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    At a Glance

    
        For Season Listings, see
        here • For
        Contents, including details of feature articles, see overleaf
    

    Contemporary Voices

    
        Sixteen years after being spotted by BBC Music Introducing, Florence
        Welch brings her iwndie vocal expression to the Proms for the first
        time. Together with the Jules Buckley Orchestra she revisits tracks from
        her debut studio album Lungs, released 15 years ago. Sam Smith
        also makes their first Proms appearance, in another debut album
        anniversary celebration – for In the Lonely Hour,
        released in 2014. They are joined by the chameleon-like BBC Concert
        Orchestra.
    

    
        PROM 18
        • 2 AUGUST (Smith)
    

    
        PROM 69
        • 11 SEPTEMBER (Welch)
    

    
        See also
            Proms 8
            &
            13
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    Sheku and Friends

    
        Since winning BBC Young Musician in 2016, star cellist Sheku
        Kanneh-Mason has played at a royal wedding, released four albums and
        appeared at last year’s Last Night of the Proms. This year he
        appears at the Proms alongside his violinist brother Braimah, Brazilian
        guitarist Plínio Fernandes and the dynamic Fantasia Orchestra for a
        tour around the fringes of classical, folk and beyond, ranging from
        Bartók and Brahms to Marley and Mvula.
    

    
        PROMS 20
        &
        22 •
        4 &
       5 AUGUST
    

    
        (Prom 22
            is a Relaxed performance)
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    Doctors and Daleks

    
        The nation’s favourite Time Lord returns for the first Doctor Who
        Prom in over a decade, presenting a brand-new showcase of Murray
        Gold’s music from the Doctor Who series. With the
        dramatic TV scores brought to vivid life by the BBC National Orchestra
        of Wales and specially selected scenes shown on big screens, you can
        also expect guest appearances from cast members past and present …
        as well as monster visitations.
    

    
        PROMS 47 & 48
        • 26 AUGUST
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        Seville Ceremony
    

    
        Set in Seville, Bizet’s Carmen – centring on the
        fiercely independent Gypsy girl and the fateful passion she inflames in
        the hot-headed young soldier Don José – remains one of the
        best-loved operas in the canon. Scenes of revelry in a tavern and
        smugglers hiding in the mountains add further Spanish colour – as
        does the new hero in town, the toreador Escamillo. Glyndebourne brings
        its new production to the Proms in a special semi-staging.
    

    
        PROM 52
        • 29 AUGUST
    

    
        See also
            Proms 24
            &
            68
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    International Orchestras

    
        The Proms is unrivalled for the sheer range of international orchestras
        (not to mention conductors and soloists) it brings together in one
        festival. Highlights this year include two concerts under Sir Simon
        Rattle in his first season at the helm of the Bavarian Radio Symphony
        Orchestra, as well as performances from the Berlin Philharmonic and
        Czech Philharmonic, West–Eastern Divan Orchestra, Orchestre de
        Paris and Rotterdam Philharmonic Orchestra.
    

    
        See
            Proms 7, 24,
            31,
            41,
            44,
            46,
            49,
            50,
            55,
            56,
            58,
            61
            &
            62
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    Voices in Harmony

    
        Choral blockbusters have long been a key aspect of the Proms:
        Verdi’s Requiem, Britten’s War Requiem and
        Bach’s St John Passion appear in 2024. In this centenary
        year of the BBC Singers – as well as showcasing children’s
        and youth choirs, music college students and young professionals –
        there’s a focus on world-class smaller groups, including The
        King’s Singers and VOCES8 (together), The Sixteen, The Swingles
        and Synergy Vocals. Plus a three-concert Choral Day concluding with
        Handel’s Messiah.
    

    
        See
            Index of Artists
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        to the 2024
        BBC Proms
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        Welcome to the 2024 Proms – one of the most ambitious and
        wide-ranging seasons we have ever presented. This year we have a total
        of 89 concerts, 16 of which take us beyond the boundaries of the Royal
        Albert Hall, and all of which are broadcast on BBC Radio 3. With a
        further 24 programmes available on BBC TV and BBC iPlayer, plus a span
        of music that encompasses many different styles and composers, we are
        truly fulfilling Proms founder-conductor Henry Wood’s vision
        ‘to bring the best of classical music to the widest possible
        audience’.
    

