
Before I went to university, I had never met a toff. I don’t just mean a posh person, I’m talking about a gen-yoo-ine blue-blooded member of the English aristocracy. This column is dedicated to a  toff called BTL, a great friend of mine cruelly taken from us. It is also a lesson for us all: don’t do drugs. 

BTL could trace his family back to the Norman invasion. He was named after his ancestor Lady Baguley de Liege (the name was later anglicised to Legge),  who was betrayed after the Gunpowder Plot by William Shakespeare,  himself under suspicion and desperate to save his own skin. Lady Baguley’s last words on the scaffold were  “You’re a hard bastard, William Shakespeare,” to which the bard allegedly replied “I live in Birmingham and I write poetry. I’ve got to be.”

BTL  got his engineering skills from another forbear connected to the Gunpowder Plot. Father Trowser was a Jesuit  who worked all over the Midlands making priest-holes - secret hiding places for Catholic priests in country houses. Indeed, he often invited servant boys into them to demonstrate how well-hidden and soundproof  they were. Other Jesuits were shocked when they asked the boys to “show them  the priest’s hole.” 

When I arrived at university, I saw a paper on the notice-board suggesting a  “Cambridge Racing Amateur Motorsports Project” (or CRAMP). I was clearly made for the job, and soon found my way to the organiser’s rooms.

“Ahem. Your Grace, Baguley,  Duke of  Daventry?” I enquired.

“Cut the crap, chap. Call me Baggy, or BTL. Everyone else does.”

So I met my  great friend, Baggy Trowser-Legge. A top bloke -  toff, certainly, but genuine with it -  and, best of all, a biker. He was  a great one for the girls, often seen in the company of Colin’s friend Twincarbureta Jensen-Healey, but Baggy’s real passion was  bikes. I found with dismay that the chosen machine for the Amateur Motorsport Project was a Hesketh, since Lord Hesketh was BTL’s cousin thanks to inbreeding of the ruling classes.

“You’re not entering into the spirit,” intoned BTL. “Where’s the challenge in going racing with an RC30? Any blasted foreign Johnny can do that. We’re British. To ride  a competitive bike would be damned unsporting.”

“Hmmm. What’s the handling like?” I asked.

“Oh - it’s really  jolly good, apart from the corners. But I’ve got it booked into a test track this week to sort it out. Santa Pod, do you know it?”

I made my excuses and left, but was drawn back to the project when I heard that while BTL was running-in the bike  along the drive of his parents’ country mansion, he had crashed into the horse-sheds at 100mph. Fortunately, he was in a “stable” condition. 

During his convalescence BTL invited me to his  holiday cottage where  the River Dart reaches the sea, Foaming at the Mouth. There I discovered his darker side, his weakness for narcotics. BTL was completely off his head; as I rode up he levelled a shotgun at me, yelling “If I can’t sniff it, smoke it or screw it, fuck off!”

I pleaded with him to get clean before his first race, but he didn’t listen. The ACU banned him for endangering circuit staff, and BTL complained  to me about it from his hospital bed.

“Chap was waving a red rag at me like a toreador, so I charged him like a bull for a few laps. Jolly good sport, but then he gave up - waved the white flag. Next thing I knew, I crashed into the back of an ambulance. Prat was right on the racing line!”

I am sad to say that I then ignored BTL during his many years of drug-soaked torment, until the day before his death when the clinic told me that he had been calling for me from his delirium, so I paid a final visit.

“Oh, nurse. Thank Christ. I really need another shot,” he groaned, rolling up his sleeve.

“Sorry, it’s not shot-time,” I replied.

“Oh, jolly good. Just the usual, then,” he said as he undid his pyjama trousers.

“No - Baggy it’s me, Ian.”

“Crampy? Is that really  you old bean, or is it another dream? I can’t tell anymore. My mind’s turned to shit, old chap, I’ve had it.”

“Don’t give up, Baggy, there’s so much to live for. Think of  bike racing!”

“I don’t follow the GPs any more, you know, since they became so boring.”

“But they’re not boring this year - Kenny Roberts won the first two GPs on a Suzuki.”

“Eh? You’re joking. He’s a Yamaha man.......and anyway, the bugger must be 50 years old by now.....but then where is my dear friend Bazza? Wonderful, radiant, darling, sainted Bazza?”

“Oh, he’s  gone to live in Australia.”

“Filthy quisling foreign bastard! I never liked the chap. Damned common sort.”

“Come on, Baggy old mate. We can watch the GP tomorrow on telly. It should be really good - Voorberg  has just qualified the MZ on pole.”

“Aaargh! I knew it! You’re not Crampy, you’re just another fucking nightmare! My head has gone again! Nurse! I need another shot!”

“No, it’s true. Look, cheer up. We can watch the car GP as well if you like.”

“Piss off. I’m not watching fucking boring car racing.”

“No, F1 is actually quite interesting now. David Coulthard won the last race.”

“Now look here, either you’re really taking the piss, or you’re not Crampy at all, you’re just another nightmare! I mean, F1 interesting? David Coulthard won?”

“Honestly Baggy - he even overtook someone in the last race.” 

“Nurse! NURSE! Help!  My head has gone again!”

Poor Baggy, he was heavily sedated and never regained consciousness. If only I had had a chance to tell him about Foggy and the WSB, he might still be alive today.


