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Chapter One

Uxbridge Road, 1990s

Beirutsbridge Road, he called it. This neighbourhood! Between charming Holland Park and its neighbour Shepherd’s Bush there is a difference in life-expectancy of eight years. A six-foot woman pushing a buggy yells ‘I’ve got my child wiv me ’ave some fuckin’ respect’ at me for no reason I can imagine, unless it’s that I’m wearing only one blue paper flipflop following a pedicure-related broken-blue-paper-flipflop incident. Then a big West Indian man comes towards me, with a tiny Thai man trying to pat his – the big man’s – back and wipe something off his – the big man’s – front at the same time, both of them giggling. A scrawny pasty-faced undertaker in his frock coat walks by, swigging Diet Coke from a bottle. A tiny pregnant person who says she’s Greek but I’m not sure she is wants some money, so I give her some and direct her to the Greek church, but I don’t think she understands. An old Spanish man informs me that he’s seventy-one; I say Happy Birthday, he howls with laughter and says ‘Happy New Year!’ There are giant yellow tubes piled up all down the middle of the road. A barefoot man goes by on crutches, his feet swollen and dry and sad; he gives me a glance of barefoot complicity, but mine are bare out of vanity, not need. I wanted to get home, but I didn’t want the nail polish to smudge. It’s Dickensian. A barefoot man on crutches.

Always, walking down this road, heading west from the Tube station to the street where I have lived for twenty-five years, to the house where he had so often pitched up over the decades, and kind of lived with me for ten years, I look for Robert: leaning in the doorway of Paolo’s cafe, beaky nose, skinny legs, having a cigarette; coming out of Jay’s newsagent, hobbling across the road from the Nepalese restaurant popularly known as the Office, in the brown velvet-collared tweed coat I gave him after he left the dark blue one on the train to Wigan; or the old leather jacket, or the new old leather jacket, in his jazz-cat hat, hunched like a grey heron at the edge of the city street, being liminal, looking about him, in the rain, or the sunshine, perhaps sitting outside a cafe, newspaper, cigarettes, espresso, pencil, sketches of a melody in the margins of the sports section. In later days, glasses, and crutches, or the two ugly black walking sticks with ergonomic handles shaped like bones.

In his youth he was beautiful like an off-duty Bowie – skinny, pale, romantic-looking, naughty, with something fugitive about him; he was always about to leave. In maturity, a craggy battered face, Northern, a big bent nose, a small chin, no eyebrows to speak of, cheekbones, a broad brow, small scar to the left, brown to grey hair tending to the fine and fluffy unless smoothed back, from which it benefitted, plenty of it, usually either too long or too short, always badly cut, because I did it, because he wouldn’t go to the barber. Widow’s peak. A bashed pale mouth, thin lips, curled in some sardonic look often enough. Big flat English ears. Beardwise, kind of bald on one side, a bit goatee-ish on the other; a wiry moustache which could have been elegant with the slightest bit of care. The odd pockmark. Glasses – whoever’s, it didn’t matter much. A bit Ted Hughes, a bit Samuel Beckett. All crag and stoop. Eyes? Yes, he had eyes. They were blue, and much clearer than they had a right to be. I may come back to them. Right now they are staring at me from various photographs, and, writing this, I see him looking at me, and my tears come up again and I need to go and rail against horrid fortune which made him as he was and not just a tiny bit different.

I see him, sometimes, in the criss-crossing currents of people. But he is not there. 


Chapter Two

Primrose Hill, Wigan, Oxford, Battersea, 1982

I know for a fact which balcony it was. It has grown mythical in my mind: the balcony on to which he invited me, where he first kissed me, though I can’t actually remember the first kiss. But I remember the thrill of him wanting me to go out there with him. First floor, overlooking the park, leaves – plane trees? A very London balcony, as seen on the first floors of many handsome white stucco London houses of the mid nineteenth century.

It was our mutual friend Emma’s party, in a first-floor sitting room with long windows. We were twenty-two, twenty-three, at the stage where you go to parties in flocks, losing and gaining companions in the course of the night. I recall it being crowded, glamorous, noisy. I recall my little thrill at the sight of him.

I’d met him before. The first time was on a staircase in an Oxford college in 1976. We were going in and he was coming out. (‘We’ was me, my childhood friend Tallulah and her calm, amiable law-student boyfriend Simon, who we were visiting, and whose new friend Robert was.) I, a born, bred and dedicated Londoner, had never met a Northerner before, never heard gravelly basso profundo Wigan profanities coming out of a skinny whiplash chips-and-lemonade body. An old cricket blazer of some kind hung off him; clearly not his. He had that romantic demeanour of consumptive turn-of-the-century sleeplessness and intense energy – what my father called ‘pale and interesting’ (I was more pink and interested). He was gorgeous, incandescent. And leaving. He may return. Please return was my only thought.

He did return. He was at an upright piano between two windows, playing – Chopin? Debussy? People piped down. Girls were leaning over him. With my usual instinct to avoid what was attracting me, I went to the other end of the room and stood looking cross with my back to the wall. Oh, I knew how to let a chap know I liked the cut of his jib. And I listened. As someone said years later, ‘It was different when Robert played.’ It was. He was mesmerising. And he knew it, and he used it, and he was not comfortable with it.

People talked about him. He’d won his place to read music at Magdalen from Wigan Comprehensive (formerly Wigan Grammar) at the age of sixteen. (I, a day older than him, had only just passed my O-levels.) By seventeen he was a demy, a half-Fellow – this is a form of scholarship for ‘poor scholars of good morals and dispositions fully equipped for study’. Previous incumbents included Oscar Wilde and Lawrence of Arabia. By his third year he was teaching the first years, and he graduated at nineteen with a double first, twice as good as the normal and tragically insubstantial single first, which was clearly not good enough for him. He’d got Ds in his two other A-levels, French and German, and had massive streaks of ignorance about everyday subjects. Two highly knowledgeable musicians recently – and separately mistook a tape of the young Robert playing for Arthur Rubinstein.

Child prodigy? Massive over-achiever? Cultural cliché? Chippy Northerner? Workaholic artist? All of the above?

‘There’s no fuckin’ frites on my épaule,’ he said.

There was a song he used to sing:

‘We’re dirty and we’re smelly,

We come from Scholes and Whelley,

We can’t afford a telly,

We’re Wigan Rugby League, diddley de dum OI OI.’

