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FIVE DECADES ON  
 AND LONDON JUST 
KEEPS SWINGING

London is once again the centre of the 

known universe. Since the last time the 

city truly swung – back in the mid-Nineties, 

when Britpop ruled the waves and the YBAs 

held sway over our cultural byways – other 

metropolises such as New York, Seoul, Hong 

Kong and Copenhagen have elbowed their 

way into the zeitgeist; but no city is more 

convincing in this guise than London.

The latest iteration of Swinging London is 

a wonder, with a multitude of reinvigorated 

urban villages, new art galleries and more 

A+ restaurants per square mile than any 

other city in the world. There is now a 

genuine confluence of culture and money 

(most of it new, most of it international), 

meaning that London is now the default 

stopover for the seasoned globetrotter.

Fifty years ago, the city we know now was 

unrecognisable. In the same way that cars 

and bicycles share the streets of London 

today, so in the early Sixties the streets of 

the East End were shared by cars and horses. 

Automobiles were a luxury that few could 

afford, and a lot of tradesmen still had 

horses and carts – rag-and-bone men, 

coalmen, milkmen. Some even employed 

donkeys. London was a city of bomb craters 

and empty shops, a city where you could 

find secondhand teeth on a market stall, but 

nowhere to eat on a Sunday (if you could 

actually afford to eat out, which few could). 

This was a city completely unaffected by 

anything remotely “swinging”, being littered 

with tired old buildings, feral meths drinkers, 

filthy shoeless children, pie shops and 

squalid Victoriana.

Then the Sixties exploded, and London 

began to crack. East Enders started going up 

West, West Enders started braving the East 

End, and class delineations began to blur. 

Pop singers, magazine editors and  

Pillars of society: Boris Johnson strikes 
a stylish pose with the model citizens 
of last year’s London Collections: Men
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 photographers discovered they could 

turn their trade into careers; Cockney actors 

started being fêted in Hollywood, and men 

began to take more of an interest in the way 

they looked. They started consuming like 

women, dressing up, and acting as though 

they didn’t have a care in the world. Sex 

became a lifestyle choice, pop culture began 

being written about by the Sunday papers, 

and nightclubs were suddenly more 

ubiquitous than red telephone boxes.

The first important London club of the 

Sixties was the Ad-Lib in the West End, 

to which the 500 most influential young 

Londoners flocked on a regular basis. It had 

previously been a rather tawdry-looking 

club called Wips, with a fish tank full of 

piranhas and fur on the walls, owned by 

Lord Willoughby de Eresby and Nicholas 

Luard of the Establishment Club (the 

satirical supper club opened by Peter Cook 

in 1961). However it didn’t really take off, 

and it was relaunched as the Ad-Lib in 

February 1964, a whole half-century ago.

This is where David Bailey hung out with 

the Beatles and the Stones, where gallery 

owner Barry Miles cavorted with art dealer 

Robert Fraser, and where the dancefloor was 

filled with the likes of Marianne Faithfull, 

the Who’s Pete Townshend and fashion 

designer Ossie Clark. Every one of them 

was in the eye of the hurricane.

One regular recalls it as unique, at least 

for the time. “Like all good things, it wasn’t 

created to be unique; it just happened. It 

was a society. It created its own society and 

it was a modern society. Prior to that there 

Dylan Jones, Editor

EDITOR’S LETTER

Dylan Jones, Editor

were other London clubs. The Chelsea Arts 

Club was always there as a bohemian refuge. 

But it was the first time there was a club for 

 my age group. We owned it. Before that, if 

you were in your early twenties, you were 

grafting onto something from an older 

generation. You felt alienated.”

But the Ad-Lib legitimised the aliens, 

giving them a place to drink, dance and 

forge the plans that would go on to help 

shape the decade. 

Every decade since then London has 

tried to reinvent itself, using punk (in the 

Seventies), style culture (the Eighties), 

and the boorishness of the New Lad (the 

Nineties) to draw attention to itself. We 

appear to have had some success in this 

respect, as the city right now is alive and 

kicking. Admittedly it exists in something 

of a bubble, yet that bubble gets bigger and 

more colourful with each passing day.

