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  ‘How refreshing to read a biography in which the author is half in love with her subject. There are none of the usual patronising putdowns, envious backbiting or
  mean-spirited cavilling in Anne de Courcy’s portrait of the Earl of Snowdon’


  Richard Davenport-Hines, Sunday Times


  ‘An onslaught of revelation, a dizzyingly switchback ride of mixed emotions, pomp and sleaze . . . very true to life’


  Duncan Fallowell, Daily Telegraph


  ‘[A] juicy biography . . . it is impossible here to convey the combination of high society and low morals, of frightfully good taste and awful cheese that de Courcy has
  managed to dish up’


  Observer


  ‘Step forward, Snowdon. You’re nicked . . . Full of eye-popping revelations’ Mail on Sunday


  ‘Has anyone not slept with Lord Snowdon? The priapic Earl’s multi-layered love life is the dominant theme of this chatty and penetrating biography, packed as it is
  with love affairs, love-children . . . and love-struck mistresses, often several at one time . . . Snowdon makes a glamorous, capricious, selfish and surprisingly philanthropic subject for this
  lively account of a man and his era’


  Daily Mail summer reading
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  On 6 May 1960 Antony Armstrong-Jones stood on the balcony of Buckingham Palace, his new bride by his side and a cheering mass of over 30,000 spectators below. It was an
  extraordinary, intoxicating moment, so overwhelming that at the time his mind was a blank. He was thirty years old, he was at the peak of his profession, and he had just married the sister of the
  Queen of England. What else was there left to do, or conquer?


  For some people, power is the ultimate aphrodisiac. For others, it is fame, money or social success. The twin motivating forces in the life of Antony Armstrong-Jones were work and sex, both
  backed by immense, charismatic charm and a drive and determination unfettered by many of the usual constraints. The relationships this complex, inflammable mix involved were shaped not only by his
  own nature but, as with so many of us, by the attitudes of those who surrounded him in his early life. This is his story.


  Antony Charles Robert Armstrong-Jones, always known as Tony, was born on 7 March 1930. Although there were brains and talent on both sides of his family, and considerable
  wealth on one, there was nothing to indicate the extraordinary life that he himself would lead.


  His parentage was a mingling of Welsh, Jewish and English. His father, Ronald Owen Armstrong-Jones, born on 18 May 1899, and called to the Bar of the Middle Temple in 1922, was Welsh to his
  fingertips. Ronnie, as he was always known, was the son of the brilliant surgeon, Robert Jones:1 their antecedents included Welsh
  farmers, shipowners, a High Sheriff of Caernarvonshire and, it is believed, King Edward I of England. Ronnie’s mother Margaret, who brought the Caernarvonshire estate of Plas Dinas into the
  family, was the daughter of Sir Owen Roberts (who also owned the Surrey estate of Henley Park), but by the time Ronnie inherited it in 1943 the original 800 acres had shrunk to extensive grounds
  and fourteen acres of parkland.


  Tony’s mother Anne Messel, daughter of the wealthy banker Leonard Messel and his wife Maud, had a more exotic heritage. The originator of the Messel family fortune was the banker Aaron
  Messel, of Darmstadt, whose grandson Ludwig Messel, also a banker in the family firm, settled in London soon after the Franco-Prussian war of 1870–71, converting from Judaism to Christianity
  when he married. Alfred Messel, Ludwig’s brother, who remained in Germany, became so famous that he was known as ‘the Kaiser’s architect’; he designed the Berlin National
  Gallery as well as various opulent private palaces and was the first architect to use steel and glass through several floors – later, his great-nephew Tony was to show the same innovative
  streak. Berlin’s Messelplatz and Messelstrasse were named after Alfred.


  By 1890 Ludwig had prospered to such an extent that he was able to buy the beautiful 900-acre Nymans estate, at Handcross in West Sussex, inherited by his son Leonard after his death. From the
  outset, much of his time was spent in creating the famous Nymans gardens (now the property of the National Trust). Five years after leaving Oxford, Leonard Messel married Maud, the daughter of the
  famous Punch artist Linley Sambourne (whose London house in Kensington, 18 Stafford Terrace, remained in the family until 1980, when it was sold to the Greater London Council). Their two
  sons, Linley and Oliver, were born in 1899 and 1904 respectively, their daughter Anne on 8 February 1902.


  Anne, educated at home and presented at Court in June 1922, grew up to become one of London’s reigning beauties, known throughout society not only for her lovely face and slender figure
  but for her exquisite, Art Deco-inspired clothes, made for her in London and Paris. Her costumes at the fancy dress balls so popular in the twenties were famous, designed by
  her younger brother Oliver, who had emerged as a celebrated creator of stage sets and costumes, most notably for the popular series of Cochran revues. The two were close: Oliver, short,
  dark-haired, extrovert, giggly – though he could also cry at will – was an enchanting companion of immaculate taste.


  When Anne met the young barrister Ronald Armstrong-Jones, through her brother Linley who had rowed in the same crew at Magdalen College, Oxford, it was for Ronnie love at first sight. Soon Anne,
  too, found that she was in love and a few months after their meeting they were engaged. When they married on 22 July 1925, Ronnie was twenty-six and Anne twenty-three. It was a glittering society
  wedding at St Margaret’s, Westminster, and on the surface there appeared to be all the omens for a long, happy and fruitful union: the bride was young, beautiful and rich, the groom
  good-looking and charismatic with the promise of a brilliant career at the Bar.


  They settled in the house given by Leonard Messel to his daughter as a wedding present, 25 Eaton Terrace, in Belgravia; its baroque decoration, tempered by Syrie-Maugham white, owed much to
  Oliver. Here the young couple’s first child, Susan Mary, was born on 12 February 1927 and their second, Tony, three years later. All seemed set fair.


  But within the next year the marriage had begun to unravel. Ronnie needed to focus on his work to establish himself in his career at the Bar; the mondaine Anne found her deepest satisfaction in
  the world of clothes and parties and the theatrical milieu of her brother Oliver. She was metropolitan and image-conscious to her fingertips; Ronnie was flamboyant, unpunctual and fond of outdoor
  sports such as shooting and fishing. Among the mirrored glass witch balls and febrile chatter of friends like Cecil Beaton he felt like a fish out of water; conversely, Bar gossip or serious
  discussion of cases were the last things that interested the glittering Anne. As she observed, Ronnie ‘loved going out and girls,’ adding crisply ‘but not my type of
  either’.


