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Chapter One

[image: image Missing]

The route that led me to a lawyers’ office in 1963 was conventional and in most respects I was a conventional child. I had every opportunity to break away from the herd in that I ran up some remarkable academic achievements from a very early age, but time and time again I got bored when things got too easy. I spotted far too soon that out and out rebellion rarely produced the desired result and, even more alarming, often felt my parents were by and large right about most things, which they were. From day one I seemed to have a very detached view of my own place in the world. I reckoned most of my failings and enthusiasms were just a phase I was going through, which meant I could enjoy them wholeheartedly until I became part of an older generation which would probably be perfectly satisfactory judging by the fist my parents had made of it. I was happy to be programmed to be all right on the night.

I remember numbers most of all. I loved them, the bigger the better. When my mother was twenty-eight, in August 1947, I recall spending hours designing a birthday card which featured every number from one to twenty-eight in loving sequence. The first conversation I can recall with my father had me asking what the number 1947 on the kitchen calendar and at the top of The Times meant. By the time I was five I was writing out endless strings of multiplication tables. My father had a wonderful book about the Solar System, The Conquest Of Space by Chesley Bonestell and Willy Ley, which led me into even more unimaginable lists of figures and in turn into an obsession with the planets, moons and asteroids. I learned their names and statistics off by heart, beginning to enjoy romantic words as much as beautiful numbers. The (then) nine moons of Saturn: Mimas, Enceladus, Tethys, Dione, Rhea, Titan, Hyperion, lapetus and Phoebe. I recite it still.

Astronomy earned me my first newspaper cutting and an early realisation that you always get misquoted by the press. In 1951 I was taken to the Festival of Britain on London’s South Bank, a marvellous celebration of Britain’s past achievements and of its certain domination of the future. Science and architecture were strikingly combined. Post-war austerity was surely finished and this impressive exhibition, in part a commemoration of the centenary of Prince Albert’s Crystal Palace extravaganza of 1851, included futuristic constructions such as the Skylon and the Dome of Discovery as well as a huge funfair. Inside the Dome of Discovery was housed a working scale model of the Solar System. The nine planets rolled silently around the sun and the satellites in turn scuttled around the planets. I fought my way to the front of the crowd and stared for hours at this hypnotic contraption. My mother’s desperate appeals that we should visit other parts of the exhibition were countered by a squeaky plea to stay for one more Jupiter lap, or at least one more from Mars. We did get out long enough on one occasion to buy ice-creams from a cheerful girl under a sign which read ‘See you all again in 2051!’ I determined then and there to keep the date as I would only be 106 and to this day have a crazy feeling I might – I’m half way there already.

Later that year I read with horror that the Solar System model was to be dismantled after the Festival closed. What a waste! I rushed off a letter to the organisers of the exhibition and asked if I could have the model as it was clearly not needed by anybody else. I enclosed my own map of the Solar System as proof of my astronomical credentials but even this did not persuade the authorities, who wrote me a polite letter of regret. They also tipped off the London Evening News and a photographer turned up a few days later to take a picture of this embryo Einstein. A reporter interviewed me on the phone and asked me various questions about the planets. I gave him a few facts and on 1 October 1951I made my national (well, London and the South-East) press début:


COSMOLOGY IS FUN TO SIX-YEAR-OLD TIMOTHY

Evening News Reporter

Surrounded by hefty encyclopedias and other bulky volumes dealing with the science of astronomy and the conquest of space, he sits there in his den poring over curious, self-drawn planetary charts and diagrams and scribbling down arithmetical equations.

Suddenly he calls out: ‘Saturn is 75,000 miles in diameter, and the atmosphere of the planet is largely ammoniacal.’

Let me explain that this authoritative statement is uttered not by a bearded professor but by a shrill-voiced little boy of six.

For everybody who lives around his home at Popesfield Farm, Smallford, Near St Albans, knows that fair-haired young Timothy Rice has hitched his hobby-wagon to the stars.

You can’t tempt him with trains or aeroplanes any more – not since his father left a book on star-gazing lying around the house.

That was eighteen months ago, when Timothy was 4½. Since then he has read and re-read every book on the subject he can get his hands on.

He has even widened his studies to include cosmology, and his brain for figures finds it comparatively easy to calculate planetary distances.

Of course brothers Jonathan, aged four, and eighteen-month-old Andrew, haven’t the faintest idea what Timothy is talking about when he expounds his technical knowledge.



Frankly, I was amazed at the sloppy report. Well might the News man have remained anonymous. Apart from the mis-spelling of Popefield Farm, and the fact that my brother Jo knew almost as much about the planets as I did because he had to listen to me going on about it all day, I never said what he claimed I did about Saturn’s atmosphere. Nor did I know what cosmology was. No one lived near enough to our home to know about my hobby-wagon, whatever a hobby-wagon might be; we lived in a farmhouse with no neighbours. But I never wrote to complain – a wise move and something I wish I had stuck to more often since.

My mother told me recently that as she had nothing to compare me with she was never proud, or for that matter worried, that they had sired a prodigy. She did however wonder if it was entirely natural for a five-year-old to write out multiplication tables up to and even beyond a hundred on rolls of unwanted wallpaper, but if that was the nearest I came to being a problem child, she could live with it. But I never recall any attempt to push me into further precocious ventures, and they never dreamed of cashing in on my mini-brush with fame, commercially or socially. Which was just as well, as I was soon to relapse into more down-market obsessions derived from my love of numbers such as cricket and the pop charts – not to mention girls’ school stories by Enid Blyton, and the Eagle.

My father, Hugh Gordon Rice, was born in London in 1917. Towards the end of his life (he died in 1988) he spent considerable time investigating the Rice family tree and although one of my great-aunts was convinced until her dying day that my father was only a couple of heartbeats removed from the Dukedom of Buccleuch, he never uncovered much evidence to support this claim. (Aunt Nettie did however share the family name Scott with His Grace.)

Hugh’s family was Scottish. His great-grandfather William McPherson Rice, who was born in 1796, was a painter of some achievement and a naval architect. A striking oil by William McPherson entitled ‘Ships At Bay’ is about the closest we come to a family heirloom. His son Michael, born in 1843, was a doctor in Edinburgh and it was he who shifted the clan south of the border, to Lincolnshire. Michael’s son Frank, my paternal grandfather, was born in 1877, and my father arrived in 1917, by which time the family were in Surrey. Frank was never able to marry my father’s mother, Edith Cole. His first wife, Beatrice, by whom he had a son and daughter, had disappeared rather abruptly from her family’s life, denying Frank any opportunity of divorce.

Beatrice eventually wound up in America, as (much later) did her children, my father’s half-brother and sister. I was unaware of, or had forgotten about, this fact when I first achieved a modicum of notoriety in the United States in 1970. Consequently, when I received one or two letters from Rices in America, claiming to be relatives of the young English chap who had just written Jesus Christ Superstar, I am afraid I dismissed them as obvious fakes. Some undoubtedly were, notably the alleged cousins who wanted a loan, but I now realise I may have unfairly dismissed some of those with whom I shared a gene or two – perhaps if they read this, they may try to establish contact a second time, when I can assure them they will not be treated in such a cavalier fashion.

Both my father’s parents died young: Frank, a wallpaper designer, suffered from rheumatoid arthritis which led to a fatal heart attack in 1923, and two years later, when Hugh was not quite eight, Edith succumbed to cancer. He went to live with Frank’s eldest sister, the socially confident Aunt Nettie in Wallington, Surrey, and her husband Bindon Scott, a civil servant based in the City of London. Nettie, with no children of her own, had already nobly brought up Beatrice’s abandoned offspring.