    
        This year we return to Gateshead with a series of events at The
        Glasshouse, following a highly successful weekend of concerts last
        summer that saw over 5,000 visitors. We also start a new relationship
        with the Bristol Beacon – the city’s magnificent new concert
        hall, opened last November – and visit Nottingham’s Royal
        Concert Hall for the first time to mark the BBC Concert
        Orchestra’s residency there. All these programmes stem from strong
        partnerships with individual venues, with the Proms building on local
        initiatives to create work of both regional and national significance.
        In Bristol, for example, we are presenting the first ever Prom with the
        Paraorchestra – one of the Beacon’s resident ensembles
        – and out of this creating a weekend that highlights the
        venue’s pioneering work in promoting accessibility in music. In
        Gateshead, our programme is built around the Royal Northern Sinfonia,
        the flagship orchestra of the North-East and the UK’s only
        full-time chamber orchestra.
    

    
        Our anniversary celebrations this year embrace mainstream composers such
        as Holst, Fauré and Schoenberg but also rarely performed works such
        as Suk’s ‘Asrael’ Symphony and Busoni’s mighty
        Piano Concerto. Introducing audiences to less familiar work is a vital
        part of the Proms tradition and this year, alongside a range of new
        pieces, we also focus on some of the female composers who have helped
        shape France’s musical life. For the 200th anniversary of
        Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony – commissioned by London’s
        Philharmonic Society in 1824 – an exploration of the
        composer’s hearing loss precedes a memorised performance by the
        Aurora Orchestra. And the 100th anniversary of the BBC Singers allows us
        to celebrate not only the achievements of that group and other
        specialist vocal ensembles, but also the power of choral singing,
        culminating in a performance of Handel’s Messiah in a day
        dedicated to group-singing, large and small.
    

    
        Two titans of popular music were born 100 years ago and inspired a whole
        generation of artists. There are few jazz singers today who were not
        influenced by the astonishing range and versatility of Sarah Vaughan,
        while Henry Mancini’s six-decade career as a composer for film and
        TV spawned a whole genre of lounge music, reflected in our Proms tribute
        to him. From a younger generation, Nick Drake’s all-too-short
        musical career
        created a legion of fans. Fifty years on we revisit
        his highly individual songs in new symphonic versions. Bringing us right
        up to the present, two of today’s most exciting
        singer-songwriters, Sam Smith and Florence Welch, bring their own unique
        orchestral offering to the Proms this summer.
    

    
        While the Proms rightly celebrates the astonishing range of homegrown
        talent in the UK – including the BBC’s own orchestras and
        choirs – we are also proud to be an international festival.
        It’s a special event when orchestras such as the Berlin
        Philharmonic come to the Proms (one of 12 visiting ensembles this
        summer) and, as ever, we welcome some of the finest artists from around
        the globe, many of whom are new to the festival.
    

    
        On a personal note, 2024 will be my ninth and final season as Director
        of the BBC Proms. As a young Prommer back in the 1970s, I never imagined
        that I would one day have the great honour of running this remarkable
        festival. I hope that I have been able to live up to the achievements of
        my distinguished predecessors and contribute to the continued
        development of the Proms. Like all great institutions, it is founded on
        a strong vision that allows for the reassurance of continuity and the
        scope for change. I hope you enjoy what we have to offer this year, and
        I look forward to seeing the Proms continue to thrive in the years
        ahead.
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    David Pickard

    Director, BBC Proms

    
        
            [image: ]
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        Last summer was a memorable eight weeks at the Proms. Buoyant attendance
        at the Royal Albert Hall and at venues across the UK was complemented by
        record-breaking figures on BBC Sounds and iPlayer, as millions of people
        enjoyed this great festival. It is a privilege to bring the Proms to
        such a broad audience and, as ever, every Prom this season is broadcast
        on BBC Radio 3 and available on-demand on BBC Sounds.
    