  Although the marriage broke down irrevocably in 1931, appearances were kept up for another two years and it was not until 1933 that they separated. Ronnie hoped that the
  separation would not be permanent but, as Anne pointed out, ‘Actually, he was well rooted in another romp by this time.’


  For him, it was the beginning of a gypsy-like existence that led from house to house and woman to woman. That winter, he acquired the lease of 6 Trevor Square, Knightsbridge, conveniently near
  Hyde Park for the children and their nanny, Laura Gunner – Anne and Ronnie had agreed to share the children equally between them. Their decree nisi was granted on 22 February 1935, the decree
  absolute on 28 August.


  Three weeks later, on 19 September 1935, Anne married Michael Parsons, who had succeeded to the earldom of Rosse at the age of twelve when his father was killed in action in 1918. He was four
  years younger than Anne and in every worldly sense a catch, a kind, generous and good-looking man who had inherited the romantic Birr Castle, in County Offaly, Ireland, set in its estate of 26,500
  acres, and Womersley Park in West Yorkshire (the family fortune had been founded on nearby coalmines).


  As the wife of a rich man and châtelaine of two grand estates, Anne was in her element, her innate talents exactly fitting her new role. She was not Oliver’s sister
  for nothing: her houses were always splendidly decorated and she took immense trouble over every detail of their running. She could sew beautifully, she often designed and made her own Christmas
  cards, interleaving them with a piece of dark green tissue paper to protect and preserve the reproduction and she was a knowledgeable and creative gardener. Their life followed a pattern, moving
  according to the seasons from house to house. She and Michael would progress in their chauffeur-driven cars (neither of them could drive) from Birr to her house in Eaton Terrace to Nymans and then
  to Womersley, often taking in 18 Stafford Terrace, which her mother had persuaded her to use as a pied-à-terre.


  Her social career went from strength to strength – as did her image of herself as the most beautiful and spectacular woman in any gathering. Dressed in dramatic silks and velvets in jewel
  colours from Molyneux, Schiaparelli or Victor Stiebel, wearing the famous Rosse emeralds or the five Womersley diamond stars, she would pause as if for applause when she
  entered a theatre, opera house or ball. Hugely socially ambitious, she became known as Tugboat Annie (‘because she goes from peer to peer’ ran the joke)2 and her earlier marriage and everything connected with it were quickly consigned to oblivion.


  The children could not be so dismissed but when, on 21 October 1936 and 23 December 1938, William Clere Leonard Brendan Wilmer Parsons (Viscount Oxmantown) and his brother the Hon. Desmond
  Oliver Martin Parsons were born, without question her Armstrong-Jones offspring took second place. As both Tony and Susan resembled their father rather than her, in colouring as well as in
  appearance, there may have been some unconscious wish to push everything connected with the divorce into the background of her mind. What maternal attention she had – and this was in the days
  when a brief morning encounter and an hour after tea was considered normal for upper-class parents and children – was lavished on her two Parsons sons. On both Tony and Susan –
  although, of course, neither realised it at the time – the effect of this downgrading was damaging in the extreme.


  Tony was only five when his parents divorced. It was an era when divorce was rare, conspicuous and poorly regarded, its traces marking those it touched even peripherally. For Tony and Susan, it
  meant primarily both isolation and shuttling between two different and opposed worlds: the formal, nanny-led ambience of Birr Castle, their mother’s new domain, and the life favoured by
  Ronnie, the carefree atmosphere of Plas Dinas and the small terrace house in First Street, Chelsea, full of theatrical friends – in 1936 he had married a vivacious, athletic Australian
  actress from Perth, Carol Coombe. ‘Wednesday 18 June. Daddy and Carol married,’ wrote the six-year-old Tony in his small pocket diary, going on to list his daily intake of sweets.


  The divorce had been acrimonious and resentment still hung like a cloud over the children’s lives, discernible to them by the crossness their arrival seemed to
  produce in the other parent, each of whom had them for half the school holidays. Anne, who admired the romantic Little Lord Fauntleroy look, would send Tony back to his father in pale blue velvet,
  his blond locks down to his shoulders. Ronnie, after a holiday at Plas Dinas, with its beach barbecues and boating, would return Tony in battered grey flannel shorts with his hair, cut on the last
  day before his return, as short as possible. The children were sent off from London by train to Holyhead and then on the mail boat to Dun Laoghaire, where the Rosses’ chauffeur, Hoisted,
  would meet them and drive them to Birr in the Humber. Sometimes in the summer Hoisted would take all the children on a day-long picnic to Connemara to look for amethysts on the beach, or to Galway
  to bathe.


  Letters and affidavits passed snappishly between the two parents. Anne Rosse aimed much of her venom at Ronnie’s breezy new wife, Carol: ‘I am compelled to say that the condition and
  mental attitude of the children each time they return to me, apart from specific instances, have led me to consider that Mrs Armstrong-Jones is not a responsible person to have charge of the
  upbringing of my daughter . . . In the case of my son there have been occasions illustrating Mrs Armstrong-Jones’ complete irresponsibility with regard to matters of health which show, in my
  opinion, that she is not capable of ever having complete charge of children.’


  Ronnie responded that his wife, the daughter of the respected Sir Thomas and Lady Coombe, was very fond of the children and that Anne’s demand that a governess accompany them even if they
  were with their parents was unreasonable (‘I submit that the provision that the children shall while with me always be accompanied by a governess is neither fair nor necessary,’ wrote
  Ronnie).


  When Anne proposed in February 1937 that Susan should be made to rest every afternoon in a darkened room Ronnie’s response a month later began ‘I can only say that I am amazed at the
  contents of your letter . . .’ But he reserved his real broadside for her contention that Susan remain with her during term time (‘personal care by someone she loves and trusts is
  essential for Susan’s health and happiness’) by pointing out that after Susan had been ill at Nymans ‘you did not hesitate to let her undertake the long and
  tiring journey to Ireland. I also see by your address that at present you are in London while they are still in Ireland so it doesn’t seem that they are enjoying at the moment your personal
  supervision which you consider so necessary.’


  For both Tony and Susan, the contrast between their two lives was enormous. If their genial, asthmatic father was down on his luck, they would return from the grandeur of Birr to a small cottage
  somewhere; if he had had a run of successful cases, it would be to a large and lavishly run house. Discussions about finances were frequent. Ronnie depended on his fees and, although sometimes
  extravagant, he was extremely aware of, and careful with, money, a trait inherited by his son. Carol was a warm and uninhibited person, but compared to his mother’s cool, impeccable style,
  Tony began to find her brash and even vulgar. (Much later, the divergence in the two parents’ lifestyles and the enmity between them was reflected in Tony’s alternating attitudes to
  them. ‘He was always non-speaks with one or other,’ said Princess Margaret.)


