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1
            Introduction

         

         10 OCTOBER 2013

         WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG? I wanted to scream. But you don’t, do you? Not when you are ten minutes into a concert the audience has been waiting for months to hear and you have been looking forward to playing. From the greatest auditorium to the smallest village church, I loved playing. My simple mission was to bring music – and especially the cello – to as many people as possible. Right now I had lost most of the power in my right arm and could hardly hold my bow. I had never experienced anything like it. I didn’t know what was wrong or what to do. I struggled through the 45-minute first half and went back out for the second feeling a mixture of dread and panic, unsure if I could make it to the end. Afterwards I called my wife, Jiaxin, who had stayed at home to look after Jasmine, our two-year-old daughter. Jiaxin is a cellist too. We had just made a recording together and I had not long returned from tours of China and South America. She said I must have been overplaying, overpractising, it would be alright in the morning – only I knew it wouldn’t.

         The neurosurgeon planted half a dozen needles in my arm muscles and a ‘stimulating electrode’ was sending a few choice impulses 2to another bunch of electrodes further down my arm. It wasn’t especially painful – the pain arrived with his words: ‘There is zero response to four of the tests, which suggests nerve damage. You need an MRI scan on your neck.’ So began the many rounds of doctors, surgeons and specialists that consumed my life for another seven months. The initial MRI scan revealed a herniated disc pressing directly on a nerve, trapping it, squashing it. An operation was the only possible solution, carrying a risk of paralysis, even death. I saw three of the finest neck surgeons. Two refused to operate because I wasn’t in pain. The third insisted on a second MRI scan and concluded the nerve was most likely irrevocably damaged: ‘I will operate if you wish, it’s your call.’ It wasn’t an attractive offer. In desperation, I tried a cortisone injection directly into my neck; it made no difference at all.

         The crunch came in April 2014. During a rehearsal of a Haydn concerto, my arm felt weaker than ever. Even if I could get through the performance, I would be playing at half power, constantly worried, always in fear of dropping my bow. It was time to admit defeat.

         Overnight, I became effectively unemployed. I had a baby daughter, and as most of Jiaxin’s concerts were with me, they were cancelled. Suddenly I was earning nothing, and for a long while I was in shock. Losing the one thing which had defined my life made me question who I was and what, if anything, I could become. After months of soul-searching, I decided I must follow my other passion – that other string to my bow. Which is how, one year later, I found myself pacing nervously up and down outside a boardroom in Birmingham, waiting, aged sixty-four, for my first ever job interview. My second life was about to begin. But before we ring in the new…

      

   


   
      
         
3
            Chapter 1

            Strange Brood

         

         Dr William Southcombe Lloyd Webber CBE left £1,000 when he died. No house. No valuables. £1,000. Not much for a distinguished musician who had been awarded his honour for services to music. At the time of his death, aged sixty-eight, in 1982 he was director of the London College of Music, a professor at the Royal College of Music and a composer of note to the very few who knew his works. Yet this paltry sum for my father’s lifetime achievements chimes with my memories of growing up in a run-down Victorian block of flats in what today is ‘oh-so-posh’ South Kensington.

         I was born on 14 April 1951. A few hours later when I showed up at No. 10 Harrington Court, Mimi (the monkey) had already departed, Perseus, Dimitry and Sergei (the cats) and Champagne Charlie (the ‘pedigree’ mouse) had yet to arrive, but four other members of the Lloyd Webber menagerie were already in residence: my dad, William; my mother, Jean; my brother, Andrew; and our maternal grandmother, Molly.

         Harrington Court was right next to South Kensington Tube Station on a busy main road. Both Andrew’s bedroom and mine overlooked the street below, which had bus stops on both sides and a taxi rank running down the middle. Occasionally a rag-and-bone man with his weary horse dragging a cart would ring his bell 4yelling, ‘Any old iron?’ He was a welcome relief from the roar of the traffic. I’m not sure if there was such a thing as double-glazing in the ’50s, but I am sure that Harrington Court didn’t have it, as on the odd occasions we did manage to drift to sleep, we would soon be awakened by buses in urgent need of new brake linings and taxi passengers with an equally urgent need to slam their doors.

         My first memory has nothing to do with being woken up by buses or taxis but instead by Andrew’s screams. I was only six weeks old. Biologists insist that such a memory is not possible. They didn’t hear Andrew’s screams. My brother’s screams were hardly news, but this time they were worse, he wasn’t pausing for breath and both my parents and grandmother were joining in the macabre pre-dawn chorus. The cacophony was enough to awaken the dead, let alone a six-week-old baby. Andrew, I later learned, was having an acute appendicitis and was rushed to hospital, only minutes from death. His appendix satisfactorily removed, Andrew returned to Harrington Court, where he continued to scream off and on (but mostly on) until his departure fifteen years later. In between screams we shared some magical moments together.

         No. 10 Harrington Court not only put the ‘bo’ into ‘bohemian’ but its ‘he’, ‘mi’ and ‘an’ syllables too. People wandered in and out at random, alongside an assortment of animals, which were mostly a lot better behaved than their human counterparts. And that was before  Andrew’s lyricist Tim Rice, the concert pianist John Lill and their accompanying array of scantily clad girlfriends moved in as well. Surprise was the norm, and I have fond memories of life at No. 10. Andrew is on record as saying he ‘couldn’t wait to get out’. He had valid reasons, soon to become apparent. Here are pen portraits of Harrington Court’s original cast of characters before I really got to know them: 5

         Gran (Laura Mary ‘Molly’ Johnstone) had lived, according to my mother’s unpublished musings, a somewhat tragic life. Born into a ‘fairly well-to-do’ Scottish family – one ancestor was poet Felicia Hemans of ‘The boy stood on the burning deck’ fame – she married an ‘irresponsible officer’ in the Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders. The story goes that she threw her wedding ring down the toilet on their honeymoon night, yet this inauspicious beginning wasn’t enough to prevent the unhappy couple from producing three children. Ten years later, following their seemingly inevitable divorce, Gran must have received a fairly sizeable settlement from the ‘irresponsible officer’, as it was enough to move her family down south to England and the London ‘metroland’ suburb of Harrow.

