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Music is as powerful as it gets. It is love made liquid.


Bella Bathurst, Sound: A Story of Hearing Lost and Found (2017)
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Overture


It’s a bright Sunday morning. Here I come, four years old, walking down the stairs at home. Across the parquet floor of the hall I can see the door to the dining room is ajar. Music flows from behind it and, so it feels, right at me. I step forward and into its embrace. I listen. Then I tiptoe to the door and push it open so I can see my daddy’s blue reel-to-reel tape recorder in the corner of the room. I love watching the spinning reels of this machine, marvelling at the way the tape unwinds from the fast-moving left-hand one, while winding up much more slowly on the right-hand one. But today it is the music that has my full attention.


Daddy is sitting at the dining table, his dark wavy hair flopping across his forehead as he frowns at his weekend paperwork. He looks up at the interruption, and then smiles when he realises that I, too, am listening to his music. It is Mozart’s Piano Concerto No. 22 in E-flat major, he tells me – the third movement, the Rondo. I quickly forget the name and number of the piece. But to the day Daddy dies, I remember the Rondo.


Forty-six years later, I am driving up the M5 motorway. It’s a fine April morning, and Dad has been dead for two and a half years. The sun warms the right side of my face to a blush as I drive north, the baby alps of the Malvern Hills filling the western horizon.


My car stereo is playing the Rondo of Mozart’s Piano Concerto No. 22 in E-flat major. It’s a CD I took on impulse from Dad’s collection soon after he died. The soloist is Alfred Brendel, playing with the orchestra of the Academy of St Martin in the Fields, conducted by Sir Neville Marriner. It’s unusual for me to listen to classical music in the car: I generally cue my vintage iPod up with some Lucinda Williams or Nanci Griffith, or another of the rootsy Americana singers I love. But for some reason I am listening to this piece again today, and I turn the volume up loud like some baroque boy racer.


The music scours through me as I drive; it is as if a chemical is being streamed through my nervous system. I badly want to pull over with the sting of it, but I can’t.


Dad is suddenly next to me again. He isn’t alive, but the music brings him back from wherever he now is, as nothing else has done since cancer took him away while I kept vigil by his bedside. As I sob, it is as if grief is peeling off me in shreds, like skin does after sunburn.


Then, as my tears subside, I begin to notice how the music gives tone to my mourning. I feel its pulse as it resounds in my head, and then the way it earths me as the notes glide away. Somehow this short but long-remembered piece by Mozart has opened up the way to a more significant kind of remembrance, which I have so far failed to pave a path to.


And so I make a resolution: I will choose eight pieces of music Dad loved – one for each decade of his life – and listen to them with great care and attention. To try to work out what it was he so appreciated about classical music, as I should have done while he was alive. It will be my requiem. And my thanksgiving for the ordinary, decent man who was my father.









Chapter 1


The Effect of Mozart


Piano Concerto No. 22 in E-flat major, K. 482


Mozart. The golden boy, the archangel, the Sachertorte of composers. How daunting it feels to start my act of remembrance with his crème de la crème compositions. But why begin anywhere else?


For the next few weeks, I play the Alfred Brendel recording of Piano Concerto No. 22 whenever I’m alone in the car. Before long, I can hear the piece without crying, but with this new composure comes a realisation that I have no idea how to listen to it. I love letting the prettiness of the piece sweep over me, and the newly soothing way it reminds me of Dad, but what exactly it was I found so arresting about it as a four-year-old I can no longer tell. I’ve mislaid the acuity of my child’s ear somewhere along the way.


Once he’d witnessed me mesmerised by Mozart, Dad made many gentle attempts over the next four decades to persuade me to share his love of classical music. He’d call me into the dining room where I’d watch, fascinated, as he took out a wheel of music and put it on the reel-to-reel, threading the tape across to the take-up spool. Then some other Mozart or perhaps some Schubert would start playing as I sat fidgeting, not quite sure what I was supposed to be listening for. Later, when he had a car with a cassette-tape player, Dad would sometimes take me with him when he sloped off to the pub for a swift pint before Sunday lunch. As we drove to The Greyhound, or the Olde Lancaster Inn (where I later worked behind the bar) – pubs in nearby villages, carefully selected by Dad for their lack of piped pop music − there’d be a music quiz where I had to guess the composer. Could I tell the difference between early Beethoven and Mozart? Tchaikovsky from Prokofiev? Spot a piece by the oh-so-prolific Haydn, who wrote over a hundred symphonies? Mostly I couldn’t. But through these games, Dad hoped, I think, to nurture a passion for classical music equal to his own. Perhaps I’d even grow up with a gift for it, become an instrumentalist. At the very least I would be a daughter with whom he could always discuss music.


There were lots of inducements to become that daughter. A piano at home, lessons for almost a decade. My piano teacher, Mrs Adams – a kind and patient family friend – taught me not to sag at the elbows as I played, and to recite catchy mnemonics for remembering the notes on the stave, and the order of sharps and flats: Every Good Boy Deserves Favour; All Cows Eat Grass; Father Charles Goes Down And Ends Battle (Battle Ends And Down Goes Father Charles). Eventually, despite my lack of both discipline and enthusiasm, I progressed to Grade 7. I could play competently enough, and, yes, I even learned to play some pieces by Mozart. Looking through a pile of my old music books, I come across the Menuet in C by Mozart’s father Leopold, which I had to play for my Grade 1 exam. A note on the page tells me that the piece comes from a manuscript book which Leopold gave to his son on Mozart’s seventh birthday in 1763. Sitting down at my own piano now – the one I hardly ever play – I discover that my hands still remember how to play this simple menuet, and I marvel at the neural pathway that I have just cleared of the dust of ages.


I had clarinet lessons for a while, too. Given a choice of instruments to learn at secondary school, I opted for the clarinet because I liked the way it sounded in the role of the Cat in Prokofiev’s Peter and the Wolf, a piece Dad played to me early on. Like so many children before me, I enjoyed the way each character in the story was represented by a different instrument: the trilling flute as the Bird, the honking oboe as the Duck and the growling French horn for the fearsome Wolf. It was the first time I remember really hearing the differences between the way various instruments of the orchestra sounded. How does a bassoon sound? Why, like the voice of a grandfather.