Soon after being orphaned, Hugh was sent to Christ’s Hospital, the public school near Horsham, known to this day not only for its excellent educational reputation, but for the uniform of cassock, yellow socks and buckled shoes which have remained unchanged since its foundation in the sixteenth century. Then as now, it was a school that took first the sons of clergy and those who had lost one or both parents, enabling it through trusts to ease the burden of high fees on these generally disadvantaged boys. Both at school and at home Hugh’s upbringing was strict and instilled into him a fairly inflexible code of behaviour, the ordered middle-class values of the times by which he lived throughout his life. These were good values which, allied to his great personal charm and perfect manners, served him, and those he looked after, well. Six foot five, dark, handsome and (at least when I first knew him) slim, his attributes ensured him great popularity which he treated with modest good humour. He lacked, indeed deliberately rejected, the killer instinct to bring him ultimate financial and business success – being a good guy will only get you so far. But his wit and intelligence, not to mention his great capacity for having a good time, and the love of his family were the foundation of a happy life (lived permanently just above his means).

His sons inherited, and my mother shared, his inefficiency as far as making money is concerned, which may sound ludicrous coming from a son who has on occasion appeared in the Top 500 Richest People in Britain lists. These lists are often little more than desperate guesswork on the part of their compilers, but if I had been blessed with cash know-how I would have by now clocked into the Top Twenty. I was simply lucky enough to succeed in a career that overpays its winners to the extent that even the most drug-crazed earl would have trouble mislaying it all. My parents were on more than one occasion bailed out of trouble by my maternal grandmother, not a woman of enormous wealth, but one who kept a tighter rein on the readies than her descendants. My brothers and I never had any inkling of this at the time, beyond the endless demand, economic, not environmental, for energy conservation – switch off every light and close every window in the winter. To this day I feel uneasy if a video stand-by light is winking at me.

Upon leaving Christ’s Hospital in 1935, Hugh joined the Orient Line as a shipping clerk, working in the City, with the occasional working cruise thrown in. He joined the Honourable Artillery Company as a volunteer, which gave him a head start when call-up and war loomed in 1939. His passion was aeroplanes, fired by endless hours of plane-spotting at Croydon Aerodrome as a boy, but good opportunities with the RAF were limited and his size would have weighed against any attempt to become a pilot. His army war service began at Aldershot, whence he was posted overseas to India, took part in the Liberation of Iraq and arrived in Egypt in early 1942 as an Air Liaison officer.

The highlight of his war was imminent. On a photographic reconnaissance course he met my mother, Joan Odette Bawden, a lively redhead just a foot shorter than he, a section officer with the Women’s Auxiliary Air Force, based in Egypt as a photographic interpreter. He was twenty-five, she was twenty-three and a whirlwind, or at least Khamsin1, romance led to a wedding in Cairo on 27 December of that year.

Guests at their wedding were few and in the main friends whom they only knew briefly as part of the transient rushed chaos of war in foreign countries. Many years later my father ran into one of his former wartime colleagues in the Strand and over a beer they caught up with the past. ‘Well, for a start, I’ve been married for over ten years,’ my father revealed. ‘I know,’ said his friend. ‘I was your best man.’

Joan was the elder daughter of George Dountain Bawden and Florence Mabel Raison. George (Grandpa), who died in 1949, and of whom I have only one or two hazy memories, was an erratic businessman, husband and father, one year a high-rolling spender, the next down to his last penny. On more than one occasion during Joan’s childhood, the family had to make a hurried move from substantial house to ramshackle lodgings as fortunes waned, only to return to the luxury of servants and more comfortable surroundings as his next scheme took off for a while.

George dabbled in many things but hit the jackpot most often in the rag trade. A heart condition prevented first World War service and those terrible years saw him establish a thriving blouse business in Watford. My grandmother, Florrie, or Ray (for Raison) as she was known in her working circles, born in 1890, enjoyed a long career in fashion, not retiring fully until the 1960s, and was among other things a model in her twenties. Family archives do not reveal a great deal about George’s first wife, still in tow when he embarked upon his affair with Ray, nearly twenty years his junior. My mother was born in 1919, before George and Ray married, thus completing a family illegitimacy double that neither of my parents knew about until well into their fifties. Joan’s sister Pamela followed in 1921.

Ray, a remarkable woman who played nearly as important a role in my life as that of my parents, and who died in 1986 at the age of ninety-five, was one of five children. Her father, John Raison, was for a time Alfred Lord Tennyson’s valet, and later kept a coffee shop at 321 Portobello Road, Notting Hill. His wife Eliza’s maiden name was Wedlock, singularly inappropriate in view of subsequent events. John died in 1912, in his mid-fifties.

My mother and her father were never that close. It was difficult for Joan to come to terms with the way he reacted to the serious illness of her sister Pamela. At thirteen years of age, Pamela contracted rheumatic fever. Today she would have undoubtedly survived, and might have done so in 1935 but for my grandfather’s involvement at the time with Christian Science. Instead of medical attention Pamela was sent to the seaside to stay with Ray’s sister and brother-in-law, the delightful Auntie Gertie and Uncle Arthur (a butcher), at St Leonards-on-Sea in Sussex. Gertie summoned the doctor for Pamela, but the illness was too far advanced and the little girl died, in hospital too late, in March 1935.

Joan’s first school was a very repressive convent in Finchley but when cash became tight she was moved to Paddington and Maida Vale High School of which she has nothing but good memories. She left at seventeen with a fistful of matriculation successes and after a secretarial course joined Shell in the City, working at the Aseatic Petroleum Company branch of the company. She had ambitions to be a writer and sent off a string of long sad stories and heartrending plays’ to publishers and newspapers. Her first break into print came with a funny poem, published in Eve’s Journal, for which she was paid 10/6d (52½p). The war put a stop to her literary activities but they were to resume very productively many years later.

In 1939 she volunteered for the WAAF almost on the spur of the moment in one lunch hour and, after eighteen months at RAF Hendon, was posted to Medmenham in Oxfordshire, qualified as a photographic interpreter and eventually achieved her ambition to go abroad when chosen for a posting to Singapore. What could have been a fatal move for her was aborted when Singapore fell to the Japanese and instead she sailed around the Cape to Egypt, where she took up her duties as photographic reconnaissance officer.

After the marriage my father fought with the Eighth Army in North Africa (El Alamein) and in Sicily and Italy. Major Rice returned to England in early 1944 in preparation for the D-Day operations and shortly afterwards my mother, on her first home leave after over two years abroad, became pregnant. On the morning of 10 November 1944, Joan was admitted to the temporary nursing home established at Shardeloes, a beautiful country house just outside Amersham in Buckinghamshire. Hugh, having survived the Second Front campaign and the aftermath of D-Day, was back in England training young officers locally, and visited her in the afternoon where he noted she


was having a very rough time – however it had only started just before and we didn’t expect junior to appear for ages. I left her, rather apprehensively, at 5.30 and drove back to the college and had some beer while wondering how to pass the time. At 9 o’clock, after dinner, I rang up to see how she was. To my astonishment, I heard that Timothy had arrived 15 minutes after I left, and that they were both flourishing!



My father met me for the first time at eleven the following morning and described Joan as ‘like a dog with two tails’, me as ‘fine and hearty but I was a bit apprehensive of something so small and of such an odd colour. He weighed 8lbs 6 oz and had a little wispy hair.’ Not the best, but certainly not the worst, review I was to get in my life.


Chapter Two
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My mother and I remained within the stately confines of Shardeloes for a few days while my father’s diary records that he wrestled with my grandmother, an extraordinary succession of flat tyres and ‘the opening phases of the very sinister coastal convoy exercise which goes on all this week’, the first two items causing him more immediate problems than the third. A relationship was temporarily strained on the domestic front as Hugh confidently placed his mother-in-law plus several suitcases on a bus to Windsor instead of on the bus to see her daughter and new grandson in Amersham. Another would have been had I understood English then as my father’s next diary reference to his son and heir on 14 November describes him as the ‘heaviest and greediest baby in the world’.