         There was a three-year gap between Gran’s first-born, Vi, and her son, Alastair, and a further five years between Alastair and my mum, Jean. Vi was beginning to get work as an actress and Alastair was something of a mystic and a poet – which would certainly have appealed to my mother’s otherworldliness. Gran’s restructured family appeared to be enjoying an idyllic pre-war existence in leafy Harrow until tragedy struck. On 19 August 1935, Alastair went on a boating trip with two school friends to a small village near Swanage in Dorset. While at sea, their boat capsized. His friends survived, but Alastair drowned. Barely eighteen, he had just been offered a place at Cambridge University and already had a job lined up following his graduation as the nature correspondent of a national newspaper. There is no knowing what my uncle might have become, but I do know that Mum never recovered from his death.

         Naturally, Gran was devastated too. She decided immediately that the family’s associations with Harrow were more than either she or her daughters could bear and began searching for somewhere to live in London. She discovered a surprisingly cheap rented flat in 6South Kensington in a dilapidated block called Harrington Court. No one knows if Gran viewed it before signing the lease.

         Once ensconced in London, Gran found a job as private secretary to a doctor named George Crosby who had a practice in Weymouth Street. Yet there wasn’t much of the ‘private’ about this rather self-important man who was forever boasting about his illustrious patients (Tony Hancock, Lady Isobel Barnett, et al.). By all accounts, Gran proceeded to have an affair with him, which became serious enough for her to dream of marriage. But she failed to lock up her daughters. The moment George set eyes on Vi, he was irrevocably smitten. Marriage was both proposed and accepted with alarming alacrity. Gran had now been devastated on three counts: first by her acrimonious divorce, then by the tragic loss of her son and finally by her daughter’s marriage to the man she loved.

         Mum (Jean Hermione Johnstone) had never known her father. Alastair had become her male role model and she was traumatised by his death: ‘I was inconsolable. I remember lying on my bed for days on end and sobbing hysterically… I became more and more silent and introverted.’ Alastair had been Mum’s closest friend, confidant and muse; she idolised him. Later on, she developed an obsession with young – always male – talent, to which even the most amateur psychiatrist could trace its source. Mum was doubly upset by Gran’s decision to leave Harrow: ‘In the space of a few weeks she had sold our beautiful house. Not only had I lost my brother, now I had to leave my school and start life afresh in the confines of a London flat. So into Harrington Court we all piled. I hated it. I felt confined, I missed all the physical activity of life at Harrow… little did I think that this would be my home for the next thirty-eight years.’

         Mum had a gift for music. She played violin and piano, and 7despite her initial misgivings Harrington Court proved the perfect base to pursue her talents. The fabled Royal College of Music was just a short walk up Exhibition Road and she successfully auditioned for its Junior Department, progressing well enough to win a place as a fully-fledged student at the Senior College, where she would be studying with two legends of British music: violin with Elgar’s great friend, W. H. Reed (leader of the London Symphony Orchestra), and composition with Ralph Vaughan Williams. Scheduled to start in September 1939, England declared war on Germany and all plans were put on hold while educational institutions weighed up whether or not to evacuate London. Thankfully for Mum, the Royal College elected to stay. Weeks later, she entered its hallowed portals, unaware that she was about to meet her future husband.

         Dad (William Southcombe Lloyd Webber) combined his role as professor of harmony and counterpoint at the Royal College with his position as musical director of All Saints, Margaret Street, a famous Butterfield-designed church near Oxford Street with its very own choir school and a magnificent Harrison & Harrison organ. Since the school had decided to evacuate, the choir lost all its boy trebles and Lloyd Webber hurriedly put out a call for female student volunteers at the college to replace them. My future mum jumped at the chance: ‘From the first I found him extremely attractive.’ The occasional shared drink after choir practice became a regular event, and it wasn’t long before the distinguished Royal College of Music professor was inviting a student eight years younger than him to his house to meet his parents. Within a year, he had moved into her flat. Would such a thing be allowed today? Probably not.

         If Mum was an average student at the RCM, Dad was a star. Born in 1914, months before the First World War, his beginnings 8were much less salubrious than my mother’s. His father (also named William) was a self-employed plumber who barely managed to scrape a living during the interwar years. His passion was singing and he signed up to join every amateur choir he could find, while becoming an avid organ buff. All his spare time – and money – was spent travelling to hear the finest examples of organs in and around London. His young son would come with him and very soon William Junior was demanding to learn the ‘king of instruments’ himself. When told there wasn’t any money for lessons, Junior challenged Senior to ‘build an organ for me’. Senior set to work. Removing the front from a disused chest, he rearranged its various drawer knobs on either side to look like organ stops and installed a bench in the middle. He would lift Junior onto the bench, where he proceeded to play around for hours on this imaginary instrument. It must have helped as, after a handful of lessons on a harmonium, young William won an organ scholarship to the Mercer’s School, one of London’s oldest, founded ‘to provide good schooling for gifted boys from poor families’. I was young when my grandad died. I vaguely remember him as a lovely, jolly guy with a broad cockney accent.

         ‘Master W. S. L. Webber’ – as Dad was billed when he was ten years old – began touring as a child prodigy organ recitalist, playing and broadcasting from churches and cathedrals all over the UK. At fourteen he was offered a scholarship to the Royal Academy of Music, which his parents turned down as they wanted him to finish his schooling. Two years later, a scholarship to the Royal College of Music proved too great to refuse, especially as his composition teacher would be no less a figure than the revered Vaughan Williams. By the time the Second World War broke out, the 25-year-old had graduated from the RCM, been appointed to its cohort of 9professors and was embarking on a parallel career as a composer and organist. Like so many of his generation, he blamed the war for stifling his ambitions – ‘it interrupted everything just as I was getting started’ – before berating the ‘conscientious objector’ Benjamin Britten for ‘fucking off to America and keeping on composing’. At least Dad was spared the front line: having failed a military test due to his defective eyesight, he was despatched to the Royal Army Pay Corps, where he served ‘six years of boredom, sorting out money to pay army personnel’. Amidst his boredom, he managed to direct both the choir at All Saints and my future mum to its altar where, on 3 October 1942, they were married.

         Forty years later, buried amongst a pile of my mum’s teaching music, I stumbled across the manuscript of a piece called Benedictus for violin and organ. I recognised the crystal-clear notation of its composer immediately, along with its handwritten dedication, ‘For Jean, on October 3rd 1942.’ Dad must have composed it for them to play together during their own wedding service, and if ever a piece of music declares eternal love, it is this. Whatever vicissitudes followed, they remained devoted to each other until Dad’s death in 1982. Mum’s howl of ‘NO’ as his coffin disappeared behind the curtains at his funeral said it all.