Unfortunately I conceived an instant, adolescent dislike of my clarinet teacher, Mr Walker, who grew sterner by the week at my failure to practise. The sterner he grew, the more scared and reluctant I was to play. I recoiled from his thick glasses and his coarse, combover hair. I hated the way the clarinet reeds splintered into my tongue when they split, and I never seemed to have the right amount of spit needed to play properly. Too little and my mouth was too parched to find the notes; too much and my condensed breath ran down through the instrument to drip on the floor from the bell. Not even a trip with Dad to Leicester’s De Montfort Hall to hear Jack Brymer play Mozart’s Clarinet Concerto could spark any dedication. The self-taught Brymer, the son of a South Shields builder and one of the twentieth century’s most acclaimed clarinettists, had a musical epiphany at the age of four far more revolutionary than my own when he picked up his father’s clarinet from the mantelpiece and began to play.


The trouble was that by now a different genre of music had taken hold of me, and it was all the fault of the girl next door. By then we’d moved to a larger, new-build house in a cul-de-sac in the same village. Three years older than me, my neighbour Louise exuded glamour. She had long brown hair, freckles, pink flares and her own record player. A few years later, as a young adult in the 1980s, she would devote herself to the noble task of nursing young men dying from AIDS-related illnesses. In the early 1970s, this selfless quality was honed through her general tolerance of my needy, daily ringing of the doorbell, asking if I could come in and ‘play’. Holed up in her bedroom over the double garage which housed her chain-smoking mother’s duck-billed Citroën DS, we listened to David Bowie, T-Rex and Slade, and soon I was as hooked on pop as Louise’s mother was on her Player’s Navy Cut. Any emotions Mozart might once have stirred went into orbit with Major Tom. From then on, I watched Top of the Pops religiously, Dad harrumphing behind the Leicester Mercury throughout. While Mum – if pushed – would admit to a penchant for Elvis, never once did I hear Dad concede that pop music could be anything but ‘a racket’. Gilbert and Sullivan was as close as he got to ‘easy listening’. I, in turn, thought my dad was embarrassingly conservative. It would be years before I realised just how varied his musical tastes were.


Meanwhile, I was nurturing a passion for a different genre of music. Once in possession of my own (second-hand) record player, I soon cast aside the children’s classics LPs that my parents had bought me (highlights: Jon Pertwee singing ‘Widecombe Fair’ and June Whitfield singing ‘Puff the Magic Dragon’) and started collecting my own records. I remember the intense excitement of buying my first singles with a birthday Boots token while on holiday in Newquay. As first record purchases go, Blondie’s ‘Hanging on the Telephone’ and Ian Dury and the Blockheads’ ‘Hit Me With Your Rhythm Stick’, I still think, were pretty cool. I also loved the Boomtown Rats, and once gave a talk about them in a school music lesson. Mrs Needham, our long-suffering music teacher, who struggled week in, week out to gain our attention, had asked us all to select a musical subject to research and present, perhaps hoping beyond hope that someone would choose a topic as edifying as the piano concertos of Mozart. Instead, I treated her to a litany of enthusiastically presented but banal facts culled from Smash Hits magazine about Bob Geldof, Johnnie Fingers, Pete Briquette et al.


A year or two later, my friend Alison introduced me to the Beatles and my taste went retro overnight. I borrowed Rubber Soul and Revolver from her and played them over and over again. In December 1981, feeling very pleased with my gift idea, I sent away by mail order for Alison’s Christmas present: a Beatles poster. On the morning it arrived in the post, I went into the kitchen, tube in hand, to show the poster to Mum. ‘Haven’t you heard?’ she said. ‘John Lennon’s been shot.’ I remember Dad sighing through the lengthy coverage of Lennon’s murder on the news that night.


Would Dad too have come to appreciate pop music if he had heard David Bowie when he was seven? Hard to imagine. He was serious-minded and not one for fleeting fashions, either in dress or in cultural pursuits. He often told me that the reason he felt pop music was inferior was because it didn’t endure. Pop-music fans were too fickle about what they liked, he said, with most songs all the rage for a week or two at most before disappearing without trace. That’s how he saw it. I hated him saying this, but at the time I couldn’t come up with any counter-argument. Now, of course, I know he was wrong. I’ve listened to many albums throughout my adult life: Blue (Joni Mitchell), The River (Bruce Springsteen), Tapestry (Carole King), Rumours (Fleetwood Mac) that will stay with me always. But at the time I didn’t care enough to try and persuade Dad to see things any other way.


Unlike me, Dad hadn’t grown up with classical music streaming through the house. His father ran a dental practice in a Leicestershire coal-mining town, and there was little time or yearning for culture. I never knew my paternal grandparents; they were late Victorians and already in their forties by the time Dad was born in 1934 – an almost certainly unplanned brother for a sister ten years older than him. Mum, who’d met Dad as a teenager on the school bus, tells me his family home was plain and austere and lacking in any ‘soft, artistic corners’. For a while Dad had violin and then cello lessons, but he didn’t really stick at them, and, given the lack of encouragement, it was hardly surprising. One day, Mum was at the house with Nellie, her future mother-in-law, when Dad returned home, cycling into the yard with a cello strapped to his back. ‘What’s our Peter gone and got himself now?’ his mother exclaimed, shaking her head.


But then, in the sixth form at Ashby-de-la-Zouch Boys’ Grammar School, Dad joined the lunchtime Musical Society. I find out more about it from back issues of the school magazine, The Ashbeian, from the late 1940s/early 1950s, found among Dad’s papers when he died. Mr Ellison, who ran the society, would give classical music recitals on his ‘Pam’ electric gramophone for the assembled boys to listen to and then discuss. A programme of after-school talks and recitals was also staged: on 11 November 1946, for example, Mr Bellamy spoke on ‘The Orchestra in the XVIIIth Century’. It’s difficult to imagine similar music-appreciation classes pulling in a lunchtime crowd of teenagers now, but they kindled in Dad an early love of classical music that was to sustain him for life.


At Cambridge University he had a portable record player, which he lugged from Coalville and back again every vacation. Mum remembers how often the records had to be turned over, including a recording of Mozart’s Symphony No. 36 – aka the ‘Linz’ Symphony – conducted by Bruno Walter, which was spread over six discs. Hearing this, I realise I am a technological bridge between the generation which accepted such an interruption and the one which seamlessly streams hours of music directly into their ears. I once told my son – in jest – to ‘change the record’ and was met with utter incomprehension. After they got married in 1956, my parents saved up for (wonder of wonders) an auto-changing record player that would mechanically flip the disc for you. This was succeeded by a heavy-duty tape recorder – the one I remember as a four-year-old – and reels of pieces recorded from the radio via microphone, followed by various cassette players, and then ultimately, a stacked stereo sound system and CDs.