However I was not the only individual to suffer therein. The lecturers at Hugh’s staff college all received detailed critiques of their performances, for both content and delivery, many praised, but some, like Sir Archibald Sinclair – ‘a pompous patronising ass who can’t speak and seems to be far too clueless to be a Secretary of State’ – thought of less highly. On 29 November Sir Stafford Cripps (then Minister of Aircraft Production) talked on ‘officially, post-war reconstruction, but actually, on post-war socialisation. I didn’t agree with a word he said and he was so ridiculously Russia-is-always-right and equally ridiculously the-worker-is-more-important-than-the-management. Nonetheless he was so patently sincere that one felt rather an outsider trying to shoot him down, which we all attempted.’

On 27 November my heavy and greedy frame was finally shipped out of Shardeloes to my first home at Greenriggs, a small house in Gerrard’s Cross which my mother had rented for a year with her best friend, my godmother, Barbara Howroyd. Barbie too was the mother of an extremely young but hefty infant, Michael, who never knew his father. Barbie’s husband David, a bomber pilot, was killed in action after seeing his only child just once.

Although my father’s diary entries of his spell in England at the end of 1944 are often very funny and give the impression of a spirited class and generation determined to make the most of life, there is no doubt that the shadow of war, albeit a war nearly won, was a sobering presence, as Barbie’s loss must have continuously emphasised to my parents. My father was still to see a good deal more active service, primarily in Germany, in 1945. He had the good fortune to survive the six years of war almost unscathed, but too many of his pages noted the deaths of friends and colleagues, just as many others record truly exciting and inspiring moments. The first part of my parents’ adult lives was played out against a background of urgency and uncertainty that my generation, and my children’s generation, can only wonder at. Had I kept a diary in my twenties as detailed as my father’s, it could not have reflected a fraction of the challenge and excitement, of the highs and the lows, of Hugh’s early adulthood, or of those of so many of his contemporaries, so many to die so young.

Nonetheless, a record of my twenties is in part what is coming up. Well before that, however, I moved to my second semi-permament home in Combe Bissett, Wiltshire. After the end of the war in Europe and the General Election of July 1945 – ‘the completely overwhelming and completely unexpected socialist victory has astounded everyone, and most of the officers were pretty gloomy’ – my father’s final posting was to another staff college, in Old Sarum. He had long decided not to stay in the army after the war and began searching earnestly for a civilian job. He reverted to his first love – aeroplanes – and among his applications was an approach to the de Havilland Aircraft Company, based in Hatfield, Hertfordshire. An excellent writer (and lecturer), he had a few articles published in aviation magazines around this time.

My father eventually received a letter from Martin Sharp, the boss of de Havilland’s public relations, and on 1 December, went to Hatfield where he was offered £650 p.a. and a £50 cost of living bonus, to start by 1 February 1946. This important step in his life was matched by my first four days later: ‘Tim took one step – and fell flat. But he can stand for nearly a minute at a time.’ My second Christmas was spent at Walmer, Kent, with my great-aunts Nettie, Lizzie and Pat, the first the grand lady who had raised my father, the second her sister, and the last a cousin who was also the grandmother of the then as-minuscule-as-me future cricket writer and authority (and friend), Christopher Martin-Jenkins.

Hugh’s first position at de Havilland, under Martin Sharp, was as editor of the De Havilland Gazette, a very glossy, especially for the time, in-house magazine, that put many wider-circulation publications to shame. Mint copies of issues are very valuable today. The Gazette covered many aspects of the aviation world beyond the far from narrow confines of the internationally-famous aeroplane manufacturer’s Hertfordshire HQ. Martin Sharp, his wife Barbara, and daughters became very close and life-long friends of the Rices. Christabel and Rosalind Sharp, respectively two years and four months older than me, are my oldest friends, have played an important part in many aspects of my life and we remain in close touch to this day. They were the sisters I never had, I suppose, although that phrase sounds faintly rude (and if so, not totally accurate).

House-hunting had to be renewed and my parents moved to temporary digs in London and then to Watford, while searching for a more fixed abode nearer Hatfield. Eventually they were able to rent a house in Croxley Green, near Watford, that was the subject of a probate dispute for the best part of a year, while lawyers of different sides of the testator’s family slugged it out. My earliest memories are of that home in Croxley Green – the incredibly cold winter of early 1947, and the arrival of a young lady named Edna Webdale as a lodger-cum-nanny. Edna too is still very much a part of our lives, even though she emigrated to Australia in 1956, as Mrs George McKaige. Every time I go to Melbourne in connection with some show or, more probably, to watch a Test Match, I go to see, and sometimes stay with, Edna and George, in order to sample 1947 again.

In February 1947 my brother Jonathan was born and Edna became his godmother. If I ever held a position of prime attention in the family I do not recall Jo (as he soon became known) ever threatening it – if anything he was even heftier and greedier than I was during his early days and easily as laid back. Two contented children moved at the end of that year to my parents’ first owned home (mortgaged to the gills) at 29 Cross Path, Radlett, only a few miles from de Havilland at Hatfield.

I was always a pretty healthy child. The only remotely serious health cock-up (literally) I suffered before 1960 was the highly embarrassing one of prepuce problems. I was unable to pee without intense pain and eventually my father had to abandon his anti-circumcision position. I have a hazy recollection of a short stay in hospital, just before we moved to Radlett, but fortunately no recall of the actual operation that converted me irrevocably to the Roundhead cause. The operation was further justified in later years as Roundheads always won the dormitory fights against the Cavaliers at all the educational establishments I subsequently attended.

I occasionally drive through Radlett today and usually make a diversion away from the main street to potter down Cross Path. Although Radlett has expanded a great deal since the late Forties, the road itself seems to be much as I have always known it, although for some reason, doubtless inspired by a manic local bureaucracy, the road is now called ‘The Cross Path’. Humps in the road can only be a meeting away. Number 29 was and is a modest semi-detached, which in our day had a small lawn and vegetable plot at the back. I recall that we also had a chicken or two, which in the strictly rationed post-war grocery scene, made a vital contribution to variety at breakfast.

Funnily enough, although I have a long-running antipathy towards ‘sleeping policemen’ or humps in the road, it is just possible that they would have done me a favour in 1948, as I have a vivid memory of our dog, a poodle named Suzie, being hit by a car in Cross Path, inciting me to brief hysteria. Both dog and child survived their respective traumata.

This is not a desperate bid to establish credentials as a deprived or abused child, but I do recall an England when very few luxuries were available and where at the most basic level, that of food and of household services such as heat and light, every measure had to be carefully considered. Extravagances such as entertainment and travel were rare indeed – and we were a comfortable middle-class family. On the other hand, there appeared to be a unifying spirit within the country that we were all in this together and a confidence that things would only get better. The phrase ‘before the war’ was constantly used by all but the very young and one had a sense of emerging bloody but unbowed from a cataclysmic slice of history, even if one had no idea what had been going on at the time, concerned only with cot and pot.

I was pretty quickly into reading and writing, encouraged enormously by both parents who today would probably be hauled before a social worker to explain their stress-creating force-feeding of letters and numbers to a child who should be allowed to develop at his own pace. My father was a newspaperholic, as I have become. As he spread out his Times every morning he spread his enthusiasm for current affairs and for every feature of the paper in my direction. Before I was four I knew my way around The Times and the Daily Graphic, thanks to him; easier than it would be for a child today as the papers (more rationing) were so much thinner than they are now. I cannot claim to have been reading the political or business columns with enormous interest in 1948–9, but I was an avid fan of less cerebral corners such as the strip cartoons (Pop and Blondie my favourites) and weather forecasts (anything with a map appealed) and I believe to this day a paper that gets those areas right is bound to hook the reader for the rest. I used to enjoy watching my father do The Times crossword – I doubt if I ever solved a clue for him but I understood one or two of his explanations. He used to construct less taxing crosswords for me.