         Psychologists will tell you that the number of seconds it takes to make a first impression varies from one-tenth of a second to seven seconds. Like the biologists before, they are wrong – my brother Andrew’s impression is instantaneous. He is someone who cannot be reasoned with, who will not take no for an answer and is used to getting his own way, who will sell his own house to back a musical he believes in, who will choose the unlikeliest subjects for his work and bludgeon them through to success, who will not suffer fools nor take bullshit, yet who can be as shy and awkward as our parents 10could be, incredibly loyal to his friends and family and the funniest, most irreverent, company. I have been fortunate – and occasionally unfortunate – to meet and work with some of the most revered composers, conductors, musicians, singers, politicians, academics, sportspeople and more, from many walks of life, but I have never met anyone as restless, as driven, as resilient and as seemingly indestructible as my brother. In short, I love him to bits.

         Given the absence of Mum and Dad, who were invariably out, Gran has to take the lion’s share of blame for Andrew’s habit of getting his own way. My first awareness of his future lordship’s position as ‘leader of the house’ almost certainly concerned his missing socks, or – for purposes of accuracy – missing sock. Routinely mislaid, this abject item of hosiery was forever the cause of crises akin to nuclear war. ‘I’m going to be late’, ‘What have you done with it?’, ‘You hid it on purpose’ and ‘You’ve ruined my career’ were amongst the less hysterical outbursts of impending doom hurled at hapless Gran. Unfazed, she proceeded to redefine the expression ‘beck and call’. Springing to action, she searched high and low, examined each nook and cranny and climbed every mountain, while clucking around him like a besotted mother hen. As soon as the missing sock was discovered, the screaming would subside, the tension would abate and nuclear war was, once again, averted until next morning. Often I wished that once – just once – Gran would tell Andrew where he needed to go, but she never did. Had she done so, the future of musical theatre might never have been the same.

      

   


   
      
         
11
            Chapter 2

            Close Encounters of the Perv Kind

         

         Mum specialised in guiding very young children through their first steps on the piano. She was the go-to teacher for a large swathe of West London kids who would arrive, one by one, at No. 10 for their lessons, occasionally accompanied by a bored-looking dad but most often by a fearsome tigress of a mother, who would insist on listening in – notebook in hand – while Mum valiantly attempted to bridge ‘that awful gap between Dorothy and Chopin’. Daniel Barenboim summed up her predicament best. When I asked him if he got to hear a lot of young prodigies, he replied, ‘No, but I get to meet a lot of parents.’

         It would be nice to report that I helped alleviate Mum’s pains. Instead, I made them worse. She sat me in front of the piano when I was four and I could never get the hang of it. My left and right hands simply wouldn’t work together and my brain was in no mood to help them out because I found it odd to be having lessons from the person I called Mum. Not to be defeated, the tigress part of Mum took me to the Royal Festival Hall to hear one of its regular Saturday morning children’s concerts. The orchestra played The Sorcerer’s Apprentice, and I was riveted by the sight of the cellos. Mum kept distracting me by narrating Disney’s Fantasia version of the 12piece in my ear: ‘Everything’s flooding, Mickey Mouse is trying to mop it all up with a broomstick’, and so on. What are you on? I thought (or whatever five-year-olds think), while my attention remained firmly fixed on the cellos. I thought they looked very natural instruments to play – I could see exactly how the notes were made and how the sound was produced. Just maybe – I thought with growing excitement – if I ask to play one of those, I’ll be allowed to give up that ivory-keyed monster!

         So I persuaded my parents to buy me a cello.

         What arrived was not, much to my disappointment, one of those magnificent things I had seen at the Royal Festival Hall but what – I was told – was definitely the right sort of instrument for a five-year-old to learn on. It was, I later discovered, a tenth-sized cello (only slightly bigger than a big violin), so it was a distinctly disgruntled little boy who sat down to draw his first notes with the bow. But it was good, I liked it and I spent a lot of time playing with my new toy while making quite sure there was no time left to go near the dreaded piano.

         If Mum was the go-to teacher for aspiring pianists, then Alison Dalrymple was her equivalent for budding cellists – Jacqueline du Pré was another of her pupils. As Miss Dalrymple didn’t teach one-to-one, I was enrolled in her beginners’ class. I remember her as a tall, rather formidable lady who had the audacity to complain when I engaged in a sword fight with a fellow pupil. Okay, it was a bow fight: ‘Julian, dear, it’s your precious bow, not a sword!’

         For me, the cello was a hobby and nothing more.

         There was a fair amount of pressure to practise from my mum (but none at all from Dad). Matters came to a head the night before we were about to embark on the family’s annual summer holiday. Mum was insisting I had to take my cello and I was insisting that 13I shouldn’t. Drastic action was required. I took my cello bow out, looked at it lovingly, put it across a chair… and sat on it. Having committed this heinous act, now I had to get away with it. Before the enormity of my crime could sink in, I rushed to Mum clutching the two bits of my bow, one in each hand. ‘Look what’s happened!’ I cried. ‘I just sat on the chair. I forgot my bow was on it and now it’s broken.’ There followed an awful silence, during which I realised that I was just as shocked as she was. As we eyed each other closely, I could tell Mum couldn’t possibly imagine that her little boy had done something quite so dreadful on purpose. I enjoyed our holiday enormously, and any lingering guilt was soon assuaged when my bow returned from the repairers with barely a trace of its terrible accident. Years later I won a Gold Disc with it.

         My schooldays began at the nearby Wetherby School, which Mum had helped to set up the year I was born. Mum’s co-founders were a middle-aged couple named Mr and Mrs Russell. A pre-prep school for boys aged four to eight, Wetherby has, in recent years, become extremely fashionable for introducing education to such short-trousered royals as the Prince of Wales and Prince Harry and such long-trousered future celebs as Hugh Grant. Thankfully, all were spared the long-departed Mr Russell’s penchant for spanking his pupils’ bare bottoms. My best friend was a boy called Paul Morris. Evidently during one lesson we were talking too much, so the form teacher tied our hair in pigtails, rigged us up with ribbons and pronounced us gay. We were six years old.

         After Wetherby came Westminster Under School – another fee-paying all-boys institution, which must have broken my parents’ backs and almost broke mine in another way. Its headmaster was a Mr Campbell, who liked to administer his own unique brand of corporal punishment. This involved taking your pants off, bending 14over in front of him and waiting for him to smash your bum with a cricket bat. Messrs Russell and Campbells’ predilections were the nearest their respective schools came to sex education.