    
        It’s an exciting time at Radio 3: in April we launched our
        refreshed schedule with a raft of new programmes, ranging from Clemency
        Burton-Hill’s celebration of the West–Eastern Divan
        Orchestra’s 25th anniversary, to Jools Holland’s
        Saturday-lunchtime show Earlier…. Our weekday programme
        Classical Live celebrates the best of live music from across
        the UK, and we have new offerings from presenters Tom McKinney, Sara
        Mohr-Pietsch and Tom Service. If you are not already a listener, we
        would love you to join us.
    

    
        Finally, I would like to pay tribute to David Pickard, who has led the
        BBC Proms brilliantly for nearly a decade and will soon get to enjoy
        this unique festival at his leisure. Whether you, like David, have
        attended the Proms since childhood or are embarking on your first
        season, we are thrilled to have you with us.
    

    
        [image: ]

    

    Sam Jackson

    Controller, BBC Radio 3 and BBC Proms
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        I’m very much looking forward to another vibrant summer of Proms
        on BBC Television and iPlayer. Responses from last season’s
        coverage showed us that audiences are hungrier than ever for
        gold-standard classical music performance on TV.
    

    
        This year we have an equally compelling line-up across 24 programmes,
        featuring artists and ensembles including Isata Kanneh-Mason, Yo-Yo Ma,
        The Swingles, London Symphony Orchestra and West–Eastern Divan
        Orchestra, as well as a wildlife-themed CBeebies Prom.
    

    
        On BBC Four we range far and wide, from Sarah Vaughan to Henry Mancini,
        Messiaen to Mahler, Beethoven to Britten. On BBC Two it’s
        glitterballs and bell bottoms for the Disco Prom, while Mozart takes
        centre stage in a concert celebrating his genius, and Sam Smith and
        Florence Welch bring a new, orchestral flavour to their chart-topping
        songs. And on BBC One the Last Night will once again unite audiences
        across the UK in a mass singalong. Finally, the Doctor Who Prom returns
        this summer. But you won’t need a TARDIS to go back and enjoy our
        concerts time and again: they’ll be on BBC iPlayer for a whole
        year. Here’s to enjoying a fantastic season of excellent
        music-making.
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    Suzy Klein

    Head of Arts and Classical Music TV
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            The
            Runaway
        

        A short story by Kit de Waal

        Illustrations by Nathalie Lees

        
            The second time Robert got cancer, someone at the clinic told him
            there was a painting class for patients. Art therapy, they called
            it. Local place, off 22nd Street. No experience necessary, no talent
            required, $15 for a whole afternoon, five off with his Seniors
            Discount. Would he like to go, they said, and because he
            wasn’t quick enough with an excuse he found himself signed up.
            He had no intention of going. But the next day somehow found him
            peering through the wired-glass door of a small room at the
            community centre and, before he knew it, he was sitting on a
            three-legged stool in front of an easel with three or four others
            who were in varying stages of disease and acceptance.
        

        
            The hand on his shoulder told him to paint whatever he felt. When he
            couldn’t work out what he felt, it suggested he paint what he
            remembered. What he remembered would always start with the colour
            blue.
        

        
            So he dipped his brush and covered the sheet of smooth white paper.
            As he sat and stared at the blue, he found himself like a sightseer
            wandering down the streets and lanes of his past finding landmarks.
            A sunny day, a golden journey to a white-sand beach where he made
            paste from the sand and built a castle with a moat that he filled
            with silver, sparkling sea. He dipped in the yellow. Then he saw
            himself lean and suited in an emerald shirt and corduroy tie. He
            dipped in the green. There was a holiday with a girl, Greece or
            Spain, Portugal maybe, her sun-dyed skin against a white sheet. The
            brown. And, later still, there he was lying with another woman with
            eyes as blue as his own and he remembered her song and the things he
            left behind.
        

        
            Robert was famous for running away. He was only a boy the first
            time, 8 or 9, 1958, something like that, in Luton, a nowhere street,
            modern houses that wished they were old. He and his brother were
            messing with their father’s car parked out on the street,
            middle of the day, trying to get it open without the key. He’d
            talked his brother into it. Screwdrivers were involved. He remembers
            a scratch deep into the paintwork and a broken window, and his
            brother, older by two years, saying: ‘He’ll kill
            us.’
        

