TRIBUTE 

During Dad’s South African memorial service last month Nelson Mandela, who was one of the speakers,  turned to my brother and said ‘Paul, you chose your father well’. I have to say that I agree with him. As  Anthony’s children not only were we able to experience at close hand a  rather remarkable sensibility at work, but because of the way he organised his working life within a domestic setting we were also lucky enough to witness for ourselves many of Dad’s spheres of influence..

Quite simply Dad never stopped working, something my brother and I used to complain about, until we understood what ‘work’ actually was to Dad. It is true he never switched off, but how could he? He was too turned on by life itself in its infinite variety and his drive to observe and anatomise all that he found fascinating was irresistible to him .  So strong was his  compulsion to record the news, gossip and other highlights of each day that his last entry in his note-form diary was made just an hour before he died. It was quintessential Anthony that  he should record his appreciation of a ‘delicious’ article on the Dictionary of National Biography by John Gross, alongside fond recollections of an equally satisfying ginger pudding he  had eaten for lunch that day.

Dad’s Pepysian tendency began at an early age as we discovered recently when opening A Commonplace Book of his compiled when he was about ten. This  carefully indexed diary is full of meticulous  diagrams, charts and lists explainging all the people, places and events that mattered to him. . From thumbnail sketches of his siblings, to ratings of his favourite meals ‘jelly, not so dusty’, to a plan of his nursery where his diary was being written, very little appears to have escaped his notice . Clearly the  need to explain the interconnectedness of things, even if just for himself, was pressing from the start. 

For most of his adult life he commented on the world from the vantage of his den, the basement in the family home. His domain was a magical world; a heady blend of cigar fug, groaning bookshelves, great gentleman’s writing desks jostling  with sixties swivelling egg chairs, and looked over by a photograph of an animated office at Drum magazine, a risqué pop art poster, a portrait of his scholarly yet rather naughty grandfather and a cat, who he called his secretary, watching him from his intray as well as the real thing, a wonderfully patient right hand person who could order Dad’s chaos without appearing to disturb its untidyiness .. Into this world Dad would descend each morning symbolically donning his jacket with a rousing ‘Right’, fully intending not to be reappear until lunch time.

But it is a brave man who  dares to  work within the domestic domain for the two areas tend to get hopelessly entangled.  For example, as a family we often laughed about the unfortunate Swedish TV  crew who having hiked their equipment up and down flights of stairs, dodging bicycles, mops and children along the way were exasperated to have their interview on the oil industry interrupted not once but thrice, the first time by a flock of teenagers suddenly appearing in the garden behind the interviewee, the second by the roar of a  Hoover overhead, and the last straw, the sound of someone calling the cat in for its dinner. 

 I think Dad found this unpredictable world rather reassuring, it was certainly a far cry from the rigid corporate infrastructures of the multinationals he was studying.. If a child opened the door to a VIP so be it, and when he learnt that our phones were being tapped by the South African intelligence service he laughed long and loud ‘serve them right that they are having to wade through hours and hours of teenage gossip’. 

If Dad thought his guests would interest the family, he’d often find a way of weaving us into the occasion, and so it was that masquerading as waiters we listened in on key meetings between high powered British Bankers and the ANC leadership or offered tea and biscuits to a  Big Shot Hollywood producer as  he discussed  his plan’s to make a blockbuster of Dad’s  book on the Arms trade ‘But Tony’
he growled  ‘we need more sex scenes!’. 
This absence of formality meant that Dad’s den was also a consulting room where people young and old came to seek his advice on anything and everything, from how to gain access to a secretive organisation, to where to steer a career.  So many of the letters we have received have expressed gratitude  to Dad for his  ability to listen and respond constructively without ever letting one feel stupid or gauche. He was rarely judgemental, except when he sensed injustice, at which point he could become quite formidable in his passion. Indeed I am proud to have marched past this very church arm in arm with a furious father, as we protested the threat of War in Iraq.

But there was also an off duty Anthony, the Anthony the Grandad who presented his toes to be tickled, or taught his grandson to roar like a lion, the Anthony the romantic who would flag you down with a gentle waving of his hand to listen with him to a particularly poignant moment within a favourite Bach Sonata,  the Anthony who loved nothing better than to show off how his climbing roses were learning to intertwine along the pergola he liked to call ‘The Tunnel of Love’ 
Being in a position to be able to nurture and recognise potential was a vital part of Dad’s life, and it is therefore wonderful to learn that Independent Newspapers has just donated seed money for the setting up of a trust in Dad’s name that will introduce an annual award to mentor promising young journalists in South Africa. It really couldn’t be a more fitting tribute to Dad’s guiding spirit. 