         In a foretaste of my future, at Westminster Under School I was known as Lloyd Webber 2 (Andrew already having nabbed Lloyd Webber 1). Both my best friends, Stephen Benn and Sam Younger, were sons of leading Labour Party politicians. Stephen was the eldest son of the legendary Labour firebrand Anthony ‘Tony’ Wedgwood Benn. Tony Benn had inherited his father’s title, Viscount Stansgate. Through no fault of his own, Stephen became the target of massive abuse from his classmates when his father renounced the title to remain in the House of Commons. Soon after – in a huge public display of hubris – both Stephen and his younger brother Hilary were ceremoniously removed from the fee-paying Under School and sent to their local comprehensive in Holland Park. Given the family’s large townhouse on swanky Holland Park Avenue and their farmhouse in deepest Essex, the boys doubtless experienced a whole new level of bullying at their carefully chosen school.

         Sam Younger was the son of Labour grandee Sir Kenneth Younger, who had held prominent posts under Clement Attlee and Hugh Gaitskell. The Youngers’ London abode was in South Ken’s leafy Clareville Grove; their country bolthole was in fashionable Bosham on the Sussex coast. Between them, the Benn and Younger families could have coined the term ‘champagne socialists’, although this was hardly the fault of their offspring.

         Andrew and I had developed an entire make-believe world which centred around our toy theatre, the Harrington Pavilion. Called ‘The Land’, we populated it with toy soldiers who would travel by trains, boats and even the odd plane if a sufficiently big-time bigwig 15arrived to watch our latest major productions. Constructed out of bricks and wooden blocks, we papered Harrington Pavilion with free fabric samples garnered from the huge Sanderson showroom off Oxford Street. Its staff must have wondered at the enormous amount of decoration going on at Harrington Court. (Ironically, I can’t remember a single room being redecorated during the twenty-two years I lived there.) The Pavilion’s pièce de résistance was its magnificent revolving stage, constructed from an old record turntable, in tribute to ITV’s Sunday Night at the London Palladium. Performances were staged with surprising frequency. Friends, family and unsuspecting guests would be dragged in to hear Andrew’s latest musical while we both chipped in to operate the lighting and ‘cast’ of toy soldiers. There was even a plush crimson curtain.

         When I was ten my Harrington Court playmate suddenly left the roost.

         Andrew had won a scholarship to Westminster School, where he became a weekly boarder. As Mum and Dad were always out, I began to devise solitary hobbies. These mostly involved collecting things which were entirely useless. Probably my most annoying craze was an obsession for threepenny bits, one in a long line of inefficient UK coins (its nearest equivalents in living memory being the halfpenny or 5 pence). Unfortunately for the neighbourhood banks, I discovered that you could buy a large bag of threepenny bits, sift through it for the ‘rare’ ones, then take it back and exchange it for another bag. This I did at regular intervals until I got banned from every bank within at least a two-mile radius.

         I was also determined to ‘collect’ the Underground, which to me meant travelling to every station on the network. The Tube of sixty-plus years ago would be hard for present-day commuters to imagine. To begin with, the layout of the trains was completely 16different. Instead of carriages where everything is visible from one end to the other, there were oblong seats with glass partitions. And there was no CCTV. Thank God what happened to me would be impossible now.

         One afternoon in 1960, during the summer holiday, I decided it would be fun to conquer all the stations on the Piccadilly Line from South Kensington to its easternmost terminus. I got on the front carriage of the train, which turned out to be the most deserted, and sat down opposite a respectable-looking bloke reading a broadsheet. If only my previous close encounters of the perv kind had prepared me for what happened next. I knew nothing at all about sex. I’d been told not to talk to strangers, and especially not to strange men, but I had never been given any reason why. After a few stops I saw the guy opposite was preoccupied with something under his newspaper. I was so scared that I couldn’t move, and I couldn’t see any other passengers in the carriage. I tried as hard as I could to pretend that I hadn’t noticed, but he must have been watching me closely and, sure enough, he soon asked me to sit next to him. So I did. I didn’t know what else to do. He told me to play with him. When I refused, he pulled my head down and forced me to perform what the media loves to call a ‘sex act’. Then he tried to do the same thing to me, but the train was arriving at a crowded platform and he suddenly panicked and ran. I will forever be grateful to Arnos Grove Station.

         I got off at the next stop and caught the first train home. I was still shaking when I arrived. For once, Mum and Dad were both in, and I spilled the beans in graphic detail. I remember Dad, white as a sheet, saying, ‘Christ, that’s really bad.’ I don’t remember Mum speaking at all. I do know they had a massive row about it. They knew they were directly responsible for letting their nine-year-old 17child roam around London on his own. The next day a policeman arrived with an enormous photo album of known paedos. Dad went an even whiter shade of pale because he had an irrational fear of the police. I was handed a well-thumbed book to look through filled with endless mugshots of dodgy-looking weirdos. I remember turning each page dreading the sight of a face I never wanted to see again, yet hoping against hope that he would be there. But my abuser was nowhere to be seen. I wanted him to be caught. I wanted him to be punished. I wanted him to die. Until then, I had lived a happy, carefree life. In little more than half an hour he had destroyed my innocence. But he failed to destroy me.

         For a long while I was in shock. Overnight I became shy and self-conscious. I would blush when introduced to adults and wouldn’t say a word. Although Mum and Dad were understanding and supportive, I found it much easier to talk to Gran. She had suffered her own traumas and had learned the hard way that nightmares do fade with time – especially when you have things to look forward to. 18
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            Chapter 3

            Elvis v. Beethoven

         

         Music teachers are incredibly important, especially at the beginning. They can either turn you on or off an instrument. I hit the jackpot in my third year at the RCM’s Junior Department when, aged eleven, I was allocated a young South African lady as my teacher. Rhuna Martin* was a disarmingly attractive, fun-loving 22-year-old who had recently graduated from the Senior College. Rhuna talked about music, not just technique, which is what I wanted to hear. She started giving me major cello music to play – Bruch’s Kol Nidrei and a Brahms sonata – doubtless far too soon, but I loved it. Then, going way beyond her call of duty, Rhuna took me to hear Pierre Fournier, one of the world’s great cellists, in concert. I had never heard cello playing like it; I didn’t believe it was possible for a cello to sound so beautiful. As well as feeling elated, I felt a bit deflated. ‘He’s wonderful,’ I said to Rhuna, ‘but I’ll never be able to play like that.’ ‘Yes, you will,’ she replied. I didn’t believe her and doubtless she didn’t believe it either, but that night I skipped back home to Harrington Court longing to play my cello.

