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  For my family


  



  John liked and wanted strong personalities, and I think what he learned from Stuart was a certain mystic quality. Stuart was
  different and that attracted John.


  
    Bill Harry

  


  
    We have improved a thousandfold since our arrival and Allan Williams who is here at the moment says there is no group in Liverpool to touch
    us.

  


  
    Stuart Sutcliffe reporting from Hamburg on the success of the Beatles in a letter to his sister Pauline

  


  
    They are not ever jealous for the cause, But jealous for they are jealous.

  


  
    Shakespeare, Othello
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  prologue


  Magical History Tour


  Life without memory is no life at all.


  Luis Buuel
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  HAPPILY, I SHARE my birth day with Elvis Presley. I first found that out from my older brother, Stuart. He loved Elvis. Stuart
  wanted more than most. He loved life. He locked on to the Elvis energy, yet it was never about teenage rebellion but, rather, wanting to run at the horizon and leap as fast and as enjoyably as
  possible over it. Everything that increased his pulse rate and his curiosity was special. His mind was always racing, intrigued by people, music, and art, and all the shades and aspects of life and
  imagination that gave so much purpose, a resonance, to his own. Our parents, especially my mother, set the rules of the race for all of us. For Stuart, it was a sprint. He died on 10 April 1962,
  aged twenty-one. He died abroad, and such were the complex rules of returning him home for a family funeral I never saw him in death: he was locked in his coffin. The German undertakers said his
  hair was combed forward and he looked like one of the Beatles, which was perceptive of them. He was.


  Stuart Sutcliffe was an original Beatle, John Lennons intimate friend, one of the young Liverpool boys who were there as a musical legend was being created; but also being conjured up
  were events, some that can only be thought of as happenstance, others severely premeditated, that brought my family and the Beatles into lifelong association. Overwhelmingly, there has been a
  sadness and suffering that began not all that long after my brother christened himself and his young friends the Beatles.


  My family have lived with none of the benefits but all of the enmities and rivalries, and sometimes the horrors, of our founding association with the most popular musical group of all time. As
  it turned out, the Beatles so easily could have been Stuart Sutcliffes Lonely Hearts Club Band, for Stuart, who played in and named the group, became (like Sergeant Pepper) a ghostly,
  fantasy figure, just a shadow, in the greatest show business story ever. Depending on your arithmetic he was the fourth or the fifth Beatle but after he died he was lost, the forgotten Beatle.
  Especially to the Beatles. They circled the wagons. They were ordinary young men caught up in extraordinary and fast-changing times, and by the mid-1960s they were the most famous people in the
  English-speaking world  already mythical to everyone but themselves, trapped as they always would be simply by being Beatles.


  Of course, it is a strange world; people are particular and peculiar. I do know. I have spent my working life as a social service manager, and as a trained psychotherapist I have
  confronted and dealt with the elaborate problems that face so many people on a daily basis; often we have high-sounding, technical names for the myriad disorders that can trip up peoples
  lives and those around them.


  Since the late 1960s when I was doing my training, generously being given many educational opportunities to learn from some of the very best, I have thought about the real relationship between
  Stuart and John Lennon. As you become older there is more sense to your world, to your past. I was a teenager when I first met John with Stuart and the glances between them registered but without
  meaning. I knew there was more to it but it was only later that I had the knowledge to understand. It was a jigsaw puzzle in my mind over the years and probably I did not want to publicly
  acknowledge the total truth of what they had together. I never saw any shame in any of it but I was reticent. I have kept to myself all I know and feel about my brother and John for many years.
  Secrets can be painful. Yet, recent publications have not been as shy as I was. These twenty-first century accounts have lanced the boil for me, made me feel free to tell
  Stuart and Johns real story for the first time. Also, I strongly believe there is a purpose now to be spelling it out for it explains so much about John Lennon and the story of the Beatles.
  With this book I am completing the foundation of their story, putting the last brick in place. As they say in my business, establishing closure.