  Always close, the two children became still closer: Susan the sweet-natured, protective older sister; Tony the naughty little brother whom she adored, supported and frequently got out of
  trouble, in a pattern that would be repeated throughout their lives. For a long time the central figure in their lives was their nanny, Laura Gunner, who loved both of them dearly and as a
  consequence felt keenly the subordinate position they held in their mother’s affections vis-à-vis her two Rosse sons.


  Because of the children’s peripatetic lifestyle, the lack of contact with their mother was accentuated. When they went to stay with their maternal grandparents – whether or not their
  mother was there – it was not even in the same house. Instead, it was in a much smaller establishment on the other side of the road in the village, where they lived together with Nanny Gunner
  and Susan’s governess Miss Martin (‘Marty’). From here, six-year-old Tony and Susan, aged nine, went across to see their grandparents after lunch. Tony was later to describe his
  grandfather as ‘a grumpy little bugger, very self-important, very Jewish’ but both children adored their serene, beautiful grandmother and respected her wisdom.


  It was at Nymans that Tony first became conscious of the house that was to mean more to him than any other – and to which he would remain faithful for far longer than
  to any of the women who would later figure in his life. For him, Old House, as it was called, would always represent the magic, the happiness and the sense of a private world in which anything is
  possible, evoking the childhood, secure and happy with his sister and Nanny, that in many ways he never outgrew.


  This small dwelling, tucked away in the Nymans woods, was just under two miles away from the big house and its thirty-acre gardens down the bumpy Nymans drive and a mile from the village of
  Staplefield Green. It was originally an ironmaster’s house dating back to 1471, then two Tudor workmen’s cottages which were knocked into one and a Georgian façade added. The
  cottage windows still retained the original leaded lights, the oldest walls were hung with red tiles, the roof was tiled and the great beam above the hall fireplace bore the date 1672. It had no
  lighting or heating, and a sandpit sufficed for plumbing.


  The children adored it. On summer afternoons they would walk through the woods with Nanny Gunner, to find a tea of cucumber sandwiches, bread and butter and honey laid out ready for them.
  Sometimes, when they went to draw the pure spring water from the well in the garden, they would be greeted by the call of a cuckoo – one of the gardeners could mimic the bird exactly. At
  other times there would be Easter egg hunts round the Old House garden, and fishing in the nearby lake for pike.


  Although the Armstrong-Jones children were in the same house as their mother when they went to her at Birr there was, if possible, even more formality than at Nymans. All the children lived on
  the top floor, the domain of Nanny Gunner, and the rooms they could enter – and by which door – were severely regulated. The Georgian Gothick saloon, with its beautiful
  eighteenth-century Waterford chandelier and 1870 flock wallpaper, was out of bounds, as was the drawing room and the small library. Dining room lunch was governed by strict protocol. While adults
  – the Rosses and their many guests – entered by the main door from the hall to eat five or six courses in this imposing room with its dark red wallpaper hung densely with family
  portraits, the children were forbidden to use any but the ‘children’s door’. Through this, at the other side of the room, they would file in decorously after the first course or
  two, to sit with Nanny and any visiting governess or tutor at a small round table near the window. After they had eaten their two courses Anne Rosse, sitting at the near end
  of the long mahogany dining table that could seat sixteen, would give them their signal for dismissal by turning her chair round and enquiring: ‘And what are the children doing this
  afternoon?’


  In the nursery, a sunny room with a brass fender, rocking horse and cupboard full of toys, the boys as well as Susan would play with a dolls’ house. This was made by the estate carpenter,
  Willy Eades – with whom Tony spent as much time as possible – and was a model of the Georgian houses that later caused Birr to be listed as a Georgian heritage town. Sometimes, when
  they knew adults were out of the way, the boys would slide down the polished yew-wood banisters surrounding the square stairwell that rose from the hall. For more freedom, they would retreat to a
  room in the tower, where they were amply forewarned of Nanny Gunner’s approach by the creaking of her knees as she slowly mounted the stairs. Outside, there was the endless game of pushing
  each other down the rough, grassy sides of the moat or, on wet days, pulling each other along in the trolleys that ran along under the ceiling of the 100-foot ‘turf house’, where the
  1,600 donkey-loads of peat that was the year’s supply of fuel for Birr was stacked.


  The template of Tony’s subsequent life was largely laid down in these early years. Moving between school, two sets of parents and often to a house different from the one
  in which he had stayed on the previous holiday – in all, Ronnie moved twenty-seven times during his lifetime – inculcated his habit of compartmentalising not only the different aspects
  of his life but also the people in them. Later on, a wife might suddenly discover that someone she thought was a stranger to her husband had known him well for twenty years, or there would be a
  sudden, mysterious disappearance that remained unexplained.


  His childhood feelings for his mother were, in turn, responsible for much of the complexity of his later relationships with women. He was simultaneously dazzled by this glittering figure and
  resentful of a lack of attention that amounted to rejection; and it is a psychological truth that a child who has not had proper mothering often not only cannot form a
  relationship with a woman in later life, but also cannot trust women – sometimes to the extent of wanting to be the first to strike a blow. Or as the psychologist Perry London has observed:
  ‘Parent-child interactions are the main area from which individual adjustment patterns develop.’


  As a parent Anne was distant and aloof – even when there was too much noise from the nursery floor, she would not mount the stairs herself to demand quietness but sent her husband up
  instead to remonstrate. Her preferred style was to be worshipped rather than to hug and kiss, while like all little boys Tony longed for her love and approval. His schoolboy diary is full of
  remarks about ‘Mummy’. Nor did it help that she often referred to him as her ‘ugly son’, or that she would introduce the Parsons boys as ‘my sons’, forgetting
  Tony hovering in the background. ‘Oh, and this is my other son,’ she would say on these occasions if a visitor asked who he was. The pattern of enthralment to her glamour and
  simultaneous, albeit unconscious, anger at being either ignored or passed over in favour of his younger siblings manifested itself later in, among other things, an attraction to the beautiful and a
  destructive urge to push against the boundaries of a relationship until the hapless partner finally conceded defeat.