         Rhuna was giving me the encouragement I needed and we both reaped an immediate reward. Impressed that I’d doubled my 20practice time, she entered me for a prize called the Suggia Gift, named in memory of the famous Portuguese cellist Guilhermina Augusta Xavier de Medim Suggia Carteado Mena (yes, seriously). Suggia (for short) was the subject of history’s most famous portrait of a cellist, painted by Augustus John. Judging the award were two musicians who had known Suggia well: Augustus John’s daughter – the cellist Amaryllis Fleming – and the former cellist turned legendary conductor John Barbirolli. I got the gong. 

         Junior College students were expected to learn a second instrument. Being in no hurry to go near the piano again and noticing that the orchestra was about to perform Haydn’s Military Symphony, I volunteered to play the bass drum – or gran cassa, according to the score – as I quite fancied the idea of banging my own drum. It was placed next to the small drums in the orchestra. Apparently these were called timpani (timps for short) and the timpanist was a much older boy who seemed to find me amusing. Despite the symphony’s nickname, there wasn’t a lot for us to do except talk during the countless bars rest. I didn’t need to count them anyway as the timpanist gave me a prod in the ribs every time I needed to come in. My new friend’s name was John Lill, which elicited a whiff of excitement from Mum when I informed her that ‘I’ve met this boy in the timps’. It transpired that she already knew about the sixteen-year-old, as he was the Junior Department’s star prodigy pianist, only playing percussion for the same reason as me. I was instructed to invite John for lunch one day after college ended at 1 p.m. Mum and John got on like a house on fire with petrol-doused flames. Dad and Andrew seemed equally enamoured, and I felt chuffed that my introduction of someone seven years older than me had gone down quite so well. Little did I realise that the arrival of this future winner 21of the International Tchaikovsky Competition would change my family forever.

         Within weeks, a new routine developed. Every Saturday John had a quick bite at Harrington Court before Mum drove the pair of us to the terraced house in East London where he lived with his parents. By the end of our first trip I was bored by the adult conversation. Far more intriguing were the huge crowds of people pouring down the nearby High Road. What were they doing? Where were they going? The place didn’t look that interesting! The answer to this has given me the greatest joy, the ultimate pain and the only piece of music my brother has written without words. Yes, the seething throngs were on their way to watch Leyton Orient Football Club get thrashed yet again during their one and only season in what is now pretentiously called the Premier League. (Trivial Pursuit question spoiler: ‘In 1962, which club won promotion to the First Division, together with Liverpool?’) The problem was that the Orient’s wealthy owners, Bernie Delfont and the showbiz brothers Lew and Leslie Grade, failed to buy a single player in preparation for the club’s once-in-a-lifetime shot at the big time, preferring ‘to give a chance to the team that got us promoted’ (football speak for not wanting to spend any money). Early season injuries ensured they would struggle. Sure enough, my first match in September 1962 (a 4–2 home defeat by Sheffield Wednesday) saw an already paper-thin squad decimated by yet another terrible injury, this time to their stalwart centre-half, Sid Bishop. Yet the team’s fighting spirit ‘against all odds’ struck a chord with me. My self-imposed life sentence had begun.

         John Lill was certainly an extraordinary talent. Possessed of a phenomenal photographic memory for music, his party trick was 22to look at any piece you put in front of him for a few seconds, then go straight to the piano and play it ‘by heart’. Mum was ecstatic. For the first time in many years she had found another young male talent to obsess over, who – just like Dad – came from a very poor background.

         Mum’s previous musical beau was a singer called Luis. The pair met in 1944 while she was teaching music at a place called the Calpe (Gibraltar) Institute in Lancaster Gate. Luis was a Gibraltarian tenor with a pronounced limp who Mum was convinced would become the next Caruso. In April 2024, I received the following email:

         
            In my role as a curator/researcher at the National Archives, I came across a series of letters from Jean Lloyd Webber to the British Council in a file in our collection. Jean wrote the letters between 1944 and 1948 to the British Council in support of a young Gibraltarian singer, Luis (aka Louis) Gomila, for whom she was seeking a scholarship. We thought Julian might be interested to know about the letters.

         

         I was. Firstly, they reveal Luis’s surname (which no one ever seemed to know), then they demonstrate the extraordinary way Mum went out on a limb to help her protégé. Reading between the lines, Luis wasn’t that good, yet his place in the Lloyd Webber archives remains assured: he was directly responsible for Mimi the Monkey’s arrival at Harrington Court.

         Apologising for arriving late for a lesson at Harrington Court, Dad overheard Luis telling Mum he’d been ‘playing with Mimi’.

         ‘Who on Earth is Mimi?’ Dad enquired, probably hoping he’d found himself a girlfriend.

         ‘She’s the monkey,’ Luis replied with apparent disinterest. ‘The 23Polish sailors in my digs brought her back from Bombay. They’ve got to re-join their ship soon and they need to find a home for her.’

         Even Mum doubted the veracity of Luis’s tale, but Dad insisted, ‘I must see her, let’s go now!’ Operatic repertoire forgotten, the threesome set off for Luis’s bedsit. The sailors were ‘out’, but Mimi was preening herself on top of a curtain rail, chattering at the new arrivals. Dad, predictably, was besotted: ‘I’ll have her, we’ll take her as soon as possible.’ The next morning Luis arrived with a large cage containing Mimi, a harness and a long lead. No one ever met the sailors.

         Unless you count the inside of Dad’s grand piano, Mimi was a long way from house-trained. For once, part of Harrington Court must have smelled even worse than its lift. The poor primate managed (literally) to hang on – until Andrew arrived. Before Mum even realised she was pregnant, Mimi had sensed a rival. While Gran, Dad and Auntie Vi remained unscathed, Mimi started attacking Mum. Soon the reason for her jealousy became clear, making Mimi, in my brother’s own words, ‘the first person to take a dislike to Andrew Lloyd Webber’.

         Following a tearful goodbye at Brighton Zoo, Dad’s beloved simian became a distant, partially cherished memory. But before we leave Mimi and Luis behind, it is worth taking a moment to understand why Mum would have taken a shine to a much lesser musical talent than the man she had married less than two years before.