  I found myself analysing my own thoughts on a comfortable couch on Continental Airlines Flight 57 to America from Gatwick Airport in London. We had just climbed out of the clouds and they had
  switched off the seat-belt sign and announced a turbulence-free journey to Cleveland, Ohio, the home of the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame and Museum. A glass of long-oaked Chardonnay and some mineral
  water was presented to me as I looked out at the blue skies; life, if not altogether bump-free, does seem calmer. There was a hopeful horizon for me and I raised the glass in a silent toast. It was
  to Stuart, to my sister, in memory of my parents and, also, to John Lennon. I included all the others who did not survive long enough alongside that still ongoing phenomenon, the Beatles, in which
  my brother had such an inspirational and important role. They did not have a choice, but I did. Strangely, as a twenty-first-century Beatlemania manifested itself  worldwide hits, lost
  tracks rediscovered, Paul McCartney planning a Beatles film  I wanted the Beatles out of my life, for ever.


  First, there was something I had to achieve and for a long time it had appeared impossible: I needed, metaphorically, to get my brother back, to resurrect him, and in so doing be able, after
  more than four decades, to lovingly, properly, say farewell to him. And that is what concerned my journey to Cleveland; it revolved around the circle of life whereby, simply, we have to confront
  and deal with our problems in order to put them to rest. When my brother died the Beatles were an aspiring and popular group in the clubs of Hamburg. Stuart was pursuing his fabulously promising
  artistic career, but as often as possible would go to watch and listen to John, George Harrison, Paul McCartney, and the then drummer Pete Best, in the often wild but always
  exciting clubs of that loose-minded German city Sometimes he would take up his old position onstage with them. He understood this bunch of boys who played toe-tapping music and enjoyed good times
  together. There was a Musketeer element about them: they were all teenagers from Liverpool, all, in their own ways, Jack-the-Lads, cheeky, quick-witted, friendly, engaging; on the flip side was the
  Iago factor: they had all of the individual jealousies brought on, in Stuarts day, by their fledgling success and envy of each other. In later life, I have always had to deal with the dark
  side.


  The Rock and Roll Hall of Fame prompted my decision to escape from it all. I had spent many years collating Stuarts work, more than 250 paintings, works on paper, drawings and sketches,
  all the memorabilia from the trivia of fame to documents and emotionally revealing letters, into an historic Beatles archive. My mother was fastidious in keeping everything associated with Stuart.
  He is now accepted in the official art world as a genuine talent; he is certainly highly collectible, and has been exhibited from Liverpool via Japan to Canada and the USA. I was retiring, if that
  is the correct word in the circumstances, as the executrix and owner of the Stuart Sutcliffe Estate and auctioning the collection, hopefully to an institution that would preserve it and keep
  Stuarts memory alive. I would feel then that I had done my bit and would be able to free myself from the Beatles. I have been trapped by them most of my life  I wanted to say goodbye.
  Its been a long goodbye. It will probably only be farewell because you cant blank it all out just by walking away. But the day-to-day hassles, the lawyers, and the phone calls will be
  gone. That would be an incredible release in itself and might exorcise the ghosts that have haunted me and my family. I have never been in a position to tell the full story before. My mother,
  always strong and protective and thinking ahead, made my sister Joyce and me swear not to reveal anything we knew, including letters and notes, about the early relationships of
  the founding Beatles until fifteen years after her death. My mother died in 1983 so since 1998 I have been considering how best to deal with the legacy she left.


  The collection, Stuart Sutcliffe: From the Beatles to Backbeat, went on display in May 2001, and when it did it ran alongside another fascinating example of Beatles memorabilia.
  Yoko Ono, who was flown from New York to Cleveland in one of Rolling Stone magazine founder Jann Wenners private jets, spent three hours in town opening the exhibition entitled
  Lennon: His Life and Work. It seemed so appropriate that Stuart and John should be together in the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame and that their exhibitions would end almost
  simultaneously in the autumn of 2001. I feel that is how it should have been: Stuart and John reunited after untimely deaths. Their close friendship, their bond, is an essential untold story of the
  birth of the Beatles. Before Lennon and McCartney, it was Lennon and Sutcliffe, an intense partnership, a jubilant association. Stuart was Johns mentor and he tutored Johns thinking,
  which meant he influenced all of his life; Stuart gave John not just knowledge but instilled him with the need to know, to think, and to reflect. John trusted Stuart to tell him the truth. John in
  return gave Stuart confirmation of his worth. He gave him his utter loyalty and intimacy. They had shared aspirations and dreams. That was their absolute bond.


