
The problem with writing down memories of Glyndebourne is that it is so easy to get 

diverted from the main task. I’ve risked life and limb to climb in to the loft to grab a random 

bundle of programmes. And what have I got ? 1973, 1976, 1991, 1999 so much for my filing 

system ! Opening them you look at the cast lists and I sit here as my eye wanders to the 

bottom of each list and ask myself ‘Was John Tomlinson really just a man in armour in 

Zauberflote, ? Anthony Rolfe-Johnson a servant in Capriccio ? And then there’s the, ‘I 

wonder what happened to Enid Hartle and Bozena Botley?’ These days of course all I have to 

do is Google and that’s yet another diversion. Simply recalling what I have seen, putting 

aside forever the disappointment I felt in the early days of failing to get tickets for 

Rosenkavalier I realise I have been more than compensated over the years with Capriccio, 

Intermezzo, Ariadne Auf Naxos, Arabella and Schweigsame Frau. The music, the singing, the 

elegance of the productions floats over me and I am yet again off in another direction. 

So to what do I owe my passion for Glyndebourne ? Transmissions on the Third programme 

on Sunday afternoons and the occasional broadcast in black and white on TV no subtitles of 

opera such as La Cenerentola. Reception was never perfect but good enough for me to really 

enjoy it. 

Later quite by chance an elderly member I was working with offered on his next visit to 

Glyndebourne to go to the Box Office to see if he could get me some tickets. He was as good 

as his word and for £2.12.6 each I had tickets for Rake’s Progress. The performance day was 

miserably wet and cold. Finding a good picnic spot, a walk round the lake, out of the 

question. To get from the car park to the opera house was a challenge in itself. All that did 

not deter me. 

At that time I was working in Sweden for the extra-mural depts of the universities. Searching 

for material I came across a cine film at the British Council ‘On such a Night’. I showed it to 

my students. It’s so long ago that I can’t remember what the students thought about it. It 

affected me a lot. Despite my students’ indifference I decided that Glyndebourne had to be 

shared and made a resolution that when and if I got tickets I had to take somebody along 

who for various reasons wouldn’t in the normal run of things have the opportunity to go. 

That I have kept to. 

That’s all very well you might say but how did you get tickets ? I got up in the very early 

hours of the morning persuaded my colleague I could find to cover my work for me until I 

got back to work. At that time any remaining tickets were sold by Ibbs and Tillet in Wigmore 

Street in London usually around the beginning of May. It was no use turning up there with a 

particular opera in mind you took what they had available and what you could afford. Having 

arrived about 2.30am to find at least a dozen people ahead of me I did not want to go home 

empty-handed. I followed this routine for several years come rain or shine. Is it a trick of the 

memory or was the weather always fine ? No recollection of getting soaked in the queue. The 

loss of a night’s sleep, arriving late at work began to take its toll so I applied to become a 

Member. I can’t tell you how grown-up I felt doing this. The process took 6 months and cost 

£7, the best £7 I ever spent. I was then eligible to buy a car badge which gave me free 

parking. Now obsolete but still have it somewhere. 

Very much in the forefront of my mind in those days was John Christie’s expectations of his 

audience or perhaps I should say patrons….along the lines of we give you the vest best we can 

in return we expect you to make as much effort as we do. I suppose that went through all 

aspects of being a Member, good time-keeping, dress code, respectful behaviour, sumptuous 



picnic, reasonable transport etc. After all a visit to Glyndebourne was something very special. 

Still is. There was no competition, as now, anywhere in the UK Hand on my heart I think my 

party did their best. OK we were thankful for an ancient Morris Minor to transport us there. 

But it really was pushing it a bit when the car had to go over 30mph. No M23 No M25 but a 

solid slog down the A23. It truly was a day’s excursion from West London. Food wise, I am 

laughing now when I think that we often used to have meetings a week before to discuss food 

and what we were going to take. One friend produced an ancient hamper as used by his 

mother when she went on picnics with Neville Shute so he said. Once I had a flash of 

inspiration which led me to ask friends living in Thurso if they could get me a salmon a wild 

one and send it down on the overnight train to King’s Cross. This they did. There was only 

one drawback and that was that it was me who had to stand in the pouring rain gutting and 

cleaning it before it could be cooked. So on the food level we really pulled out the stops. 

Anything plastic or paper was of course banned. (Are we doing all right? Are we measuring 

up?) Well……………………………………. 

Our behaviour was decorous. We were at the first night of Peter Hall’s production in 1973 of 

Figaro. The normally very quiet audience were stunned by the Cherubino of Frederica Von 

Stade so much so that they actually applauded her arias unheard of in those days. It was 

some evening, the weather was balmy and afterwards we retired to the garden to let the car 

park and the road clear before we set off home. Within minutes we heard some wonderful 

dance music coming from the Organ Room. This we had to investigate. We peered through 

the windows were noticed by the guests and invited in. What we had heard, though I never 

found out was a section of the London Philharmonic playing dance music as superbly as they 

would play Mozart. So we danced. Food and drink were offered but we refused as we felt it 

would have been discourteous to do otherwise. After all we had just happened on this event ! 

I am now in the old and doddery class of Members. If you see me you may think…………… 

poor old girl………. Somebody thought it would be a good idea to take her somewhere nice for 

the afternoon. Behind the creaking frame there is a lot of Glyndebourne most of which I have 

enjoyed immensely, though I have to admit I almost needed counselling after Peter Seller’s 

production of ‘Magic Flute’, but that’s offset by Lorraine Hunt’s superb singing in Theodora 

the ‘I thought I’d never see it’ at Glyndebourne production of Tristan which we had to see 

twice Giulio Cesare also had to be seen twice the fun of Comte Ory and going back to what 

seems light years away Janet Baker’s singing in La Calisto, Ulisse and Orfeo. I am still as 

passionate about Glyndebourne as I was in the early morning queue in Wigmore Street 

coming up for 50 years ago Why ? Consistent teamwork and never giving in to second best. 

 

I told you I would get diverted and I thought I had come to the end but I haven’t without 

acclaiming and jumping up and down about the wonderful Strauss productions Soderstrom 

followed beautifully by Dame Felicity Lott but the wonderful Janacek I could go on forever. 

In addition there were quite unforgettable. Elsa Mayer-Lisman’s introductory talks on the 

operas in the repertoire. Now that is absolutely it….. yes indeed I am going to watch my step 

on the ladder up to the loft to replace the programmes. Yes I have googled Bozena Bet ley 

only to find her entry is all in Polish and sadly Enide Harle died in 2008 but remembered 

here. 