         The answer lies in the beautiful Benedictus Dad composed for their wedding, which I found still in manuscript, amongst a pile of discarded music. Believing his music to be out of step with the time, Dad simply hid it all away. Worse, he refused to let anyone else – including Mum – try to promote it. Dad’s finest orchestral work, composed in 1948, is undoubtedly Aurora. A musical depiction 24of the goddess of the dawn, it is music that seethes with passion, ebbing and flowing like a great love affair. For once, he decided to send the score to a conductor, Malcolm Sargent. Receiving no reply, he feared the worst and point-blank refused to send any score to any conductor again. Famous maestri like Charles Groves and Neville Marriner – who were his colleagues at the RCM – never realised he had written music until I mentioned it when I was working with them years later. Aurora was performed once, soon after its composition. I still have the old, privately made recording on 78s of this marvellous performance given by an unnamed BBC orchestra under Alexander Gibson. Sometimes, in the middle of the night, I would overhear Dad listening to it, crying his eyes out. When Dad died in October 1982, not one of his compositions had been commercially recorded and any sheet music that had been published was no longer available.

         In 1986, encouraged by film director Ken Russell, Andrew arranged for Aurora to be recorded by the London Philharmonic under Lorin Maazel. It was, according to Edward Greenfield in The Guardian, ‘music as sensuous as any you will find by a British composer’. John Lill remembers my dad as ‘one of the six or seven finest musicians I have ever known’ – some accolade from a musician who could number conductors John Barbirolli, Simon Rattle, André Previn and composer Dmitri Shostakovich amongst his collaborators. Another composer, Malcolm Arnold, told me that when Dad deputised for his regular composition teacher at the Royal College of Music, ‘I learned more in those two lessons than I had in the previous two years.’ Mum was desperate to help her new husband achieve his dream of being a composer. She was infuriated that he was hiding the talent she longed to support. And her passion for helping brilliant young musicians would not be thwarted. 25My own passion for collecting mainly useless things had one exception: my treasure trove of rare cello music, which has proved to be invaluable. While my school friends were collecting cigarette cards, I was recording anything involving a solo cello off the radio – the more obscure the better. My collection of concertos by Dukelsky, Knipper, Pipkov and the like still survives, even if I can’t play the reel-to-reel tapes! The cello was fast becoming the centre of my life, but news that Rhuna Martin was leaving the RCM Junior Department meant I was about to lose my treasured mentor. Who could possibly replace Rhuna? It was Rhuna herself who recommended Douglas Cameron: ‘Julian needs some male influence and Duggie Cameron would be just the right person’.

         Douglas Cameron was a short, red-faced, barrel-shaped old Scotsman. To say he liked a wee dram does the phrase a massive disservice. The trick was to make sure lessons were first thing in the morning when last night’s excesses were beginning to wear off and the new day’s had hardly begun. His whole approach to teaching was based on trying to bring the best out of each individual rather than imposing a rigid style of playing. Whatever they may claim, most performers like their pupils to copy them. If you play a concerto like they do, it’s fine; if you don’t, it isn’t. It was the complete absence of such conceit that made Cameron an outstanding teacher. Duggie had led the Royal Academy of Music’s cello faculty for many years. He was wonderful at guiding students through the core cello repertoire and he didn’t neglect technique either. By the end of our three years I’d survived endless studies by Duport, Piatti and all forty of Popper’s punishing Etudes, better known to cellists as ‘Forty Ways to Get Tendonitis’. Duggie expected a lot from his students, though occasionally his big heart would get the better of him. One day I made the dreadful mistake of fixing a lesson for the afternoon. 26I arrived at his house with some trepidation at 3 p.m., but there was no reply. Finally, after endless ringings of the bell, Duggie lurched to the door in a terrible state. Apparently his previous pupil had asked him whether he thought he was good enough to make it as a soloist. Having drunk even more whisky than usual, he replied that he didn’t think so. I said I thought he had done the kindest thing, but Duggie obviously felt very bad about it. Considerably more whisky flowed throughout my ‘lesson’, during which he fell asleep, woke up with a start, called me Gayle (the name of a charming blonde girl he was teaching at the time) and dozed back off to sleep again. Eventually I gave up, packed my cello and crept out of the house. Duggie and his cellist wife Lilly had a terrific devotion to the cello. I, too, felt the same way about the instrument, and when the time came to leave him I felt very sad. I shall always regard Douglas Cameron as my true teacher.

         Ever since Rhuna Martin had taken me to hear Pierre Fournier I had been grabbing opportunities to hear great cellists playing in London. Yet none had prepared me for the cellist who changed my life: Mstislav Rostropovich. On a cold December evening in 1963 at the Royal Festival Hall I found myself witnessing cello playing that jolted me into believing that I had to become a cellist myself. Within months Rostropovich was back at the Festival Hall for a series of nine concerts, playing thirty different concertos in just four weeks, and I made sure I was in the front row for every one. In his introduction to the series, Rostropovich wrote: ‘The cello has become, in our times, a tribune, an orator, a dramatic hero.’ His words struck an immediate chord within me. They were also a brilliant description of his own playing: he was the great dramatic orator, almost overpowering his audience with the force of his declamations or bewitching it with the sweetest of whispered 27pianissimos. Spurred on by the example of Rostropovich, the inspiration of Douglas Cameron and the growing realisation it was all I had ever wanted to do, I decided to become a cellist.

         The sound of music was changing at Harrington Court. Andrew’s ‘jukebox’ – Elvis, Buddy Holly, the Everly Brothers and the criminally underrated Bobby Vee – was fast becoming sidelined; suddenly I was practising the cello for hours on end and John Lill was monopolising our grand piano with Beethoven and Brahms. It was a pivotal moment in the Lloyd Webber household. Mum and Lill were firmly in the ‘classical’ camp, Andrew wasn’t and Dad – who knows? But which side was I on? Mum was determined to find out – and I was equally determined to wind her up. Fearing that I might opt for the ‘dark side’, Mum posed a pertinent question: ‘Who would you have most liked to meet? Elvis Presley or Beethoven?’ ‘Well,’ I answered in my best Southern drawl, ‘I guess, it would need to be… Elvis.’ Mum wouldn’t speak to me for weeks. 28

         
            * Rhuna Martin was married to the renowned flautist William Bennett.
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            Chapter 4

            Frenemies?

         

         In truth, Mum did not have a lot to worry about. Even though things were supposed to be hotting up for me academically, the cello was fast becoming my life. I had started at University College School – my third and final all-boys establishment – just off the Finchley Road (the school prefers to call it Hampstead). UCS was so popular with North London’s Jewish community that it was rumoured to cap the number of its Jewish students at 40 per cent. I never really understood why I landed up there. UCS certainly wasn’t renowned for its music and it was a fair trek – forty-five minutes each way – from South Ken Station. Later I was told it was because Westminster had Saturday morning school, which meant I could never have made it to Duggie Cameron’s house in time for even a half-sober lesson.