        
            Robert inspected the damage like a mechanic might before giving a
            price for the repair. He traced the scratch with his forefinger all
            down the side of the passenger door and stood back to assess the
            broken window. He then calmly sauntered up the road, with his hands
            in his pockets, towards the park. He stayed there playing with other
            kids until it got dark. Then he walked the long way back home, not
            quite sure of the route but sniffing out his mother’s cooking
            like a hunting dog. Then he went in through the back gate carefully,
            his hand silencing the latch, and hunkered down between the garden
            shed and next door’s fence.
            The kitchen door was open, every light in the
            house burning. He could hear his father with the neighbours talking
            about ringing the police because it was black now, gone 10pm. They
            clustered on the back step, not 20 feet from him, and lowered their
            voices so the women couldn’t hear. Dangerous men were
            mentioned and what plans they might have for a boy as pretty as
            Robert, with jewels for eyes and a halo of white hair.
        

        
            [image: ] It
            wasn’t jazz, it was more than that, and as she played Robert
            felt a shift in his world, like he’d been waiting for her and
            for those notes in that order and that here was a moment in his life
            when he was exactly where he was supposed to be, where he might
            always be, where he might stay.
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            Robert listened and as he heard the worry in his father’s
            voice he crouched down smaller still and stayed right where he was,
            kneeling on rotting leaves until his stomach cramped and his lips
            were dry. Then, quietly, he scuffed himself a couple of times
            against the mossy shed and smeared dirt on his cheeks. He scuttled
            his way to the road and the front of the house, letting his arms
            hang long against his sides, letting his eyes fill with water. He
            was very hungry, after all, and he’d been bored and
            uncomfortable for hours. It wasn’t hard to be upset.
        

        
            He didn’t even have to knock on the front door. His mother
            threw it open and dashed from her vigil down the garden path,
            wailing and gathering him up and then holding him away from her,
            stroking his hair.
        

        
            ‘Bobby! Bobby!’ She was crying. She guided him like an
            invalid into the house, where his father was swallowing and huffing
            and shaking hands with the men that had gathered for a search party.
            ‘He’s home now,’ he kept saying. ‘He’s
            safe.’ Whisky appeared.
        

        
            Only his brother knew. Only his brother, who had been told off and
            blamed and sent to his room and called down again and questioned
            over and over and who should have known better and who hadn’t
            given a second’s thought to the possibility of the damage to
            the car and how his little brother might react when he realised it
            would have to be paid for. Only his brother knew of Robert’s
            calculation, that their mother would be so relieved to have him home
            she would say nothing about him running off, and their father
            wouldn’t give a fig about a damaged car if he could only have
            his son home safe. Only his brother, who had failed in life’s
            only task, to ‘look after your family at all cost,
            Christopher’, stood apart from everyone, watching the fuss and
            the outworking of Robert’s brilliant plan.
        

        
            That night in the bedroom they shared, single beds separated by a
            no-man’s-land of three feet and a carpet runner, Robert turned
            under his blankets and whispered his apologies.
        

        
            ‘Sorry if you got into trouble, Chris. I got lost.’
        

        ‘No, you didn’t,’ he said.

        
            It became a habit then. In the years that followed, Robert ran away
            from school and flats and unpaid rent, from friends he no longer
            liked, jobs he could no longer tolerate, his mother and father when
            they became unbearably old and needed round-the-clock care,
            girlfriends galore. He now knew no other way to live.
        

        
            By the time he was 38 he part-owned a jazz club in Soho, a
            two-roomed basement with no fire escape and a single toilet shared
            between punters and staff. His partner did the hard yards of
            bookings and accounts, hiring, firing and tax returns, whereas
            Robert, whose prettiness had hardened irresistibly, charmed the
            customers and waitresses, drinking and joking with them until the
            early hours while they emptied their wallets or worked overtime for
            next to nothing. Everyone loved Robbo.
        

        
            One evening his brother walked in, stockier now, thin on top. The
            club was barely open, too early on a Tuesday night for any kind of a
            crowd. Robert saw him straight away and grabbed his arm.
        

        ‘Chris! Chris! Long time no see.’

        
            Chris was nervous and Robert knew he wanted to talk. He expected the
            usual exhortation to go and see their parents,
            that it was tiring looking after them all on his
            own, that he owed them something, after all, and he was very much
            missed.
        