He would do it in broad Wigan – ‘We coom fro Scerls’n’Welli’ – or, for variety, in a posh, southern, actor-y manner: ‘We come from Scales, end Welleh, we carn’t, afford, a telleh …’ Alongside his exceptional ability on the piano, it made an amusingly ambiguous impression. No Brit is left untouched by the terrible four – class, geography, money, education – and there was an assumption among Oxbridge undergraduates at that time that Northern = working class. The niceties of ‘Rough’ v ‘Respectable’ working class, or respectable working class v lower middle class, were pretty irrelevant in that world. It all counted as Not Posh. Sometimes when posh people realised Robert wasn’t entirely working class they would say he pretended to be, and resent him for it, when in fact it had been their own presumption in the first place. Once, for a week, he made a conscious effort to get rid of his accent. Then he realised people noticed him because of it, and that as long as he could put up with the mockery it was actually an advantage. People whose class is unexpected can get away with things. They can be seen by the class they are arriving in as somehow superior, gifted with knowledge from the other side. It can work well for intelligent, socially mobile working-class boys: their strangeness confers a powerful status – which in turn contributes to the anxiety of the uprooted, those who by being socially mobile become psychologically divided.

In his uncomfortable, nervy move south and up, Robert did sacrifice pronouncing book to rhyme with fluke. In Wigan once, a cabbie taking him home from the station wouldn’t believe he was from there, saying ‘Ner, yer not’ as Robert, upset, insisted. Meanwhile in Oxford and London he remained the most Northern thing anyone had ever seen. He never rescinded his Northern passport, preached the gospel of rugby league daily (and interminably), and replaced bath-to-rhyme-with-hath not with bath-to-rhyme-with-hearth but with, every time he used the word, a piss-takingly long, self-aware and scornful barrrrth. He couldn’t use the word ‘dinner’ without either a sarcastic accent or a short monologue on why he wasn’t saying ‘tea’. People were often accused of mitherin’ and maulin’ him. Checking there was enough cash for an outing, he’d say ‘As geet caio?’, a usage so arcane I doubt there’s a Wiganer alive now who’d use it other than in nostalgia and irony. But then those two never quite sorted out their differences in Robert’s first-in-the-family-to-go-to-university heart.

His was not a childhood of clogs and tinned food – they had a piano, records, laminated recipe cards – but he was familiar with factory sirens and rough lads and the River Douglas – the Dougie – running a different colour on different days of the week because of the dyes. He loved Les Dawson and explained to me the source of his silent exaggerated mouthing: the ‘mee-maw’ that women working the mills would use to make themselves understood over the sound of the machinery. And he reserved a lifelong interest in people who, like him, made the risky, lonely leap of class: David Hockney, Alan Bennett, Jeanette Winterson, Keith Waterhouse, Victoria Wood, Dennis Potter. Especially if they were drinkers: Dudley Moore, Richard Burton, George Best, Gazza.

At Oxford, with people he didn’t know well, who all seemed to sound like the BBC and wear Eton ties, he felt he had to assert himself to be noticed. He didn’t like to be ignored. He wanted to experience everything at once, to lead a life as intense as it could be, to go to bed with as many women as possible, see everything, do everything. ‘It’s what you do in these sorts of moods that gets you a bad reputation,’ he said to a friend who wrote a profile of him for a student magazine. ‘And when I’m in one of them I really revel in my reputation.’ But he also wanted an introverted life, writing music, reading, with a real relationship, warm and secure and emotional. Then, he said, he despised his other self for sleeping anywhere, and putting up a huge facade. He was really a romantic. ‘Just one note,’ he said, ‘a particular chord, can give me an incredible sense of, well, it can’t be nostalgia, because it’s not for anything in the past. I suppose it’s more like nostalgia for another world …’

Robert was very popular. His legends abounded: the time his tutor popped in to see him, and a naked girl was playing his piano. The occasion when a scorned admirer – male – dropped an empty champagne bottle from a high window, just missing Robert’s head – Robert was convinced it was a murder attempt. The pissing in the sink so often it had to be removed, whereupon he just pissed out of the window. The Dean of Music calling in to wake him every day around noon. The dancing naked on the lawns; the streak across the river during an Eights Week boat race, pursued by loud-hailing patrol boats. And, as a female friend said years later: ‘He slept with everyone except me and Benazir Bhutto.’

People mooned over him. I’m not bloody mooning over you, I thought. So proud! I longed to moon over him. I was SO romantic, and the only thing I was more so than romantic was proud. And of course I found him SO romantic, and so of course, because I was seventeen, He Must Never Know. Also, I was narked about him being two years ahead of me academically, though a day younger, and fully state-educated where I was only half, which to my mind gave him a cracking moral advantage. I went from a posh Lefty West London home – ‘don’t say pardon, say what’ – to a state primary – ‘don’t say what, say pardon’ – and then to the kind of highly academic girls’ private school which told us that we were better than everybody else. Some of my coevals took this as read, and are currently running the world; those who knew it not to be true tended to slump to the polar opposite and believe themselves to be worse than everybody else, and certainly Not Good Enough, hence the prevalence of drugs and eating disorders among pupils at those places; or, in my case, a mildly dysmorphic conviction of my own fatness, and cider. I grew up drenched in all that should have made me feel at home when I went to university at Cambridge, from accents to architecture, yet found myself bemused, class- and location-wise. Three thick card invitations in the same envelope, to a ‘dinner party’, a ‘dance’ and a ‘house party’, all from names I didn’t recognise, on the same night, at different addresses, in Hampshire where I had never been – what was this? I quietly asked a country-gentry type I knew. He sneered at me, for ‘faux naivety’ and ‘inverted snobbery’, for, as he saw it, pretending not to know. But I didn’t know. In London, at nineteen, dinner was a doner kebab on the night bus; if you stayed over after a party it was because you fell asleep on someone’s sofa. Being sneered at by someone who considered himself my social superior was … educative.

*

At Emma’s, I remember a long sofa against the wall; sitting on it with him being, as we later called it, Lockharted – being tested and chauved (a Wigan verb, meaning to wind someone up), regaled and assaulted with a barrage of combative and contrary wit, filthy flirtation and intense, wilfully polysyllabic musical erudition which made strong men weak and weak girls melt – and some people, of course, sidle off in bemusement and/or disgust. Gesualdo’s duel, Schubert’s syphilis, my bra strap, Bill Evans, more wine, Red Garland, Singapore laksa, Argerich’s rubato … He was a centre towards which things spun. So when you’re on the sofa with him, the focus of him, getting all of it, the intensity, immediacy, challenging, drinking, smoking, the you – here – now. I want yer – there was a tendency to go ‘Whoa!’ and fall into the tidal wave.

Seeing myself as fat and not what boys wanted, I drank too much and had had my heart severely broken at university. I wasn’t stupid, but I was dismally blind when it came to reading men’s intentions towards me: I got into situations. It was still, just, the era of ‘men’ and ‘girls’. I did agency work (security guard, catering, tea-lady in a parking meter factory) and lived in a squat and wanted to be a writer but I had nothing to say on paper and I knew it. I was frustrated and not good at going after what I wanted. I knew exactly how lucky I was, and I suffered the paralysis which can affect intelligent posh girls, saying to them ‘You have been given so much; you with your education and your stable family and your prosperity and your accent, seriously, you’re asking for more?’ I thought to be loved you just lived your life until someone turned up and loved you. I did actually think, like Shakespeare’s Helena, that we cannot fight for love, as men may do; we should be woo’d, and were not made to woo. It didn’t occur to me to go out and get them. Quite often I stayed in bed reading because it was easier. Looking back at me, I might say I was depressed. Emotions were extreme.