By the time he died, Dad’s CD collection spanned numerous eras and styles, from Purcell to William Walton. But he was always devoted to Mozart, and to the late piano concertos in particular. I grew up in the certain knowledge that Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart was a great composer without ever really understanding why, except that Dad liked him best. Still, attentive, bookish child that I was, I picked up a few facts here and there. My favourite TV programme in the 1970s was Blue Peter, which I watched devotedly after school each Monday and Thursday. With an early longing for overseas travel unfulfilled by our annual, childhood summer holidays on chilly East Anglian beaches, I particularly loved a spin-off series called Blue Peter Special Assignment, in which presenter Valerie Singleton visited various European cities. In the final episode of the first series, the destination was Vienna, and the programme included a potted account of Mozart’s life. I remember being greatly impressed by two facts. Firstly, that Mozart had proposed marriage to the future Marie Antoinette (I already knew what had later happened to her), and, secondly, that he had been buried in an unknown location in a pauper’s grave. This ‘fact’ I later discovered, was untrue, but the idea that you could be both very famous and very poor made a lasting impression.


I also read about Mozart in one of my many Ladybird books. Unsurprisingly, given its target readership, Lives of the Great Composers Book 1 by Ian Woodward, which also included Bach and Beethoven, concentrated on Mozart’s achievements as a child prodigy during the several grand musical tours of Europe he went on with his father Leopold and his elder sister Nannerl, who – not that you’d have known it from my Ladybird – was a talented musician in her own right. I retrieve the book from a box in Mum’s loft and read it again. One picture by stalwart Ladybird illustrator Martin Aitchison shows the teenage Mozart by candlelight, quill poised over manuscript pages, sitting in pensive attitude by a window, with St Peter’s Basilica in Rome and a starry sky behind him. ‘The fourteen-year-old Mozart writes from memory the entire score of an oratorio he has heard only once,’ reads the caption. A few pages later there is a dramatic image of the adult Mozart being kicked down the steps of the Ducal Palace in Salzburg, where he had been working as court organist. Down the steps with him flies a violin, with all but one of its strings broken, along with fluttering pages of music. ‘The Archbishop at Salzburg was jealous of Mozart’s vast popularity. After a violent quarrel, the Archbishop’s friend, the Count of Arco, kicked him out and Mozart left Salzburg for good.’


I absorbed more Mozart mythology a few years later from Miloš Forman’s 1984 film version of Peter Shaffer’s play Amadeus, which I saw when I was a student. It stars F. Murray Abraham as Antonio Salieri, Mozart’s jealous rival, and Tom Hulce, whose portrayal of Mozart as a brilliant but spendthrift, and slightly unhinged, overgrown child has determined how many people have come to think of him. When Dad eventually saw Amadeus on TV, in his resolutely rational way he disliked it, finding it fanciful and overdramatised. He also baulked at Tom Hulce’s American accent.


Despite Dad’s dislike of it, it is partly thanks to Amadeus that Mozart’s biography is the most widely known of any classical composer. I watch Amadeus (‘Everything You’ve Heard is True’) on DVD again for the first time in more than thirty years. I smile at the blurb on the box, ‘The Man . . . The Music . . . The Madness . . . The Murder . . . The Motion Picture’, because, just like the sensational tone of newspaper headlines that he was always complaining about, I know it would have irritated Dad immensely. But, watching it again so many years later, I’m as enthralled by Amadeus as I was the first time I saw it. Not least by F. Murray Abraham’s electrifying performance and the way in which the film plays on the notion that Mozart’s genius was God-given.


At the time when Piano Concerto No. 22 was written in 1785, Mozart was married, living in Vienna, his reputation at its height. His compositions, especially his operas, were wildly popular with the public, and for a short time he was raking it in. In his 2016 biography, John Suchet suggests that Mozart’s income in the mid-1780s would have been the equivalent of more than £100,000 a year today. Flushed with success, he moved to a lavish new apartment at a prestigious address by St Stephen’s Cathedral in 1784. He bought a new piano, clothes, shoes, a carriage, a billiard table. For a while, all of Vienna paid court. In a letter to his daughter Nannerl in 1785, Leopold Mozart writes that the celebrated fellow Austrian composer Joseph Haydn – something of a mentor to Mozart – had told him: ‘I tell you before God, and as an honest man, that your son is the greatest composer I know, either personally or by reputation: he has taste and moreover the greatest possible knowledge of the science of composition.’1


But Mozart was never able to cement his reputation. Despite the income from commissions and his subscription concerts – for which audiences were invited to sign up in advance in order to hear his latest compositions – his lavish spending and increasing debts meant he still depended on private tuition: the young Beethoven was briefly a pupil. Even his appointment as imperial royal court composer in 1787 brought only a paltry salary. And as the 1780s drew to a close, the fickle musical tastes of the Viennese were changing, and Mozart’s concerts were no longer as popular. To compound her husband’s increasing ill health, his wife Constanze was often unwell postpartum (she gave birth to six children during their nine-year marriage, only two of whom survived infancy), and the medical bills further drained their resources.


Mozart could have devoted his time only to the commissions that would pay the bills. But composing whatever he felt moved to compose was a compulsion that never waned. During his ten years in Vienna between 1781 and 1791, Mozart created the majority of his most celebrated and revered works. Even as his health was failing in 1791, he wrote The Magic Flute (‘the most joyful, optimistic, exuberant opera he ever composed’, as Suchet calls it),2 and his jaunty Clarinet Concerto in A major, the piece Dad took me to hear Jack Brymer play. Despite his crushing debts and chronic ill health, Mozart was still creating beautiful, life-enhancing music until the very end of his life. But will a keener insight into Mozart the man help me to a greater appreciation of his music? I feel myself taking refuge in reading round the subject because I’m scared of being an inadequate listener. My lifelong love of books means that I find it hard to shake the habit of looking for the keys to life’s mysteries in someone else’s words rather than by trusting my own sensibility.