  With his mother’s affection not forthcoming, Tony sought the next best thing, attention. This was most easily achieved by naughtiness. The awareness that her Parsons children, in
  particular the heir, William, were his mother’s focus added a certain childish malice to such mischievousness; later this would surface in the touch of cruelty with which many of his jokes
  and repartee were edged. With others, he quickly learned that as a golden-haired, blue-eyed, smiling little boy charm was an infallible weapon to use on grown-ups; this, too, was to prove
  irresistible in adult life.


  His sister Susan suffered as much if not more from their mother’s dismissiveness. Anne was devoted to her niece Victoria Messel (the daughter of her brother Linley) and when Victoria was
  staying would often say fondly: ‘She’s my daughter,’ adding, if Susan were there, ‘Oh, and that’s my other daughter.’ Susan, shy and sensitive, felt this deeply
  but her reaction was the opposite of Tony’s: to gain the longed-for approval by being as good as possible.


  From early on Tony was a tease. An agile child, he would climb the tallest trees at Birr and then scream that he was stuck and could not get down. As his wails became ever
  more terrified and pathetic the devoted Nanny Gunner, risking life and limb, would climb up to help him. As she neared him, he would shin quickly down the other side of the tree, leaving her
  helplessly aloft, and stroll nonchalantly in to lunch as if nothing had happened. Once, driven beyond endurance, she chastised him with an ivory hairbrush. But as usual his luck held and the brush
  broke.


  There was further bickering between his parents when Tony went to his preparatory school, Sandroyd (then near Cobham, Surrey). Both Anne and Ronnie accepted that as Tony had only had a
  ‘governess education’ thus far (apart from a brief spell at the all-girls Francis Holland School in Graham Terrace, London, after which he became their only Old Boy), he would initially
  find the work difficult and be backward compared with boys who had attended pre-prep schools. His father organised his school clothes, chiefly grey shorts, white shirts and the purple school cap
  with the letters S.S. on the front. Nanny sewed on the name tapes and Tony began at Sandroyd in the autumn term of 1938, ‘too early’, thought Anne, who took her eight-year-old son there
  for his first term but who, unlike his father, seldom visited him there again.


  The following year there was disagreement over a boarding school for Susan: her mother thought that Susan was too delicate for one; Ronnie put forward the opinion of his eminent doctor father
  that she was perfectly healthy and that he himself believed it would give her life some much-needed stability. Ronnie won. ‘Susan went back to Scool erly in the morning 8 am,’ wrote
  Tony in his pocket diary on 1 May 1939 (the school chosen was Downham). Ronnie concluded his letter by submitting that if either himself or Anne should visit Sandroyd, forty-eight hours notice
  should be given so that the headmaster had time to warn the other parent in case the two of them accidentally met. ‘I have just heard from the Headmaster at Sandroyd that you are going to see
  him at 3 p.m. on Sunday. As you no doubt know I am going to Chapel that morning but will have left the School by lunch time.’


  Sandroyd’s headmaster, Hugh (‘Tizzy’) Ozanne, was a man of powerful personality, emphasised by his piercing gaze and smooth black hair, who ran the
  school well. The year after Tony’s arrival war broke out (on 3 September 1939); from then on the sixty-odd boys would gather at 8 a.m. in the big wooden hall to listen to the BBC news,
  transmitted via the school radiogram, so that all of them were aware of what was going on in the war in which so many of their fathers and brothers were engaged. In their fertile imagination one of
  their schoolfellows, called Schreiber, was whispered to be a German spy; the response of Tony and his friends was to make dummy automatic guns and keep them under their pillows in case of attack by
  the unfortunate Schreiber.


  During music lessons, which passed over the tone-deaf Tony’s head, Wagner’s Tannhäuser music would reverberate to the rafters. After lessons in the morning and lunch
  everyone had to sit in the library for three-quarters of an hour, reading a book of their choice – the school library contained blameless volumes, chiefly of adventure tales, such as those by
  John Buchan and the Scarlet Pimpernel series by Baroness Orczy. Detective thrillers, though not exactly forbidden, were frowned on. At bedtime in the senior dormitory (The Chintz) excerpts
  from Ruritanian tales such as The Prisoner of Zenda were read to its inmates by the headmaster, who told them that they should go to bed ‘weary, content and undishonoured’.


  This insistence on moral rectitude caused at least one former fellow pupil of Tony’s to wonder later if a certain latent homosexuality lay beneath the headmaster’s urbane appearance.
  ‘His addresses to a large audience of senior boys – he had a gift for oratory – would often include declamations against friendships that trespassed into forbidden regions, while
  his habit of lurking round the school’s outdoor lavatories on the pretext of intercepting illicit activities also caused speculation.’ Tony, however, was usually too busy chattering to
  another small boy at the end of the queue to notice his headmaster’s presence. Even then, it was noted by fellow pupils that Tony, though small in stature, was physically well endowed –
  although it was the young Prince Andrew of Yugoslavia who won the clandestine school peeing competition.


  Air raids soon prompted the removal of Sandroyd from Cobham to Rushmore House (formerly owned by the Pitt-Rivers family) in Tollard Royal, Wiltshire, about twelve miles
  from Shaftesbury, where the boys could build tree hides, toboggan, learn to shoot on a .22 range or collect firewood. Although, because of his small size, Tony did not excel at games, he was a good
  and plucky boxer, becoming the school’s featherweight champion at eleven, boxing at what was called extra-special weight – five stone six and under. Among his fellow pupils at Sandroyd
  were two who were to be among his closest friends, Jocelyn Stevens and Simon Sainsbury.


  School did nothing to suppress Tony’s natural high spirits and sense of mischief – typically, in a form photograph he is the only one with his hands behind his back rather than at
  attention. Nor, except in mathematics, in which he usually came near the top of the form, did it teach him very much. ‘Rules red out. Have two lessons and Prep. Very Dull KNOW interesting
  thing,’ runs the entry for Tuesday 6 May 1941.


  He was much more interested in pitting his wits against the masters, usually provoking them in seemingly innocent fashion. The Latin master, Mr Hughes – known as Huffer – had a habit
  of repeating himself and was easy to work into a state of excitement and exasperation at which Tony, with his sharp mind and intuitive grasp of a situation, excelled. ‘Utor governs the
  ablative case, the ablative case,’ Huffer would intone. Then came silence and a long look at Tony, whose small figure, alert and smiling, waited for the next move.


