
5 December 2021 

  

Dear Friends of Elmwood, 

 

 Pleasure is particular and often peculiar. 

Some pleasures we can all agree on, like a good meal when we’re hungry, 

a good night’s sleep when we’re tired, fun with good friends when we’re lacking 

in joy, and a sunny, warm day when we’re cold and discouraged. 

There’s no need to hide our love for these deep and simple pleasures. Nor 

do we apologise for enjoying them. They’re universal. They’re happy and good.  

Sometimes, though, we can’t stand other people’s peculiar pleasures. To 

me, a night at a Discotheque, if such a thing still exists, would be as tortuous as a 

day spent with Donald Trump: obnoxious, vexatious, and loud. 

I’d find little pleasure in learning the provenance of every single stamp in 

and a philatelist’s multi-volume stamp collection. But those who take a deep 

pleasure in stamps surely would. Maybe, in turn, they wouldn’t want to hear the 

fascinating stories that lie behind every book on my bookshelf. If the pleasures 

are not ours, they may bore and repel us. 

Mind you, sometimes we must pretend to take pleasure even when we 

don’t. We do it to avoid the hurt and commotion we’d cause if, let’s say, we 

stood up to denounce Uncle Drunk’s unfunny racial jokes in the middle of the 

family’s Christmas meal (“Now is not the time”, a cousin might say in a stage 

whisper, as steam escapes from our ears). 

To evade the scornful shunning of the chattering classes at an avant garde 

exhibit of abstract art we’ve been brought to see, we may smile, nod, and hold 

our head pensively to one side as we stare with unspeakable boredom at the 

random splashes of paint on an oversized canvas that’s selling for…for what? 

$650,000? Are you kidding me? “What the hell is this?” our ‘inside voice’ urges us 

to say. But we dare not blurt it out, lest the security guard ushers us to the exit. 

 Then there are guilty pleasures, those indulgences we enjoy that are quietly 

private, kept to ourselves, and all our own. Our friends would find them 

incomprehensible if they knew. They clash with our self-image. We feel we 

ought not to like them. But we do. 

 “It’s not easy to live a life of pleasure,” says Stephen Fry, who confessed, 

on air, to an embarrassing love for the Swedish pop group ABBA. 
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“I find myself loving something a girl of ten would now shrug at,” he said. 

But he comes to his own and ABBA’s defence. “They have a quality that is far 

beyond what is needed to make good pop music,” he insists. “Yes, they’re camp 

and ridiculous, their Swedish accents sound a bit silly, and the sentiments behind 

them are hardly profound, but it doesn’t matter. There’s just something fabulous 

about them!” 

 Good on you, Stephen Fry. 

There’s no accounting for taste, is there? But so what? Maybe that’s just as 

it should be. 

“When we’re happy, we’re in harmony with ourselves and our 

environments,” said Oscar Wilde. “Pleasure is nature’s test, her sign of 

approval.” 

God’s approval too? Perhaps. 

I was going to write more, and maybe tell you about my own guilty 

pleasure. But I’ve run out of time. Lucky you. 

 

Yours in the faith, 

Andrew 

 

Stephen Fry 
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