“London is completely unrecognisable 

from the city that I knew in the late Fifties 

and early Sixties,” says David Bailey, whose 

recollections of the swingingest decade of 

them all are included in our celebratory 

anniversary piece on the Sixties, starting on 

page 114. “But then what happened to the 

city in the Sixties made it unrecognisable as 

the city I grew up in. Suddenly I looked 

around and everyone was having sex, 

everyone was dressing up and behaving 

as though there was no tomorrow.”

But for a lot of those people – the Mick 

Jaggers and Michael Caines and David 

Baileys – their tomorrows helped define 

our culture throughout the next 50 years. 

Journalists became entrepreneurs, singers 

became national institutions, waitresses 

became actresses, even gangsters had 

their moment in the sun. There are many 

similarities between the London of 1964 

and the London of 2014, although just as 

many seismic differences.

These days London is less a city and more 

a lifestyle choice, a place from which to 

launch yourself into the world, or a place 

to land having investigated everywhere else 

(and obviously found them wanting). Life 

moves fast in our capital, faster than ever, so 

it seemed appropriate that we cast our eyes 

backwards, to a different time, 50 years ago, 

when the pendulum first began to swing.

Enjoy the Sixties, enjoy the issue. 

Hits of the Sixties: 
Mary Quant’s 
era-defining designs; 
the Who’s 1965 debut 
album, My Generation; 
the iconic Mini 
Cooper, 1966
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Amol RAJAN
August’s Foreword comes 

courtesy of Amol Rajan, who 

dissects the multi-billion-dollar 

management-consulting 

industry. “Pure cowardice is 

often the motivation for 

companies who hire these 

mountebanks,” says the editor 

of the Independent. “For CEOs, 

it can often be the comfort 

of having your prejudices 

confirmed by someone who 

sounds expensively educated. 

If management consultants 

were depicted truthfully [in TV 

shows such as House Of Lies], 

however, a lot of people 

would run a mile from the 

idea of them.”

AA GILL
“When I began this column, I said that one 

of the things I knew about myself with 

complete confidence was that I wasn’t a 

golfer,” laments AA Gill on GQ.co.uk. “But 

since then I have played golf with pleasure 

and anticipation.” One advantage of this 

oft-derided sport? “Men need things to do 

with other men,” says Gill. “We’re not good 

at sitting and chatting. We need something 

to do with our hands that probably isn’t 

mutual masturbation. Golf is close. It takes 

longer and is less messy.”

“Hermès is a family company making 

beautiful things that nobody needs and 

many desire,” says Darius Sanai, Editorial 

Director of Condé Nast Contract Publishing 

and Editor-In-Chief of Baku. Sanai, who 

profiles Hermès for GQ, met Axel and 

Pierre-Alexis Dumas, CEO and creative 

director of the brand respectively. Does he 

think they can keep Hermès from being 

taken over by conglomerate LVMH? “They 

are smart, creative, healthily sceptical, have 

a powerful team, and the right DNA,” says 

Sanai. “But LVMH plays a long game.”

Darius 

SANAI

Alex  

HANNAFORD
In this issue, Alex Hannaford 

investigates the use of 

unregulated drugs for the 

execution of convicts in 

several US states. “Most 

executions take place in 

former confederate states, 

where politicians need to be 

seen as tough on crime, and 

where there’s a history of 

racial bias,” says the Texas-

based British journalist. 

“Even though black and white 

people are murder victims in 

almost equal numbers, [since 

the Seventies] 80 per cent of 

people executed have been for 

murders of white victims.” 

Greg  

LOTUS
Aged 28, then-model Greg 

Lotus swapped life in front of 

the camera for a life behind it. 

After catching the attention 

of Italian Vogue editor Franca 

Sozzani, his photography 

career took off and today his 

work can be found in Vanity 

Fair, GQ and W Magazine. 