That night, he made me laugh so much. The cutting through the crap – he wouldn’t just cut to the chase, he would cut to three chases at once, going too far too fast in all directions and assuming that everyone else wanted to go there too. Which I did. He seemed to carry a kind of truth within him, an honesty beyond that of less intense people. This he never lost. Anyway, we went on to the balcony, and later we went back in a cab to the cheerful little house I lived in. A cab! I was the posh one, but I couldn’t afford cabs. We stopped on the way at a kebab shop on Queenstown Road, and Robert kept the taxi waiting. There was a group of skinheads at the back: Ben Shermans, Doc Martens, overhead strip lighting. They made Robert nervous, but it was me they laughed at, with my very long hair – ‘Oi, skin’ead!’ they yelled at me.

I remember that the wall between my bedroom and the back room was half dismantled; I’d taken down the plasterboard and the strips of lath, leaving only the wooden struts, which I used as a kind of tiny unsatisfactory shelving system. I had a single bed. I remember he was very thin, and the sex was revelatory.

He left the next afternoon, and vanished off the face of my earth. I remember I was hurt and mortified. For months. I did not understand – and still don’t – how a brilliant night with someone could possibly not lead to wanting another brilliant night with them, and another, and another. Seriously, why? I didn’t understand how you could do all that together, and then – nothing. It made me a fool and him a bastard. I hated being a fool and I hated him being a bastard.

Many years later, we discussed it. He said, ‘You could have rung me. You’re a feminist.’ But girls didn’t ring men in those days. Even educated feminist London girls. Politics was all very well, fear of rejection was something else. And there were none of the modern alternatives – a Facebook friending or a witty little tagged snap on Instagram of something of mutual interest. The telephone was all you had. Or a letter, but Christ, a letter! The permanence! No, it was the telephone or nothing, and that meant the possibility of having to talk to his mother, or his flatmate, or, if you did get hold of him, of the embarrassed silence. Boys, of course, had to face this great compounding pyramid of potential embarrassment all the time. (There was a sub-clause whereby if a girl was more attractive than the man she was allowed to ring, as long as she was prepared to take the risk that as the man was less attractive, he might be over-awed, or as we called it, ‘scared of you’. But this never worked in practice, because then as now most girls thought themselves unattractive, and even if they didn’t they weren’t allowed to admit it, for fear of being labelled ‘full of herself’. No, ringing a man you fancied meant you were desperate.)

We – girls – well, I – believed that the boys knew what they were doing. I believed they had thought about it, and were doing it on purpose. I assumed they had all the power. By assuming that, I actually gave them all the power. I didn’t learn that for another twenty-odd years. I wish I had rung him. Everything might have been different. But no. I sentenced myself to a ludicrous punishment: burn with desire, and keep quiet about it.

‘What would you have done if I’d rung you?’ I asked.

‘I’d’ve loved it,’ he said. ‘I’d’ve been flattered.’

‘But why didn’t you ring me?’

‘Because I was a little twat.’

*

Many years later, in Primrose Hill with Emma, she pointed out the flat where she used to live. It was on a different street. It didn’t look out over Primrose Hill. It had no balcony.

I pointed out the balcony I remembered, a few streets away. She had never been in that building.

But I remember. There had been a brightly patterned rug hanging on the wall on the left as you went in; reds and oranges.

‘Hm.’ She looked doubtful. Neither of us knew if we remembered or not.

And then in November 2015, poking around in my own past for structure for this book, I found this. (The previous entry ended: ‘I’m going celibate’.)

From my notebook: 20 December 1982:

Friday night to a party full of precious hunch-shouldered Oxford boys working on modern TV channels.

‘Oh goody,’ Emma cries, ‘my pianist has arrived. Such a shame we don’t have a piano.’

‘Who is your pianist?’ I enquire.

‘Oh he’s wonderful, he comes from Wigan and he’s …’ Rob Lockhart, of course. Who was being his usual sweet dirty charming self, uttering his usual friendly lascivious greetings. ‘One of these days someone is going to take you seriously,’ I say.

‘I wish you would,’ he replies.

‘OK, I do.’

‘What, now?’ he says.

‘Perhaps a little later,’ I suggest.

‘Excellent!’ he says.

And so we check up on each other periodically and then run off up Primrose Hill in the frost and kiss in a most fourteen-year-old haze of clothes and cold and party smells. He slips one shoulder out of my clothes and kisses my throat, and we run down the hill and into a taxi and take the piss out of each other all the way to the Queenstown Road.

‘I’ve changed my mind,’ he says. ‘You see I went off the pill last week and I’ve got my period.’ (True of me, but not of him.) ‘And I’ve just broken up with someone and I’m still very depressed about it …’ We bought kebabs and chocolate among the skinheads. ‘But could you bear to wake up to this face on the pillow tomorrow morning, or will it be just one of the worst figments of your hangover?’ And all through, the feeling that we don’t have to do anything, we’re just mucking about together.

At home he played and I sang Cole Porter, drank tea, I went to the loo, he hopped into bed. I grew a little shy as we sobered up, towards three. ‘Are you going to sit there and read me a bedtime story and then creep off somewhere else?’ he asked. Nope.

I rang Tallulah today as I felt she ought to know. ‘Well one of us had to before he lost his looks,’ she said. ‘Was he good?’

‘Yes.’

‘I thought he would be.’

He was. It was. Complete and revitalising and full and bloody nice. Literally, actually – ‘I’ve bled all over everything, oh dear,’ I say.

‘Sooner you than me,’ he says. ‘You’re meant to. I don’t mind if you don’t.’

In the morning he said, ‘Well, what do you reckon to the face then – weedy, anaemic, pathetic …’

The house, including Claude looking for socks, Rory looking for Kevin, Kevin looking for gas fittings to build the bathroom with, came and went about their business. We got up around five, knowing that as a one-night-stand we couldn’t push it to the second night, but could make the first last as long as possible. He slept very very deep, very long, very quiet. Hardworking boy. Talking about music, first and last. ‘What’s the point of music? I’ll tell yer. Order from chaos. You don’t know where you’re being taken. But when you get there, it’s all all right. Of course it’s not so effective if there’s not an interesting route taken, enough chaos on

























