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It started with a kiss 
Just outside Corbridge, in Northumberland, was the place I 

came to be. So come on: follow this Geordie boy? 

It was April 1959, and Sidesaddle was number 1 (Top of the 

Pops). Mum a teacher, dad a colliery manager. Big Sis - 

Barbara. Big Bro - Charles. 

Rowlands Gill is about a dozen miles SW of Newcastle-

Upon-Tyne and it became home. The village school had 

outside toilets and smelled of disinfectant and teachers. My 

best friend was Gavin Richards, and his parents had one of 

those 3 wheeled bubble cars with a hinged door at the 

front. A fridge, effectively. My dad had a Ford Popular but 

then got a Ford Corsair, with plastic seats that seared naked 

skin. But it was quite a wagon despite that hurt. 

1966 had a very big moment but there was no one on the 

pitch. 
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What is the answer? 

What was the question?

Nigel Stewart
From Rowlands Gill to Wherever This Is
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We’re Moving Where? 
I mean… in 1966… who moved 265 miles so they could 

sing? Well, my dad - that’s who. But this wasn’t about the 

swinging 60s: this was an ecumenical matter. He got a gig 

at Hereford Cathedral. So off we went. Bye-bye 

grandparents, uncles, aunts and cousins. We loved you, 

yeah, yeah, yeah. 

Hereford was warmer and yet colder. Voices and accents 

seemed unwelcoming but I adapted. Our house was 

opposite the race course. Holmer School - more outside 

toilets. Then a new home, 37 Brookside, and Broadlands 

School where my mum taught, so I was dangerous to know. 

The upright piano in the dining room wasn’t used, and I hit 

it. A racket, but one that prompted a decision. I was more 

than 9, less than 10, and a formidable teacher taught me 

the old Do-Re-Mi -she made it count. 

Musician. 

Which meant I should also sing. With dad. My first trial - the 

verdict, guilty. Come and sing in the choir. Come and join 

our Cathedral School. Be a punchball. You’re worth it. 

It wasn’t nice, but then good people smiled and it got 

better. Some smiled especially wide; kisses ensued. Love 

and stuff. I loved that stuff. Those wide smiles. 

There was a band called Gruin, with the very best of friends. 

Our songs were ours and we did good things. But the big 

picture wasn’t good. An acadummy. So time for harder 

work. Bakeries. Building sites. Factories. 

Careering. 

Friendly Bombs 
When I asked, HMG approved and I left home. Time to be a 

civil servant and get real. New friends and multiple homes 

in and around Slough, close by HMQ who neither knew nor 
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cared. Sunday football, the Thames Valley League which 

actually did seem like a right wing movement. 

Long letters, many filled with love, to friends and lovers left 

behind. Lyrics for songs no one heard until a band got 

involved and new friends evolved. Matrix gigged and 

recorded, some people applauded but there was no bright 

future. Then a small aside, just me and Dave, drums and 

keys à deux. More lyrics, fewer letters. 

Invested in bricks and mortgage. That long and winding 

road. My very first owned abode: a studio apartment on the 

Farnham Road. 

The writing began. A little acorn shaped like an office 

newsletter that was really all about me. More music with 

such talented people we couldn’t think of a name. Changes 

of direction at work, led to another new place in Lancashire. 

Filed 
Back up north, albeit on the opposite coast. Working with 

computers and that proved important. An office site so 

undermined by subsidence the tea trolley needed anchors. 

More new friends and a partner. Thirty Something and 

travelling was the big new thing for a big new decade. Kos. 

France. Italy. Egypt. Crete. Bruges. Inspiring and fulfilling. 

Found a brave new music scene that I didn’t much like, so 

my songs faced inwards and I wrote and recorded at home. 

Then the death of a dear, perhaps dearest friend. Too 

young; a terrible end. It affected me so deeply and perhaps 

defined what happened next. 

Started writing a book called Last Straws. A suppressed 

talent, weighed down by himself and trapped in the real 

world. It grew and grew, like Jack’s beanstalk, and when it 

ended I was proud and pleased. 

Then new twists intertwined. A wife to be and a big new 

job. Two new jobs. Three new jobs. Four. A daughter, a son 
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and a brash new house, that turned out not be a home. 

Business travel: India; Amsterdam; Dublin; Stockholm. 

Burned out by 50 and things unravelled, leaving survival as 

the key. An outpouring of songs, with accompanying words. 

And now I’m writing.
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Who knows the reason for 
asking it in the first place? 
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