Lotus has photographed some 

of the world’s most beautiful 

women, including Megan Fox, 

Penélope Cruz and, for this 

month’s GQ, Jessica Alba. 

“Her body looks fantastic 

right now and she’s just 

throwing up beauty all day,” 

says Lotus.

This month, Alastair Campbell interviews the actor, writer and 

sometime hell-raiser Steve Coogan. “He knows the risks,” says the 

former spin doctor about Coogan’s campaign for press regulation. 

“He, Hugh Grant and others regularly get accused of taking a stand 

because of their own treatment, rather than because of the issues at 

stake.” Campbell’s appraisal of Coogan’s motives? “He is motivated 

by a sense of the damage parts of our press do to national life, and 

to people and their families.” 

Alastair 

CAMPBELL
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 N
ot long after I got my job last year, I bumped into a 

hero of mine, Andrew Neil, at the Spectator summer 

party. In 1983 – the year of my birth – Rupert 

Murdoch had appointed Neil editor of the Sunday 

Times at the age of 34, and I hoped to benefit from the 

wisdom he gleaned through that experience. “Ah, it’s the new 

editor of the Independent”, Neil bellowed to a circle of admirers. 

“Yes, and I need your advice, Andrew”, I said. “Well, it’s very 

expensive”, he replied, eliciting guffaws from his assembled fans. 

“And usually wrong!”

This opening gambit – classic Neil: laced with irony and avarice, 

disguised as self-deprecation – drew yet louder laughter from 

those around him, and was a lovely entrance to a conversation 

I had been hoping to have for some time. But it was also 

confirmation, if confirmation were needed, of a theory I have 

developed over the past three years of my career: namely, that the 

giving of expensive bad advice is now an industry so vast and 

omnipotent that it is perfectly normal to make fun, in public, of 

the private gains that accrue from it to anyone with a penchant 

for crisp suits and talking bollocks. 

Not everyone who offers advice is a scumbag, I humbly submit: 

for two years I worked as a media advisor to a publisher, though I 

mainly dealt in practicalities, and certainly didn’t charge £500 an 

hour. But I did come across a limitless supply of snake oil salesmen 

offering advice for sums far larger than that. Mostly, the 

beneficiaries of this emerging market operate under their more 

popular label, which is management consultancy.

Management consultancy is distinguished by five characteristics. 

First, its origins in the evolution of modern economies; second, its 

extraordinary – and fast-growing – scale; 

third, its essentially fraudulent nature; 

fourth, its theft of public money; and 

fifth, its institutionalisation of cowardice. 

Let’s examine them in turn. 

Until the industrial revolution, the main 

economic asset was land. In the 19th 

century this gave way to labour, and in 

the 20th century labour gave way to 

capital. Capitalism is a way of owning 

things. The reason it is more successful 

than other economic systems is because it 

is more effective at spreading ownership. 

In my experience, nine out  

of ten consultants will admit 

their job requires feigning 

knowledge and authority on 

subjects in which they are 

profoundly ignorant

THE ART OF SELLING NOTHING
Management consultants are the snake oil salesmen of the global economy, preying on 

cowardly CEOs and charging a fortune for advice nobody needs. And we pick up the tab...

STORY BY AMOL RAJAN

But it doesn’t take an amateur Marxist to realise that the transition 

from an agrarian to an industrial to a knowledge economy is 

defined by a gradual reduction in the making of things – or, to 

put it in the language of agonised patriots in the West, a decline 

in manufacturing. But as our economies run out of things to 

manufacture, a new breed of worker-ant has emerged who is paid 

gargantuan sums to manufacture rubbish instead. This is where 

management consultants, and business advisors generally, have 

stepped in. And boy have they stepped in.

In 2011, Bain & Company made revenues of $2.1 billion 

(£1.24bn) from offices in 31 countries, up 15 per cent on the 

previous year. Boston Consulting Group had revenues of $3.5bn 

from offices in 42 countries, up 16 per cent on the previous year. 