Appendices

From ROBERT’S REHAB PAPERS

The Life and Times of Robert Lockhart

Clouds, Autumn 2005

Born Wigan, Lancs, 1959. Only child. My parents, John and Pat, were deemed to be a glamorous couple in their lower middle class (for want of a better term) milieu. He a travelling salesman with a souped-up Ford Anglia, she a hairdresser. Not quite Elizabeth Taylor and Richard Burton but never mind. Especially ‘not quite’ on the drinking front (ie no history of alcoholism in the family). I was a relatively happy child, successful academically and at sport, plenty friends … My father was having an affair by the time I was about six, with Lily Glinka, a Russian secretary who was afraid of the wind … and who was anorexic (sp?) I think he was attracted by the ‘victim’ syndrome. At that age obviously oblivious I didn’t think it odd that he often got home from ‘work’ at ten pm. My mother found out, and when he was on his next affair I found out about that one too. About age eight I was frequently woken by my parents arguing in their bedroom late into the night. This went on for about four years. My mother’s attitude was to protect me but eventually she succumbed to an affair herself. He died two years later of diabetes. The next man later became her second husband. My father lost his job. I had changed schools – going to the local grammar (later becoming a comprehensive) – and had the dilemma of whether to stay with my mother at home or go to my paternal grandparents with my father. I left with my father to live with my grandparents – sharing a single bed with him. Particularly unpleasant were his seemingly nicotine-stained elephant-tusk-like toenails. I became somewhat estranged from my mum. I think it was that my father and I had more in common, not necessarily that I loved him more. I went back to my mother but the presence of my future stepfather drove me back to my father and grandparents. This scenario happened again, which must have had an unsettling effect. On the surface things were OK – still good academically – made the under-13s 100m and triple jump and sufficiently advanced to go to music college junior school in Manchester on Saturday mornings. This coincided with an influx of rough lads who beat the shit out of us supposedly posh grammar-school boys. I escaped punishment despite being a prime target as a classical pianist (one is automatically a ‘puffter’) because I had played for Wigan Rugby League schoolboys which even at that age was a sport for hard lads – but because I was studying the piano sadly had to stop due to the high risk of breaking fingers.

At the junior music college I finally met some peers with whom I had more in common. Sport went downhill, I became more isolated except for Saturdays. This was a period of sexual awakening – not easy when you only see each other weekly. Later I met a senior student – a very mature lady – she was 19. I was deflowered. It lasted six weeks and was my first experience of being emotionally devastated.

My parents had divorced. Dad met my future stepmother, later they got married on the same day as my mother (a total coincidence). My dad and Kath bought a house – I moved in. With one or two exceptions – a quick slug from a whisky bottle when I was young, drinking 1/2 bottle of repulsive sweet sherry on Christmas day when I was twelve and vomiting in the back seat of the car all over my grandmother’s best hat – alcohol did not play a role in my life. Aged 15 there was the odd semi-drunken episode at the odd disco.

I didn’t like my stepmother, but thinking back it must have been very difficult to deal with a precocious, wilful teenager. I met Alex, whose parents had emigrated to America, leaving her homeless. I wanted her to come and stay, my father’s response being ‘do you want a red light outside the house?’ What a hypocritical bastard, pathetic unthinking double standards. After what I’d witnessed with his relationships, perhaps a touch more sympathy, a touch more understanding, might have been appropriate.

When I was 17 I went down south to college – Alex and I sort of sustained the relationship for a year and a half – with numerous infidelities along the way – and then she went to live in LA. I felt totally bereft.

College was very difficult at first, trying to fit in with largely posh people. But I began to make friends and in the end had a good time, despite developing what is now called compulsive-obsessive disorder. Alcohol played a bigger role socially but was not a major issue. I had two relationships there, one with Beth – now a good friend. She was my first real love but I couldn’t stand her one infidelity and like a typical male hypocrite dumped her. Biggest mistake of my life.

I went to London to study piano as a postgraduate for three years – and later took it up professionally. I taught at my first college and played cocktail jazz in wine-bars to support myself. I looked after myself, I was very busy. Still alcohol did not play a significant role. I worked hard, had a lovely new girlfriend, life was good – until my mother from whom I had become estranged died when I was 25. She was 52. She’d had breast cancer before but this time it was the liver. They didn’t spot it soon enough, thinking it to be hepatitis. Seeing her dying – looking aged 80, deaf, blind, incontinent – was probably the most disturbing moment of my life. Professionals always focus on this event as pivotal in terms of the beginning of my alcoholism. Admittedly I did drink 1/2 a bottle of whisky before the funeral, but it’s not as if I continued like that. Thankfully I didn’t embarrass myself but I think that might have been the pivotal moment of change.

Then on it was a gradual, imperceptible, sneaky evolution I think – more pronounced in my early thirties onwards. By this time I had retired prematurely from playing the piano and started writing music for radio and TV, later also in theatre, films and jingles. Big pressure, scary deadlines, but I didn’t have to be on stage so therefore I could drink. That world was brimming with booze and it became a habit. I could write whilst drinking – at first not drinking before 6 or 7 pm, later the odd one at lunch and later (about five years ago) a straightener – a brandy in my coffee – in the morning – then more in the morning (about two years ago). Sometimes I had to drink to get rid of writers block. It worked. That’s the alarming and frightening thing. I was now a full-blown functioning alcoholic.

In the early 80s I lived with Lisette for 7 years – we split up 4 times. By this time, still thinking that booze was a laugh, I was overdoing it. Sex became a preoccupation, fuelled by booze. Alcohol was the mainstay. I gained a reputation as a party boy, late nights or rather early mornings, one-night-stands, short affairs, telephone sex, any sex. Low stuff. Stuff that embarrasses me now. Stuff that I could never contemplate doing. Ever. I eventually got involved with someone a lot younger in Notting Hill. We both drank a lot, with her on drugs also. I went to work in Dublin – not great for a budding alcoholic – but at least away from west London temptations. I met Emer, who was an editor on a doc for which I wrote the music. Funny, bright, talented, good skydiver and beautiful. She was an entirely different proposition. She didn’t smoke or drink, hated drugs. I wanted her to come to London where she frequently worked. She wanted me to stay in Dublin where I infrequently worked. I went back to London, she stayed in Dublin. Very sad.

This stage was getting heavyish: 1/4 bottle of vodka a day + lots of booze with lunch and dinner. So trust me to marry. [NB His marriage was a few years after breaking up with Emer.] I got married pissed and got divorced very sober. The good thing to come out of this was a beautiful son, who is now nearly 7. I was less than perfect. I did love her. I didn’t see my son for a while due to being pissed all the time but recently have seen him a lot. I go to their house to pick him up; kiss her on the cheek, shake her husband’s hand. I think she finds this perplexing! – I take a deep breath. I’m doing it for my son. He’s more important.

A year later I moved in with Anna. Most time was spent in the pub. Naturally my career deteriorated. Alcohol destroyed us. She would criticise my drinking while drunk which is no way to conduct a relationship.

On arriving back in London I stayed with an old friend Louisa [then] found a one-bed flat to rent. Louisa I can never thank enough for her support. I drank less and less and we got together, have now been for 3 1/2 years and we still sort of are, but the odd three-hour visit here cannot resolve much.