         The maths teacher was a guy called Taffy Phillips, a virtuoso in the art of launching wooden board rubbers with utmost velocity at any pupil who dared to provide a wrong answer; I became equally adept at dodging them. His projectiles smashed numerous holes in the wall behind my desk. Maybe they’re still there? I can’t say I have rushed back to find out. Next came Mr Edwards, the gym teacher, who delighted in rapping his knuckles on his pupils’ foreheads if their shoelaces weren’t tied exactly to his liking. One day, 30after being rapped a tad too hard, one of his charges was carted off to hospital by ambulance. It was the talk of UCS that afternoon. Since we never heard any more about it, we put it down to being just another bad day at the office. Alas, Mr Edwards also doubled as the school’s music teacher. For reasons he never seemed to understand, I showed a reluctance to enrol in the school orchestra, so I never did find out if his penchant for knuckle-rapping extended to playing wrong notes. What exactly is it about fee-paying all-boys schools? Okay, don’t answer, but it’s sad when a few bad times overshadow the good times – and I had plenty of those at UCS. Its boho atmosphere was home from home and the laissez-faire attitude to academic achievement suited me down to the ground. Each day by the time I arrived back home from school I had two options: do my homework or practise the cello. There was only ever one winner. Towards the end of my second year, as my form lurched towards taking its O-levels, pressure began to ratchet up a notch: my English homework had to be in by next morning. It consisted of writing a poem which, come midnight, I hadn’t even started. What to do? Had I even tried to write a poem before? I couldn’t remember. Neither could I remember what it was supposed to be about. Something to do with a young man’s struggles? It seemed appropriate. As the sound of Andrew’s piano wafted down the passage, I suddenly realised that his new lyricist Tim (Tom?) Nice (Rice?) was with him. Surely a lyricist should be able to knock up a quick poem? On cue, he emerged from the room. Impressed by the sight of the tall, blond Adonis standing in front of me, I hesitated for the necessary second.

         ‘Hi, I’m Tim Rice,’ he announced helpfully. ‘You must be Julian – great to meet you!’ 31

         ‘You too!’ I replied. ‘I don’t suppose,’ I faltered, ‘that you might have time to knock up a quick poem?’

         ‘What about?’ Tim enquired reasonably.

         ‘I think it’s about a discontented young man.’

         ‘That’s easy,’ Tim grinned. ‘Give me pen and paper.’

         Five minutes later, ‘my’ homework was ready to hand in. I received a B+ with the comment, ‘Not what I asked for. But a good poem – well done!’

         Meanwhile Mum had been busy negotiating a cheap deal to rent a smaller flat on the same level in the next block. Flat 2a’s balcony backed onto the side window of No. 10. By replacing the window with a door, we would be able to walk across the balcony from one flat to the other. The pretext for this momentous addition to the family’s accommodation was to provide our increasingly frail Gran with a refuge from the bedlam of No. 10. In reality, it also presented Mum with the perfect opportunity to shoehorn John Lill into Harrington Court. A few weeks before Mum struck her deal, Dad was offered the chance to buy a house in nearby Thurloe Place for £4,000. Needless to say, he refused. In 2018 the same house changed hands for nearly £5 million. On the plus side, I’d have needed a new opening for this book.

         The summer of ’66 was a fun time for England. The Beatles were riding high in the charts and its football team was riding its luck in the World Cup. Andrew and I had managed to blag our way into Wembley for both England’s quarter and semi-final games against Argentina and Portugal, but we couldn’t watch the final against Germany together because I had enrolled in a youth orchestra course in Austria. The orchestra’s base was a small village outside Salzburg. One evening after rehearsals, a few of us went on a recce to find 32somewhere to watch the match. There was only one contender: a small bar with a black-and-white TV perched on top of a bookshelf. Are Austrians and Germans ‘frenemies’? If so, the locals proved they could – and would – unite against a common foe. As an entire English youth orchestra piled into the tiny bar moments before kick-off, their expressions were marvellous to behold. We didn’t stay long enough to behold their expressions after the match. I missed being able to watch this milestone in English history with Andrew. The only compensation was my discovery of a sensationally obscure Everly Brothers track – sung in German – on the bar’s jukebox. Before the internet killed the thrill of discovery, I was able to bring Andrew news of something we would enjoy searching for together. My short time with the youth orchestra also led me to two further important discoveries: Sibelius’ First Symphony and the opposite sex. The combination made for a wonderful summer, although the Sibelius proved a lot easier to get the hang of.

         I returned home to a remodelled Harrington Court. Sixty-something Gran was now sharing Flat 2a with two twenty-something boys, and I had moved into her old bedroom at No. 10. This was a definite upgrade. For the first time, I had my own room (my bedroom had always doubled as the family sitting room) and it was off the road, meaning that I could surely sleep better at night. Gran’s new room overlooked the street, but she’d become so hard of hearing that it made no difference. Her new flatmates were John Lill and – fortuitously for Andrew – Tim Rice, who had agreed to pay Mum five pounds a week for the privilege. Gran, John and Tim would all be sharing one bathroom. Although Gran was no prude, both lodgers’ frequent nocturnal visitors might well have given her good reason to be grateful that her hearing was not quite as razor-sharp as it used to be. 33

         The centre of No. 10 remained the drinks cupboard; its surrounding chests and benches were where visitors regularly congregated to sip Dad’s celebrated cocktails. These were so strong that his mixing ice became heavily imbued with alcohol. By the end of an evening, avowed teetotallers – under the impression they’d been drinking iced water – could be seen reeling out of the flat in varying degrees of bewilderment and intoxication. Winter conversations were frequently punctuated by enormous farts from one of the prehistoric gas fires, occasionally at inappropriate moments but usually at appropriate ones.

         For me, these were the best times at Harrington Court. It had a crazy, hothouse atmosphere populated with gifted, strong-willed characters drifting in and out whenever they pleased. The resulting cacophony did not always please the neighbours, one of whom accosted Tim Rice. ‘That noise,’ the neighbour moaned, ‘that bloody oboe thing. Can’t you stop it, just for one evening?’ Tim promised he would. As soon as I got back from school, Tim was lying in wait.

         ‘How’s your oboe going?’ he enquired gleefully.

         ‘The what?’

         ‘You know, that bloody oboe thing.’

         From that day on, ‘How’s the oboe?’ has been Tim’s standard greeting for me.