And McKinsey & Company had revenues of $7bn from offices in 

60 countries, up 6.1 per cent on the previous year. McKinsey’s 

revenues are now estimated to be approaching $8bn.

This is just the big three. There is an almost unimaginably huge 

army of smaller and mid-sized firms, raking in billions themselves; 

then there are the lone rangers who go from business to business 

as a kind of personal trainer for CEOs; and of course there are the 

former employees of big firms who go freelance with dollar signs 

in their eyes. In 2011, more than 150 former McKinsey consultants 

were thought to be running companies with over $1bn in annual 

sales. Of course, many go on to great things in public life, from Mitt 

Romney (Bain) and Facebook’s Sheryl Sandberg (McKinsey) to 

Benjamin Netanyahu (BCG). 

Perhaps, then, the advice of smart people is a scarce commodity: 

this is the basic premise of the industry. It is also complete tosh. 

The majority of management consultants are ludicrously ignorant 

of the subject matter on which they 

advise. Many of you will know young 

turks, fresh out of Oxbridge, who at the 

age of 24 are sent in to companies to 

crunch data and make recommendations. 

What these people have going for them is 

that they are bright, effective at solving 

problems and willing to work very hard. 

But in an extremely short space of time, 

they have to swot up on a whole business 

model, never mind industry, with which 

they are unfamiliar, in preparation for 

telling people who have spent far  
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 longer in that industry what they are getting wrong. And for 

this privilege they will charge you perhaps £10,000 per week, or 

significantly more if a senior figure such as a project leader or 

partner is to give you the benefit of their opinion too.

In my experience, nine out of ten current and former 

management consultants will admit their job requires them to 

invest huge emotional energy in feigning knowledge and authority 

on subjects in which they are profoundly ignorant. I recently 

met an extremely senior figure at Google, who said he left being 

a management consultant when he got bored of making money 

from not having a clue. But anecdotal evidence won’t suffice: 

better to hear it from the horses’ mouths:

Matthew Stewart used to be a 

management consultant, and after 

leaving wrote a now notorious book 

called The Management Myth: Why 

The Experts Keep Getting it Wrong. You 

could take a hefty chunk out of Britain’s 

budget deficit by sending copies of it 

to every government department, and 

asking senior mandarins to follow its 

sober and wise advice. Stewart asks: 

“How can so many who know so little 

make so much by telling other people 

how to do the jobs they are paid to 

do?” He goes on: “On my first day at 

work, as I approached the firm’s Fifth 

Avenue office in my somber [sic] new 

duds, I felt like a snake oil salesman 

without snake oil. I was sure I’d get 

busted for impersonating an MBA.”

Bruce Henderson, a titan of 

management consulting, reportedly 

said: “Can you think of anything more 

improbable than taking the world’s 

most successful firms and hiring people 

fresh out of school and telling them 

how to run their business – and [getting 

them] to pay millions of pounds for this 

advice?” This is almost funny. But if, 

like me, you see the irony here and 

don’t feel inclined to fall about 

laughing, it is worth bearing in mind the 

distinction between private and public 

sector funding for these characters. In 

both domains the argument against 

their employment is ultimately moral, 

but for different reasons.

If captains of industry, fat with their 

shareholders’ cash, want to waste 

money, you might argue that’s fine: 

it’s up to them, and they employ 

consultants without being compelled 

to. Actually that argument doesn’t stand up, for reasons we’ll 

come to. In the public sector, however, even that defence won’t 

wash, because the point is you and I are footing the bill for this 

farce. It is taxpayers’ money that makes many consultants rich. 

In 2009, the British government spent £1.5bn on consultants. 

