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gramme in Cape Town, and so on. I had
thought I was going to be the recipient of
some radical Lithuanian folk wisdom and it
only dawned on me slowly that he was an
American, which of course explained every-
thing; he is in fact a creature and an apostle
of pure Californian freakery, who seems to
peck around the landscape of the mind with
the indiscriminate abandon of a chicken in a
farmyard. David and Yuko had brought
with them no less than six luxury cartons
from a very superior London patisserie, but
after a salmon salad for starters, followed
by roast lamb and a medley of vegetables,
nobody had any appetite for more and they
left with them untouched in the fridge. I
tried to take in Philip’s views on God dur-
ing the meal, but he is of a philosophical
bent so profound one is apt to end up enter-
taining more questions than answers.

TALKING OF CHICKENS I now have a team of
eight and I sell their organic, free range
products to neighbours and friends. Despite
being regularly fed they consume all my
kitchen waste with the voracity of semi-
starved victims of some political purge; they
are really portable recycling units and when
their laying bout is accomplished their
Beethovian Ode To Joy chorus is its own
aural bonus. I first met Philip and Gloria
about 25 years ago when Marcelle and I
were advertising for home schooling for our
three children; Gloria is an artist with the
sort of eye for pictures which makes me
hang on to her every judgemental word
regarding those hanging on my own walls
with the avidity of a malnourished artistic
conscience. They introduced me to another
artist, Natalie, a Russian princess, who
painted my portrait. It makes me look like
an archbishop who has just been sacked by

Tony Blair, but over the years I have become
rather attached to it as I increasingly recog-
nise its veracity and integrity.

A POEM FOR THE DAY sounds prosaic enough,
but ‘Poem For the Day’ was a creation of my
dear friend Nicholas Albery, who was so
tragically killed in a car accident some years
ago. I have always hated cars, I hate aero-
planes and airports in the same degree. God,
how I miss him. Almost daily, as I follow the
calendar of pages in his volume, I want to
ring him up and ask him how he came to
choose this or that particular poem. But we
cannot talk, for he is gone, and he was only
fifty-something. For many months, my wife
and I took in Merlyn, his young son, who
played with our children as part of our fam-
ily. But that ‘Poem For The Day’ has helped
me to learn and love poetry as might other-
wise never have been possible. To say he
‘edited’ it is to downplay his role; for it is a
work of art he has created from the art of oth-
ers, so each day he tells a particular poem or
some aspect or other of a particulars poet’s
life. It is a work of art in its own right and it
deepens and widens understanding in ways
words are too weak to convey. Nicholas, how
I love what you have done, how I love your
spirit for it and how I love and cherish the
memory of you. Now you are gone I come to
see how noble you were, how I should have
met and talked with you every day and trea-
sured your talk and our meeting. But you are
gone; your funeral in a woodland glade in
Southern England meant little to me. A body
in a straw-woven coffin conveyed little, like a
storm on a neighbouring planet; but every
day the poetry helps to bring you nearer and
yet enlarges our separateness, makes the
planets merge but sounds the tocsin ever
louder that you are gone.                                 ■
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