  In turn, I am now close to Cynthia Lennon. I was staying with her in France when she and friends told me of a property that was up for sale. I immediately fell in love with the house, and as a
  neighbour now see Cynthia even more often. We regularly have dinner together. We are linked by our Beatles association and the early deaths of Stuart and John. One recent evening we were talking
  over glasses of wine and Cynthia said to me, I think its time to put our boys to bed. I said, I cant yet  Ive just got mine back. We locked
  eyes for a moment and Cynthia understood: I had to give Stuart his place in the world so that I could move on. I am going to change many perceptions the world has of the
  Beatles. I have waited many years but now it is my turn. Jetting to the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame, it all seemed incredible. It also feels like yesterday. All the reminiscences are reeled, like
  film, in my mind; a flick of a mental switch and I see it all: I know it will add to our understanding of the of the Beatles phenomenon that I witnessed at its very beginning.


  



  one


  Family Affairs


  I looked up to Stu, I depended on him to tell me the truth. Stu would tell me if something was good and Id believe him.


  John Lennon
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  I WAS A NAVE, tiny thing, but I knew instinctively when I walked into that dingy hall in May 1960 that something tremendous
  was happening. Or about to. I dont know if it was me or the occasion, but the atmosphere was palpable. It was like going to a Grand Prix race, where it can all end in either a car crash or a
  hero splashed in champagne and euphoria. I was only fifteen years old, but I sensed that what was going on would transmute the scruffy surroundings. And it was one of the most thrilling moments of
  my young life the first time I saw Stuart with John, Paul, George, and Tommy Moore, who was the drummer before Pete Best; this was the paradigm Beatles. John, just eighteen, Paul, seventeen, and
  sixteen-year-old George had performed as Johnny and the Moondogs, the act that developed from Johns original group, the Quarrymen; when Stuart joined he named them the Beetles. They became
  the Beatals which, after modifications  the Silver Beetles, the Silver Beatles  will live on, as far as I can know, for ever. My first sight of them that early summer was as the
  Silver Beatles. I felt my nerves were plugged into the electricity socket.


  Up on stage Stuart, just a few months older than John, and the others looked much more mature than they were. They wore black shirts, tight black jeans, and two-tone shoes, their uniform. They
  also appeared to know what they were doing. They strutted about and played with wires  George had graduated from being an apprentice electrician at Blacklers
  department store  and even the microphone tied with grubby garden string to a broom handle didnt detract from what I saw as the glamour of the moment. Stuart was moving an amplifier
  and John was fooling around with a guitar. Paul and George were strumming away but looking very serious. I dont even remember the name of the place but on other nights this seedy joint was a
  strip club and, given the age of the girls, maybe that was the reason for the bad lighting.


  These boys all looked pale under the spotlight  a glaring light bulb that kept flickering until George went over and fiddled with it. They were not yet familiar with the art, or the need,
  for stage make-up. It was how Hollywood portrayed decadent Paris jazz clubs, but this poorly lighted backstreet venue, complete with defaulting sound systems and sparking, smoking electric wires,
  was more Ken Dodd slapstick than Miles Davis riffs. I thought it was the London Palladium. My brother had made it. He was no longer at home in front of the mirror mimicking a rock star, curling his
  lip and doing a hip shake with Elvis spinning on his Dansette turntable; he was up there, onstage. With that Johnny Lennon as the lead singer. My school-playground status was assured. Stuart was no
  expert musician. He was there for love of John and vice versa. But he was up there being a rock star  and thats what nearly every kid in Liverpool dreamed about being. It was the
  instant step, the lottery win, to fame and fortune. There were rainbows all over Merseyside but few pots of gold. The Silver Beatles belted out All Shook Up and I thought it was such
  a triumph. My brother knew all the words. He could sing a whole song. What a star. They all were, but I never had any comprehension then that more than forty years later, alive and dead and in
  their own ways, they would all remain names to conjure with. I have to shake my head when I think about it for it all seems not so long ago; they were fresh and vibrant, full of energy and alive.
  So alive and rushing at the world. They caroused on stage, dipping down to play their guitars and hold them towards the audience; they seemed to be daring us not to have a
  good time, for they most certainly were.