I have caused trouble courtesy of the booze. I would go to the shops for supposedly fags and newspaper but in a phone-box would pour a 1/4 of vodka into a half-full bottle of 7-up, fully equipped with the tools of the trade: extra strong mints, chewing gum, toothbrush, toothpaste. It must have been a strange sight seeing someone clean their teeth whilst pretending to listen to someone on the phone. However an equally big problem was Louisa’s daughter, then aged 9. Things have improved but the young woman she is now rapidly and alarmingly becoming resents me for taking her mother away and seeing me never aggressive or violent but palpably pissed.

The booze antics I got away with for a while but when I broke my ankle in 3 places – the leg was nearly amputated below the knee – Louisa got keys to my flat which she had never visited. This was no bachelor pad. It was a disgusting shit-hole littered with fag-ends and 1/2 bottles of vodka most of which I had peed in.

After 3 weeks of no booze no fags and lots of morphine in hospital I stupidly went back to my old habits. I really should have grasped that opportunity to stop, but I didn’t.

Eventually after several home detoxes I went to hospital for a two-week detox having had a severe alcohol-induced fit. Not the best place to be when crack was brought into the clinic.

Louisa said if I started again that was it. I started again. It is now semi or a third it – the relationship I mean. She is a fantastic woman, one of those annoying individuals who will occasionally have a fag or the odd glass of wine with her dinner. I’d love to be able to do that but all of us know we can’t, we have a different nature. Louisa led me to Clouds. She initiated the whole thing.

This year started with a heavy long weekend which became a week, a month, a season, etc.

I miss my dad. He has a phobia about travelling – he has never been to see me since I moved south when I was 17. I don’t go up there much, mainly due to the insensitivity of my stepmother. She perhaps wisely prefers her cat (ironically an unaffectionate one) to humans.

I’ve got a brilliant agent who nearly died twice this year of an MRSA-induced mixture of double pneumonia and septicaemia. Seeing him with three computers each side of his bed and innumerable tubes stuck into him really made me think. I was killing myself – knowingly. Something else was killing him which was not of his own doing. He weighed 3 stone. Thankfully, remarkably, he is back to normal so I’ll get back my career when I am normal as well, whatever normal is.

On his career

Camden Town, Summer 2007

I was relatively successful, but I suspect that I could have been a lot more so. I had two potential breaks in the States, the Dustin Hoffman Merchant of Venice on Broadway, and in LA with John Schlesinger’s film, Cold Comfort Farm, for which I’d written the score, but due to being inert courtesy of alcohol I preferred to sit chatting to boring alcoholics in a rough Shepherds Bush pub rather than getting in touch with John and Dustin Hoffman, both of whom had admired my music. The boring alcoholics (myself included) were the salt of the earth, I was doing social research, proving that the Oxford University tutor could mix it with the dustman. I was the new George Orwell. What a hero. In the States they want to know what you did yesterday, not years ago. I became so alcoholic that I stopped working entirely. I’ve not spoken to my agent for months. I made myself unemployable.

Under the influence of alcohol I’ve taken things too far with people both socially and professionally. I’ve ended up in hospital after being beaten up. It all started pretty well – me being a slightly over-the-top risqué party animal, but ended up in a self-parody – empty, pathetic, repetitive, formulaic. I’ve spent nights at her majesty’s pleasure. I’ve had death threats, one after a sarcastic remark to someone in front of his mates in a pub, after beating him at darts; one after going to bed with someone who told her psychotically jealous possessive violent fiancé. People I know have avoided me at parties … and I’m sure avoidance has extended into professional areas. In the music area, London is a village. People talk. The obvious hazards are my exaggerated reactions – Dutch courage, being over-ambitious creatively speaking, misjudging what musicians are capable of in the tense studio environment. Asking musicians to do another take when not really necessary, pressurising and potentially embarrassing them. This can lead to a stiff atmosphere, especially when I’m not exerting the necessary control to achieve the result in the allotted time, due to inebriation. When mixing music, spending hours – exaggerating detail when not necessary. Drunk in front of directors and producers. Very destructive to my career. I always turned up, always reached deadlines, but presentation was distinctly lacking. I told a reputable director at the National Theatre to fuck off. It’s hard to get rid of a bad reputation. One gets labelled.

I thought that I was a better film, theatre + T.V. composer than most. In terms of sheer amount and consistency, this is pure arrogance. I have written, I still think, some very good film scores. Cold Comfort Farm stands out. But to assume it was one of the great film scores is, to say the least, a slight exaggeration. I’m deeply bitter about having destroyed my career. Jealousy of lesser talent, of what that talent has achieved, is a sad state of affairs. If I hear great work I feel nothing but admiration. The main reason I’m not there is very simple: I’m an fucking alcoholic. [The handwriting shows that having deleted ‘fucking’, he went back and put in the ‘n’ to make ‘an’. He is putting a small but important thing to rights. He is taking care.] And I involved alcohol in everything I did, and persuaded everyone I was with to drink as much as me. This used to be known as ‘Rob Duty’. And I convinced myself and tried to convince others that something was their fault when it was often obviously mine. I assumed I was clever and sexy when I most probably came over as a drunk arrogant wanker.

‘He was a very talented musician/composer,’ a fellow composer said, ‘who never achieved the recognition he should have. It looked like self-destruct. He gained a reputation for being very difficult to work with – I don’t think he suffered fools and unfortunately in TV there are plenty of those. I remember being asked to replace him composing for the second series of a TV show. I asked them why they would replace him when his music was so great and memorable – it was because he was too difficult.’

But this cut both ways. A colleague wrote this, years later: ‘When I worked with him he was one of the last (but best) people to score (in hand) his compositions for an orchestra piece. One of our first trips to Paris was for four days (the dreaded Jif commercial – oh the ignominy!! – he took an instant dislike to them – I can attest they were actually tossers). I built in an extra hour to get him to Heathrow and arrived at his Shepherds Bush emporium with a bottle of brandy to coax him into the cab. We drank it before it arrived. I checked to make sure he had packed (he’d just gotten out of bed) and he assured me he was ready. The cab came, he put on his leather jacket and walked out the door with nothing except a paperback of Jeeves and Wooster. We had to unlock the door again for him to get his passport. And that was it. Nothing, not a change of clothes, no bag, no nothing. I bought him a toothbrush which he lost somewhere between de Gaulle and the hotel. Checking us in, I went for a well-deserved pass out. Waking up, Robert was nowhere to be found. I spent my weekend tracking him down through various cafes. Luckily he left a recognisable wake and I usually managed to find him within a bar or two. But he had that orchestra in the palm of his hand. They all came in ready to toss off a 40-second arrangement; by the afternoon he had taken over musical direction, told the agency to leave but to come back and take us to dinner (we ditched them when we found we had the same tolerance for calvados and the same intolerance for wanky French advertising midgets) and the following day the musicians all showed up on time and hung on his every direction. They were looking for him, the reason why they learned the cello or the oboe or the violin. He played the piano at lunchtime and they stayed instead of having lunch.’