This rose to £1.8bn the following year. Thankfully the austerity 

pushed through by the coalition led to a significant reduction, so 

that research published by the UK Management Consultancies 

Association in 2012 noted a 19 per cent drop in fee income from the 

public sector. But we are still talking here about billions of pounds, 

and the cumulative figure over several years grows to a vast size. If 

you break it down into smaller chunks, it helps to understand the 

horror of it all. Think, for instance, of the £40m spent on 

consultants in the run-up to the London 2012 Olympics, including 

one notorious bill for advice from KPMG on whether or not savings 

could be made by moving the shooting and four other sports from 

temporary venues to existing venues such as Bisley. Doubtless this 

advice was useful, but priceless it was not: £200,000 in the end (the 

advice failed to identify a single penny in savings). Or take the 

instance last November, when the government called in experts 

to see if HS2, better known as High-Speed Rail, was such a good 

idea. By coincidence, the firm they called in was KPMG. It was paid 

£247,000 for the first phase of its report (its heavily criticised advice 

was that HS2 would boost the UK economy by £15bn a year).

Perhaps – perhaps – some of the 

billions spent by government on 

such advice is useful, though having 

received some of it myself (when I 

worked at the Foreign Office), and 

having discussed it with some of those 

who commissioned it (as a reporter and 

editor) I am sceptical. But of the 

immorality of what management 

consultants do in the private sector 

I am in no doubt at all. In the public 

sector, management consultants often 

provide the illusion of authority for 

civil servants and elected officials 

who, for whatever reason, lack that 

authority. In the private sector, they 

often make life easier for cowards. 

Among their many sins, they have 

added to the sinister well of jargon in 

corporate life, not least with the term 

“de-layering”. This means sacking 

people. It works like this. Your company 

is losing money, and the shareholders 

demand savings. A common way of 

making savings is reducing the labour 

force, for instance by getting two-thirds 

of the staff to do all the work the 

current staff do. But redundancies are 

a very painful business, involving awful 

conversations. So, rather than front up, 

you call in, I don’t know, maybe KPMG, 

and ask them to look at how your 

company might find efficiencies. Then 

you hide behind the conclusions of 

some witless young graduate with 

a posh business card. “De-layering” 

usually just means “sack a third”. 

The obvious question is, if 

management consultants are wastrels 

how come they’re so rich in an era of 

tight money? Many of them are very 

intelligent and industrious people; indeed, probably the smartest 

of my friends from university is now a management consultant. But 

between consultants – individuals – and consultancy – the industry 

– is a world of corporate sin. By preying on the insecurities of 

CEOs, and the delusion that a fresh pair of eyes always trumps an 

experienced hand, these mountebanks on the march are defrauding 

the public, providing cover for cowards, and taking a ride on the 

biggest gravy train in modern commerce. Such peddlers of expensive 

bad advice are not, for the most part, refining business models and 

improving management. They are industrialising bullshit, and 

sending suckers like you and me the bill. 

Amol Rajan is the editor of the Independent.

Magical properties: In 2010, the British government 
spent £1.8 billion on management consultants

Among their many sins, 

consultants have added to 

the sinister well of jargon 

in corporate life, not least 

with the term ‘de-layering’
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S C O T T ’ S  E X P E D I T I O N 

T O  T H E  S O U T H  P O L E .

B E G U N  1 9 1 0 . 

C O M P L E T E D  2 0 1 4 .

On January 17th 1912, after a journey of 
900 miles, Captain Robert Falcon Scott 
reached the South Pole with his four 
companions: Edgar Evans, Lawrence ‘Titus’ 
Oates, Henry Bowers and Edward Wilson.

But any elation the men felt quickly turned 
to despair. They were not, as they’d hoped, 
the first. A Norwegian team, led by Roald 
Amundsen, had beaten them by 34 days.

‘The Pole’ wrote Scott in his diary, ‘but 
under very different circumstances from 
those expected. Great God! This is an awful 
place and terrible enough to have laboured 
to it without the reward of priority.’

Already in low spirits, their return journey 
was blighted by poor luck and poor weather. 
Evans fell badly on the ice, suffering severe 
concussion. He collapsed and died near the 
bottom of the Beardmore Glacier on 
February 17th.

In the days that followed, the four remaining 
men had to endure some of the most 
extreme conditions ever recorded in the 
region. Oates, crippled by frostbite and 
slowing the team’s progress, famously 
walked out of the tent to his death in order 
to save his comrades.