        
            Robert steeled himself and wondered how Chris always managed to
            track him down and if he would make a habit of turning up to the
            club and whether it might be time for Robert to make another move.
        

        
            ‘I need a favour, Bobby,’ Chris said, sitting on a bar
            stool, lighting a cigarette.
        

        
            That was new, the cigarette. Robert did the same. ‘Go
            on,’ he said.
        

        
            ‘It’s my girlfriend, Simone. She needs a job.’
        

        ‘Yeah?’

        
            ‘Yes, and I wondered if you had anything in the …’
        

        
            ‘We’re always looking for girls, Chris. Has she got any
            experience? Tell her to come in and we can give her a …’
        

        
            ‘She’s not like that, Bobby. She’s a musician.
            Piano. She’s good. Really good. But she’s
            different.’
        

        
            ‘Ah, right. Listen, it’s my partner that does the
            bookings, Chris. I can ask him and see …’
        

        ‘She’s outside.’

        
            There was a piano on the little stage at the back of the club. It
            was a good one apparently, rich and smooth, people said. But still
            Robert wasn’t expecting what he heard. Chris had brought her
            in and she’d shaken hands with Robert. She wasn’t a
            looker by any means, and Robert was glad Chris hadn’t asked
            him to give her a job as a waitress – she’d never cut
            it. She had long hair, fashionable at the time, a sheepskin coat and
            boots, hippyish and worn-down. She kept the coat on, adjusted the
            piano stool and picked out a few notes while Chris wrung his hands
            and said, ‘She’s good, Bob, really good.’
        

        
            It wasn’t jazz, it was more than that, and as she played
            Robert felt a shift in his world, like he’d been waiting for
            her and for those notes in that order and that here was a moment in
            his life when he was exactly where he was supposed to be, where he
            might always be, where he might stay. He knew his face betrayed it
            and he knew Chris was watching so he turned to him and said,
            ‘You’re right, Chris. She’s not bad.’
        

        
            She played for 22 minutes. The whole club, three punters, two girls
            and the barman, all of them stood stock-still and when she finished
            they cheered and Chris slapped Robert on the back.
        

        ‘See!’ he said. ‘See!’

        
            She got up and walked over to the two brothers, more confident now,
            smiling and prettier.
        

        ‘What was that?’ Robert asked.

        ‘Gershwin,’ she said.

        
            ‘Right,’ he said and clapped his hands because he wanted
            to call himself back from where he had wandered. ‘Let’s
            see now. Do you know any standards? All of Me?,
            ‘Blackbird? Misty?
        

        She shook her head.

        
            [image: ]

        

        
            ‘She could learn them. Couldn’t you,
            Simone? Give her a couple of weeks, she could learn them.’
        

        
            Robert nodded. ‘Alright. Learn them,’ he said.
            ‘You could come in during the day, use the piano. How’s
            that?’
        

        
            So she came in every day for two weeks, sometimes with Chris,
            sometimes without. Robert made sure he was around, sorting out the
            drinks behind the bar, tidying things he’d never tidied
            before, listening and watching. Sometimes he and Chris would go out
            for a coffee while she practised and Chris would tell him all about
            her breakdowns and delicate nature, her dependence on him, the love
            of music that had become an obsession. And Robert would nod, and
            behind his sapphire eyes he would see her long fingers dancing on
            the keys and the bend of her back, her invisible face as she played,
            and he knew he had to have her.
        

        
            It was easy and terrible. He gave Simone Thursday nights between
            10pm and 11pm, before the resident band came on, while it was still
            quiet, so people could hear. He told her she had to play the
            Gershwin number every night, just for him, so she did. When Chris
            went home to Luton to see to their parents, Robert saw Simone to her
            front door and eventually went inside. And afterwards she said she
            was in love with him and had been since the beginning, that Chris
            would understand when they told him.
        

        
            ‘Nah,’ he said. ‘Don’t say anything to
            Chris. Not yet.’
        

        
            Months it went on. Chris taken up with hospital appointments for
            their mother and installing stairlifts and hoists for their father.
            Robert waiting for his song and disappearing with Simone afterwards,
            the notes wrenching at his loins but never at his conscience. It was
            easy until she got pregnant.
        