  I screamed my head off with the rest of the girls. At first it seemed the thing to do, and then it was all so natural; it was give and take. The louder we were, the wilder these special Beatles,
  especially John. He seemed to move faster with every squeal. Stuart was solid and cool, almost disassociated from the enterprise and probably more concerned about trying to work out the chords on
  his guitar. I didnt have any fears now. Rock and roll clubs were such a new thing that concerts did attract gangs of guys who just wanted to make trouble; the regular complaint was that the
  girls were paying more attention to the groups than to their Teddy boy friends, and often police vans would park close by as a deterrent. I didnt care about that, and most of the time I
  forgot I was there as a spy  for my mother. She had encouraged Stuart to take me along and, reluctantly, he did. He was always concerned about me and would all but carry me into dance halls
  and sit me down on a bum-numbing radiator close to the stage. Im not tall, and that way he could keep his eye on me. Part of his act was to turn his back to the audience  probably as
  much to hide his lack of expertise on the bass guitar as a gesture of cool. Once I left my perch when I was asked to dance by a great hulk of a Teddy boy. He was funny and harmless,
  no chains or knuckleduster rings, but when Stuart turned round and I was not in his vision line he panicked. The next thing he saw was the Ted saying a cheerful thank you and placing me right back
  up on the radiator. I waved at Stuart and he relaxed. They were truly innocent times for me. Stuart would take me home after the shows and then he would go out with John and the others. I was too
  young  and a kid sister  to be witness to their teenage goings-on. But I could watch the shows and reported back to my mother the secret that not only were they popular but they were
  able to play and sing a song from start to finish; for all the family this seemed a rather impressive achievement. And it seemed to give my mother Millie some solace. She was wary of Stuarts
  association with John, who she also found fascinating and attractive. Yet her overwhelming feeling was fear. She felt something wrong, an intuition, that would always be
  impenetrable for her, for all of our family; my mother was clever and aware enough to have seen change, but this was chilling prescience. Where did it come from? What was her fear of Stuart
  becoming a rock and roller?


  Everyone always wanted the best for Stuart. He had a talent and a personality that people wanted to nurture. My mother was usurped in the affection of her own family by the
  arrival of an adopted son. Stuart as her first-born and a son could never be replaced. By any of us. He was her passion and so became the whole familys.




  None of us wanted it any other way. It was a clannish thing, part of our tartan roots that began with our father, Charles Fergusson Sutcliffe, who was the youngest of four children. Our
  grandparents were Joseph and Mary Sutcliffe, a Yorkshire-born army major and his Scottish wife. Father was born in Scotland in 1905 and was raised as a High Anglican, went to Hamilton Academy and
  on to the Civil Service. He had a rebel streak and was given to high spirits after bottles were uncorked. But he reined himself into convention, and as an executive Freemasons son became a
  civil servant. Hed been a Kings Scout, raised a Tory, and enjoyed getting the best sounds possible from the church organ.


  The soap-opera part of fathers life began early. He married the local butchers daughter. This is not how his parents had predicted marital events, but there were clearly happy
  moments for they had three sons and a daughter from their ten-year marriage. My mother, Martha Cronin, was born in Lanarkshire in 1907, the last of nine daughters of a retired steel-industry
  executive, Matthew Cronin, and his wife, Agnes. Matthew Cronin, vaguely related to the writer A.J. Cronin, had Irish roots but was raised in America before settling in Scotland. My mother was the
  last straw in their desperation for a male heir. Just six months after my mother was born this set of grandparents adopted a boy, a longed-for son.


  The boy became the focus of their lives and my mother never had their total love. She talked to me with a terrible sadness about how remote and austere her parents had always seemed, especially
  her mother. Which is why she gave all of us all her love but Stuart, being the first-born, got the full impact. With hindsight, the foundations for even greater hurt were laid then.