On Compulsion

Camden Town, Summer 2007

In the late 1980s with Lisette, both drunk at a party, I stripped naked, danced, annoyed everybody by biting their feet under the table, and damaged the newly decorated house – just the usual. Then the attention-seeking/compulsive-obsessive disorder came into play. I climbed on to a window-ledge and then had to jump to the other (50ft drop). Everyone was amused except for Lisette who was hysterical with fear. We went home to bed – 2am – furious row. I wanted to have sex. She was too tired and drunk. I left on my bike suddenly getting the idea that because I had to recreate an arrangement for a guest artiste and my friend Nina had her CD I had to go round there. And to have sex with Nina. She was asleep but her first floor balcony window was open. I shinned 20 feet up, nearly made it but then slipped and fell 20 feet landing on the (despiked) railings – bouncing on to the pavement. If those spikes had been there I would have been impaled, or, had I bounced into the basement, dead or severely crippled. I managed to ring on her bell, by now bleeding profusely from the anus. She answered, I sat on her bed, blood seeping through my jeans. She hates the sight of blood. I cycled home. Lisette took one look, vomited and cried. Straight to A+E. The wound was so close to the anal passage that they couldn’t stitch it. Jokes were made: not Coriol-anus but Corialbinus. I was working as a music associate at ITV. Playing the piano on the Monday, people were concerned by the special chair with three pillows I had erected. I explained that I had been pushed over the balcony at a party by a jealous guy who thought, wrongly, that I had been chatting up his girlfriend.

Significant Events Sheet

An inexplicable emotional revelation. I have become resolute. This is kindergarten, possible flash in the pan, early days, self delusion, self deception, etc. Got to work out how to hang on to it when out of here. I know it’s not really started yet. 

1) Realising that saying ‘good morning’ to someone first is important.

2) excellent lunch

3) good new AA meeting

4) God-daughter’s piano lesson

5) Speaking at AA with my speech impediment (decided to take it with me)

6) Chronic lasciviousness – very unusual

7) AA Beginners – a guy 4 years sober saying he was fine for 3 1/2 years thought he’d cracked it – last 6 months absolute hell!!??? Thanks. Good or bad to hear? A sobering thought. Ha ha.

8) Not being able to get to the prom (significant non-event). Pleased that I didn’t lose it when realising I couldn’t get to see one of the greatest musicians on the planet (Daniel Barenboim) conduct one of the great orchestras. Resigned, philosophical. Feelings far too many to process. I’m not a pea … yet.

From Robert’s Stepwork

London and Wigan, 2009–2010

How does the self-centred part of my disease affect my life + the lives of those around me?

The problem I now face, sober, is differentiating between self-centredness and self-protectiveness. My principle criterion is not having a drink today. Nothing or nobody will get in the way of that today. Yes, in a way this is self-centred, but without my treasured sobriety I would be incapable of helping others, loving others, loving anything.

Did I believe I could control my drinking?

Trying to avoid the off licence before going to the pub late morning. Only successful if I got a taxi to the pub. After my siesta at my flat, ordering a cab straight to Louisa’s, avoiding the off-licence en route. On the few occasions I managed this, I would later have to leave Louisa’s to go and ‘buy cigarettes’, hiding my existing cigarettes in an inside pocket.

What things did I do that I can hardly believe I did when I look back at them?

The balcony-window-arse-impaling-on-the-railing occasion. When I went to stay in Prague with my then-girlfriend’s closest friend. After one night on the sofa I complained that it had not been comfortable. Next day, after an alcohol-fuelled party, we returned to share her bed, obviously, as just good friends. Not.

Insisting to x that she had an abortion. Contraception had been used, therefore the pregnancy was not my responsibility. I did not want the child and told her so. I did not tell her that my becoming a father would get in the way of my work and of my drinking, although at the time I was not consciously aware of the latter. A vivid memory of her sobbing in the cab to the clinic, a vivid memory of her sobbing in the clinic and most painful of all a vivid memory of her after the operation, a grey pallor, her eyes dead, looking down and then looking through me. ‘I’ve forgotten my hip flask,’ I thought. I bought flowers, I bought videos, I looked after her lovingly, but drowned any feelings of guilt or remorse in vodka. ‘It’ll be all right,’ I thought. It never was.

Did I behave in ways of which I’m now ashamed?

Relentlessly deceiving Louisa into believing that I was not drinking. A sense of relief, a sense of the naughty schoolboy getting away with it, and risibly a sense of nobility, of decadent heroism. Infidelity on an irregular basis to x, whilst she was away, sleeping with someone in the flat and not bothering to change the sheets. Not bothering to come home at all, sleeping in the West End with an actress with whom I was working. I said I had been working late, then had got drunk and wrenched my back; I couldn’t get home + had to stay in a hotel. Again, heroic, bohemian, entirely justifiable. Any niggling doubts quelled by workaholism and a few drinks.

A lovely old lady, mother of a friend. For years (1980–85) I would to go round, to practise the piano and be fed, and for holidays with her family. When she died c2002, I was asked to the funeral. Apparently I was one of her favourites. I didn’t turn up. I never bothered to apologise. Never sent a note. What was it like? I didn’t fucking care.

I was divorced by my ex-wife, dumped by Anna and thrown out by Louisa. My drinking came first. It was their fault for not understanding the complex sensitive artist. I existed on a higher, more esoteric plane and anyway now these less-talented mortals, who couldn’t be expected to understand my idiosyncratic genius, would no longer get in the way of my drinking. In other words I was a self-obsessed deluded wanker.

Did I make insane decisions as a result of my addiction?

[He did, and listed them, but I’ve been asked not to include them, so I won’t.] 

Did I ever physically injure myself?

One cracked tooth, one tooth knocked out. I told Louisa I’d been mugged. I had in fact been mugged by a garden wall. Facial injury – bad cuts, bad bruises, one cut near the eye socket. I had been mugged again by some evil bastard. Two evil bastards actually – a lamppost and a shop doorknob. Breaking my foot off. Getting into fights.

Have I over- and under-reacted to things?

Over-reacting: I interpreted criticism as personal slight meant to undermine me, professionally or emotionally. That much of this criticism was constructive eluded me. Or it was immediately dismissed. People were insensitive, jealous, small-minded. No further thought given. I had a chronic, painful infatuation in 96–97. I was, in retrospect, infatuated with the infatuation. She smoked spliff and listened to pop music; I drank alcohol and listened to classical music. I didn’t like her friends; she didn’t like mine. I smoked more spliff; she drank more booze. This was the solution, I thought. A few weeks after I was dumped I saw her at a party – she didn’t know who I was.

Under-reacting: only after my father’s demise have I begun to genuinely grieve for my mother. I drank 1/2 a bottle of whisky before the funeral. then on, it was a gradual sneaky evolution – more pronounced from my early thirties.