  ‘Armstrong-Jones, decline bellum,’ Huffer would say ominously. ‘Bellum, bellum, bellum, belli, bello, bello,’ Tony would respond – but so fast that it sounded liked
  ‘Blum, blum, blum . . .’. ‘Armstrong-Jones, remember you are here on sufferance, on sufferance,’ Huffer would explode, but there was little he could do in the face
  of accuracy. Once again, Tony had got away with it. Yet despite his lack of academic prowess (‘Armstrong-Jones may be interested in something, but it is not anything we teach here,’
  wrote his headmaster) he managed to pass the Eton Common Entrance.


  Before leaving Sandroyd, each boy visited Tizzy Ozanne in his study, supposedly to be warned against the dark possibilities that so occupied the headmaster’s mind. As Tony recalled:
  ‘You had to go and have a Leaver’s Lecture, and you weren’t to tell anybody about it. You were alone with him in his study, which you’d never been to
  before. He said: “You’re going on now to Eton. And you’ll find that sometimes another boy might . . . put his hand on your thigh.” And that was as far as it got. He never
  told me what to do. But I knew about the facts of life anyway.’


  Inventions had begun early. At six he had constructed a submarine for his bath. It was made of shaped wood and weighted in the centre with drawing pins. A bit of lead from an
  old toothpaste tube was stuck on at the front, which allowed it to glide in a shallow dive to the bottom of the bath; on hitting this, the lead fell off and it glided up again. If launched in a
  swimming pool at the right angle it could cover the whole length.


  In whatever he made he was encouraged and helped by his uncle Oliver, a frequent visitor to Birr. Kind, charming, brilliant, infinitely ingenious and a committed homosexual, throughout his life
  Oliver Messel was Tony’s adored mentor and a major influence. The camp atmosphere in which Oliver lived and moved rubbed off on his nephew, as did his attitude to creativity and work. As Carl
  Toms, the designer who worked with both of them and knew them both intimately, later said of Oliver: ‘When he was engaged in work only the best would do from himself and his workforce. He
  found it vital to achieve the highest possible standard and it had to be higher than anyone else’s. Nor did he like competition. He hated the thought of being put on one side or forgotten. He
  had a faultless instinct [over work].’ When Tony grew up, exactly the same could be said of him.


  As Tony’s own creativity flowered, he adopted one room at Birr as a workroom. Its position in the castle may have had a subliminal influence on his life: to reach his workroom, he had to
  pass through a shrine to photography, Mary Rosse’s darkroom. Mary, the third Countess of Rosse (1813–1885), was one of the earliest photographers, taking portraits, still lifes and
  other compositions and leaving behind her the oldest fully equipped darkroom in the world. She was the first woman to win the silver medal award of the Royal Photographic Society of Ireland, for
  her work in the 1850s.


  In 1983, the laboratory where she worked was rediscovered and the equipment and chemicals used by Mary, and many of her negatives and stereoscopic prints, were found on
  shelves and in wooden boxes. For anyone as curious as Tony, they would have been something to investigate and, if possible, make use of. Certainly, his schoolboy diary records the taking of
  photographs.


  He went to Eton in the Michaelmas half of 1943, to the same house, Upcott’s, as Simon Sainsbury, then emerging as a gifted pianist and sportsman (in one epic Eton and Harrow match at
  Lord’s in 1947, in front of the royal family, in which he was the opening bowler, he also scored a century. Later he became President of Pop.)3


  Despite the exigencies of wartime, the school uniform of tailcoat (for boys of five foot four inches and over) was still worn. Smaller boys wore short Eton jackets, known as bumfreezers; Tony
  remained in his until his last year at the school. The only relaxation concerned top hats: these were no longer worn outdoors every day and all day as in the pre-war years, but only on Sundays,
  Eton holidays and if a boy should go further than the parish church, halfway down Eton High Street. Because of clothes rationing (coupons were needed to buy all new ones), second-hand clothes could
  be bought from Eton tailors Denman & Goddard and Welsh & Jeffries.


  For the first two weeks, each new boy was looked after by an older boy. Then came the nerve-racking colours test – by now each new boy had to know all the Eton houses and the special
  colours of every house and sporting rank.


  Nor did the war affect the rich vein of eccentricity that ran through the school, often epitomised in the masters – or their wives. One of these was the legendary Grizel Hartley, whose
  husband, a housemaster, was on active service. An unmistakable figure with her trousers and long hair, she called everyone ‘darling’ and was known for her sharp wit. When another
  housemaster, Oliver Van Oss, had secured for his house the young Lord Chelsea (originally destined for the house of Grizel’s husband Hubert Hartley) and was proudly
  extolling the virtues of this aristocratic acquisition, Grizel responded briskly: ‘I suppose you’ve checked that he has an anchor on his bottom?’


  In such a climate Tony’s inventiveness caused admiration rather than the mockery or disapproval with which adolescents often greet something outside the expected norm. He spent a lot of
  time in the school of mechanics, where only wood could be used – all metal was needed for the war effort. He made tiny crystal wireless sets (the boys were forbidden radios) that he sold for
  half a crown (12.5p) each. His own radio, strictly forbidden, was kept under the floorboards of his room, to be switched off whenever he heard the footsteps of his housemaster John Upcott (later
  the house became that of Denis Wilkinson). He fixed up a series of buttons under the linoleum which were wired to bells or lights inside his room so that he could hear or see any approach and
  rigged up another bell that would ring if someone tried to remove the key to his sock (tuck) box.


  Then came a gadget for rolling cigarettes, a photographic enlarger from empty tomato soup cans and an electric toaster. This last item was primarily to help him in his duties as a fag, one of
  which was to make toast for his fagmaster, on which would be spread potted meat, jam or honey for tea. With so many small boys crowded round holding out toasting forks (there were no toasters), the
  fire was often difficult to get near to – and woe betide the boy who did not produce his toast in time. (Ingenious though Tony’s toaster was, he did not escape censure: its wires left a
  pattern of burns on each piece of toast, for which he was beaten by the captain of the house, Hargreaves major.) Food was a constant preoccupation for all of them; one of Tony’s favourites
  was a ‘tunny’ – a piece of fried bread spread with a creamy tuna mousse that cost 4d from the school shop, Rolands. Sometimes he would vary this with cream cheese, made by
  allowing his daily pint of milk to go sour and then straining it through a handkerchief.