Most of my number-mania came from my mother, who always claimed that mathematics had been her weak link at school. Nonetheless, spotting my love of counting, she raced me through the first five or six years of the average prep-school elementary maths syllabus by the time I was five. This was never done formally but for fun. I learned about angles and degrees, even a bit of basic algebra. We played lots of card and board games too and I was as happy as a sandboy writing out multiplication tables. I had a surprising lack of interest in anything mechanical and soon demonstrated what was to be a life-long inability to do anything practical with my hands.

Both my parents were literary rather than musical; in fact both were more or less tone deaf. They did however read prodigiously, fact and fiction, ancient and modern, heavy and light. The house was full of books, mainly sixpenny Penguins, and magazines, when a fraction of the number published today existed. There are still many cubic feet of Punch and The Aeroplane in my mother’s attic. They loved the radio and the Radio Times became one of my favourite journals, a magical cornucopia of dates, times, numbers, people and places. And it really was the radio times that mattered – the television listings were a tiny footnote to those of the Light Programme, Home Service and Third Programme, and having no television, we had no need of them anyway. My father’s general knowledge was voluminous. Every car journey was like an up-market game show with quizzes and facts and figures about every subject under the sun. I am still unbeatable on British cars from 1946–56 – a foreign car was a major event and about a one in 200 shot on the English country lanes back then. I still like to be asked to name all fifty US States in under two minutes.

The young Rice family stayed at Cross Path until September 1950, by which time I knew exactly where, who and when I was. Most of my recollections are general, rather than specific – of embarking upon half a century (to date) of being a nauseatingly fussy eater with a particular aversion to rabbit, served up regularly for Sunday lunch, of sums and a sandpit in the garden, of misbehaving with David and Susan who lived at Number 33, of my father’s Ford Anglia (KNK 289) and of Mrs Knight’s kindergarten down the road. My mother says she hoped that Mrs Knight’s academy would have the effect of stopping me devoting so much time to mathematics and other cerebral antics, presumably the complete opposite of the ambition of every other parent.

I believed that my family was typical and perfect. My parents were loving, father quite naturally stricter than mother, both fine-looking and even nicer than other people’s parents. Granny was super-generous, smoked and was only a tiny bit older than my mother (she claimed to be forty when I first enquired about her age). The first time it dawned on me that not every family set-up was exactly the same was when a wee lad at Mrs Knight’s claimed to have two grandmothers; I disputed this obvious lie vigorously in the playground but when thinking about it later – of course . . .

Edna moved on to a photographic job at de Havilland, and the first of a string of foreign au pair girls took her place as mother’s help. The French one often ate the dog’s horsemeat (which despite post-war austerity was, I am glad to say, never intended for the family) with gay abandon. Denmark and Germany were also represented during our Radlett years.

There are also a few specific events that I remember well from that time: the birth of my second brother, Andy, at home, one night in March 1950. My parents were not progressive enough (thank God) to let me and Jo witness the birth but I recall being mildly intrigued by the new member of our family the following morning before returning to the more pressing matter of Tiger Tim, hero of the Rainbow comic. A couple of weeks later a far more exciting event took place when my father brought home the first issue of a brand new comic – the Eagle. Hugh had the incredible foresight to spot that this was no ordinary publication and made sure that the clumsy hands of his offspring never damaged a single copy. He kept every issue in pristine condition and I have every one of the first fifteen years of Eagle in my study today. The influence of Eagle upon almost every middle-class British child growing up in the Fifties cannot be overestimated – it was a truly remarkable, mould-breaking enterprise, a creation of genius, the genius being the Reverend Marcus Morris. Many years later I interviewed Marcus Morris for Capital Radio and I still derive enormous pleasure from re-reading the adventures of Dan Dare, PC 49, Harris Tweed and, for that matter, real life back page stars St Paul and St Patrick. On more than one occasion those old Eagles have helped me in my story-telling efforts many years on.

Hugh was a success at de Havilland and it was obvious to the powers there that he had potential beyond editing the firm’s magazine. De Havilland’s vast headquarters bestrode the Great North Road at Hatfield and dominated the employment of the fast-expanding New Town there. Their planes were all tested at de Havilland’s adjacent aerodrome. Within the boundaries of this massive field was Popefield Farm. Several employees had been successively offered the ancient farmhouse, accessible from the main Hatfield-St Albans road, a mile or two from HQ, as a company house at the remarkable rent of £3 a week, with a couple of barns and a substantial garden thrown in, but there had been no takers for the rambling, somewhat run-down residence, in part because of the infernal noise made daily by DH aircraft going through their paces a few hundred yards away.

In 1950 however my father boldly decided that Popefield was an opportunity too good to miss – it could be a home of a size and character that his means and salary could never otherwise achieve. It could be a wonderful place for three boys to grow up in. He had expectations of worldwide travel on de Havilland’s behalf in the very near future and he wanted to feel that his wife and children would have DH close at hand, at Joan’s call if the need arose. The downside was the fact that there would be no prospect of Hugh owning his own home for years, but his decision proved to be a superb one. Joan took some convincing but it was not more than a few days after the move from suburban Radlett to countrified if noisy Hatfield that all five Rices were happily settled at a house they all grew to love intensely and lived in for nineteen years.


Chapter Three

[image: image Missing]

My father was dead right: Popefield Farm, parts of which dated back to Elizabethan times, was a wonderful childhood home for his three boys. My mother soon came around to a similar view and within a few months loved the eccentric property as much as any other member of the family. Although the land that belonged to the house covered barely an acre, our garden and yard seemed vast, even when the latter was occasionally occupied by de Havilland cows. In any event as the farmhouse backed on to literally hundreds of acres of airfield plus adjoining fields, woods and barns we felt as if our estate matched that of Hatfield House, the stately pile of the Salisbury family on the other side of town. De Havilland did farm the land around their runways, but primarily grew crops as livestock and aeroplane noise were not a perfect match. This meant that every summer and autumn there were huge piles of hay bales to play in and my brothers and I probably spent as much time in the seventeenth- and eighteenth-century barns as we did in our bedrooms, at least until Auntie Gertie gave us a gramophone.

We provided our own animals. Other than the odd rat, a psychopath of a barn cat and the few cows that were drafted in for a season or two, Popefield was a fauna-free farm. Our garden became the HQ for chickens, tame cats, hamsters, white rabbits and above all a boxer dog, imaginatively named Prince, though we spelled it Prinz in deference to the breed’s German origins. Both the acquisition of this adorable hound and several of the au pair girls who were part of our household in the Fifties demonstrated that my parents were free of any post-war anti-Teutonic hangover. Prinz was like all boxers, beset with wind and drool problems, maniacally affectionate, rather dim, extremely handsome and unceasingly tolerant of small children clambering over him night and day, fingering his orifices and mauling his most intimate areas, in which he was incidentally under-equipped having, like Hitler, only one ball. This never prevented him leading a full love life in various parts of Hatfield, many of his nocturnal escapades ending with my father collecting him from the local police cell. Prinz was never in danger of being thrown off the payroll, for his social deficiencies were outweighed by his efficiency as a guard dog. He would raise hell if anyone other than a Rice came to the door, a vital attribute during the long dark winter nights when mother and children were often alone in a comparatively remote house. I have been besotted with boxers ever since and never had more than a year or two without one in my life.

Would that I could say the same about au pair girls but just when things were getting really interesting the supply dried up. The last of a great line left when I was fourteen and I had anyway just started at boarding school. My mother simply didn’t need the extra help any more – at least that was the official reason for the cutback. Few stayed more than a year – some got homesick or broke an ankle in their first week and only lasted days, but a young French lady named Simone and a Finnish girl named Tui remain etched in my memory as delightful members of the family rather than the glorified nannies they really were. Simone taught us quite a bit of basic French, so that by the age of six I could and did bore guests by counting to 1000 in two languages.

