H.R.H. and TCC

It must have been 1992 because there was a Royal celebration. Must’ve been the Queen’s 40th year on the throne. Anyway I was playing in Craigendarroch when I was approached and asked if I would write a short Nativity Musical Play to be performed before the Royal Family in Crathie Church just prior to Xmas. I accepted the challenge. I say challenge because I thought that they must’ve heard every conceivable “baby in a manger” song on the planet. Hence the “challenge”. 

For a start I wanted to make it humorous, not fall-about laughing but something that’d make them smile and hopefully not bore the pants off them.

I had the idea to give the voices to the animals and the complaining Inn keeper which worked well.
I had other engagements to fulfil at the time which took me abroad to Romania, up to the Russian border, and by the time I returned I found my contacts waiting with expectant smiles for the music. In reality I had written nothing, only had lots of ideas. They were polite but obviously disappointed. I guaranteed I would have something tangible midweek. They accepted graciously and withdrew. I gigged, went home and worked. 

At our next meeting I sang the ragged songs that I had. They laughed and loved them and I promised to polish them by that weekend. Once done, submitted and accepted I had to then rehearse the local Crathie schoolchildren. I made several cassettes of the songs and gave them out, thus easing the number of personal visits I had to make. Each time I went it was great to hear how hard they had worked on their individual parts. When I’d been recording one song I had had a memory lapse and there was a nano-second of a pause in one of the lines. On listening to my charges perform they all religiously inserted the miniscule gasp as they thought it was supposed to be there. Professional or what!
The weekend of the performance saw me gigging at Craigendarroch, so it was arranged I should stay at a local hotel with my daughter Victoria and my two friends Paul and Belinda, only to find ourselves the centre of fairly amateurish surveillance. On the Friday evening we were sitting in the bar and the owner kept talking to us about Communism and Communists and seeking our opinions while a group of young “squaddie-type” lads played pool quietly. No one else was in the bar all night. The owner never gave up trying to get us to make comments about his topic and the squaddies played and played and played until their heads were almost lolling onto the baize with tiredness. No other explanation for it in our minds but, if we were suspicious then, the following evening clarified it. At my gig in Craigendarroch a mature, harassed “officer-type” gent appeared at the doorway, talked to some people, shook his head, strode up to my friends and blurted out in a very exasperated manner “Look! Who are you?” My friend replied he was an RAF officer, which he was, accompanied by his partner and the young girl was my daughter. He wasn’t interested in who I was. Then the gent said “Thank you” and left. I wondered if the previous evenings efforts had drawn such a blank that he had to do the job himself.

The big day dawned. We went to the church where I had a chair placed beside the Royal Family’s pew. The church filled to capacity, the Family arrived and all too soon the minister was announcing my play. As soon as he did the DofE sighed loudly slunk down into his seat and stuck his legs out straight, obviously not receptive to the idea, seeing it only as torture. I started to play and the children started to sing. After the first verse and chorus the DofE sat back up, picked up the programme and looked at the contents. The Family laughed in the right places and listened quietly as Mary sang her solo.

Now, protocol states that no one turns their backs on the Family during the performance or indeed afterwards and no one claps. Try staging that one. Anyway the class had been trained well and at the end of the show they had to stand in a line facing the Family while the oldest boy counted up to 5 in his head and they all moved off to the right in silence. I’d strummed the last chord and he’d started to count when we heard applause, emanating, not from the masses, but from the Royal pews. I looked up to see Prince Edward clapping. At the time he’d been working for Andrew Lloyd Webbers Really Useful Company and must’ve realised how much hard work had gone into the show. Then, totally unexpectedly, the DofE leaned forward, looked down towards the congregation and started to clap, obviously inviting everyone to join in which they did with enthusiasm. The congregation was filled with the children’s parents who needed no excuse to clap but the face I saw was my daughter’s smiling at me and clapping wildly. Proud moment. I looked back round, smiled, nodded and mouthed a thank you at Prince Edward, which he acknowledged. At the end of the service we were told that the Family had enjoyed the performance and were all congratulated. The minister and the head of royal protocol were hugely excited that the Family had “broken with hundreds of years of tradition” by applauding. I was just glad it had gone as well as it had and that my daughter had been there to witness it.