  Eton’s closeness to London meant that many of these activities were interrupted by air raids, or warnings of them. If the siren went after 11 p.m., next morning’s Early School (7.30,
  pre-breakfast) lesson was cancelled. With V-1 and V-2 rockets there was no chance to get to the shelter so boys would crouch under their desks and hope for the best, but by
  the end of Tony’s second year the war in Europe had ended.


  His work improved, his boxing career flourished – by 1946 he was boxing for Eton. ‘We had a terrible thing called the Quadrangle. You used to fight in the morning and then, if you
  won, you had another fight in the afternoon, which was pretty nasty. The toughest school was people like Oundle. There was Oundle, Bedford, Haileybury,’ he recalled. Because he could not swim
  he spent his first year as a ‘slack bob’ then, after passing his swimming test, became a ‘wet bob’ (a rower) as his father had been, from then on spending a considerable
  time on the river.


  His interest in photography was growing steadily and in his second year he swapped an excellent microscope he had been given by his grandfather for a cheap camera belonging to
  another boy; and made a primitive enlarger out of old biscuit and tomato soup tins. These various pieces of equipment left only enough space in his seven-foot room for the bed and dishes of
  chemicals – and once led to a nasty shock. ‘I shall never forget sitting up in the middle of the night and reaching out for a tooth glass of water – only to find I was drinking
  hypo [developing fluid].’ The following year he revived the moribund Eton Photographic Society.


  There was only one visit from his mother during his school career and she did not even attend the highly social Fourth of June, an event few parents missed. The reason given was that she was
  looking after the Officers’ Mess at Womersley Park; this had been requisitioned by the Army (the family still retained one wing which the officers would visit to dine with Anne). The message
  this behaviour conveyed clearly was that she did not regard her son as a priority. His father came once a half (all that was then allowed), driving down in his second-hand Mercury, a large American
  car, with a grille at the back so that his whippets could breathe and, once, his Messel grandmother came in a huge Daimler, stone hot-water jars in the back to warm her feet under a large rug.


  In the summer holidays of 1946 at Plas Dinas there was a new toy: his father gave him a small but powerful motorbike, a 250 BSA, on which he would whiz along the mountain roads of North
  Wales. It was often hard to start and one day when Tony had been kick-starting it for some time he felt a terrible pain in his leg. At first he thought he had sprained it but
  as he straightened up he noticed a pain in his back. When he got back his stepmother Carol rubbed his back with embrocation. This did no good and, headachy and feeling ill, he went to bed early
  – but not before Carol had taken his temperature. It was 102°F (38.9°C) and his father called the doctor who, mercifully, realised that his young patient was seriously ill and
  performed a lumbar puncture.4


  Next morning Tony’s temperature soared to 105°. The initial diagnosis of the fluid taken from his spine indicated that he was suffering from either tubercular meningitis or
  poliomyelitis.5 It was virtually a death sentence. If the former, Tony would soon sink into an irreversible coma and die. Recovery had never been known. The
  second (before a protective vaccine was developed) did offer a chance of survival but was often fatal and, if not, usually meant severe crippling, since much about the disease was not then known.
  ‘I remember everyone coming in to see me, my mother came over from Ireland and Nanny was there crying,’ Tony recalled. Later, his father wrote that he could never have imagined praying
  that his son would have polio.


  1946 was, in fact, the year of a polio epidemic. Contaminated water was supposed to be one channel by which the virus was spread and many swimming pools were closed. Tony, as a wet bob, had
  spent much time on the river at Eton and had often bathed at Cuckoo Weir. ‘Once when my father Ronald was rowing there during his time at Eton, his oar encountered an obstacle. He thought it
  was a branch or something and pushed hard – and up came a bookie, still in his bowler hat, his face covered with green slime, who had lost all his money at Windsor races the week
  before.’


  Once polio was diagnosed, Anne Rosse believed her son should be sent to hospital rather than nursed at home. Backed in this opinion by the senior physician of the
  Liverpool Royal Infirmary, Dr Henry (later Lord) Cohen, she carried the day and Tony was sent to the Infirmary by ambulance. It was a terrible time. He was bored and miserable at being confined to
  bed, depressed by a future that looked bleak, and lonely – his only family visits were from his sister Susan, for whom he knitted an immensely long scarf while lying on his back. His uncle
  Oliver, designing for Covent Garden and Glyndebourne, was as ever thoughtful, sending instructions for model-making and getting friends like Noël Coward and the cabaret star Beatrice
  (‘Bea’) Lillie (whose son had just been killed and who said that Tony reminded her of him) to visit him, and sing for him, when they were playing at the Liverpool Adelphi.


  Gradually his paralysed legs came back to life and, with intense determination but agonising slowness, he learned to walk again. Finally, after six months, he emerged from the Infirmary with a
  withered left leg that was an inch shorter than the right one, a knowledge of deaf and dumb language learned from a fellow patient and the realisation that, apart from his sister, the only person
  on whom he could truly rely was himself.
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  The six months he spent in Liverpool Infirmary honed Tony’s already strong will into a powerful weapon that would aid him in his future career – one of the secrets
  of his early success was never taking no for an answer. He needed every ounce of determination he could muster to work through the regime of learning first to move and then to walk again.
  Encouragement came from the nurses, doctors and other patients, but chiefly from his own positive attitude (today well known to benefit the immune system).


  His convalescence was spent at Womersley. Nanny Gunner, to whom he was, and remained, devoted, was with him to look after him, a comforting presence in this difficult time. He was – just
  – able to put one foot in front of the other when he arrived and at first spent much of the time being wheeled about or sitting in a chair, being tutored under a cherry tree by a
  pink-trousered young man called Anthony Le Hoghton. Gradually, his muscles improved and, first with crutches, then with a stick and finally unaided, by his seventeenth birthday he was walking again
  and able to return to Eton, where photography began to occupy more and more of his time.


  Just before this birthday, there was a family disaster. The winter of 1946/7 was one of the coldest on record and during one freezing night of February 1947, the Nymans fires were heaped so high
  that heat percolated through the chimney into a timbered attic. At 3 a.m. Colonel Messel was woken by the smell of burning. The family and their servants escaped the fire that was soon blazing, but
  half the house and all the treasures therein were reduced to ashes. One of the most disastrous losses was the wonderful botanical library, an irreplaceable collection. The
  house burned for three days: the intense cold had frozen its lake, water from which might have saved it. It was never rebuilt, although the family maintained the remaining part of the
  ‘Tudor’ wing as their focal point for running the gardens, buying a nearby Victorian house to live in. Several years later Colonel Messel gave the property to the National Trust.


