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A Salute To A Cavalier 
By Eoin S. Young 

It was at that point in the flight where 
the South African Airways hospitality 
was just starting to make up for the 
quality of the movie and I was engrossed 
in conversation with Graham Hill across 
one of the aisles. Why, I asked him, didn't 
he pack it all in? What possible pleasure 
could it be for him, a driver who had done 
so much so well, to be relegated to the 
back of the pack? Brian Close, former 
England cricket captain, was toasting his 
birthday and as a peripheral guest in 
Graham's company I was included in the 
round. It helped to have the confidence of 
the grape when posing questions like this 
to a man like Graham who has come to 
detest questions that allude to his 
retirement or suggest a slacking of his 
ability. I said I didn't understand why he 
didn't hang up his hat. 

He started reasonably enough by 
saying he didn't really expect me to 
understand because I had never 
experienced the charge that Grand Prix 
drivers get from Grand Prix racing. It 

goes beyond the money and the 
glamour ... it's a challenge ... something 
that's always there. He agreed that it must 
be difficult for someone watching to 
understand, but there it was. He raced on 
because he honestly and truly loved 
racing. Nothing else. He j.ist enjoyed it. 

Five years earlier he had made this 
same flight to Johannesburg in wracking 
pain from injured legs that were being 
forced to mend too soon. He had 
somersaulted his Lotus at Watkins Glen 
towards the end of a season when he was 
defending his second World title. A 
deflating tire had triggered a spin 18 laps 
from the end of the United States GP and 
his engine had stalled. Graham climbed 
out to push the car back on the road, 
bump-started and re-joined the race but 
he had been unable to fasten his safety . 
harness. When the car flipped after the 
next spin he was half thrown out of the 
cockpit. His right knee was broken at the 
joint; the left was dislocated and the 
ligaments torn. 

Graham had the winter to recover and I 
( along with a lot of other people in racing) 
confidently expected him to announce his 
retirement from hospital. But that isn't 
Graham's form. He'll retire from racing 
but he won't quit. He was on the plane to 
South Africa the following March 
determined to make a comeback, this time 
out of the Lotus team and into a private 
Lotus entered by Rob Walker. To have 
driven the car at all just six months after 
his crash was an achievement; to have 
qualified for the race and presented-his 
car on the grid was enough, but he started 
in the race and stayed out there to finish 
sixth and earn what was probably the 
most painful World Championship point 
in his career. But he had proved that he 
could come back. He had proved it to the 
world, of course, but it was important to 
the strict Hill inner discipline that he 
proved it to himself. He's not a quitter. 
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0 At Nelson ledges July 27 Brian Fuerstenau and � 
5 Bill Koch had a race long battle for the EP win in � 
g; their MGBs. With nearly equal qualifying times, 8
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� In FP, Group 44's John Kelly took second place in � 
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g HP Sprites were led across the line by Bob Criss. � 
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Graham Hill, twice World Champion and an OBE. has quit driving to concentrate on running his Embassy F-1 
team. Phipps Photographic 

At 46-the.J age of Napoleon at in the teafu it must have been extrememly 
Waterloo-Graham was in his 18th year difficult for the olderman to maintain his 
of Grand Prix racing, a driver who has poise. He solved the problem in 1967 by 
been in racing so long he has even switching back to Lotus but he had 
outgrown the grandpa label tagged on jumped out of the Scottish frying pan in 
him by a cheekY young interloper named the Scottish fire, leaving Stewart to join 
Jackie Stewart back in 1964. Since then Clark. Again Graham was overshadowed 
Stewart has come, won more GPs than and although there were occasions ofHill 
any othe:r: driver, and gone again. But brilliance, the world was left in little 
Graham stayed on, a British stalwart in doubt that Jimmy and later Jochen Rindt 
racing that the public can identify with. A were the number one drivers in Lotus 
cavalier figure who generates a glow of eyes. The much-vaunted equal number 
reassurance by just knowing that he's one situation has never worked in any 
still around. Good old Graham, they say, team; never has, never will. 
with a warmth of feeling tha.t is seldom Graham's major advantage and 
there when pub chat gets around to other disadvantage is his steamroller faith in 
drivers. And Graham goes to some his own ability, a faith so strong that it 
lengths to maintain his public image of a has carried him through situations where 
25-year-old man-about-the-world going he has been wrong but he has stuck to his 
on 47. 

More than anything else, Graham Hill 
is a self-made man. He started living on 
his wits, became a racing driver when he 
was on the dole and joined Lotus as a 
mechanic because it was the only way he 
figured he could get to drive one of Colin 
Chapman's racing cars. He was to be the 
only driver who ever went back to Lotus 
for a· second stint at Formula One-and 
that alone says something. 

you 're sixth trying for fifth as you do 
when you're second and trying to be first 
or first and trying to stay that way. Other 
drivers may race only to win and if 
they're not winning they're not racing. 