In the same month that we moved to Popefield I started at prep school. Aldwickbury, six miles away in Harpenden, had been in existence for less than three years, a partnership between Kenneth Castle, then in his forties, and Brian Chidell, in his early thirties. Castle had run a prep school at Lea House in Harpenden since before the war and in 1948 invited the younger man to be co-headmaster if they were able to purchase Aldwickbury, a fifty-room Victorian mansion set in twenty acres of beautiful ground in what was then the outskirts of Harpenden. They succeeded in obtaining the property (for £12,750) and had already built up a fine local reputation by September 1950, when I began there. There were around a hundred boys in the senior school, between seven and thirteen, and half that number again in the lower school, where I was deposited, within minutes behaving extremely feebly.

I have very clear memories of my first day at Aldwickbury, of being driven the few miles to school by my father in his Morris Ten, BVM 661, thrilled with my purple cap adorned with a golden wheat sheaf, yellow and purple striped tie and purple topped long socks. Short trousers of course – I can’t recall wearing anything long, formal or informal, until 1956 when jeans first broke into Hatfield middle-class consciousness, as my scarred knees testify to this day. But as soon as we cruised up the impressive school drive I turned into a snivelling wreck who fought like a tiger to avoid leaving the womb of BVM 661. I was literally dragged into form 1A where to the amusement of my fellow inductees I screamed blue murder for the best part of an hour, oblivious to bribes, threats or sympathy. My father was eventually hustled away and in due course I took my tear-stained place at a double desk next to a delightfully friendly six-year-old named Robert Blyth. By lunchtime I was totally relaxed and, all embarrassment forgotten, never worried about schooldays for another minute of my life.

Aldwickbury was a very traditional English prep school, run superbly, though on a shoestring, by Messrs. Castle and Chidell. Despite the economic restraints that still dominated virtually every aspect of life in Britain in 1950, the co-heads managed to provide an astonishingly wide range of facilities for their pupils. Sport of course: the school had extensive football, rugby and cricket fixtures, plus an extremely imaginatively organised athletic programme and sports day every summer term. No swimming pool in my time, but weekly trips to Luton baths. There was a Wolf Cub (and Scout) troop to which I signed up. There were carpentry classes to which I did not.

Arts, in particular music, were given high priority. Brian Chidell, in addition to being an outstanding maths teacher, was a gifted musician who regularly drove batches of boys up to London to attend concerts and plays. Brian’s Saturday morning music classes were a highlight of the week and although I appeared to have a very unmusical ear at that time, I loved taking part in lusty renditions of such terrific warhorses as ‘Men Of Harlech’, ‘Marching Through Georgia’ and ‘The Lincolnshire Poacher’. I must have known the lyrics (and in most cases had a reasonable handle on the tune) to about a hundred traditional English songs and hymns by the time I was seven. Brian was also a Gilbert and Sullivan fanatic and I adored the brilliance of such arias as ‘My Name is John Wellington Wells’ and ‘I am the Very Model of a Modern Major-General’, and dozens more, primarily but not exclusively because of the words.

Brian Chidell was a terrific patriot and often told us as we were about to launch into ‘Rule Britannia’ that he felt this, rather than ‘God Save The Queen’, should be the national anthem. The death of King George VI on 6 February 1952 made a great impression upon me because it clearly mattered so much to all the adults at Aldwickbury. One of Brian’s leading articles in the school magazine stated, ‘It is in our schools that true qualities must be nurtured, and we should guard them jealously if we are to serve our Queen and Country.’ There was no doubt that we believed ours to be the greatest nation in the world and that we were lucky indeed to be British.

This was not a view that was held with arrogance but with a typically British understated confidence. Such a philosophy would of course be laughed out of the classroom today but (a) I still believe it and (b) I do not feel it is incompatible with respect for other nations and cultures, many of which instil the equivalent belief in their own worth, often forcibly, into their own younger generations today. Thanks in part to my father’s lifetime of travel and connections with friends and business partners from all over the world, already well established in the early Fifties, there was never much danger of his children becoming Little Englanders, had they ever given the matter any thought.

During my six years at Aldwickbury, there was in fact quite a lot of evidence to support the theory that being British was hard to beat. No one in my parents’ circle was extravagantly wealthy, but most were getting by in comfort, if only because their demands were not high. However, expectations were. There was a feeling as the war slowly receded into history that everything was going to improve. Clothes and cars became more colourful. Television moved in. Rationing was gradually phased out, sweet rationing one of the last to go, inspiring one of my earliest lyrics submitted to (and failing to make) the Aldwickbury Magazine of 1953:


When sweets came off the ration

Crowds hurried to the shops

Just like the pre-war fashion

To buy their lollipops



I greatly enjoyed writing as an extra-curricular activity by the time I was eight or nine; in part because I was obsessed by my mother’s typewriter, which held me in greater thrall than any toy as I raced away at thirty words per minute. I used to turn out magazines and even books for my parents’ birthdays, always preferring fact to fiction. If my mother or father was ever bewildered to be presented with a list of the world’s capital cities or longest rivers as an attachment to a birthday card, they never showed it. In any event, an attempt at something more creative would never have produced anything memorable. I might have been a slight freak as far as my assimilation of facts and figures was concerned, but a literary child prodigy – never.

In fact such creatures do not seem to exist; music, mathematics, chess – these are areas in which an extraordinarily young genius can match the achievements of a mature one, but no novelist, poet or lyricist has ever written anything worthwhile until all but adult. Why is this? Command of number or intellectual game requires no command of emotion or experience of life; the beauty and emotion conveyed in music is as often in the ear and mind of the listener as in those of the composer – else how could a nightingale move Keats? It is possible for a listener to a piece of music to be moved in ways unintended by, and even incomprehensible to, the composer. Words are too specific, too clear, to give the receiver any significant variation of interpretation, so they must be well-crafted, knowing, mature.

I am painting a picture of a near-idyllic childhood, and that is what it was. I probably did not appreciate sufficiently every aspect of the good life at the time, but I tended to assume that it was universal. We posh prep-school boys were aware of the rougher element at the state school down the road and tried to avoid too many confrontations at the bus stop, but all in all we led a happy, sheltered existence. The national news that filtered through to me seemed to be all good – Everest climbed, a new, young Queen, Roger Bannister and the first four-minute mile. We young Elizabethans were part of it and this was our heritage.

My academic record at Aldwickbury was at first phenomenally successful. In my first year in the Upper School, 1951–2, aged seven, the youngest in the form, I came top of the class in every fortnightly order for the entire year. Even more nauseatingly, I loved exams and romped away at the top of the table there as well. My reports were, not surprisingly, pretty good. I don’t think I attached much importance to this and have no recollection of working particularly hard or of wanting to be in pole position – it just happened, thanks largely no doubt to my parents’ informal home tuition.

As a result of my clean sweep in every ranking going, I jumped a year. I arrived on the first day of the winter term 1952, expecting automatic promotion with all my chums to the third form, only to find that I had been elevated to the fourth, making me the youngest in my class by an even greater margin. I was initially very upset about this and after the first day’s morning assembly slunk into the third form classroom in the vain hope that the authorities would forget that I should have been in Form IV. I was gently removed. I knew resistance was useless from my experience on my first ever Aldwickbury day.

This is beginning to sound extremely unpalatable, but the truth must be told – by my second term in my new year I was coming top again. I don’t think I was a swot, but I must have enjoyed nearly every subject, by now including Latin and French. In the latter subject my chats to the au pairs paid off. Not only that, brother Jo was by now doing just as well two forms down the ladder. He even won a prize for an essay entered by the school in a national competition. My mother and father were, to put it mildly, happy with their sons’ scholastic records. In my case, however, a decline of sorts was soon to set in.