        
            It was his, she said. Chris hadn’t been near her for months.
            ‘I couldn’t bear it,’ she said and told him that
            she was ill with morning sickness and the smoke in the club made it
            worse.
        

        
            ‘Take a week off,’ he said. ‘Take two weeks
            off.’ That would give him enough time.
        

        
            New York was the obvious place to go for runaways. He would get lost
            among the crowd, find himself a job in a club, make a new life. He
            wrestled with the wrongness of it at the airport but triumphed in
            time to get his flight. He couldn’t eat the airline meals,
            couldn’t drink either. He sat smoking one cigarette after
            another, thinking of Chris and how he’d take it, and if Simone
            would keep her job at the club and who else might hear his song or
            if she’d ever play it again. He thought about the possibility
            of the child never being born at all and threw up in the narrow
            toilet.
        

        
            He was in New York for years and years and years before he heard the
            Gershwin again, by accident, on the television, channel-hopping
            after a long night behind the bar. He was part-owner again but this
            time he was the one doing the tax returns and ordering beer while
            his partner sat in a booth at the back of the bar with the sports
            pages or at home with his Italian wife and German dog. Robert told
            everyone he was Irish because it was that kind of district. He told
            everyone he was divorced for the same reason. That night he locked
            the bar and walked the three blocks to his apartment, not feeling
            good, pain in his gut below his heart. He sat in his leather chair
            chewing two antacids looking for the boxing on Channel 9, Tyson
            versus Douglas, something like that, and it just came on, loud, the
            Gershwin with an orchestra, different but the same. He stood up like
            it was the National Anthem, stood up and faced the screen, arms by
            his side, felt the same shift, the same rootedness, like it had been
            written for him, played for him. Simone. A child. His child.
        

        
            As soon as it was over he went back to the bar and mopped the floor,
            cleaned out the fridges and swept the back alley clean. There was no
            point trying to sleep.
        

        
            The next day he went to the doctor and got the news. That was the
            first time.
        

        
            The second time Robert got cancer, after the art therapy, on his way
            home, he stopped at a record shop. There were too many versions of
            the Gershwin to choose from, so he talked to the guy behind the
            counter and told him he wanted a lot of piano. ‘Just the
            piano,’ he said. He bought a cigar from a shop where they knew
            him, took his time choosing, said he wanted one that would last 22
            minutes or so and walked out with a single petite corona. He
            hadn’t used his passport since he took a woman to Mexico. He
            would have to
            find it. He took $3,000 out of his savings
            account and shoved it in the same bag as the record. He held it
            tight all along Dyer Avenue and down the side streets to his
            apartment. He was sure he was being followed. He was an old man now,
            couldn’t swing a decent punch any more. All that had left him.
            He made it to his front door, sweating and almost faint. He drank a
            glass of water and checked the street from his bedroom window.
            Nothing.
        

        
            He slept the rest of the day and woke up when the streetlights came
            on, calmer now. He lay in bed making plans. He’d go to the
            travel shop for his flight back to England. As soon as possible,
            he’d say. Same day even. Luton, he’d start there. It
            would take weeks. Months probably. He didn’t know how much
            time he had left, he felt OK but that could change at any moment.
            Did he have a decent suitcase any more? Or a thick winter coat? He
            began to worry about the journey.
        

        
            In the kitchen he watched the coffee machine sputter and spit but he
            had no taste for coffee any more and walked away before it was
            finished. He put the record on the turntable, let the arm hover over
            the disc as it spun, humming slightly, black and shiny, waiting for
            him. He could have done this a long time ago, could have had years
            of Rhapsody in Blue, but it would have driven him back home
            to face the music.
        

          
        
            He lit his cigar and puffed out the first mouthful of smoke, creamy
            and bitter, then let the needle down, closed his eyes and sat back
            in his chair. He knew it would be the end of his running-away and
            that he had left it too late, that he’d been wrong and too
            calculating from the beginning, right from the first time.
        