  The Cronins were Roman Catholics; their church in the village of Wishaw had been built with funds raised by Matthew and other wealthy Catholics. My mother experienced religious prejudice. She
  said that, when she was growing up, to be a Catholic was like being a leper. An outcast. When she walked with her family to church  the one they had helped build  abuse was screamed
  at them. Sometimes stones were thrown at them. My mother went to a convent school and was taught by Franciscan nuns; she was going to be a Catholic missionary, and at eighteen she joined a
  Franciscan religious order in Yorkshire to prepare for work as a teacher in Africa. It was an open order, and her training included two years study at the College of Ripon and York St John.
  She was too delicate for the convent and left, always I think disappointed, before her final vows. She went back to Scotland in pitiful health, malnourished and with abscesses on her spine. She had
  to be cared for for six months before she began teacher training.


  When my parents met it was a magic moment because, for all the tragedy that would befall them, they always loved each other, often through difficult husband-and-wife times. My mother was
  instantly taken with father who was artistic, musical and worldly. He was also married.


  But he seemed so different from any man my mother had met before. They were an odd couple. He was tall, she was tiny, but they matched. Yet my father had to free himself from his marriage to
  another Martha. The names were easy to resolve: mother became Millie forever more. The legalities were not so simple.


  My parents affair was appalling, for in fathers strait-laced family environment a miserable marriage was acceptable, the shame of divorce was not. My father
  did divorce. The Cronins were perhaps more broad-minded but as Roman Catholics would not condone a marriage between their daughter and a Protestant divorcee. Father lost his Civil Service job and
  my parents their families who disowned them. They married in a civil ceremony and moved to England, where my father tried different work in London and Manchester. They returned to Scotland for
  Stuarts birth, settled in Edinburgh, and my father became a marine engineer with the John Brown shipyard in Glasgow. Our family was started.


  Home for the first three years of Stuarts life was a tall house in an elegant, sophisticated terraced row in Edinburghs Chalmers Street. Joyce was born there in March 1942. A year
  later father was drafted as an essential war worker to the Cammell Laird shipyard in Birkenhead. Merseyside and popular history awaited. They moved to a council-owned bungalow at 17 Sedbergh Drive
  in Huyton, then just beyond the Liverpool city limits. I was born there on 8 January 1944. My mother used to joke that it must be something in the English water, for within three years of arriving
  on Merseyside her gall bladder had to be removed, she miscarried twins, and subsequently suffered a severe chest infection which left her with chronic bronchial asthma. It never stopped her
  smoking. She always wanted to return to Scotland. Her views of the Merseyside environment are not printable. But she had her work ethic and her God-fearing values instilled by the Franciscan nuns
  who she admired and loved to her dying day. And, I believe, beyond.


  She left us at a nursery school and taught children displaced and orphaned by the heavy bombing of the city at a temporary school. The Merseyside area had been the Luftwaffes prime target
  outside London, and in a single week in May 1941 more than 150,000 houses had been damaged, 800 people killed and around 50,000 made homeless. It was perilous, and mother crossed Liverpool every
  day by tram to get to the school, which was in a hospital outbuilding. After the war, and throughout our schooldays, she continued to work full-time as a teacher, mostly in
  Roman Catholic schools and often in slum areas. Her asthma was severe and she always had to have an inhaler and special tablets with her. In her handbag with her cigarettes. She would be half-dead
  when she arrived home. But she kept going. She never wanted to be in the kitchen. That was boring  there was action outside it. She was an enthusiastic member of the Labour Party and
  recorded the Huyton district constituency meeting minutes, working with Harold Wilson who remained in touch with her in his days as Prime Minister. And recommended that the Beatles were awarded
  their MBEs.


  My mother used to canvas for Wilson and also write and deliver his election-address envelopes. Of course, we kids were the postal service. We used to joke about growing up with short fingers
  from having them trapped in letter boxes so often. But we loved it. We loved her political passion, her social conscience. She was an old-fashioned socialist, a Fabian. We had political gatherings
  at home before the formal constituency meetings. As a youngster I could tell the distinctions between a Bevanite and a Gaitskellite as easily as the distinction between an Elvis or a Cliff Richard
  fan.