Sports-wise I loved nearly every game I played, without showing any great natural ability. I did not become a gangling giant until I was about seventeen, but I was never very co-ordinated in the presence of a ball. I never got near to selection for any of the Aldwickbury cricket or football teams other than on one occasion when a flu epidemic forced the selectors to spread their net to desperate lengths and I made right half for the under-eleven side. I thought I played out of my skin but I was back in D game a week later. I was however extremely fit and in a sport at which nothing other than stamina counted, such as cross-country running, I was as good as most.

Cricket was my favourite. I loved the numbers and statistics involved and at an extremely modest level played with huge enthusiasm. I was hooked for life after the Oval Test of 1953. My parents, like millions of others, had finally given in to the mistrusted medium of television because of the Coronation in June that year. I’m afraid the Coronation hoopla rather bored me – I was severely castigated by my











Appendix

Tim Rice Musical Creations
1965–1978

[image: image Missing]

A. MUSICALS (all written with Andrew Lloyd Webber):

1. THE LIKES OF US (1965–1967)

Musical based on the life of Dr Thomas Barnardo. Book by Leslie Thomas. Never produced.

Sixteen songs recorded on demo album (never issued commercially):

TWICE IN LOVE EVERY DAY

A VERY BUSY MAN

LOVE IS HERE

STRANGE AND LOVELY SONG

THE LIKES OF US

WE’LL GET HIM

A MAN ON HIS OWN

LION HEARTED LAND

YOU CAN NEVER MAKE IT ALONE

WHERE AM I GOING

HOLD A MARCH

YOU WON’T CARE ABOUT HER ANYMORE

GOING GOING GONE

WILL THIS LAST FOREVER

A MAN OF THE WORLD

ANOTHER CUP OF TEA

There were various other songs written for the show and discarded. ‘Strange and Lovely Song’ was featured by vocal quartet Cantabile in their live performances in the late Eighties. Some of the tunes have resurfaced in subsequent ALW shows.

2. JOSEPH AND THE AMAZING TECHNICOLOR DREAMCOAT

Original Colet Court School version, directed by Alan Doggett (1968):

JACOB AND SONS

JOSEPH’S COAT

JOSEPH’S DREAMS

POOR POOR JOSEPH

CLOSE EVERY DOOR

POOR POOR PHARAOH

SONG OF THE KING

PHARAOH’S DREAMS EXPLAINED

STONE THE CROWS

BACK IN CANAAN (THE BROTHERS COME TO EGYPT)

WHO’S THE THIEF

JOSEPH ALL THE TIME

JACOB IN EGYPT

ANY DREAM WILL DO

Songs added for the original Decca album, produced by ALW and TR (1969):

POTIPHAR

GO GO GO JOSEPH

Songs added for the first West End production, directed by Frank Dunlop and produced by Robert Stigwood (1973):

ONE MORE ANGEL IN HEAVEN

PHARAOH STORY

GROVEL GROVEL

THOSE CANAAN DAYS

BENJAMIN CALYPSO

Versions of ‘Any Dream Will Do’ (Christopher) and ‘Potiphar’ (Mixed Bag) with altered lyrics were released in 1969. A Prologue entitled ‘You Are What You Feel’ was added for the 1982 Broadway production. A song entitled ‘I Don’t Think I’m Wanted Back At Home’, originally written for Jacob’s Journey (see below) was briefly part of the score in the early Seventies.

There have been many different recordings over the years of the entire score, and of individual songs, notably ‘Any Dream Will Do’. The first cover version of this song was by Max Bygraves and was a big hit in Australia in 1970. The first single hit from the score in the UK (a Number One) was in 1991 by Jason Donovan, star that year of the revival at the London Palladium.

In 1973 ALW and TR wrote a piece entitled Jacob’s Journey with book by Alan Simpson and Ray Galton which accompanied Joseph for a few weeks during the Albery Theatre run. The songs were:

AND DID HE NOTICE ME

SEVEN YEARS

I DON’T THINK I’M WANTED BACK AT HOME

ESAU’S SONG

JACOB’S DREAM

LIMPET IN LOVE

LABAN’S WORKERS’ SONG

JACOB HAD GOD ON HIS SIDE

3. COME BACK RICHARD YOUR COUNTRY NEEDS YOU

A musical based on the story of Richard the Lionheart for schools which only received one performance, at the City of London School in 1969, directed by Alan Doggett. It never got beyond the oratorio stage. Songs:

A ROARING START

YOU CAN RELY ON KING RICHARD THE LION

ALL TOO QUIET ON THE HOME FRONT

HELP ME INTO MY ARMOUR (WHAT A DIFFERENCE A KNIGHT MAKES)

VIOLENT INTERLUDE

BERENGARIA

SALADIN DAYS

THE LION IS CAGED

COME BACK RICHARD YOUR COUNTRY NEEDS YOU

SOMEWHERE IN EUROPE

THE LEGEND OF BLONDEL (BLONDEL ON BLONDEL)

BLONDEL’S SONG

THE LEGEND OF BLONDEL PART 2

THE BALLAD OF CHALUZ (I WANT MY HANDS ON YOUR HOLD)

The title song was recorded by Tim Rice and The Webber Group and released as the A side of a single in 1969 (RCA).

4. JESUS CHRIST SUPERSTAR

Songs on the original MCA album, produced by ALW and TR (1970):

OVERTURE

HEAVEN ON THEIR MINDS

WHAT’S THE BUZZ

STRANGE THING MYSTIFYING

EVERYTHING’S ALL RIGHT

THIS JESUS MUST DIE

HOSANNA

SIMON ZEALOTES/POOR JERUSALEM

PILATE’S DREAM

THE TEMPLE

I DON’T KNOW HOW TO LOVE HIM

DAMNED FOR ALL TIME/BLOOD MONEY

THE LAST SUPPER

GETHSEMANE (I ONLY WANT TO SAY)

THE ARREST

PETER’S DENIAL

PILATE AND CHRIST

KING HEROD’S SONG

JUDAS’ DEATH

TRIAL BEFORE PILATE

SUPERSTAR

THE CRUCIFIXION

JOHN 19:41

Song added for the Broadway production, directed by Tom O’Horgan, produced by Robert Stigwood (1971) and retained for all subsequent stage shows:

COULD WE START AGAIN PLEASE

‘The Trial Before Pilate’ and ‘Hosanna’ were extended considerably for the Broadway show. First London production directed by Jim Sharman, produced by Robert Stigwood (1972).

Song added for the film, directed by Norman Jewison (1973):

THEN WE ARE DECIDED

A version of ‘Heaven On Their Minds’ with altered lyrics was issued by Murray Head in 1970. I made some minor lyrical changes for the 1996 West End revival and cast album. There have been many different recordings of the entire score over the years, and hundreds of cover versions of individual songs, notably ‘I Don’t Know How to Love Him’, ‘Superstar’ and ‘Could We Start Again Please’. The first two of these songs and ‘Everything’s All Right’ were single hits in 1971 in the US, and many other countries, but never more than minor chart items in the UK. The original album has sold at least 7 million copies to date, at one time allegedly the biggest selling British album ever recorded.