  Back at school at the beginning of the summer half of 1947 there were a few concessions because of his condition: he was allowed a bicycle instead of having to walk everywhere, and in the
  morning could leave the fold-up bed in his room down. The inventing went on. When his new housemaster, Mr Wilkinson, somewhat rashly said: ‘You can have anything in your room so long as
  you’ve made it yourself,’ the challenge was irresistible. Gramophones were forbidden though records were not, so, sticking to the letter of the law, Tony built a radiogram. Soon there
  was a stream of visitors and his only record, ‘Chiquita Banana’, was played endlessly. One of the boys who came to hear it was his prep-school acquaintance, Simon Sainsbury; their
  lifelong friendship was formed during that last year.


  Unable to do National Service because of his leg, Tony went from Eton straight to Jesus College, Cambridge, in October 1949, to study architecture. It was hoped that he would follow in the
  footsteps of his distinguished architect great-uncle Alfred Messel. His impact on his fellow undergraduates was immediate. ‘Tony is one of those strange figures who, over the last fifty
  years, has hardly changed in appearance, still slim and slightly built with a slight limp and a fine display of gleaming white teeth in his sunny smile,’ wrote Justin de Blank, who sat at the
  desk in front of him and became a friend.


  Tony was one of the younger undergraduates, since most of those of his age opted to do their National Service before rather than after university and many others had fought throughout the war
  – sitting nearby, in the Cambridge School of Architecture in Scroope Terrace, was just such a character, a former Air Force pilot known as ‘Spud’ Murphy, who had joined up from
  Dublin in 1939 and ended the war as personal pilot to a senior general. But Tony’s youthfulness did not stop him from keeping the room entertained with a fund of
  stories and jokes – many filthy – all told, thanks to his excellence at mimicry, in suitable accents.


  The day after arriving he made another great friend. Anthony Barton was a tall, extremely good-looking young man of Irish extraction who lived in France, where his family owned the famous
  Château Leoville Barton vineyard in Bordeaux and a thriving wine export business. He arrived the same term as Tony and the two met almost at once, at the Jesus boathouse. Tony had gone there
  because he wanted to continue with his rowing and Anthony because he wanted to begin – his older brother was a great oarsman. They were the same age (Anthony, who lived in France at the
  family château, was not subject to British National Service), which made an immediate bond when surrounded by so many older people.


  Sometimes there were parties in Tony’s rooms overlooking Chapel Quad, everyone drinking South African sherry because of its cheapness. Rules were strict, everyone having to be back in
  their own college by midnight. Jesus, with its double row of railings and spikes, was especially difficult to climb into, a problem easily circumvented by Tony, who with his usual ingenuity quickly
  made a copy of the key to the dustmen’s lift, thenceforward used for unofficial comings and goings by himself and his visitors. On one occasion, this lift was used as the entrance to one of
  his sherry parties, a uniformed footman (hired by Tony for the evening) standing inside to conduct guests to his rooms in dignified fashion.


  One consequence of Tony’s very individual approach was that he aroused strong feelings: great affection or extreme resentment or annoyance, often because if he himself did not like someone
  this was made perfectly obvious, generally with the quick-witted sarcastic remarks or the mockery of which he was a master.


  His interest in photography was maintained through his friend Jocelyn Stevens who had started a small Cambridge magazine called Cameo, for which Tony was commissioned to take pictures.
  But rowing was occupying more and more of his time and after being awarded his Trial Cap in his first year, he rowed for his college. As Jesus was then a very strong rowing college, his ability as
  a cox was soon noted and he was picked early in 1950 to cox the Cambridge Eight in that year’s Boat Race (his own explanation for being picked so early in his
  university career was that he was ‘prettier’ than his only rival).


  Training intensified and with it the need to be as light as possible. To lose weight, he would pull on two sweaters and spend hours shovelling grain into the lorry of a friendly contractor (on
  the day of the Boat Race, he weighed eight stone nine pounds). He also devised a series of exercises for himself as well as training with the Eight.


  During the months before the race the crew’s day began with a cold shower and then a drive to Ely for twelve miles on the river, usually with an icy wind straight from the North Sea
  whipping over them. To protect themselves from the cold they wore trousers made of blanket material so dense and heavy that if they had capsized the weight of the saturated fabric would have put
  them in serious danger of drowning. The wooden boat (it was before the age of fibreglass) known as the ‘Banham Bombshell’ would give the cox a hefty kick to the base of the spine at
  each stroke. Here too, Tony’s combination of inventiveness and lateral thinking was brought into play with a useful piece of gadgetry, a wind-up calibrated clock adapted from a darkroom
  timer, with which he measured the stroke rate. This he wired up with a bell, which could be heard only by himself and Bow – Harry Almond, who weighed in at ten stone eight pounds. No one
  except the American crews then used a microphone, considered a bit infra dig; Tony was able to make his voice, clear but not loud in ordinary conversation, carry effortlessly across the water. The
  real work of art was the boat’s rudder, which he designed and made from aluminium and laminated mahogany.


  The day of the race, 1 April 1950, was dry although rain threatened and there were strong winds of around eighteen to twenty knots from the west, making the temperature of 14°C (57°F)
  seem much lower on the open water. The 41/2 mile marathon began punctually at 12.30, the crews more or less evenly matched until they reached Hammersmith, when their oars touched. There followed an
  unprintable conversation between Tony and the Oxford cox as the latter had to jam on his rudder. This slowed Oxford down, and Cambridge won triumphantly by three and a half lengths.


  Since it was one of the first races to be televised6 and there were enormous crowds, their victory attracted great publicity.
  There was no throwing of the cox into the river then; instead, Tony took the crew to drink to their victory at his uncle Oliver’s house in Pelham Crescent. Here Cambridge muscle and the
  illusionism of the stage came into curious juxtaposition when Alistair McLeod, number three in the Cambridge crew and the august President of the University Boat Club, leant languidly against a
  marble pillar only to have it wobble perilously – it was made of papier-mâché. Later, still in their pale blue blazers, the Eight went to dinner at the Empress Club in Dover
  Street, and then on to the Astor nightclub.