  My mother was always for practical help. If there was a needy child at school who hadnt got a jumper she would give them one of ours. I used to feel guilty that we had so much, but we
  werent well off as a family ourselves. The spirit was to be giving, and I dont think she often thought of the consequences  or that she might actually be imposing something on
  the child in need. She was asked to be a Justice of the Peace but she refused on the grounds that one day one of us might come up in court. There was a message in that for us. We were all well
  aware of what was acceptable behaviour and what wasnt. Stealing would certainly have been regarded as unacceptable, but helping yourself was not stealing. Before Christmas
  mother would hide boxes of sweets in various places, but wed find them and take sweets out of the bottom layer before closing them up again. And when our father left
  his small change on the bedside table, wed help ourselves. We didnt regard that as stealing. Scrumping  stealing fruit from trees  was OK because the spoils were
  provided by Nature. One day Joyce and I were surprised to see Stuart working in the bank managers garden: Stuart was caught stealing apples from his trees, and that was the punishment.
  Stuart would rather dig the bank managers garden and keep his crime quiet than face our mother, which tells you an enormous amount about her.


  Essentially, she became a single parent when the war ended and father joined the Merchant Navy. From then, her mood swings between strictness and permissiveness were part of taking on solo
  responsibility. When my father was at home it was happiness time. They had mutual passions, open minds. They liked to argue about everything, especially politics, and enjoyed it. It was a clash of
  lively intellects. My father would go to church with my mother and supported her political crusades. He prided himself on her need to do her own thing; he was a modern man, a couple of decades
  before it became fashionable if not always natural.


  We grew up surrounded by books, paintings and music. My parents had studied piano as small children and were always playing, and my father did his turn in a dance band and at the cinema for the
  silent movies. He would play Beethoven and Chopin for us. My mothers forte was the shorter classics, Mozart minuets and Trumerei from Schumanns Kinderscenen. This
  was before television took over, and we were all expected to do a turn for family entertainment. With Stuart and Joyce, I joined in for Little Tommy Tucker and Polly Put the
  Kettle On. Polly was my nickname within the family and that song was a cue for teatime. And, being the youngest, Polly did have to put the kettle on.


  Stuarts full-time schooling began at Park View Primary School, about half a mile from home. Physically, Stuart resembled my mother  small and slender and short-sighted. From the
  start, my mother worried about his health. Stuart was examined by a specialist who assured her that Stuarts physical development was perfectly normal. The only
  childhood illness he had was measles  and we all had it at the same time. My mother was ecstatic: what considerate children we were, little socialists with our collective illness bargain,
  causing the minimum upheaval in her working life. We were amazingly healthy physically  and apparently psychologically too. Her health was more of a worry. She knew how to handle her asthma
  attacks but they could happen at any time and were alarming. We learned to cope around the house. One of us would be preparing a cup of tea for her return. We had rotas for our household tasks
  according to age. I might lay the table for dinner while the older two shopped or cooked, using our fathers recipes.


  Although housework was an aversion to my mother she was fanatical about cleanliness and tidiness. If it was your turn to dust, you knew you had to lift up the lamps and ornaments and not sweep
  anything under the carpet. She checked. She was compulsive in her way too: every item had to be back in its exact place. We would rebel but she always won the argument  which gives some idea
  of how big and powerful she was in our eyes, this tiny, vulnerable woman who could be organizing us like a small regiment one minute and gasping for breath the next.


  Our parents were older than most and from a different culture. When my mother went on about returning home we would say, This is home. The unspoken message was, we
  wont be staying in this country long, so dont get too used to it. As a Scottish Catholic, my mother had her own ideas as to the true capital city of the United Kingdom and succession
  to the throne. I remember telling my teacher at school that she was wrong, because my mum was a teacher and she knew. On special occasions we wore dress kilts and tweed hacking jackets. The
  kilts were made by my father. We had to kneel to be measured for them  the correct length is from waist to floor when youre kneeling. Joyce had the family tartan, which was Anderson
  through our fathers mother, but we could choose whichever one we liked best. They were beautifully made, with a heavy satin lining down to where the pleats opened. We
  ate oatcakes and griddle scones, and our breakfast was proper porridge. New Years Eve, Hogmanay, was the important night in the calendar.