Graham achieved a milestone in 
motorsport by winning a new Triple 
Crown with his World Championships 
and wins at Le Mans in the 24-hour sports 
car ra.ce and the 500-mile Indianapolis 
classic. While the cynics point out that 
some of those titles were lucky ones it is 
essential to bear in mind that you have to 
be up there long enough-even if you do 
only inherit the lead. You can't inherit 
anything if you aren't next in line. 

In many ways Graham Hill is a hold­
over from the fifties when racing was a 
much more social sport instead of the 
tense business it has become, when there 
were fantastic parties and the team 
managers were people instead of 
accountants or engineers. 

But that was all in the days before big 
business moved in. The annual 
jollifications at Bridgette's Bar in Reims 
would have no place in the modern 
Formula One scene; in the Good Old Days 
attendance a.t bars like Bridgette's were 
practically compulsory at some point on 
the race weekend. But Bridgette's, like 
Reims, are now part of racing history. 

Innes Ireland was one driver who made 
the transition into the professional 
sixties with very bad grace and finally 
got out of it altogether. He failed to see 
why racing should have changed so 
rapidly from an amateur sport to a 
professional business and there is an 
army of supporters who agree with him. 
Graha.m outgrew the party days and 
stayed in to win. There were, of course, the 
social asides and none more painful and 
embarrassing than the night he slipped 
off a table at one of Cliff De.vis's 
memorable stag parties and was hustled 
to hospital with the stem of a wine glass 
stabbed through his leg. It was the Mike 
Hawthorn coming out in him. 

The modern Hill is a many-sided man 
with strict compartments for his various 
interests and pursuits. First he is a 
husband and father, a family man who 
enjoys his family at his Shenley, Herts, 
home which steps straight from the pages 
of"Country Life". There is Hill the racing 
driver who blanks his mind to everything 
and everyone but the car and the race; and 
woebetide anyone, anyone, who breaks 
into his concentration. The edge of Hill's 
tongue can be extrememly painful and 
unpleasant at times of stress. The life-of­
the-party transforms into something 
close to an a.utomation. These periods of 

It is probably one of Hill's everlasting 
irritations (although he would never 
admit to it) that his career has been 
overshadowed by drivers of greater pace. 
Thus in 1962 when he became the first 
British driver ever to win the World 
Championship in a British car, he scored 
the title only after Jim Clark's Lotus had 
dropped out of the lead in the final race of 
the season with an oil leak. When he won 
the Indianapolis 500 in 1966-the only 
rookie ever to win at his first try-he 
picked up the lead when Jackie Stewart's 
engine failed only eight laps from the 
finish of the 500-mile race. When he 
scored his second World Championship 
in 1968 it was in the stunned summer 
following Jim Clark's death in April. 

The checkered flag in view, Hill motors his BRM around Jim Clark's oversteering Lotus to win the Silverstone 
International Trophy race in 1962. Phipps Photographic 

In motor racing, however, wins are 
what count. Hill nearly won the British 
Grand Prix on several occasions but as he 
says "we're not playing 'nearlies"'. 

Graham came to power with the BRM 
team in the early 1960s and he stayed until 
he was upstaged by Stewart who snatched 
a win from him at Monza on the last lap of 
the Grand Prix in 1965. Although Graham 
made light of Stewart's surging position 

opinions so doggedly that he has emerged 
right. He and Dan Gurney were the 
inverterate tinkerers in Formula One 
who drove their tea.ms to distraction as 
they insisted on doing their own odd-jobs 
in the pits. Graham's famous notebook 
received yards of helpful hints on tracks 
and cars from year to year to the point 
where it became a valuable document of 
racing progress. 

He had a cast-iron belief in keeping up 
pressure during a race that has probably 
made him stay in racing as long as he has 
because he maintained that you go racing 
to race and if you win that's great. But he 
said that you should race as hard when 

deep concentration last only as long as 
the task takes, and then the charm comes 
back. The same concentration applies to 
flying; he jokes about "Hill-arious 
Airway" when he is on the ground but it's 
all eyes-down and looking when he's at 
the controls. And there is the other side of 
the Hill who gets across to the Springfield 
Boys' Club in North London as often as he 
is able to play table tennis with the lads 
and generally encourage them to make 
something of their lives in what would 
otherwise be a gloomy environment. It's a 
side of him he doesn't make a big thing 
about, probably because he feels it isn't 
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