         Dad must have had some feedback too, especially when I briefly contemplated learning the trumpet as a second study. Pleased at having acquired a discarded instrument from school, one day I was shocked to discover it missing from its customary place of rest under the piano.

         ‘Where’s my trumpet, Mum?’ I enquired.

         ‘Oh, I think Dad sold it to one of his students,’ came her reply.

         Although Andrew resented the arrival of a newly minted elder 34brother, he got on well with John Lill. There were numerous jokes and lots of laughter. Even the BBC’s famously sedate Third Programme could cause amusement. My ongoing scrutiny of Radio Times for broadcasts of obscure cello concertos had revealed an upcoming performance of a work by Johann Fux. The Third Programme’s announcers were a select breed, carefully chosen for their perfect enunciation. There was fruity-voiced Patricia Hughes, mellifluous-toned Cormac Rigby and the always urbane Tom Crowe. Reel-to-reel tape recorder at the ready, we waited agog to hear which one would be given the task of pronouncing the seldom-heard Fux? It fell to Crowe, who didn’t disappoint: ‘And now we come to a work by the Austrian composer Johann Fucks, er, Fooks.’ Disbelievers should know I still have the tape. Unfortunately we missed his equally droll announcement of a short work by Ludvig Schytte: ‘And now for a little piece of Schytte.’ I did, however, capture his back announcement following a relay of Donald Tovey’s interminable Cello Concerto, which clocks in at nearly one hour: ‘I am sorry there was a short break during the transmission, but I can assure you that you didn’t miss much.’ What a shame Crowe didn’t live long enough to play his part in the long-overdue revival of music by the German composer Carl Kuntze.

         In years to come, if interviewers asked me when was the happiest time of my life, I would reply, ‘When I was sixteen.’ Why? First, it was the year I left school. Second, it was the year I spent nearly every day practising at home. Third, it was the year my rigorous routine produced visible results. I was euphoric on the day I walked out of school for the very last time – I felt like I’d escaped from prison. For me, school was the place that kept me away from my cello. The decision not to continue with further education was scary, but it gave me the chance to catch up with instrumentalists from 35the specialist music schools who had been practising many more hours each day. Next came the tangible results. In place of A-levels, I needed something to aim at. I decided to enter for the Royal College of Music’s performance diploma. Under Duggie Cameron’s expert tuition, I passed, which meant I’d effectively graduated before going to college. Dad had always made it clear that once Andrew and I had left school there would be no handouts. We could remain at Harrington Court, but we had to pay our own way. He also advised us against entering the music profession ‘unless there is absolutely nothing else you can do’. This might seem perverse from someone who had not only been a musician his entire life but was director of a music college to boot. His reasoning was that music is such a tough profession that only those prepared to ignore such advice will succeed.

         There was no direct pressure to work hard at Harrington Court. Its occupants were so driven that expectations of excellence were the norm and achievement was the never-stated aim. I didn’t need the threat of not being able to go to music college unless I got a scholarship: it was assumed I would get one. I entered for two conservatoires in London: the Royal College and the Royal Academy. Both auditions would be held in March 1968, a few weeks before my seventeenth birthday. I chose the music carefully: the first movement of the Shostakovich First Concerto (to showcase power and technique) and the slow movement of Boccherini’s Concerto in Bb (to highlight musicianship). The Academy came first, and it was arguably the harder scholarship to win as there was only one for cello. The adjudicator was Florence Hooton, a fabled British cellist who had premiered several important works by British composers including Frank Bridge’s Concerto Elegiaco (Oration). At the time I had no idea how hard the professors competed amongst each other 36to get the best students. Hooton was new to the Academy’s cello faculty, which was led by Duggie Cameron. She had studied with Duggie herself (she must have been one of his very first pupils) and would have known he would continue to teach me if I went to the Academy. In spite of this, Hooton awarded me the scholarship, for which I was always grateful.

         Now I had a dilemma. The College’s scholarship was a few weeks later, but if I stalled too long the Academy might withdraw theirs. I can’t remember what story I concocted, but its offer was still on the table when I set off for the College. At the RCM there were a set number of scholarships to be shared out amongst different instruments, which made it possible for more than one cellist to be chosen. The panel of three was really there to sift through the entrants. If they thought you were good enough to be considered for a scholarship, they sent you downstairs to play to the director, Sir Keith Falkner, who would make the final decision. I was relieved to be despatched to his study. Falkner was known as one of the great British baritones of the interwar years. Tall, white-haired and distinguished, he cut an imposing figure. I felt distinctly nervous as I sat down to play my Shostakovich and Boccherini for the second time in an hour, especially as I had a feeling the Shostakovich might not be Falkner’s cup of tea. I also knew Dad would much prefer me to go to his alma mater. As I came to the end of the Boccherini, there was a knock on the door. ‘Nadia Boulanger’s here to see you, Sir Keith,’ announced a disembodied voice. Here was a name I knew, but I wasn’t sure why. An elderly, grey-haired lady shuffled into the room. ‘Nadia, how lovely to see you,’ said Falkner. ‘There’s someone I’d like you to hear.’ As I looked around the room to see if I’d missed anybody hiding in a corner, Sir Keith continued, ‘Julian, which piece would you like to play to Miss Boulanger, 37the Shostakovich or Boccherini?’ Instinct told me to plump for the Boccherini, so I began the beautiful, slow movement for the third time in an hour. At the end both Sir Keith and the elderly lady bade me goodbye and I left the room wondering what all that had been about. Was it a good or a bad sign? Knowing what I do now about examination protocol, it was a cast-iron thumbs up. Soon after, a small crowd surged towards the director’s board to see a little piece of paper being pinned up that listed the names of scholarship winners for 1968. Thank God mine was on it! Somehow my cello case felt a lot lighter as I set off down Exhibition Road to Harrington Court. Two full scholarships at the best of Britain’s music colleges to choose between! I felt on top of the world and couldn’t wait to tell my nearest and dearest. Only Gran was home but, one by one, the good news filtered through to the rest of Harrington Court’s menagerie. That night Dad’s cocktails packed an even greater punch and I slept as well as I’d ever done, apart from a hazy dream about an elderly, grey-haired lady. 38

      

   

OEBPS/images/9781837360666_cover_epub.jpg
ARROWS

“Captivating” “Disarming”





OEBPS/images/title_online.jpg
JULIAN
LLOYD WEBBER

BOWS AND
ARROWS

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY

Biteback Publishing