A summer trip to Mozart’s birthplace of Salzburg provides me with another form of distraction from my quest to listen better, albeit a relevant and delightful one. There I do everything a Mozart tourist is supposed to do. I have my photograph taken in front of Mozart’s pen-in-hand statue in the Mozartplatz. I hoof up Kapuzinerberg on Stefan-Zweig-Weg in pouring rain to view the Mozart monument there. Unveiled in 1877 to mark the first Salzburg Mozart Festival, it bears the inscription ‘Jung Gross. Spät Erkannt. Nie Erreict ’, which I clumsily translate as: ‘Great From Young. Belatedly Recognised. Still Unparalleled’. I take tea and tuck into a pricey Schwarzwälder Kirschtorte on the first-floor balcony at Café Tomaselli, a favourite hangout of Mozart’s despite its then proprietor, whom he once described as ‘a patron of burning coffee soup, of rotten lemonade, of almond milk without almonds and of strawberry ice cream full of ice lumps’. And I stand awed amid the Baroque wedding-cake grandeur of Salzburg Cathedral, where in its softly gleaming font with copper lion pedestals, Mozart was baptised, and as a young adult served as the cathedral organist.


I also visit Salzburg’s two Mozart museums: Mozarts Geburtshaus – his birthplace – on the thronging central pedestrian street that is Getreidegasse, and the Mozart Wohnhaus, the larger house in the Makartplatz to which the family moved in 1773. The Geburtshaus, its façade an unmissable canary yellow, is Salzburg’s most visited museum. Inside, it’s possible with a little imagination to take yourself back to the eighteenth century and the five-room living space occupied by the Mozarts, including the living room, which is now full of portraits, the small kitchen to which tea, coffee and ice cream were fetched in from the Café Tomaselli, and the room where Mozart was born – das Geburtszimmer. As I’m peering reverently into a glass case containing the printed music of six violin sonatas written in London in 1764 by the eight-year-old Mozart and dedicated to the British Queen Charlotte, a teenage fellow visitor starts hollering from the open window to a friend in the street below. I feel a bit peeved at this unruly behaviour in such a sacrosanct setting, but then wonder if the adolescent Mozart once did the same.


In the Wohnhaus, six of Mozart’s original pianos are on display, including the concert piano he had in 1782. I stare at it for a while, pondering whether this might be the instrument on which he played Piano Concerto No. 22. The largest room in the Wohnhaus is the Dancing Master’s Hall, which the Mozarts used for music making, and also to display the various keyboard instruments Leopold sold on commission for instrument makers from outside of Salzburg. The Hall also hosted card games and bolt-shooting contests: turns out the Mozarts were mad keen on indoor shooting, firing at targets with air rifles.


The final room of the Wohnhaus is devoted to Mozart’s now global celebrity, and the commercial uses for which his fame and name have been appropriated. Constanze, portrayed in Amadeus as a bit of a flibbertigibbet, actually proved expert in promoting her husband’s legacy after his death. The cult of Mozart took off in the early nineteenth century, when the composer’s allegedly ‘tragic’ life corresponded to the Romantic idea of the unappreciated genius who dies young. Now there are Mozart sausages, and Mozart shirts, and a Lufthansa ‘Europe from €99’ advert featuring the famous, posthumous portrait of Mozart in white wig and red brocade jacket by Barbara Krafft, contemporarily doctored with sunglasses and the slogan ‘My God, Austria is so Cheap These Days’. A sign informs me that the Mozart brand is worth €5 billion to Austria annually. And, indeed, shops all over town are bursting at the seams with Mozart merchandise, including the ubiquitous Mozartkugeln or Mozart Balls, made of marzipan, nougat, pistachio and dark chocolate. It’s staggering, and not a little ironic when you think of how Mozart struggled to make money in his own lifetime. Still, I’m not so upset that I hold back from popping into Café Konditorei Fürst and buying myself a bag of the original chocolates invented by Paul Fürst in 1890. After disputes with rival manufacturers, these small balls of deliciousness are now the only ones allowed the designation ‘Original Salzburger Mozartkugeln’.


The Mozart museums also provide illuminating context about Mozart’s life, both in Salzburg and in Vienna. In Salzburg, the Mozarts were a middle-class, bourgeois family in a bourgeois town that was prosperous from the profits of salt mining, farming and forestry. When Mozart was growing up, the Hapsburg state of Salzburg was still governed by an archbishop prince, elected by the cathedral chapter, but who acted like an absolute monarch. As a young man, Mozart chafed against the strictures of being in the service of the then incumbent, Archbishop Hieronymus von Colloredo. While today’s Salzburg is chock-full of tourists from all over the world, in Mozart’s time it was by all accounts a stifling, provincial place whose people were, Mozart felt, incapable of appreciating his creative talent. ‘I swear by my honour that I can’t stand Salzburg and its inhabitants. I mean the native Salzburgians. I find their language – their manners – quite insufferable,’ he once wrote to his father, forgetting perhaps that he too was a native Salzburger.3 It’s difficult to avoid an impression of arrogance here, of someone completely convinced of their own superiority.


And this was also a young man whose mind had been irrevocably broadened by travel from an early age as his father flaunted his son’s talent around Europe. According to an exhibit in the Geburtshaus, Mozart embarked on seventeen different journeys during his life, spending a total of ten years, two months and two days travelling. It’s an astonishing amount when you consider his short lifespan. Once Mozart had departed for Vienna in 1781, he returned to Salzburg only once. Vienna – fast becoming an economic powerhouse since the accession of Enlightenment Holy Roman Emperor Joseph II – was a city of far greater promise for an ambitious composer, and full of wealthy – and cultured – potential patrons.


I spend long moments in the museums staring at portraits of Mozart. It’s strange, this compulsion to eyeball the famous, as if it will provide a greater understanding of what drove them. ‘Is talent like that written on the face?’ asks Salieri early in Amadeus, as he searches the room for a glimpse of the composer he has heard so much about, only to find him canoodling with Constanze in the next room.4 And here in Salzburg is Mozart, depicted by Johann Nepomuk della Croce in 1780/1, dressed in a red coat and white wig, and seated next to Nannerl at the keyboard not long before he left for Vienna for good. Here’s a glossy chocolate-box portrait of Mozart aged eight, painted in gala dress by Pietro Antonio Lorenzoni. But it is two depictions of Mozart when older which I find most compelling. There’s an unfinished portrait in oils painted in 1782 or 1783 by Joseph Lange, who was married to Constanze’s sister Aloysia. Beneath a bush of mousy hair, Mozart’s face is angled down and contemplative. Here, he is soberly dressed and serious, even troubled. Nannerl is said to have found this by far the best likeness of her brother.


