My dear Mark

To begin, I must thank you for an especially fine bottle of red. Chateau Petrus Pomerol 1945. Current

value £8,250 per bottle, allegedly. No, not allegedly. It really does cost that much, according to the

Bordeaux Index. Indeed I have seen the '45 Petrus up for auction at well over £10,000. In 2002, some

bankers spent £11,600 on a bottle in a restaurant in Belgravia, just along the road from your

beautiful home. One hopes they enjoyed it as much as I did, but that would of course depend, to a

considerable extent, on what they had to eat. Which brings me nicely to my second point.

Because I knew that I would be helping myself to a bottle of this splendid wine, I took the liberty of

ordering a takeaway meal and bringing it here with me. I faced a daunting but intriguing dilemma in

deciding on the most suitable food to accompany such a wine. In doing so I considered carefully

Robert Parker's notes on the '45 Petrus; ‘aromas of black fruits, licorice, truffles, and smoked

meat...’. And you will never guess what I came up with. Well you will, obviously, because I've left the

box on your kitchen worktop. I know! Who would have believed it of me? Pizza! But, I should make it

clear, a most singular pizza. It transpires that your local pizzeria, run by a charming family from

Naples who clearly know what they're doing, can put together an appropriate, and sumptuous,

concoction. Of course they start with the classic combination of home made tomato sauce with

mozzarella and fresh basil. (Don't you adore the smell of fresh basil? Of course it must be torn, never

cut, but I digress.) Now, as Neapolitan purists, they're inclined to stop there, but of course they have

to offer other toppings to please the barbarous Brits — ham and pineapple anyone? Good God! —

and, since they also run a high end little delicatessen next door, I asked if they could customize

something for me. My ideas regarding the pizza's composition may have appeared a little odd, but if

so they concealed their surprise with consummate professionalism, and we sat down with a homely

but not unpleasant bottle of Piedirosso to discuss my requirements. To try and combine the smoked

meat and licorice flavours noted so astutely by Mr Parker seemed to me quite the challenge, but

they rose to it magnificently with a fennel salami — finocchiona, from Tuscany, have you tried it?

Delicious. And when I expressed concern that the finocchiona might be a little delicate to handle the

robustness of the Petrus, they suggested an additional scattering of that delectable spicy Italian

sausage,'nduja. Problem solved. We then moved on to Mr Parker's black fruits, and here you will be

pleased to hear that it was my turn to shine. We were all stumped at first, until I took a hearty slurp

of the Piedirosso. "Cherries! Plums! No, figs!” I shouted. And figs it was to be, sliced and judiciously

distributed amongst the two smoked meats. The truffle debate was, unsurprisingly, the trickiest.

Although they assured me that a generous drizzle of good truffle oil would suffice, I insisted that, as

well as the oil, truffle shavings were essential, and moreover that I wanted the more expensive

white ones from the north of Italy rather than the black Perigord ones. I was able to reassure them

that price was not an issue by producing the cash on the spot and insisting on paying in advance.

And yes, I suppose £150 is on the pricey side for a pizza, but the result was spectacular. I may well be

the first to pair Petrus Pomerol with pizza, but I do recommend it, so strongly in fact that I have left

you a slice. Is pizza, like revenge, a dish best served cold? Your thoughts on this would be fascinating.

And I have left a generous glass of Petrus in the bottle, so that you may judge this heavenly

combination for yourself. Isn't it fabulous?

Now, old friend, I have lingered long enough, and must come to my third and final point. When you

next go down to your cellar, you may find yourself wondering what has happened to a few more of

the bottles in your beautifully chosen collection. I was delighted to discover, for example, that you

have (or rather had) not one but two bottles of the 1951 Penfolds Grange Hermitage. Out of only

twenty remaining worldwide, supposedly. The last one to be sold went for £20,000. Excellent. And I

note with approval that the case of Romanee-Conti I have liberated is the 2005. Also going for about

£20k a bottle. Is that what you paid? I can never resist quoting Roald Dahl: ‘To drink Romanee-Conti

is equivalent to experiencing an orgasm at once in the mouth and in the nose.’ Steady on Roald. Still,

one knows what he means. But I digress again. My point is that you need not fear that you have

mislaid these treasures, or drunk them in a fit of recklessness and then forgotten. They are in good

hands. I shall no doubt enjoy some of them in the years to come, but it will also be a comfort in my

old age to know that, at a very approximate resale value of a quarter of a million pounds, worked

out in haste I must admit (on the back of a pizza box as it were) they will also serve to keep the wolf

from the door.

Well Mark, I must dash, as I know you are a man of regular habits, and it is probably best that I am

not here when you get home. Do enjoy your wine and pizza, and think of my visit as a sort of

repayment for an unkindness you visited upon me many years ago, and which, rest assured,

whatever you may have foolishly believed until now, I have neither forgiven nor forgotten.

Bon appetit!

Your friend

William.