            
            [image: ] He put the
            record on the turntable, let the arm hover over the disc as it spun,
            humming slightly, black and shiny, waiting for him. He could have
            done this a long time ago, could have had years of
            Rhapsody in Blue, but it would have driven him back home to
            face the music.
            [image: ]
        

        
            Robert was late getting to the bar that night. No need to tell
            anyone about his plans. He’d leave it until the last minute,
            if he went at all. His partner stood behind the counter, his arms
            folded on his belly, staring at the baseball game on the big screen
            on the wall. He looked twice at Robert before he spoke.
        

        ‘You just missed him,’ he said.

        ‘Who?’

        
            ‘Said he’d come back tomorrow, to tell you he came. A
            bald guy, kinda short, English.’
        

        
            Robert poured himself some of the good bourbon, took it to a bar
            stool and when he thought he could speak he told his partner the
            cancer was back. They embraced. Robert walked home slowly, surprised
            to find his eyes misting over and the hammer of his heart sharp and
            uneven.
        

        
            Tomorrow he would get to the bar early and stay until closing. A
            shave. His best shirt. A lifetime’s explanation.
        

        
            ‘Sorry, Chris,’ he would say. ‘I got lost.’
            [image: ]
        

        
            Kit de Waal’s novels include My Name Is Leon, adapted
            for television by the BBC in 2022, and The Trick to Time.
            She has also published a collection of short stories,
            Supporting Cast, and a memoir,
            Without Warning and Only Sometimes.
        

        
            London-based illustrator Nathalie Lees has worked for clients
            including The Guardian, Singapore Airlines, HarperCollins,
            The New York Times and Wallpaper*.
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            A Symphony
                in Our Image
        

        
            With its rousing concluding hymn to humankind, Beethoven’s
            final symphony – written for London’s Philharmonic
            Society – reaches across times and nations.
            NICHOLAS KENYON traces its history and
            outlines its universal message
        

        
            
                [image: ]

            

            
                ‘Share this kiss with the whole
                world’ – a couple kiss before the ‘Choir of
                Angels’, an allusion to the finale of Beethoven’s
                Ninth Symphony in Gustav Klimt’s
                Beethoven Frieze for the 1902 Vienna Secessionist
                exhibition
            

            (Image credit: Albert Knapp/Alamy)

        

        
            [image: ]ince the first
            performance of Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony (the
            ‘Choral’), 200 years ago in May 1824, surely no single
            work of classical music has established itself so firmly in the
            repertoire, and has been so widely performed on so many significant
            occasions. It has been adapted and reorchestrated for everything
            from synthesizer to ukulele band, performed by mammoth traditional
            forces and by small, period-instrument ensembles, in countless
            different and often conflicting interpretations. Indeed, it has come
            to embody a central idea about what great music means to us: if any
            work in the Western tradition can deserve to be called iconic, it is
            surely Beethoven’s hymn to universal brotherhood.
        

        
            Yet this means too that the symphony has been turned to all sorts of
            uses of which its creator never dreamt, sometimes serving
            undesirable political ends and feeding subversive purposes. It was
            chosen as a national anthem by the racist regime in Rhodesia after
            declaring unilateral independence, to mark its dubious claim to
            civilisation. It was used as the accompaniment to violent youthful
            brutality in Stanley Kubrick’s 1971 film
            A Clockwork Orange. It glorified a vile regime as Wilhelm
            Furtwängler conducted it during the Second World War –
            notoriously, he performed it for Hitler’s birthday in 1942
            with Nazi banners on the stage (part of the last movement can still
            be seen online). It became the official anthem of the European
            Union, the melody of its famous last movement smoothed out in a new
            arrangement by conductor Herbert von Karajan.
        

        
            Beethoven’s Ninth has been colonised for all manner of
            important moments, from Yehudi Menuhin’s performance in
            war-torn Sarajevo to Simon Rattle’s memorial at the site of
            the Mauthausen concentration camp. Most memorably, in Leonard
            Bernstein’s concerts with an international orchestra after the
            fall of the Berlin Wall in 1989, staged in both East and West
            Berlin, the words of Schiller’s text in the finale were
            changed to make the ‘ode to joy’ an ‘ode to
            freedom’. (Special edition versions of the recording
            apparently came packaged with a piece of the Berlin Wall.)
        