His sacrifice was in vain. By March 22nd, 
Scott, Bowers and Wilson, unable to cover 
the necessary distances in the appalling 
weather, had only two days’ food left, yet 
were still three days from the next depot.

Then a blizzard descended, trapping them 
in their tent. With all hope gone, the three 
men lay down and waited for the end.

‘Had we lived’ wrote Scott, ‘I should have 
had a tale to tell of the hardihood, endurance 
and courage of my companions which would 
have stirred the heart of every Englishman. 
These rough notes, and our dead bodies, 
must tell the tale.’

They died just eleven miles short of their 
destination. And for more than a century, 
nobody had ever attempted to complete 
the entire 1,795 mile route of Captain 
Scott’s Terra Nova expedition.

This year, however, British explorers 
Ben Saunders and Tarka L’Herpiniere 
successfully walked the entire distance.

Over 105 gruelling days, in temperatures 
as low as minus 45 degrees, and with 
each man dragging 200kg of supplies, the 
pair set a new record for the longest polar 
journey on foot.

Both men wore Bremont Terra Nova 
chronometers outside their jackets 
throughout the trek.

The Terra Nova has a specially-oiled 
mechanical movement that can function at 
sub-zero temperatures, when lesser watches 
would, quite literally, freeze.

(Scott used mechanical watches on his 
expedition and one hundred years later a 
mechanical watch is still the best tool in 
extreme conditions.)

The Terra Nova is built from aircraft-grade 
titanium, which makes it remarkably 
tough, and crucially, exceptionally light. 

‘On expeditions like this’ says Saunders, 
‘every gram counts.’

Like all Bremont timepieces, the Terra Nova is 
tested and certified by none other than COSC, 
the official Swiss Chronometer Testing Institute.

The Terra Nova is available now in a strictly 
limited edition of 300. And, unlike Ben and 
Tarka, to get yours you need venture no 
further than your nearest Bremont stockist.
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Brand references by album

EDITED BY CHARLIE BURTON

KANYE-NOMICS
Jay-Z once boasted, “I’m not a 
businessman, I’m a business, 
man!” Recently, Kanye has 
been pursuing that same 
status. As he launches his 
new A.P.C. line, we look 
at the Ye-conomy...*

ThePolymath THE JOINT VENTURE
A wedding with place settings in marble (and the ”best audio  
system in Europe”) becomes a major investment. Specifically:

SKY HIGH NET WORTH
When you’ve got this kind of 

bankroll you barely need investors...

THE TAO OF 

KANYE WEST, CEO
All great business leaders have 
their maxims. For Kanye’s, look 
no further than his Twitter.

PRODUCT 

PLACEMENT
As his brand grows, he’s name-
checking fewer and fewer others.

CAN’T FAULT THE AMBITION
Target value for his creative house, DONDA:

which is 

9 
%

of Kim-

Ye’s 

joint 

wealth

W
h
ile

 E
! 
N

et
w

o
rk

 p
a
id

on security

on fireworks

on food

on the pre-nup

A
lt

h
o
u

g
h
 t

h
ey

 p
a
id

$200,000

$400,000

$100,000

$3m

$
7

m

$
11

m

$800,000 Car 
collection

$60,000 Diamond-
encrusted teeth

$13m Stake in 
GOOD Music

$110m

“ Just saw Social Network and 2 
valuable business rules... No 
drunk blogging and... Never do 
coke with an intern... they may 
not be 21 LOL.”

“ You can’t look at a glass half full 
or empty if it’s overflowing.”

“ No alcohol before tattoos.”

million

Bapesta Now £835

INVESTMENT 

PIECES
His trainer designs 

re-sell for multiples 
of the retail value.Air Yeezy Now £4,500$554.4bn

Apple is worth

It’d be the first in history. If it happens...
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TheJokes

Little David is in his year-

three class and the teacher 

asks the children what their 

fathers do for a living. All the 

typical answers come up – 

fireman, policeman, salesman, 

doctor, lawyer, etc. David is 

being uncharacteristically quiet 

and so the teacher asks him 

about his parents. “My father’s 

an exotic dancer in a gay club 

called Hoist and takes off all 

his clothes in front of other 

men. Sometimes, if the offer’s 

really good, he’ll go out to the 

alley with some guy and make 

love with him for money.” The 

teacher, obviously shaken by 

this statement, hurriedly sets 

the other children to work on 

some exercises and takes little 

David aside. “Is that really true 

about your father?” she asks. 

