I was very successful winning over twenty races that year including the Formula Ford Festival at Brands Hatch.  Three weeks after winning the Festival, I got a call from `Big D` who told me to meet him at the British Racing Driver`s Club dinner at the Dorchester Hotel, London, a few weeks later.  At the meeting he offered to buy me a Formula Three Chevron B38 to race the next season – I couldn`t refuse.  It was a good season; I won the 1977 Formula Three championship beating people like Nelson Piquet, Derek Warwick, Danny Sullivan, Geoff Brabham and Jan Lammers.  Although I won the championship, looking back, I feel we were very lucky to hit it just before it became very expensive.  Not too long after, a team would need engineers, technicians, hospitality and all the "needs" that surrounds it nowadays.   We had a little van, it transported the racing car, towed a caravan behind it, and that was it – we toured all over England and many parts of Europe.
My break into Formula One came on the grid of the Formula Three support race for the Austrian Grand Prix.  This little fellow came up to `Big D`, who was standing by my car, and said, `If your boy wins the race I`ll give him a drive in a F1 car` - the man was Sid Taylor, who ran the Theodore F1 team.  I was on pole, I had Nelson Piquet beside me, the flag fell and the two of us were off in a cloud of dust.  We fought a hard battle, but, I won the race and found myself in F1.  To summarize, thirteen months after I`d won the Formula Ford Festival at Brands Hatch, I was testing an F1 car at Goodwood (my "prize" for winning in Austria), I`d won the F3 Championship, I`d made my F2 debut at Estoril, and now I was about to embark on life in F1 – so much, so amazingly fast; too fast for me to take it all in.
My F1 first race was the International Trophy race at Silverstone, the non-championship curtain raiser to the new season.   I was driving the Olympus-Hesketh 308E, qualifying on the 5th row of the grid. The weather for qualifying was dry and fine, the race was the total opposite. It was absolutely terrible, storm clouds had burst over the circuit and it was drenched, and the rain was still falling in torrents.  I was always good at starting, at the first corner I was in second place, by Becketts I was in the lead, but, flew off at Abbey.  I managed to get back on, continue racing and fought again for the lead a few laps later.  Taking the lead for the second time (the last time a Hesketh ever leda  Formula One race) , my race was curtailed due to a problem with my helmet.  I was wearing one of the old style Bell helmets, it had a nylon clip on the visor, the clip broke and the visor dropped down as I was going down the straight.  I was in trouble, I was holding the visor up with my right hand, then dropping it to chang gear, and steering.  Of course, at some stages I was driving almost flat out totally blind!  It had to come to an end, I think i was running second as I came into Woodcote, I dropped the visor to change gear, couldn`t see a thing and just went off into the `catch fencing`.  Many of my fellow competitors were out of the race by then sliding off on the glass-like surface.  I think the only cars which completed the full race distance were Keke Rosberg, who won, and second place man, Emerson Fittipaldi; only 5 cars were classified as finishers.  Some race, some baptism – literally!
Looking back on my grand prix career, I have to say, I came too far, far too quick.  I don`t think I had the technical knowledge I needed when I got there, I didn`t have the mental skill to deal with mistakes or issues at critical times, and they were self limiters for me.  My career in F1 is summed up, and indelibly marked, by the incident at St. Devote, Monaco.  It think it`s the most used piece of F1 video showing my Candy Tyrrell 010 hitting Giacomelli`s Alfa and `flying` over the top of him, I landed between Prost and my team mate Jarier  – thankfully no one was injured, all four of us were out. Our team`s sponsor, Candy, had justified their advertising budget several times over, the pictures of the incident were shown globally.  
F1 was really my motor racing education. I knew nothing about driver strengths and weaknesses.  I`ve since researched the subject, thoroughly, to try and explain why only a handful of drivers continually win.  My conclusions can be read in the book, `Race to Win` (see www.derekdaly.com) which I`ve recently written.