        
            In this country we have an especially close connection with the
            Ninth Symphony because of its original link to the (now Royal)
            Philharmonic Society and the fact that a manuscript score of the
            symphony now resides in the British Library, with Beethoven’s
            own inscription on the title-page. The symphony was indeed written
            for the Society, though the first performance was given in Vienna
            (it came to London only a year later in 1825). However, there had
            been many negotiations between the Philharmonic Society and
            Beethoven in previous years – including plans for him to come
            to London and compose two new symphonies, which proved impossible to
            realise.
        

        
            Beethoven had one of his most stalwart supporters in George Smart,
            one of the first professional English conductors, who was a notable
            advocate for big works such as Beethoven’s
            Christ on the Mount of Olives (which he conducted 10 times
            in 1814) and who introduced Wellington’s Victory in a
            famous concert at the Drury Lane Theatre in 1815. With Smart’s
            encouragement the Society then bought three overtures from
            Beethoven, though it performed only one of them, leading to a war of
            words in letters about the circumstances of this neglect. So the
            Society was anxious to do what it could for Beethoven, and offered
            him £50 – which was handsomely repaid by the arrival of
            this symphony. It is one of the many might-have-beens of
            Beethoven’s life that, if he had followed in Haydn’s
            footsteps and visited England, he might have had immediate acclaim
            here, as had Haydn with his ‘London’ Symphonies. But the
            possibility passed, and it was in Vienna that Beethoven had his
            great triumph with this music.
        

        
            At the BBC Proms, apart from the traditional but shifting elements
            of the Last Night, Beethoven’s Ninth is the one and only
            indispensable element of every season. It occupied for many decades
            an invariable presence on the penultimate night of the season, but
            this became impractical when the diaries of visiting conductors and
            their orchestras became more stretched, so it moved around and once
            in 2007 (following a cancellation the
            previous year) found a place on the First Night.
            In the wake of the terrorist attacks of 9/11 in 2001, the finale of
            the Ninth was again used as a unifying, hopeful symbol on the
            rapidly reprogrammed Last Night of the season. On those occasions,
            Beethoven’s Ninth speaks powerfully.
        

        
            
                [image: ]

            

            
                The Argyll Rooms on London’s Regent Street, where the
                British premiere of Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony took place
                on 21 March 1825; the first home of the Philharmonic Society,
                which commissioned the work, it was destroyed by fire in 1830
            

            
                (Image credit: ARTGEN/Alamy (The Argyll Room))
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                Ode to Joy: a sketch in Beethoven’s hand for his setting
                of Schiller’s text in the choral finale of his Ninth
                Symphony; the stirring tune has since been adopted as an anthem
                for a variety of causes
            

            
                (Image credit: INTERFOTO/Alamy (Ode to Joy))
            

        

        
            Perhaps the most surprising detail in the Proms history of the Ninth
            is that, until 1929, it was played (except on a single occasion in
            1902) without its choral finale! At that time the Proms was not a
            choral festival (they flourished around the country at the Three
            Choirs, Leeds and elsewhere) – it was an orchestral festival,
            and it was only after the BBC took over the season, following the
            formation of the BBC National Chorus in 1928, that the symphony
            could be given complete. After the war, with the move of the Proms
            to its present venue at the Royal Albert Hall (following the bombing
            of the Queen’s Hall), choral music began to feature much more
            prominently in the season, with Verdi’s Requiem,
            Elgar’s The Dream of Gerontius and even
            Mozart’s Requiem receiving their first Proms outings
            alongside the annual Beethoven Nine.
        

        
            What has given Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony its extraordinary
            resonance across our time, so that this score has come to take its
            place at the fulcrum of the classical music canon? In retrospect,
            this is due to the singular role that Beethoven’s music played
            on the cusp of the Classical and Romantic ages. With remarkable
            speed, Beethoven became viewed by posterity as ‘the canonic
            composer, the embodiment of music’. His rugged individualism,
            the overt expression of extreme emotions in his music and his
            positioning as the inheritor of the Viennese tradition created by
            Haydn and Mozart – all these elements came together. They were
            fused into a cauldron of hero-worship by those who followed him,
            such as Wagner, for whom the Ninth Symphony marked the climax of
            symphonic music. A powerful myth was established.
        

         We have remade Beethoven in our own image, and we continue to reinvent him.
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