I’m most taken of all, however, with a silverpoint drawing by Doris Stock, made in Dresden in 1789 and possibly the last portrait of Mozart drawn from life. Mozart is shown sideways on, frankly a plain and mousy-looking man with a distinct cast of worry and weariness around the eyes. This Mozart bears no resemblance to the exuberant dandy of Amadeus. Reminiscing a year after his death, Nannerl described her brother as ‘small, thin, and pale in colour, and entirely lacking any pretention as to physiognomy and bodily appearance’.5


The same evening, I go to a recital in the intimate surroundings of the Romanesque crypt of the abbey church of St Peter. Its beautiful cemetery is the last resting place of both Nannerl Mozart and, as it happens, of the aforementioned confectioner, Paul Fürst. In the underground room with rough granite pillars and a tiled floor made atmospheric by tealights dotted around, we sit on wooden benches around an August Förster grand piano placed on a thick oriental rug. I listen spellbound while Vivianne Cheng, a young American pianist, plays three Mozart pieces: the Fantasia in D minor (K. 397); the Piano Sonata No. 1 in C major (K. 279), composed in 1774 when Mozart was eighteen; and the Piano Sonata No. 8 in A minor (K. 310), composed in Paris in 1778, around the time of his mother’s death.


Cheng is physically expressive in her performance, her torso swaying and bowing. I’m struck by how the tones she unleashes from a single instrument completely fill the tight, windowless space. Whatever miscellaneous emotional baggage we have brought into this room as listeners we are compelled to put to one side for the duration of the music as it seizes the train of our thoughts. Cheng’s playing of the Fantasia makes a particularly strong impression on me. Left unfinished at Mozart’s death, and later completed by another hand, I find it has an anxious quality, sometimes racing away, sometimes pondering and brooding. This makes sense later when I look up the musical definition of a fantasia and discover that it is a free-form composition with a sense of improvisation about it – a sort of creative holiday from the dictates of more set musical forms. As I walk out into the balmy summer night to catch a train back to the guesthouse where I am staying, just over the nearby border in Germany, I hold an imaginary conversation with Dad in my head. What did he think of the pianist? Wasn’t the intimate setting perfect? Had he found the wooden benches a bit hard to sit on after a while?


Shortly after I return home from my trip, I’m commissioned to interview South Korean-born violinist Min Kym about her book Gone, an account of her life both before and after her ‘soulmate violin’ − a 1696 Stradivarius − was stolen from her while she sat in a café at Euston station. The interview is a fascinating close encounter with a much more recent child prodigy. Kym was born in South Korea and began playing the violin at the age of six, after her family moved to the UK. The rapidity of her progress was extraordinary. She passed Grade 2 after eight weeks and, a month later, Grade 4 with the highest mark in the country. At seven, she became the youngest ever pupil at the Purcell School of Music, and her family began to make sacrifices in order to support her career. ‘Already it was being made very clear to me what they thought I was, what they thought I’d become,’ she writes in Gone. With the obedience and conformity traditionally expected of a Korean child, Kym followed the path that was being laid out for her. But occasionally, as her violin increasingly did her talking for her, a warning note of trouble ahead would sound. ‘I would hear the words “child prodigy” said of me all the time, and sometimes I used to ponder: what does that mean? I was aware that it was causing a sort of distance,’ she tells me.


At the age of eleven, Kym won her first major international competition and, despite pangs for ‘a normality that was denied me’, her teenage years, like those of Mozart before her, brought increasing amounts of foreign travel as she gave recitals around the world. ‘Min the violinist getting ahead . . . Min the person going nowhere,’ she writes of this time in Gone, when a starry career as a solo performer and recording artist beckoned. Ironically, it was only after her violin was stolen that she began to find some sense of self. ‘The violin was a crutch. It was the thing that supported me, and yet once it was gone, I realised that I’d almost built my life on sand,’ Kym told me, with devastating insight. ‘Eventually I discovered a voice which the violin had completely taken over. This supressed, repressed person came out.’ In Gone, Kym asserts that a child prodigy is only ‘a means to another’s end’. While we marvel at the talents of such prodigies, we aren’t very comfortable with them, suspecting pushy, scheming parents and a deficiency of love. We find it difficult to believe that rounded, fulfilled adults can result from such an early and ostentatious display of extreme talent. The traditional tales of Mozart’s apparent early genius are compelling, but also encourage us to think of him as an otherworldly social misfit.


Almost never is Mozart portrayed as a diligent composer who grafted at his craft, working his stockings off in order to be so supremely talented and prolific. But surely he was: Ludwig von Köchel’s 1862 catalogue, still the standard reference, runs to more than 600 works: symphonies, sonatas, concertos, chamber music, church music, twenty-two operas, a final requiem. Perhaps it does better justice to the composer to imagine that the engine which powered his ‘genius’ – that word from which Mozart has to be surgically removed – was built through his relentless childhood touring of the courts of Europe, and of learning early lessons about different traditions of music – English, German, French, Italian – in the process. But then later, once freed from Leopold’s care as well as his control and his exhortations to make the most of his talent, Mozart did struggle to cope alone in the adult world, where the business realities of making his way and living as a freelance composer eluded him completely. As Amadeus hints, perhaps Mozart wasn’t, ‘genius’ aside, very smart.


And yet Mozart’s name is now inextricably associated with the theory that exposure to classical music, especially ante- and postnatally, as infant brains develop, can make your baby smarter.6 The term ‘Mozart Effect’ was first coined in 1993 and derived from a scientific study conducted by three researchers at the Center for the Neurobiology of Learning and Memory at the University of California. The study involved thirty-six college students who were given three sets of standard IQ spatial-reasoning tasks. One group completed the tasks after listening for ten minutes to Mozart’s Sonata for Two Pianos in D major; the second group after ten minutes of a relaxation tape with exercises designed to lower blood pressure; and the third after sitting in silence for ten minutes. The students who had listened to Mozart achieved the highest scores. In a letter to the leading scientific journal Nature in October 1993, the researchers emphasised the limitations of the study, describing the enhancing effect of the music as ‘temporal’.7 They were also careful not to attribute the effect to a quality found only in Mozart’s music. ‘Because we used only one musical sample of one composer, various other compositions and musical styles should also be examined. We predict that music lacking complexity, or which is repetitive may interfere with, rather than enhance abstract reasoning.’