5. EVITA

Songs on the original MCA album, produced by ALW and TR (1970):

A CINEMA IN BUENOS AIRES, 1952

REQUIEM FOR EVITA

OH WHAT A CIRCUS

ON THIS NIGHT OF A THOUSAND STARS

EVA AND MAGALDI

EVA BEWARE OF THE CITY

BUENOS AIRES

GOODNIGHT AND THANK YOU

THE LADY’S GOT POTENTIAL

CHARITY CONCERT/I’D BE SURPRISINGLY GOOD FOR YOU

ANOTHER SUITCASE IN ANOTHER HALL

DANGEROUS JADE (PERON’S LATEST FLAME)

A NEW ARGENTINA

ON THE BALCONY OF THE CASA ROSADA

DON’T CRY FOR ME ARGENTINA

HIGH FLYING ADORED

RAINBOW HIGH

RAINBOW TOUR

THE ACTRESS HASN’T LEARNED THE LINES (YOU’D LIKE TO HEAR)

AND THE MONEY KEPT ROLLING IN (AND OUT)

SANTA EVITA

WALTZ FOR EVA AND CHE

SHE IS A DIAMOND

DICE ARE ROLLING/EVA’S SONNET

EVA’S FINAL BROADCAST

MONTAGE

LAMENT

Song added for the London stage production, directed by Hal Prince, produced by Robert Stigwood (1978):

THE ART OF THE POSSIBLE

‘The Lady’s Got Potential’ was dropped for the stage show, but returned for the film, directed by Alan Parker (1996), which also included a new song ‘You Must Love Me’, in place of ‘Dice Are Rolling/Eva’s Sonnet’.

There have been several recordings of the entire score over the years and perhaps even more cover versions of individual songs, notably ‘Don’t Cry For Me Argentina’, than of songs from Superstar. Other Evita songs to have been multi-covered include ‘Oh What A Circus’, ‘Another Suitcase In Another Hall’, ‘I’d Be Surprisingly Good For You’, ‘High Flying Adored’ and ‘On This Night Of A Thousand Stars’. (‘You Must Love Me’ has followed suit from 1997 onwards.) ‘Don’t Cry For Me Argentina’ is the most popular song Andrew and I ever wrote together and gave us our first Number One hit in the UK, sung by Julie Covington. However, the first US version of the song to chart was a disco version by an outfit entitled Festival who put out an entire dance album of songs from Evita.

Joseph, Superstar and Evita have been staged in literally dozens of countries since their first appearances, at all levels from school upwards, as often, or more often, in the late Nineties as at any other time.

6. MISCELLANEOUS

The only other theatrically performed songs Andrew and I wrote between 1965 and 1978 were three items for the revue Hullabaloo, directed by Frank Dunlop in the West End in 1973:

FIRST IMPRESSION/SECOND IMPRESSION/LAST IMPRESSION COUNTS

THE PEOPLE I’VE SEEN

IT’S A TRIUMPH! – CLIVE BARNES

These were, mercifully, never recorded.

As revealed in Chapter 22, we began to write a musical about Jeeves together, but I abandoned ship after writing no more than a plot outline and words for a couple of songs.

So far, so good. Now for the less glittering side of the Rice catalogue of the period under review:

B. SONGS NOT PART OF A MUSICAL SCORE:

TR lyricist unless stated; only songs that actually escaped into the public domain are listed.

1965

THAT’S MY STORY (words and music TR)

The Nightshift (Piccadilly) (single A side)

1967

DOWN THRU’ SUMMER/I’LL GIVE ALL MY LOVE TO SOUTHEND (music ALW) Ross Hannaman (Columbia) (single A and B side)

1969/PROBABLY ON THURSDAY (music ALW)

Ross Hannaman (Columbia) (single A and B side)

Danièle Noël (EP) – issued only in France:

YOU TOOK ME FOR A RIDE (Recorded as Les Quatre Volontes, French lyric F. Gérard)

DANIELE (lyric in French by TR)

SOMETHING TO SAY (Recorded as Pourtant Moi Je N’ai Pas Change, French lyric F. Gérard)

I’LL GIVE ALL MY LOVE TO SOUTHEND (Recorded as Je N’Aimerai Plus Jamais Personne, French lyric B. Nencioli)

Danièle Noël (French Philips) (all tracks music by ALW)

WISH YOU WOULD SHOW ME YOUR MIND (music David Paramor)

Nocturnes (Columbia) (single B side)

1968

SUDDENLY FREE (music David Paramor)

Nocturnes (Columbia) (single B side)

BELIEVE ME I WILL (music ALW)

Sacha Distel (MCA) (album track)

1969

WE WILL ROCK YOU (traditional tune)

Christopher (RCA) (single A side)

JULIET SIMPKINS (instrumental – music TR)

The Power Pack (Polydor) (single B side)

COME BACK RICHARD YOUR COUNTRY NEEDS YOU/ROLL ON OVER THE ATLANTIC (music ALW)

Tim Rice and the Webber Group (RCA) (single A and B side)

THE OPPOSITE LOCK (music Nick Ingman)

Emperor Rosko (Polydor) (single A side)

1970

SEVEN AND A HALF PER CENT SWING (music ALW)

Floating Voters (Pye) (Single B side)

GOODBYE SEATTLE (music ALW)

Paul Raven (US Decca) (single A side) – issued only in US

1972

WHAT A LINE TO GO OUT ON (music ALW)

Yvonne Elliman (Polydor) (single A side)

BAYOU FARM (words and music TR)

Huddersfield Transit Authority (Polydor) (single B side)

ONE OF THE ALL TIME GRATES (music Roger Watson)

Huddersfield Transit Authority (Polydor) (single B side)

FINALLY (THEME FROM THE FILM GUMSHOE) (music ALW)

Pamela Paterson (Polydor) (single A side)

BABY YOU’RE GOOD FOR ME (music ALW) (from the soundtrack of Gumshoe)

Roy Young (never released on record – only heard in the film)

1973

DISILLUSION ME (music ALW)

Gary Bond (Polydor) (single A side)

CHILD OF THE FIFTIES (music TR, words Jonathan Rice)

Rover (Polydor B side)

1974

CHRISTMAS DREAM (from the soundtrack of The Odessa File) (music ALW)

Perry Como (RCA) (single A side)

Maynard Williams (MCA) (album track)

NOTHING DIFFERENT (words and music TR)

Tim Rice (Chrysalis) (single B side)

THE PRESIDENT SONG (words and music TR)

Victor Trumper (US MCA) (single A side)

1975

Five further tracks on Ten Songs (album):

THE RED ROOM

TURNING

DOWN ON THE FARM

MARISA

I CAN’T GO ON (music for all songs by ALW)

Maynard Williams (MCA)

All tracks on Barbapapa (album):

THE BARBAPAPA FAMILY

LITTLE SHADOW

BE A THINKER

BARBALIB

THE GREATEST ANIMAL LOVER

BARBABEAU’S PAINTBOX

BARBAPAPA ROCK

EVERYTHING IS SINGING FOR BARBALALA

SEND FOR BARBABRAVO

BARBABELLE (music for all songs by Joop Stockkermans)

Ed Stewart, Cathy MacDonald and The London Boy Singers (Philips)

1976

HEY LOVE (WHAT A WAY TO SPEND THE NIGHT) (words and music TR)

Tim Rice (DJM) (single A side)

1977

MAGDALENA (music ALW)

Tony Christie (MCA) (single A side)

IT’S EASY FOR YOU (music ALW)

Elvis Presley (RCA) (album track)

THE ONLY WAY TO GO (music Marvin Hamlisch)

Bing Crosby (United Artists) (album track)

Thus, assuming my research has been accurate, from the time of my first recorded song, ‘That’s My Story’ in March 1965, up until the opening night of Evita in June 1978, forty-six of my compositions or co-compositions that were not part of a theatrical score were released on record and one other was heard in a movie. Twenty-four had music by Andrew Lloyd Webber, ten by a Dutch gent I never met, seven were my own tunes (including one instrumental), two were written with David Paramor, and one tune each was contributed by Marvin Hamlisch, Roger Watson, Nick Ingman and a long departed, out of copyright, Czech composer.

None of the forty-seven can be classified as a bona fide hit, although ‘Christmas Dream’ (music ALW) by Perry Como did limp into the bottom of the US Hot 100. ‘The Only Way To Go’ (Hamlisch) did eventually appear on a moderately popular George Burns album and of course ‘It’s Easy For You’ (ALW), by virtue of its inclusion on Elvis’ last album to be issued while he was alive, was part of a best-selling package.