  My sister, brother, and I were raised as Anglicans. Mother had left the Roman Catholic Church when she married and spent nine troubled years attending church without taking Holy Communion until
  she found a priest who would hear her confession. That got her back: on Sunday mornings she would go off to early Mass while we attended a later service at St Gabriels. Stuart was in the
  choir from the age of nine until his voice broke. He sang regularly at three services on Sundays and frequently at weddings.


  In 1950 we moved to 43 St Annes Road in Huyton, and a year later Stuart went to school about a four-mile bus ride from us. Ken Horton, who was born on the same day as Stuart, went through
  Prescot Grammar School with him. Ken was fond of my brother: Stuart seemed a little older in the head than most people in the school, more intellectual and better read. He had dead straight,
  wiry hair which he used to plaster down with a bar of soap in the cloakroom. Being small and wearing big glasses, he did tend to project a swotty image; but he wasnt a swot or at all snooty.
  He was very bright and intense and studious, especially where art was concerned. The art teacher at Prescot was a large Welshman named Walters, who recognized Stuarts talent for drawing and
  gave him considerable encouragement. Willy Walters looked a bit like a boxer. He was very gentle and sympathetic, but he wouldnt stand for any messing about in the art room . . . One time we
  did Matthew Arnolds poem The Scholar-Gipsy in the literature class and afterwards Stuart did a smashing Impressionist-style painting based on it. The rest of us were doing
  basic stuff like representations of washing-day, but this was Art. Ken said Stuarts early influences were the Impressionists and Van Gogh. I remember him being absorbed with
  the Pre-Raphaelite painters.


  Stuart also got on with his music master who I thought was a bit mad, because he used to dash around in a vast cloak. Joe Kirk was a flamboyant figure, friendly and
  encouraging  probably quite radical for that time. Stuart, Joyce, and I had taken piano lessons and each of us had a progress book. Stuarts was the only one decorated by gold stars
  and glowing written reports. We all had fun together  we really did get on as kids. In between lessons we performed our masterwork, Music for Percushion. This involved removing
  the front of the piano, placing a cushion on the keyboard, sitting on it and bouncing up and down while harpist Stuart plucked at the exposed piano wires: Stuart would abandon his harp and, to a
  percushion accompaniment, leap from the top of an armchair. Mother, as you might have guessed, did not attend these performances. This was childs play and great fun for us.
  When Father came home  wait till your father gets home, indeed  he sat with Stuart at the piano and went through what he had learned, which was not a lot. Father was so upset he
  cancelled the lessons for all of us  without even checking on how well Joyce and I could play.


  It was an unusual reaction from my father but he was under much domestic pressure. Something serious was troubling his relationship with my mother  her resentment of my fathers
  first family. She had a fear that he would return to them one day. We children were not even meant to know we had half-brothers and sisters but we did. I witnessed a huge bust-up between my parents
  about some photographs mother found of my Father visiting his oldest son and family in Australia on one of his long sea trips. It was not long after this that my mother left home. She went to
  Scotland and took a teaching job. It was the biggest crisis in their marriage.


  My father stayed and looked after us. He told us Mother had gone to Scotland to find out if she really wanted to go back for good. I used to go to the post office with Father when he sent her
  money orders. Thankfully, my mother hated where she was staying and didnt much like the school she was teaching at either. She had agreed to a terms trial and when that ended she came
  home to us. But the break solved their problem; she, as we would say now, had needed some space. She also got some new rooms, for in 1953 we moved to 22 Sandiway in
  Huyton.


  Stuart joined the Air Training Corps (ATC) in Huyton village but he was never a spit-and-polish military type. We were radio  or, in those days, wireless  kids. Everybody was
  supposed to be into the Goons but it was never a particular favourite at our house. There was the adventure story Journey into Space, which was a soap opera in the stars  what will happen
  next on Mars? Wait till next week. More consistent for us was Radio Luxembourg from which, if one of us held a wire at the back of the radio, we got good reception. There was also the hissing,
  crackling and fading of the pirate station as we tried to hear the new Top Ten records. Stuart saw Patti Page on her television show singing How Much Is that Doggie in the Window? and
  rather fancied her  his first musical influence. He was thirteen and had sneaked off to watch a neighbours television. It was a couple of years later that Bill Haley and the Comets
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