But who cares about academic caveats when a study’s findings can be fashioned into the kind of sensational headline which so used to irritate Dad. ‘Can it be that the music of Mozart is not only exalting but can also improve intelligence?’ trumpeted an article entitled ‘Mozart’s Notes Make Good Brain Food’ in the International Herald Tribune, published only two days after the cautious University of California study was released.8 Though follow-up experiments by the researchers showed that listening to the same Mozart sonata as before improved only the students’ spatial-temporal reasoning and not overall brain function (and improved it only temporarily at that), the embryonic genie was out of the bottle. Incredibly, despite the fact that none of the research had involved babies or young children, crèches all over America began playing classical music to their charges and the state of Georgia presented every newborn baby with a free classical CD.9


In 1996, Don Campbell, a US classical musician and former music critic, trademarked the term ‘The Mozart Effect’, created a thrusting brand on the back of it, and made a fortune. Visit www.mozarteffect.com and you’ll find books, CDs and other resources galore, designed to harness music as a ‘powerful catalyst for healing, creativity and development’. In The Mozart Effect, his best-known book, Campbell draws on ‘medicine, Eastern wisdom and the latest research on learning and creativity’ to reveal how exposure to sound, music and other forms of vibrations can have a lifelong effect on health, learning and behaviour. It’s difficult to argue with the idea that music can have therapeutic powers. But it’s much more difficult to find any evidence that the Mozart ‘Effect’ is in any way particular to the music of Mozart.


I look up some definitions of ‘spatial-temporal reasoning’, the one kind of brain activity, according to some evidence, that listening to classical music might benefit. It is, I read, ‘the cognitive ability to picture a spatial pattern and understand how items or pieces can fit into that space. Those with a gift for this kind of reasoning can often visualise how things fit together, step-by-step, and how they can be manipulated into different patterns.’ ‘Musical talent,’ I further discover,




is one of the most widely acknowledged uses of spatial-temporal reasoning. Those with this kind of talent can not only picture notes on a page, they can visualise how music for several different instruments will fit together. Individuals who write music often visualise notes as a large puzzle, fitting different fractions of notes and rests together to create a whole piece of music. For some, this takes years of study, while others have extremely advanced musical spatial-temporal reasoning.10





Mozart fitted the ‘extremely advanced’ definition perfectly. And Dad is also interesting in this respect. While seemingly not much cop at playing either the violin or the cello, Dad flexed his own well-developed spatial-temporal reasoning skills in a different pursuit. From his early teens he was an accomplished self-taught chess player, whose exploits regularly hit the local headlines. I have a scrapbook of newspaper cuttings from the Leicester Mercury, lovingly pasted in from the late 1940s onwards by my grandmother Nellie: ‘14-year-old Ashby Boy in Chess Final’; ‘Sanderson in Chess Final Again’; and even ‘Chess Starlet’, a headline which conjures up sparkly frocks and dancing shoes rather than the flannel suits and Brylcreemed hair in which Dad is pictured at that time. In early 1949, at the age of fourteen, Dad won his first Leicestershire Junior County Champion title and took home the fetching Silver Knight trophy. He retained the title for the next two years, his clinching match in 1951 reported under the headline ‘You Could Have Heard a Pawn Drop’. In 1952 he won it again, and in April the same year was joint winner of the British Boys’ Chess Championship in a three-way tie at the annual tournament in Hastings. A play-off to decide a single winner was mooted, but in the end the three young men sportingly agreed to share the trophy and display it on their respective family sideboards for four months each.


That autumn, Dad went up to Sidney Sussex College, Cambridge, on an exhibition scholarship to read mathematics. By November, he was playing for Cambridge University’s chess team and was awarded his Half Blue a few months later. In January 1954, Cambridge University Chess Club, of which Dad was by now secretary, played host to two visiting Russian grandmasters, David Bronstein and Vladimir Alatortsev, in a display of simultaneous chess. After Dad died and I was collecting stories for my funeral tribute, Ray, his close university friend and fellow chess player, told me how close Dad had come to beating Alatortsev. The rattled grandmaster, said Ray, unsportingly responded to this show of tactical strength by a student upstart by standing right in front of Dad, impatiently rushing him into his next moves. In the face of Soviet aggression, Dad let the position slip into a drawn ending. Alartortsev drew five out of seventeen matches, but lost none. The missed opportunity to beat a Russian grandmaster rankled with Dad for years afterwards.


Among Dad’s personal papers after he died, Mum and I found a sort of personal CV where, in his methodical way, he had recorded notable dates: births, deaths, marriages, his dates of employment, and a few achievements. These included the fact that, while at Cambridge, Dad was ranked among the twenty-five best players in the UK. He continued to play chess after he graduated, winning the Leicestershire County Championship four times in 1957, 1960, 1966 and 1981. That final time, I remember how proud I was of him, and of the trophy, displayed in our house for a whole year. Chess is the centrepiece for one of my most abiding memories of Dad, in which he sits with a small wooden travel chess set on his lap, his fingers clicking the pieces repeatedly back and forth as he tries to work out the forward permutations of a particular position. How he could remember where the pieces had been was a continual source of wonder to me.


Let’s assume that there is some kind of Mozart effect, at least on spatial-temporal reasoning skills. Dad’s talent for chess was established in his early teens and blossomed throughout his late teens and twenties, at a time when he had started listening seriously to classical music. Did one enhance and nurture the other? It’s a tantalising thought. I start to rue the fact that I may have passed up the chance to enhance my own spatial-temporal reasoning by allowing my own classical music listening to tail off completely after a promising early start. I never have been much good at chess.


I now have no way of knowing which pianist and which orchestra were on the recording of Piano Concerto No. 22 I heard when I was four, for the reel-to-reel tape recorder and the reels themselves were long ago disposed of by Dad after he converted to cassette tapes, and then to CDs. I find numerous different recordings of Mozart’s piano concertos in his CD collection, particularly of those numbered 20 to 27. In all, Mozart composed twenty-three original concertos for piano and orchestra. His first four concertos were reworkings of music by other composers and then, when he was seventeen, he composed his first wholly original such piece, Piano Concerto No. 5 in D major.


