Dear Sue,

Greetings from the Sheraton at Frankfurt Airport where outside it is snowing – Euronews says that it is –7 degrees in Prague whence I am flying in three hours. I arrived last night only to find that there are no Saturday night flights to Prague and the rules didn’t allow me to fly to Vienna, closer to Brno by far. So I had to pay an extortionate amount to stay here. 

The wickedest irony is that I am flying east not west from here anyway. As you know I was supposed to be going to Norwich, but the prevarications led to them finding someone else by the time the airlines agreed to let me leave the island continent, but I didn’t read Norwich’s email till 8 hrs before flying, by which time I couldn’t really find the energy to do anything but fly. So I will go back to work tomorrow and save up holiday days till I need them for something else. 

The best part of the flight was a movie called Under the Tuscan Sun? the main actress having that enviable focus of Judy Davis, but looks comparable to Nicole. It is a wonderful story and clearly based on fact – you wouldn’t write it. Although now I say that, perhaps Forster would have. The film has that Forster Merchant Ivory feel about it, except it was even more of a tear jerker. It was filmed at the northern end of Lago Trasimeno and my beloved Perugia, where I lived all those years ago, lies at its southern end. If ever I disappear, look for me on one of its three islands – a dream inside a dream inside a dream.

She meets a lovely Italian man who takes her to the coast. The village’s name isn’t revealed for quite a while, but I recognised Positano immediately. In 1990 I worked as a manual labourer for the only time in my life there – two weeks did me. A Canadian actor had an experimental drama troupe in Denmark and one of the troupe was an Italian from a large Positano family. They had the most magnificent four layer house built into the side of the mountain that flows directly into the sea. The actor bought a centuries old stone shack in a village much higher up the mountain, which you could almost drive to: we carried water tanks and everything the last kilometre on our backs. It was a payless job, but free travel there and accomm and food etc. I didn’t have any swimmers with me, so I went into a store to buy some. Despite the blazing heat of June, it was still pre-season and quiet. The shop assistant was extremely attentive helping me choose and try on these swimmers. You can probably guess the rest. 

The family had owned an island off the coast  which Nureyev ultimately bought. My other six-degrees-of-separation encounter with Rudi was in NY last time I was there. I was at a gay bar around the corner from where I was staying, and some trollopy little dancer, drunk if not off his face, was ensuring that all the patrons were aware that he had the cutest arse in town. In fact, he is a prima ballerina at the Lincoln Centre and his 60K per performance ensures that the 3mill Rudi left him, his last boyfriend, amounted to a mere trifle! At least that was his story!

Anyway, suffice it to say, the film is very highly recommended. I would like to see it again under more objective circumstances. Can you imagine what it was like flying out when suddenly I didn’t really have to? When I could have spent more time with the most important people in my life. And feeling paranoid about how expensive everything is relative to the amount I have coming to me, having lost the Norwich job on top of it all. From I love a sunburnt country to bloody snow and minus 7. I cannot deny that I am looking forward to being home, i.e. Brno, but then what?

I did finally catch up with Adrian, thank goodness. He would never have heard the beginning of my fury if we hadn’t. I remain none the wiser about important issues, but we only had a few hours, good hours at that. Interestingly, he is not entirely poor, and rarely on the dole, which was news to me. I was going to put to you coaching Ross in English, especially when his elective choices turned out to be so crap, when he has no idea what he wants to do and when a good pass in English turned up time and again in the careers book. I didn’t put this to Adrian but I would like him to pay and I would be guarantor for the fees. I think the idea is a win + win + win situation. Your time (and etceteras) might be the only loser – so let me know how you feel about it. Ross of course might hate the idea or have no idea of the value of the fuss. I wouldn’t have – it was only last time when you took me to the Eakins that the seedlings were planted.

Speaking of which, that walk all the way from the dam up to your house with Kay when you pointed out those hitherto invisible flowers on the path was life-changing. For the same reason flying across Australia on a low daytime flight illustrated something remarkable about Australia. Peter gave me “The Lavender Songbook” CD which I am listening to as I write – the duet from the end of Rosenkavalier plays. Life has to be lived to the fullest with all sense organs. In fact, just writing this makes me regret less being here this minute. Some say that my eternal state of ambivalence is the fate of the gemini, but that’s a bit waffly for my liking. 

Speaking of France, which we were a few weeks ago, I spent Friday afternoon with Glenn starting at the Caravaggio exhibition – I doubt that I could ever go to Sydney without visiting  the State Gallery. He is planning to take a band to Paris to play at the Anzac memorial! And my friend Jake is devouring French now and wants to go there to work next year – one way ticket out of Australia. Maybe Esther could advise as he is doing finance etc. And I really hope that Paul laps up your French course.

Speaking of Frankfurt, it crossed my mind to go in to the Goethe museum and send Rob a postcard of Goethe writing Faust, which he did in Frankfurt. But it is almost an hour in to the city and it’s grey and snowing even more heavily than when I started this epistle. The CD is now playing Ravel’s Sheherazade (plus a few acutes).

Thanks for everything during this rather curious time. Completely unplanned, day by day, it has had an indelible influence on my life. 

Lots of love

James

PS: Do you have Dillo’s email address? I didn’t get to speak to her.