The only other songs in this list to have attracted further (or ‘cover’) recordings were ‘That’s My Story’ which a Mexican group called the Six Kings sang in Spanish, ‘Down Thru’ Summer’ which was recorded by two Spanish acts, thanks entirely to Enzo Hamilton, a friend of mine who was briefly an executive of EMI Barcelona; and ‘We Will Rock You’ by Elaine Paige as a B side in 1982.

All in all I am glad I did not rely on non-theatre songs to make a living.

C. AS RECORDING ARTIST (VOCALS):

1969 as Tim Rice and the Webber Group

COME BACK RICHARD YOUR COUNTRY NEEDS YOU/ROLL ON OVER THE ATLANTIC (RCA single)

Both TR/ALW songs

1972 as Huddersfield Transit Authority

RUNAWAY/BAYOU FARM (Polydor single)

A side the Del Shannon 1961 hit written by Shannon & Max Crook; B side TR words and music

DIFFERENT DRUM/ONE OF THE ALL TIME GRATES (Polydor single)

A side the Linda Ronstadt & Stone Poneys 1967 US hit written by Mike Nesmith; B side TR words, Roger Watson music

1973 as Rover

WINDOW THE IN DOGGIE THAT IS MUCH HOW/CHILD OF THE FIFTIES (RSO single)

A side the 1953 Patti Page/Lita Rosa hit written by Bob Merrill (sung backwards); B side TR tune (same one as ‘That’s My Story’) Jonathan Rice lyrics

1974 as Tim Rice

NOT FADE AWAY/NOTHING DIFFERENT (Chrysalis single)

A side a Crickets B side from 1958 written by Buddy Holly & Norman Petty; B side words and music TR

1974 as Victor Trumper

THE PRESIDENT SONG/CHILD OF THE FIFTIES (US MCA single)

A side words and music TR; B side a re-use of the Rover B side

1975 as one of the Arzenboys

BUMP ON MY HEAD (PARTS 1 & 2) (DJM single)

Both sides by Jonathan Rice and Jonathan Chuter; the Arzenboys were Bill Heath’s band, co-lead vocals TR, under a bewildering temporary name

1976 as Tim Rice

HEY LOVE (WHAT A WAY TO SPEND THE NIGHT)/HOW DO I LOOK (DJM single)

A side words and music TR; B side by Jonathan Rice & Jonathan Chuter

N.B. 1968:

Backing vocals on Scaffold single ‘Lily The Pink’ (a Number One!) (Parlophone)

D. MISCELLANEOUS RECORD PRODUCTIONS:

1966

Solo productions:

GOODBYE LITTLE GIRL/A LITTLE BIT OF LOVIN’ – The Shell (Columbia single)

A side written by Brian Henderson; B side by the Shell

SOME DAY SOON/YOU BORE ME – Murray Head & Blue Monks (Columbia single)

Both songs written by Murray Head

1967

Produced with Bob Barratt:

DOWN THRU’ SUMMER/I’LL GIVE ALL MY LOVE TO SOUTHEND – Ross Hannaman (Columbia single)

1969/PROBABLY ON THURSDAY – Ross Hannaman (Columbia single)

Produced with ALW:

YOU TOOK ME FOR A RIDE/DANIELE/SOMETHING TO SAY/I’LL GIVE ALL MY LOVE TO SOUTHEND – Danièle Noël EP

All 1967 songs above by ALW/TR

1968

Produced with ALW:

ALBERT/MONDAY MORNING – TALES OF JUSTINE (HMV single)

Both songs written by David Daltrey. Nearly every Tales of Justine or David Daltrey track produced by ALW/TR in 1968/69 at Abbey Road was issued on the Tenth Planet label as a vinyl only album in 1997 – worth looking for

1968–69

With Norrie Paramor, assisted on or co-produced various titles by The Sacafford, The Power Pack, Nick Ingman, Emperor Rosko, Gracious

1969

Produced with ALW:

POTIPHAR/MILLION DOLLAR BASH – The Mixed Bag (Decca single)

ROUND AND ROUND/HAVE YOU EVER BEEN IN LOVE – The Mixed Bag (Decca single)

You’re My Girl I Say was the B side to Round And Round in the US

Million Dollar Bash by Bob Dylan; other songs written by the Mixed Bag, except ‘Potiphar’ by ALW/TR

WE WILL ROCK YOU/ANY DREAM WILL DO – Christopher (RCA single)

A side traditional Czech tune with TR lyrics; B side by ALW/TR

COME BACK RICHARD YOUR COUNTRY NEEDS YOU/ROLL ON OVER THE ATLANTIC – Tim Rice & The Webber group (RCA single)

Both songs by ALW/TR

1970

Produced with ALW:

BRIDGE OVER TROUBLE WATER/SEVEN-AND-A-HALF PERCENT SWING – (Pye single)

A side credited to Harold and Ted, written by Paul Simon, B side to Floating Voters, written by ALW/TR

Produced with ALW & Mike Leander:

GOODBYE SEATTLE – Paul Raven A side

Written by ALW/TR

1971

Produced with ALW:

PETER AND THE WOLF (Prokofiev) with Frankie Howerd and the City of London Ensemble conducted by Alan Doggett (Polydor album)

1972

Produced with ALW:

WHAT A LINE TO GO OUT ON/INTERLUDE FOR JOHNNY – Yvonne Elliman (Polydor single)

A side by ALW/TR; B side by Yvonne Elliman

YVONNE ELLIMAN – Yvonne Elliman (MCA album)

Contained just one ALW/TR song ‘I Don’t Know How To Love Him’

Produced with Roger Watson:

RUNAWAY/BAYOU FARM – Huddersfield Transit Authority (Polydor single)

A side by Del Shannon & Max Crook; B side by TR

DIFFERENT DRUM/ONE OF THE ALL TIME GRATES – Huddersfield Transit Authority (Polydor single)

A side by Mike Nesmith; B side by TR/Roger Watson

SATISFIED WITH LIFE/ETERNITY’S SWEET HONEYCOMB – Vocal Refrain (Polydor single)

A side by George M. Cohan; B side by Jonathan Chuter/Roger Watson

1973

Produced with Roger Watson:

FRESH LIVER – The Scaffold (Island album)

All titles written by the Scaffold from which John Gorman single WPC Hodges/I Remember issued

Produced with ALW:

DISILLUSION ME/ANY DREAM WILL DO – Gary Bond (Polydor single)

Both songs by ALW/TR

Solo production:

WINDOW THE IN DOGGIE THAT IS MUCH HOW/CHILD OF THE FIFTIES – Rover (RSO single)

A side written by Bob Merrill; B side by TR & Jonathan Rice

1974

Produced with ALW:

TEN SONGS – Maynard Williams (MCA album)

Six often songs by ALW/TR

Solo production:

LOVE ENOUGH/SILÉ – Paul Jones (Private Stock single)

A side written by Tim Moore; B side by Paul Jones

1975

Produced with Bill Heath & Co.:

BUMP ON MY HEAD (PARTS 1 & 2) – The Arzenboys (DJM single)

Both sides written by Jonathan Rice/Jonathan Chuter

1976

Produced with Andrew Powell:

HEY LOVE/HOW DO I LOOK – Tim Rice (DJM single)

A side by TR; B side by Jonathan Rice/Jonathan Chuter

1977

Produced with ALW:

MAGDALENA – Tony Christie A side

Written by ALW/TR

1978

Solo productions:

SHEENA IS A PUNK ROCKER/PRETTY VACANT – Paul Jones (RSO single)

A side written by the Ramones; B side by the Sex Pistols

BORN TO SING/SIMPLE THINGS IN LIFE – Colm Wilkinson (RSO single)

A side written by Colm Wilkinson; B side by Gordon Waller

None of the above productions were hits; you should have heard the tracks that didn’t get released.
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