Written a month before his thirtieth birthday, Piano Concerto No. 22 was the third piano concerto Mozart had composed that year. As Amadeus shows us, Mozart, as a virtuoso pianist himself, could offer audiences the novelty of hearing a composer play his own compositions, and charge them a handsome fee for the privilege at the subscription concerts he regularly staged. At one of the earliest public performances of No. 22, which took place in late December 1785 (so perhaps not al fresco, as shown in Amadeus the film), the piece was so well received that Mozart played the whole of the second movement – the nine-and-a-half-minute Andante – as an encore. This was – as his father recorded in a letter – ‘a rather unusual occurrence’.11


Though I’m listening to the concerto several times a week, I’m still preparing myself for the moment when I really ‘listen’ to it once again. I want to be ready, but still feel incapable of hearing all but a fraction of the things such a piece might have to say to me. In search of some advice on what to listen for, I look up the opinions of a few music critics, but this proves both tantalising and intimidating, and makes me feel even more unequal to the task. The reviews are so pronouncing and grand. In The Concerto: A Listener’s Guide, for example, Michael Steinberg, a musicologist and former music critic of the Boston Globe, describes No. 22 as both ‘grand and gentle’, ‘lavishly endowed with lyric themes’, and ‘a feast of gentle wit’. Meanwhile in 1001 Classical Recordings You Must Hear Before You Die, contributor Max Loppart highlights the concerto’s ‘immaculate craftsmanship, astonishingly inventive formal handling, keyboard mastery and the indelible imprint of Mozart’s theatrical imagination’. In his Mozart Piano Concertos, Philip Radcliffe opines that ‘the most notable characteristic of this concerto is a kind of luxuriant leisureliness’. And I’m completely bamboozled by a dismissive comment about No. 22 by über-critic Eric Blom in his 1935 book on Mozart: ‘This work is many people’s favourite among the piano concertos – until they hear one of the others.’


None of the ‘others’ will ever mean to me what No. 22 does. But I’m painfully aware that classical music experts use a different language that I can stutter only a few words of. I have next to no knowledge of music theory, having forgotten most of what I did once learn for my Grade 5 Theory exam. It’s so early in this journey still, and I feel barely more equipped to listen to Mozart than I was as a four-year-old. In fact, I’m less equipped, for then I had a father and some kind of guide, and now I have neither. My head is full of all the things I have found out about Mozart the man, and I worry that I will now listen to his music with a fact-cluttered brain and all emotion spent, and as a consequence hear nothing very much. I think back to the Geburtshaus in Salzburg, where there is an acoustic room, empty of everything but high-backed wooden seating where you can simply sit and listen to Mozart’s music. And that is exactly what I need to do now – empty my mind of all else, and simply listen again. But I still feel daunted.


I cling onto a cue I’ve taken from John Suchet’s Preface to his biography of Mozart, in which he refers to him as ‘surely the happiest composer who ever lived. Listening to Mozart’s music induces a sense of well-being, a feeling that all is well with the world . . . if a human being can create such beauty, then there will always be hope for humanity.’12 Huh, I think, with little faith. I’ve retuned all my radios from Radio 4 to Radio 3, partly because the news about humanity is so depressing these days. But a sense of well-being – here at least is something I can listen for.


I line up Dad’s two recordings of Piano Concerto No. 22. There’s the Alfred Brendel one I’ve been listening to for months, and a second one I have found among the stacks of Dad’s CDs which are still piled up in my parents’ dining room. Dated 1959, it features Hungarian-born pianist Annie Fischer, with the Philharmonia Orchestra, conducted by Wolfgang Sawallisch. I’ve never heard of Fischer, so I look her up, and immediately love the sound of her. A Hungarian Jewish pianist, nicknamed ‘Ashtray’ Annie for having a cigarette in her mouth at all times except when at the keyboard, she too was something of a child prodigy. She made her public debut in Budapest at the age of ten, and won the first International Liszt Piano Competition in 1933 at the age of nineteen. Her 1995 obituary in the New York Times headlines the ‘elegance’ of her Mozart performances, explaining that because she disliked making recordings, the few that are available are prized by collectors.13 Discerning of Dad to have this one, then. I know he’ll have bought it because of its three-star recommendation in his musical bible, The Penguin Guide to Recorded Classical Music. It’s a book whose pages Dad was still avidly scouring shortly before he died. The editors praise Fischer’s ‘gentle, limpid’ touch and the ‘intimate’ manner of her playing.


I take out the Fischer CD, and every day for a week I listen to it hard. Not in the car, not as background music when engaged in some domestic task, and not when writing at my desk. Rather, I try to listen as I have never listened before, in the kind of meditative mode I attempt every morning while doing yoga, trying to shut out everything else and inviting the notes into a cleared mind. I’m sure Dad never listened to music while lying on the floor in Savasana pose. But it’s my way of trying to get it right inside me.


The first movement of Piano Concerto No. 22 is an Allegro. Lively and fast, that is. It jerks you to attention with a woodwind-fanfare blast of a beginning, the orchestra making its presence felt with little preamble. The early stars are the woodwind instruments: the flutes and clarinets, which I spot partly because I’ve read that Mozart makes a notably big fuss of the clarinet in this concerto. There’s an orchestral introduction of over two minutes before the piano makes its entrance, which heightens the anticipation. The piano part begins with an impressive solo of half a minute, which roves right across the keyboard and through the octaves, in an effortless way which, I know even from my own clumsy attempts at playing, requires enormous dexterity. The ensuing conversation between piano and orchestra – in my childish way it’s how I think of it – is jaunty and engaging. After four minutes or so, the piano takes the piece into the minor key for a spell – a transition I can at least recognise from my playing days – making the mood more intimate. The whole movement feels like a curious mixture of something extrovert that is happening centre stage, and a more intimate narrative that is going on in the wings. Halfway through, the orchestra repeats its opening fanfare, and the woodwind duets with the piano for a while. Then, as the movement approaches its climax, the orchestra evokes an increasing sense of grandeur before the cadenza.


Cadenza? I didn’t have a clue about cadenzas. I discover they are the improvised passages in concertos which allow the soloist to show off her or his virtuosity at will, while using fragments from the piece that is written. The original score for Piano Concerto No. 22 would have been blank at this point, but at its first performance, Mozart would have debuted his own cadenza. The idea of improvising grandly like this is a concept both magnificent and terrifying to a plodding, page-chained piano player like myself, although I learn that performers do have a choice of improvising, or playing a previously set-down cadenza. In his recording with the Academy of St Martin in the Fields, Alfred Brendel plays his own sweetly engaging interpretation. Fischer plays a showier, fiendishly difficult-sounding cadenza by Johann Hummel, an Austrian composer and virtuoso pianist, who was Mozart’s pupil for a time. It involves great sweeps up the piano, finished with short high trills, and then thrusting sections with both major and minor passages, alternating with delicate tinkling sections. The orchestra returns for the final thirty seconds of the thirteen-minute movement to end it with as much fanfare as it begins. It’s an exhilarating opening to the concerto, and already I have the thrilling sense of listening to something familiar as if for the first time.