Over and under: On being told I was scruffy + smelly I would rush out and buy a lot of new clothes and bathe scrupulously all in one day. The rest of the time I would wallow in what I styled as modish and bohemian – ie scruffy and smelly.

In what ways has my life changed since I’ve been in recovery?

I am no longer the most sensitive, vulnerable hard-done-by person on the planet. The formerly alien concept of gratitude plays a crucial role. Despite my formerly huge ego + massively extrovert personality (invite Rob round, he’s guaranteed to initially entertain then surprise, shock and humiliate) I was in fact a shy, fearful person. Alcohol provided the antidote. Now I can approach people without wanting to dominate + manipulate them. A great gift.

What action have I been taking that demonstrates my faith?

Regular attendance at meetings. Writing more and better music. Sane music, hopefully devoid of effect, devoid of sensationalism. Not just doing the steps but infusing my life with what I have learnt. Despite my deeply faulted character I am becoming a more considerate person, mentally and physically more agile despite suffering from incurable illnesses.

Do I believe more change is possible?

Yes.

*

Hospital Notebook

London, Summer 2010



	Particularly




	 
  



	(upside down)




	 
  



	Thanks so much for that elongated effort!




	Breathing struggle fear of choking




	CHOKING




	from CATARRH




	 
  



	I thought ‘This is it’




	 




	I will probably never speak properly




	– fact




	I’ve gone a bit tone deaf




	temp – I’m a fucking musician




	– composer




	 




	a much bigger medical shock




	will be trying to get the TV to work




	and watch England lose.




	 




	What are you doing tonight




	New one: Lachrymose hiccup




	 
  



	Dear L.




	Thank you 




	and I still




	love you.




	(even more.




	in fact).




	R X X




	 




	I think you should have a day off.




	– a break from this




	do something else. 




	It’ll be good for you. 




	X




	 




	could you be so kind as to charge




	my mobile? 




	Thank




	 




	BOWELGROIN AGONY PAIN




	 




	I’M NOT SOFT NOT A COWARD




	THIS IS




	BAD




	 




	I’m from Wigan




	where are you




	from?




	 




	Sorry! Didn’t realise!




	 




	T.V. too loud




	but don’t say it’s me




	 




	What is nebuliser?




	I’ve had




	enough pain. 




	Is it painful?




	 




	 




	What is the noise NOISE




	 




	Dear _______




	Did you mention cathata?




	The nurse in the other




	ward gave me such pain




	(like the tube was stood on)




	more pain than my neck! (haha)




	I’m sure you’ll be very




	delicate




	Thanks so much.




	 




	MY FIANCÉ HAS




	GOOD TASTE IN MEN




	 




	CHEST PAIN




	– BREATHING INV BAD




	BIT PANICKY




	– FRIGHTENED




	 
  



	IS DOC COMING?




	THANKS




	– YOU’RE GOOD THOUGH




	 
  



	You know what Hockney’s




	boyfriend said when he




	met WH Auden?




	 
  



	I was giving Louisa the book




	 
  



	Will never speak normally




	never fuckin’ did




	haha




	My future wife !




	 




	has been phenomenal




	 




	Not had a drink




	lose dad




	Louisa’s dad




	Kath




	now this reward!




	 




	Another northern humourist




	N Wales   Barry Manilow




	 




	Not at first




	but it grows




	good woman




	 




	Class A drug       morphine pure




	there is a limit 5-10-15




	 




	How’s Lisette?




	weirdest fantasies




	Surreal stuff




	very real




	 




	Mark Almond?




	Sax




	send regards




	still married




	These surgeons are amazing




	so complex




	ask Louisa she likes detail!




	 




	 




	I probably can’t eat again




	either




	 




	I feel scared. I have been v. tough




	Everyone impressed. But now –




	 
  



	Mouth physio!?




	 
  



	hurts when I




	breathe in




	I’ve not tried moving




	on my own yet




	 
  



	 




	I’m thinking of guys




	in world war one




	before! …?




	 




	I’m in the Paris Hilton




	 
  



	Dominic




	– you are strong + gentle




	perfect combo.




	 
  



	silly fucker man




	 
  



	PARANOID about F-ing




	CATHETAand I’m getting 




	married soon!!




	[Two willy cartoons: one pointing




	high, the other (with the word




	NOT written by it) broken.]




	 
  



	Hard to




	breath




	 




	NOT




	too painful




	tho




	I




	can’t get




	enough




	 




	there’s a lot worse




	than this




	mild case




	 




	




	Did you study medics




	at Univ? Where?




	 




	NO




	BOOZE




	3 1/2 yrs




	DAY AT A TIME




	 




	I NEED HELP




	UNDERSTANDING




	WORSE PAIN




	NO SLEEP




	 




	How are you?




	It’s not quite




	all about me




	but nearly




	I had a dog called 




	Fella – dead




	Robert – alive




	comfortable




	sleep




	position?




	 
  



	back very uncomfort




	 
  



	do you know about




	blood explosion




	sickness




	here earlier




	 
  



	old blood




	swallowed in stomach




	 
  



	Now I can feel more gums




	afraid of biting




	plus hard bits




	 




	Also my




	lovely future wife




	left earlier




	 
  



	Like many men I am a soft




	coward




	How are you?




	 
  



	post op trauma




	FEAR PANIC 




	SADNESS




	TRAUM




	FEAR PANIC




	PAIN PHYSICAL YES




	BUT MORE




	 
  



	manual cheek jaw behind eye




	 




	I’m really sorry!




	I have great respect for you!!




	My light has been on for 20




	mins …your colleague didn’t




	come back please accept my




	apology! I just wanted a little




	favour? Could you find BBC4




	for me? I’d really appreciate




	that 




	I know you’re dealing with




	much more urgent things




	THANKS




	Robert




	also bad pain left neck




	area + nose




	 




	How’s work?




	[He’s drawn a section of




	musical stave, with treble




	clef, 4/4 time signature, and 




	the first bar of Mozart’s




	Minuet in G, one of the




	classic first pieces that




	young piano beginners




	are given to learn]




	 




	pseudo ‘classical’




	do you know Siegfried Idyll




	overture to Parsifal




	melancholic trumpet




	 




	What opera




	lunch darling?




	oysters sashimi




	2-4 wee




	 




	I booked rooms in Magdalen




	to show her.




	– yes




	she occasionally smiles




	and she is older. 1 day 4 hrs




	 
  



	Jackie has been amazing




	She’s had cancer




	Now close to Louisa




	they’re both a bit




	 
  



	Jackie + me love each other




	both sides of her!




	but nothing of that with us..




	 
  



	Now my main language




	will be music so perhaps




	I will write some




	good stuff




	better




	what is iPod




	Too emotional ie Rachman—




	 




	I’ve done so well 




	with the booze




	the best thing I’ve




	ever done




	 




	and now




	fucking fags




	neat vodka




	 




	years of throat damage




	I feel guilty about what I’ve




	put Louisa thru’




	 




	32H6




	her new adult novel




	 is going to be a great success




	then film




	music by ? me




	Michael Nyman




	Have you heard the theme




	tune




	sampled orchestra




	cornet my cousin Diane




	Violin




	 




	I’ve not complained




	AT ALL for a month




	– my future wife (!)




	has been impressed!




