Terry Waite and TCC

Crathie Church and I’d just finished a performance of my Nativity Play, by Royal Command. I was backstage, or in the room beside the altar, milling around with the staff and children of Crathie School who had performed so well when the head of royal protocol appeared. He said he’d been asked by ‘The Family’ if we would consider performing the show again for a ‘special guest’.

Terry Waite, the Archbishop of Canterbury’s envoy, who had been kidnapped by Islamic extremists in Beirut and held in solitary captivity for five years had only just been set free and had been given a cottage on the Balmoral Estate to recuperate and spend quality time with his family. It was also a secure way of keeping the press from hounding him. We all knew who he meant and said we’d be delighted. We were told that if the press found out the whole thing would be cancelled. Total secrecy was required! Over the next week there followed one or two odd phone calls letting me know that the ‘Family’s Guest Concert was still on and would take place on such-and-such a date at such–and-such hundred hours’. I was told to be at the school early in the morning, which meant rising before dawn and driving up North with the car radio still referring to it as ‘through the night music’. This was to ensure that the press, who were everywhere, did not spot anything unusual going on e.g. lots of parents dropping children off at the school next door to the church on a weekend morning, then all said kids boarding a mini bus for the 60 second bus ride round the corner, followed by a royal 4x4 driving up to the same church. As it was, two journalists were standing at the bottom of the church driveway and everyone in the mini bus had to duck down which of course would arouse no suspicion whatsoever.
Once inside and set up Terry Waite and his wife were escorted in by the head of protocol and one or two others. He smiled warmly at all the children and teachers and we performed the show for him. At the end he clapped loudly and thanked us. I thought that that was the end of it but then he rose even higher in my estimations as he went round every child and teacher and shook their hands, thanking them personally and wishing them each a Happy Christmas. This meant that every child could go home and say “Terry Waite shook hands with me”. That is, everyone except me. I was busy crouching, packing up my guitar and music and he must’ve thought he’d spoken to everyone because when I looked up there he was giving a last wave goodbye to one and all and heading for the door. ‘Ho hum,’ I thought ‘them’s the breaks’. Talking of brakes. He screeched to a halt, spun round, scanned the assembled faces, saw me and strode right back, hand outstretched to shake mine. He’d obviously realised he’d missed out the musician. He thanked me, praised the songs and I thanked him. Then there was one of those silent moments, what to say next? I was looking into his eyes and I asked how he was coping now. His face changed and the smile melted as he looked at me and chatted about how hard it was for him, after all those years of being chained to a radiator, how his family had been children and now they were young adults. He said it was difficult for himself and his wife and was going to be difficult for some time to come trying to adjust. I wished him well, he smiled again and we shook hands. It was a bit of a fumble this time as I had my camera in my hand. I had forgotten to photograph the children at the last performance and thought I’d do it at this one. I apologised and said what I was about to do. Another pause as I wondered if I should suggest, but he was way ahead of me and was saying ‘What a great idea’ while heading for the huge Christmas tree.
We all assembled in front of the tree while I asked the head of protocol if he’d take the photo. Ever see someone having kittens? Apparently it was more than his job was worth. No photos could be taken as they would be worth a fortune to the press. Terry Waite standing in Crathie Church in front of a Christmas tree surrounded by children, scoop! I assured him I had no such intention and Terry reassured him. He took the photo with a multitude of protestations and I’m still amazed it’s as un-blurred as it is as his hand was visibly shaking.
Another big cheery wave to all and he was off. The head of protocol was straight over to me again almost pleading that I didn’t sell them. I guaranteed I wouldn’t and he said that they would be worth around £60,000 to any glossy Sunday supplement at this time of year. 

I got them printed and framed with a border containing the autographs of all involved. Three copies made, one to the school, one to me and one to Terry.
Can’t put a price on that.