Next the Andante. Which means ‘at a walking pace’, as I remember my piano teacher telling me many times when I was rushing ahead with a piece. But the plaintive, rather mournful quality of the opening string section suggests the walking pace of someone deep in reflection, slowing every so often as their thoughts concentrate, and then quickening again as the emotion discharges a little. The beginning of the piano solo after one and three-quarter minutes gives me goose bumps: Fischer’s playing is so expressive, even though this section doesn’t ‘sound’ too difficult to play. After three and a half minutes, the woodwind takes up the story, with the clarinets prominent again, and the piano returns more forcefully halfway through the movement, as if needing to reassert itself. The orchestra responds in kind, whereupon the piano part quietens again, replying with enchanting expression, backed here and there by sweet strings. It could be sentimental but it isn’t. Rather, it is extraordinarily moving, without leaving any sense whatsoever of one’s emotions being manipulated.


Given that the Andante is the movement Mozart played as an encore for the concerto’s first ever audience, I’m struck by what a curiously reflective choice it is for an encore: not at all the triumphant piece you imagine a composer basking in acclaim might play. But it is achingly beautiful: a reprise to send you out into a late eighteenth-century December night in thoughtful, introspective mood, pulling your rich cloak around you a little tighter, and feeling yourself irrevocably changed in some mysterious way.


The third and final movement, the Rondo – defined as a piece with a recurring leading theme, I learn – has the piano immediately sallying forth with the simple tripping melody which first thrilled my ear almost half a century ago. An alternating theme is swiftly taken up by the star clarinets, backed by the rest of the woodwind. Fischer’s glittery deftness as she trills and glides across the keys, even when playing more forcefully, is a sweet delight. At times she plays so quietly that I strain to hear, and this in itself is seductive. My long-beloved signature melody returns again and again, each time a little more twirly and elaborate. There is a short final cadenza – the CD sleeve notes do not say whose it is – before the finale, which sounds as if it was deliberately composed so as to have a trick false ending, designed to trip up the inattentive listener.


Annie Fischer’s performance both presses down on my heart and leaves me smiling. I search online for film of her performing and find some black-and-white footage in which she plays the Allegro in a live performance, conducted by the same Wolfgang Sawallisch. Perhaps it’s even the recording I’ve been listening to. The diminutive Fischer cuts an elegant figure in full-length checked chiffon, her dark hair pulled into a bun. Her chair appears to be pushed well back and at a slight angle, as if she prefers to perform on the edge of her seat and a little off-centre. Her playing is physically expressive and jaunty: rocking to and fro, she lifts her hands high up off the keys with great flourishes as she completes a section. It’s somehow in the ebullient, almost cheeky style of how I imagine Mozart himself might have played the concerto on that December night in 1785.


After listening to the Fischer recording twice a day for a week, I play the Alfred Brendel recording again, and although this is the one that originally made me cry, I now find it less transporting. Fischer’s perky lightness of touch, the shimmery quality to her expressive playing transports me in a way that Brendel’s more direct and assertive interpretation does not. One day, when feeling low, I listen to Fischer playing the Andante and find myself thinking about Dad when he was dying: diminished, in pain, and too ill even to listen to the music he loved. The effect is almost unbearable, and yet there is nothing in the music which you could pinpoint as an explicit, deliberate tug on the emotions. And then, when I listen to Fischer playing the final movement I loved as a child, the music grounds and comforts me, reminding me that life is a complex counterpoint of emotions, where joy daily duets with sadness.


Yet, whoever is playing, I marvel at the way the concerto evokes such a strong sense of harmony and completeness, looping away on gorgeous, reflective diversions but then bringing us back to earth so satisfyingly. Perhaps this is one of the symptoms of listening to a ‘classical’ piece. When I buy a new album of popular music, as I do at least every month, I play it daily for the first few weeks until I’ve had my fill of it. Then it usually slips from my mind for months until I feel the urge to play it again. My reaction to Piano Concerto No. 22 is different: it’s a piece I could hear weekly without needing to change the record. But I find it astonishingly difficult to write about with any clarity. It wriggles out of every attempt. It’s as if I’m doing a clunky piece of primary-school writing, and showing off adjectives because I’ve just learned them, rather than finding the right word to express what I really want to say. I worry that this says something about the limitations of my ability to listen, and even my ability to write. But perhaps it also says something important about the genius of Mozart, and the things his music succeeds in expressing where words fail.


No wonder so many of those spellbound by Mozart’s music have chosen to hear the divine in it. ‘God was singing through this little man to all the world,’ says Salieri in Peter Schaffer’s Amadeus, in a state of wonder even as he plots Mozart’s downfall. And yet there’s also something entirely unpretentious about Mozart’s music: a lightness that is present even when it is busy plucking at the strings of your heart. Though I’ve still to find a music critic who writes about Mozart in a way that I can get my head round, I come across a quote by Konrad Wolff, a German pianist and author, which encapsulates the simple delight of listening to Mozart’s formidably complex music. ‘His music speaks of God, of moral values,’ he writes, ‘but it can also be used to suggest the ringing of wine glasses, or of sleigh bells.’14 Two more resonant sounds it is hard to imagine.


So ends my first classical music review. It feels primitive; a faltering attempt at a cadenza of my own. But it’s a start. And I’m now more alive to the lasting miracle which is Mozart’s music. I am learning to marvel at the sheer complexity of just this one piano concerto, albeit from an amateurish distance. How could it have taken me so long to get around to listening to it again even halfway properly? And why did I not do it with Dad while I still could? It is always later than we think.


Now, after at least half a lifetime, Piano Concerto No. 22 in E-flat major (K. 482) is starting to feel like my theme tune again. I’m an agnostic, but listening to this piece puts me into a state of sprightly grace. It’s not a still or reverential way of being, but one that is alive, dynamic and optimistic, in the spirit of a four-year-old child tripping down a staircase. It’s a strange reaction to a piece of music which never fails to make sharp my bereavement. But it’s also a piece which gives me a quiet conviction that Dad still lingers with me somewhere among the bars of the music.
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