	 




	But now




	 




	 





Camden Town, second time round: 

Winter 2011

What can I use from my four-plus years sober to reactivate my recovery today?

Leaving here four and a half years ago, I took with me a wealth of knowledge, and endeavoured to put it into practice. An old friend, an alcoholic/drug addict who had been sober and clean for twelve years, offered to be my sponsor. I was very fortunate. Talking to him everyday became a useful discipline. It was a matter of sticking to basics, going to regular meetings and speaking to Will, regular meals and a good diet (sadly not available to me any more) and lots of regular sleep. When I had my relapse I had not been leading a regular life. 

I was now able to see my twelve year old son, look him in the eye and have a good laugh. He doesn’t know about my condition – that’s for when he’s older. I can now approach his mother. I was able to see my father. He said he was more proud of my sobriety than anything else I had achieved. In sobriety I can now recognise and appreciate my love for others and their love for me. Gratitude, also. I owe so much to Will, my sponsor, my landlord Patrick in the North and most of all to my fiancee Louisa.

Prior to my lapse, I had not spoken with Will for a number of days, which says it all. When I did speak to him, I didn’t admit to having had a drink, basically abusing the intimacy that had been forged. Our sponsors will be personally familiar with most of what we reveal; we do them good by reminding them of the pitfalls of our condition. And for a while before my lapse I hadn’t attended AA. I think I used my disability and my cancer as an excuse.

I find it difficult to express the amount of freedom and simple enjoyment that my four and a half years gave me. Sobriety allowed me to rid myself of complications, neuroses and obsessions. Clarity of thought and the ability to take time making decisions made a huge difference. The impulsiveness fuelled by the alcoholic mind had disappeared almost totally. 

[Louisa and I had] a somewhat tempestuous ten-year relationship. Sobriety has rid me of many of the frustrations I once felt. Despite her faults, the main fault in the relationship was my drunkenness. 

Louisa’s father died just after mine and she asked me to write a piece of music for his memorial service. The music flowed from my pencil – I experienced none of the creative blocks of yesteryear, therefore not needing a drink to unblock them. Music is, or was, my career; sobriety will be essential for any advances in this crucial area of my life. I am still angry and even embarrassed about my relapse, but I have learnt from it. And finally, just something about my four and a half years of sobriety – it got better and better. Never again do I want to return to that hell.

*

Further Reading 

Obituary by Will Self

https://www.theguardian.com/music/2012/jan/27/robert-lockhart

Valediction by Nicholas Lezard

https://www.newstatesman.com/node/187357

Discography

Prelude in G Op. 32 No. 5, (Rachmaninoff), Rachmaninoff

La Bohème, (Puccini), Jose Carreras and Barbara Hendricks

‘Here Comes the Rainbow Again’, (Kristofferson), Johnny Cash

‘It Hurts Me Too’, (Red/James), Karen Dalton

‘I’d Rather Go Blind’, (Jordan/Foster), Etta James

‘I’ll Be Seeing You’, (Fain/Kahal), Billie Holliday

‘Les Feuilles Mortes’, (Kosma/Prevert), Yves Montand 

‘Song for My Father’, Horace Silver

‘O Waly Waly’, (anon./Britten), Roderick Williams

‘The Salley Gardens’, (anon./Britten or Ireland)

Hungarian Dances, Brahms

Sonata in F minor, Brahms

‘Cantaloupe Island’, Herbie Hancock

Sonata in A, Schubert

‘Wild Is the Wind’, (Tiomkin/Washington), Nina Simone, or David Bowie

La Fille au Cheveux de Lin, Debussy

‘Hotel’, (Francis Poulenc), Regine Crespin

‘Après un Reve’, (Gabriel Fauré), Regine Crespin 

Clair de Lune, (Gabriel Fauré), Regine Crespin

‘When I Was Young’, (Merill) Eddie Fisher

‘Trouble Child’, Joni Mitchell

‘Re-Hab’, Stew & the Negro Problem

‘Pale Blue Eyes’, Velvet Underground

‘Leiermann’, from the Winterreise, Schubert

‘Good Year for the Roses’, (Chesnut), George Jones

‘The End’, (Strand/Dove), Mark Padmore

‘Don’t Fence Me In’, (Porter), Ella Fitzgerald

‘Why Can’t You Behave?’ (Porter), Ella Fitzgerald

‘Anything Goes’, (Porter), Ella Fitzgerald

‘My Funny Valentine’, (Rodgers/Hart), Chet Baker

‘Get Out of Town’, (Porter), Ella Fitzgerald 

‘Reason to Believe’, (Hardin), Rod Stewart

‘Don’t Explain’, (Holiday/Herzog), Billie Holiday

‘Cry Me a River’, (Hamilton), Julie London

‘Only Him or Me’, Townes Van Zandt

‘Too Far Gone’, (Sherill), Elvis Costello and the Attractions

‘She’s No Lady’, Lyle Lovett

Four Last Songs, (Strauss), Jessye Norman

‘Five Years’, David Bowie

‘The Unquiet Grave’, (anon.), Joan Baez 



Robert Lockhart’s music can be found on YouTube, http://www.bmgproductionmusic.co.uk, or please contact Richard.Paine@fabermusic.com

‘83 Miles the Wrong Side of Birmingham’, ‘You Left Early’ and ‘Goldhawk Road’ are tracks on the album You Left Early by Birds of Britain; released in June 2018. Birds of Britain are Louisa Young and Alex Mackenzie. Birds of Britain music can be found on Spotify, iTunes and in all the old familiar places.

www.louisayoung.co.uk

 

You Left Early

You waltzed in, your coat tails flying

Cool as an angel, without trying

You took the piano knowing every song

Billie and Cole, All night long.

You played for all the prettiest women, 

Stole their fags, admired their singing 

They could never leave you alone

You stayed so late and we played along

We all knew that you drank twice your share in half the time

You had it blazoned all around your soul like a neon sign

You lit the night, I’m not lying

When you stayed late and we played along

Wanted to be your silver lining 

Strong and bold, bright and shining 

I was going to bring you safely home 

But you left early and you left alone

Yeah you left early and you left alone

You played for all the prettiest women

You broke their hearts, left them swimming 

In lakes of their own tears at your heart of stone

When after all, you left alone

We all knew you drank, twice your share in half the time

You had it hanging heavy round your life like a ball and chain

Night and day, I’m not lying

And you left early and you left alone

You left early and you left alone

Oh, oh, your silver lining, strong and bright, both of us shining 

We were going to bring each other home

But you left early and you left alone

You left early and you left alone

You left early and you left alone
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