  Tony’s rowing triumph came at a price. The hours he had spent on the river were at the cost of work and although he had been awarded his Rowing Blue he was to fail his
  architecture exams. Meanwhile, there was pleasure to be pursued. This chiefly involved dashing up and down to London on his much-loved Matchless 350 motorbike, generally with a friend on the
  pillion. With only four women’s colleges (and none mixed), there were few girls in Cambridge, so that except for the May Balls all the best parties took place in the capital. Together, Tony
  and Anthony Barton went to one of the May Balls, successfully gatecrashed two more, then, on the fourth night, still in party mood but with no ball to go to, decided to look for action elsewhere.
  They set off to London on the bike to take out two girls who shared a flat, only to find they had been stood up.


  They consoled themselves as best they could with a certain amount of alcoholic refreshment, then roared off back to Cambridge. At 3 a.m., the roads were virtually empty; racing down a hill and
  through a red light, Tony was taken unawares by a sharp bend to the right. Anthony had just time to say to himself: ‘He’s never going to make it at this speed,’ when the bike went
  straight on and into a ditch. Anthony sailed over his friend’s head and landed in a field of cabbages, his only ill effect the loss of a shoe. Scrambling to his feet,
  he ran back to the road. Tony, overcome by drink and profound weariness, had passed out and was lying on his back, snoring – a noise mistaken by the worried Anthony for a death rattle.


  The situation was saved by a lorry driver on his way to London, who stopped when he saw the pair, then chivalrously turned round and drove them back to Cambridge. The Matchless was irreparably
  damaged and Tony’s love affair with motorbikes temporarily suspended. Instead, he bought a 1927 open two-seater motor car for £20, in which he and a friend – usually Anthony
  – would dash round the countryside or up to London. It was in this car that he drove up to London to see his sister Susan, in a wedding dress designed and made by their mother, married on 20
  May 1950 to John Vesey (later the 6th Viscount de Vesci). The reception was held at their grandmother’s house, 104 Lancaster Gate. Shortly after their marriage, to Anne’s horror, Susan
  was received into her husband’s Catholic faith.


  As usual, there were holidays at Birr as well as with his father. By now, of course, Tony took all meals with the adults, though he would usually call in to the nursery where his younger
  half-brothers were eating their supper to help himself to the simple nursery food he would prefer all his life – sausages, scrambled egg, rice pudding, fish cakes – before going
  downstairs to pick at the elaborate six-course dinners Lady Rosse served to her guests.


  If there were young house parties, there was dancing to the radiogram in the saloon, drinks of gin and orange, and tennis, for which Tony acted as ball boy. When girlfriends came to Birr they
  too would be put to stay on the top floor, with its solitary bathroom down the passage. This offered an almost irresistible temptation to those who, like Tony and his brothers, were in the know.
  Above the bath was a window that sloped slightly (now painted over), opposite which was a mirror. By climbing up on a chair in the next room anyone looking through this window could see the
  occupant of the bath reflected in the mirror. Fortunately, none of the unsuspecting female visitors ever realised this.


  Some of the other tricks that Tony played on women at this stage had a slightly sadistic edge. Girlfriends would be invited to row on the lake at Birr in a birchbark canoe brought back by a
  Rosse forebear from British Columbia. What they did not know was that the only way to maintain balance in this craft was to sit cross-legged so that, invariably, they fell
  in, upon which Tony would let them splutter and thrash around until, gallantly, rescuing them. One occasional trick was to catch a pike in the lake, make the chosen girl an apple pie bed and put
  the pike between the sheets. As the girl’s toes touched its cold, slimy mass she would scream in pure horror – an added frisson was given by the fact that after death a pike’s
  jaws can snap shut if touched and – who knows? – might have trapped a toe.


  After failing his architecture exams Tony was ‘rusticated’ – that is, asked to leave the University for a year during which, the College authorities assumed, he would study the
  work he had missed and then, contrite and refocused, return to work diligently for his degree. His tutor, sending him down, said: ‘We would have thought differently if you had done more for
  College rowing rather than for the University.’


  To someone of Tony’s naturally impatient temperament, with a boredom threshold so low as to be almost invisible and a hatred of what he saw as wasting time, the idea of
  postponing his degree had nothing to recommend it. The photography that had been gradually becoming ever more important to him seemed to offer something at which he could work hard – and
  enjoy. He told his parents that instead of returning to Cambridge at the end of the year he wanted to become a professional photographer.


  His mother’s reaction was instantaneous and negative. Photography then was not a career for anyone who could be described as a gentleman. Photographers were tradesmen, who came to the
  tradesmen’s entrance, and were treated as such, and for Anne, to whom social considerations were all-important, the idea of her son embarking on such a life was not only a black mark against
  him but, vicariously, against her too. She sent an anguished telegram. ‘Do not agree suggestion changing career. Telephone this evening. Fondest love. Mummy.’


  The telephone call resulted in the decision that Tony should wait to discuss his future with Michael Rosse and the sympathetic Oliver when he came to Ireland that summer.
  By the time Oliver arrived in August 1950, Anne had been part-persuaded by Michael Rosse that Tony should do what made him happy. Oliver supported Tony wholeheartedly. Nevertheless, Tony was told
  he ought to seek his father’s approval.


  Largely thanks to Tony’s stepmother Carol, Ronnie had been persuaded to rent (for £500 p.a.) a handsome flint and brick house called Coombe Court at the end of a long drive in a
  secluded valley near Lewes. Coombe Court was a paradise for the young. Tony and Susan rode (‘she was always much keener than me’), on horses looked after by a German prisoner of war who
  had decided to stay on in England. At weekends or during the vacation Tony would often take friends to stay at Coombe. Ronnie, always convivial, would sometimes arrange for them to be brought down
  en masse in a bus on which drinks were served freely; once there, friends like Andy Garnett (from Eton) and Anthony Barton enjoyed the impromptu parties instigated by Carol, when the carpet was
  rolled back and everyone danced to the radiogram.


  During the week Ronnie and Carol lived at a set of ground-floor chambers in Albany, with a large, sunny drawing room, where they gave parties constantly, their main feature a steady supply of
  the pretty girls, often Australian friends of Carol, by whom Ronnie loved to be surrounded.


  By now Ronnie was doing extremely well at the Bar. His speciality was ‘running down’ cases,7 in which he generally appeared for those seeking
  damages through their insurance companies. A brilliant advocate, he would put across irrefutable points in his somewhat high-pitched voice which, if he were under exceptional stress, would tend to
  ‘disappear’ owing to his asthma. His skill at handling expert witnesses in court and assessing damages made him the leading junior in this field, with a place in his chambers at 5 Essex
  Court in the Middle Temple eagerly sought. Gregarious, warm-hearted
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