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Panorama

PAPAL POWER prior
to taking over the holy
See as pope John paul
II, karol Wojtyla lived in
his native poland for
more than four
decades, first as a
student, then as a
young priest, a poet,
philosopher, and a
playwright. Six days
after he died, on april
2, 2005, some 25,000
people packed
Warsaw’s pilsudski
Square to watch his
funeral via live relay
from rome. Magnum
photographer Mark
power was there to
capture spectators in
front of the massive
equipment required for
the broadcast. the
image will be showing
as part of an exhibition
of his work in Bradford
from this weekend. See
impressions-gallery.com
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It would be
a warm May
morning and I’d
wake up as the
sun was rising. I’d
make a cup of tea
and steal out to
the dog kennels

to pick up ourfive dogs. We’d tramp
around the land surrounding our
house, stopping off at our chicken
pen on the way back to collect eggs.

As I cooked pancakes, eggs and
home-produced bacon (we also keep
pigs), my husband, Sam, and our
children, Emily and William, would
wander downstairs. As this is a
perfect day, Sam would be in a great
mood and the kids, having slept well,
would be utterly charming.

After breakfast we’d swim in our
pond before drying out on the
pontoon in the warm breeze. Sam
would bring out drinks for everyone
before getting to work in the kitchen.

I would potter in the greenhouse,
listening to Gardeners’ Question Time
as I pruned and planted. Lunch
would be eaten outside – home-
produced pork with vegetables from
our garden and a tarte tatin made
with our own apples – then we’d go
for an amble up our hill. William
would fly his kite and play rugby
with his dad, Emily would paint and
play her flute, and I would read John
O’Farrell’s new book. He kindly sent
me a proof copy and I’m loving it.

Later, we’d have dinner at the
Rock Inn, a wonderful gastropub in
Waterrow, before lighting a fire in the
living room. I would run a bath and,
afterfighting off the competition,
sink into it, listening to the sounds of
the countryside. Drying off, I’d have
kisses with Sam then creep into bed.

‘Pippin’ runs until Feb 25, Caroline
Quentin plays selected dates. See
menierchocolatefactory.comc
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