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THE BASHFUL
BROKER

Nick Ryan catches
a glimpse of a Lloyd’s
legend at his lunch

A basement beneath the street,
smoke curling to the ceiling, wood
shavings on the floor. It is 12 noon
and the usual crowd has gathered.
Today, there’'s an added buzz to the
background murmur. “Big Bill” won
on the horses yesterday — More a
Minute at Towcester. Word on the
street has it that the East End boy’s
luck has been changing recently —
despite a 50 per cent pay cut. Spare
your tears. “Big Bill"”" Brown, is still
one of Britain’s highest paid men and
received an estimated £5 million in
salary and dividends last year.

And this is no ordinary pub — it's
the City Flogger wine bar, in the heart
of the City of London. Every day, just
after 12, Bill Brown'’s ritual is
performed. Staff nod deferentially as
the powerfully built Cockney, looking
a little younger than his late fifties,
strides to his position at the bar. A
deal worth millions may be struck; no
heads will turn. The clientele at the
Flogger values confidentiality.

4% THE INDEPENDENT MAGGATTINE

Myths surround Bill Brown,
reaching even the lofty peaks at
Lloyd’s. He is one of the City’s most
successful brokers, raking in huge
reinsurance deals that have
consistently kept him among the
country’s top five earners; in 1992,
his work in the London Market Excess
of Loss (LMX) earned him a £7.3
million salary and a share of nearly
£10 million in dividends in 1992.
Last year's drop in income resulted
from the losses which have dogged
many people involved with Lloyd's.

So, what does Brown do? A
standard broker will sell underwriters
a chunk of premium in return for
them taking a risk, such as the
chance of an oil rig exploding. But
underwriters often want to spread
risk, rather like a bookie laying off a
bet. A reinsurance broker will then
make a pitch to help the underwriter
buy reinsurance in the LMX market.
This will (theoretically) cover any
excess, should the underwriter fear
that the premium will not fully cover
the cost of a disaster. Brown gets the
standard ten per cent broker’s
commission and Is, or was until very
recently, the largest broker to derive
all his income from LMX.

But Brown is little known outside
his narrow speciality. His secretary
says he has never spoken to the
press, nor is he ever likely to do so.
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Visitors to the unostentatious offices
of Walsham Brothers, the Brown
family brokerage firm, in Fenchurch
Avenue, EC3, are politely told

the same. Even Lloyd’s admits it
doesn’t have a photograph of Brown.
This has all contributed to the
mythology; everyone has a story
about Bill Brown.

One rumour, for example, has him
surrounded by East End henchmen.
Romantic though this may be, it is
nothing more than a fantasy. More
credence can be given to the tales of
lavish expenditure. According to one
story, Brown had been lunching with
one of his brothers when they strolled
past a BMW showroom. His brother
expressed a liking for a new model.
“I'll get it for you,” said Bill. “You
paid for lunch.”

Brown’s wealth has made
possible a collection of show-
jumpers, bought for his daughters
Emma-Jane and Kelly (both are in
their twenties and both have ridden
for England). He has boxes at Epsom
and Sandown racecourses, and at the
Hickstead show-jumping ground.

He has a number of classy houses, a
second wife, Tracy, blonde and half
his age, and a large number of cars,
which include a Rolls Royce Corniche
(numberplate: BB7), a Mercedes
(BILLY), a Porsche and a Ferrari.
When asked what, Brown replied,

“A red one.”

Bill Brown has been playing the
reinsurance markets for more than
30 years. Brown’s father, an East
Ender, had started out as an office
boy at Walsham Brothers, a sleepy
import-export house, which he
eventually acquired, transforming it
during the Second World War into a
major insurance broker. When Brown
senior died, the company was divided
equally between the brothers — Bill,
Henry, James and Rowland. The
accounts leave little doubt as to who
IS now in charge.

Friends say Brown relishes his
reputation as an “East End boy made
good” among the members of
Lloyd’s. As he orders a light ale and
bends his head to listen to a nervous
supplicant, it's a reputation made to
order for the aspirant clientele of the
City Flogger. And from my vantage-
point, | can't tell if last year's troubles
have put another notch in his belt. |
doubt it, though. e

SCREAMING
SOPRANOS

Madrigals get the

avant-garde treatment.

by Tabitha Potts

Miranda Sex Garden have had a

sizeable learning curve in the past
year — three tours in the US, the |
and Europe (which included being
hated by 20,000 Depeche M
every night for weeks) and a mix
reception for their last album
the music press, which regaras 1t
as ‘‘classical” and “pretentious
Crammed into thel
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