“No,” says David, “He’s a banker 

but I was too embarrassed to 

say it in front of the other kids.”

A woman in a hot-air balloon 

realises she is lost. She lowers 

her altitude and spots a man 

in a boat below. She shouts 

to him, “Excuse me, can you 

help? I promised a friend I 

would meet him an hour ago, 

but I don’t know where I am.”

The man consults his 

portable GPS and replies, 

“You’re in a hot-air balloon 

approximately 30 feet above 

a ground elevation of 2,346 

feet. You are 31 degrees, 14.97 

minutes north latitude and 

100 degrees, 49.09 minutes 

west longitude.”

She rolls her eyes and says, 

“You must be a Labour voter.”

“I am,” replies the man. 

“How did you know?”

LIVE FROM THE GQ 
COMEDY CLUB!

GQ’s Comedy Editor James Mullinger 
presents a haul of gags for whenever 

there’s a lull in the conversation...

Admit it: you can recall reading a new expression on the internet and, deeming it hip, trying 
it out in actual speech. What a dork, you will have thought to yourself immediately after. 
And that, quite rightly, would have been the last time you ever said “listicle” or “dweet” 
or used “because” as a preposition (“I bought some Givenchy hi-tops, because fashion!”). 
So how come “peak” has proliferated so widely among those who ought to know better? 
You’ve heard them: “we’ve hit peak beard”, they say, or ”he’s hit peak douchebag”. Yes, yes, 
it’s all very arch and Brooklynite and like the kind of thing Lena Dunham might say on a 
chat show. But seriously. Do you want to sound like Lena Dunham? Think on it. CB

TheView SURELY WE’VE REACHED PEAK ‘PEAK’?

THE RED PRINCES
It’s not just the Americans who do 

dynasties (Hillary for 2016!). Introducing 
Labour’s new old names for next year’s 

general election...

ThePolitics

Will Straw Euan Blair Stephen Kinnock

Son of political 

greybeard – and 

former foreign 

and home 

secretary 

– Jack Straw.

Son of hubristic 

ex-Labour leader 

Lord Kinnock; 

husband of 

Danish PM Helle 

Thorning-Schmidt.

The son of 

bellicose, triple 

election-winning 

former PM 

Tony Blair.

Oxford (where 

else?), then a stint 

at the Treasury 

before founding 

earnest political 

blog Left Foot 

Forward. Now at 

the think tank 

IPPR. Plenty of 

work outside 

politics, then.

Eurotastic. 

Cambridge, an 

MA at the College 

of Europe then 

research assistant 

at the European 

Parliament. Just 

for a change, he 

also worked at, 

erm,  the World 

Economic Forum. 

Bristol, Yale and 

a stint at Morgan 

Stanley. Then he 

power-married 

(like his father) 

a former Oxford 

PPE-ist, who 

now works as 

an analyst at 

Social Finance.

Aged 17, he was 

caught in a drugs 

sting by a Mirror 

reporter while 

his father was 

home secretary. 

Awkward...

He was accused 

of tax evasion 

and, although 

cleared, it caused 

a wobble for his 

wife’s campaign 

to become PM.

The whole 

drunkenly 

vomiting outside 

the Odeon in 

Leicester Square 

aged 16 thing.

Legalise cannabis. Be in his  

wife's next 

Obama selfie

 Be escorted out of 

the Commons bar. 

Caroline Davies

Standing in 
Rossendale and 

Darwen, Lancashire

Standing in 
Aberavon,  

South Wales

Seeking a seat, but 
expected to target 
Bootle, Merseyside

Parental clout

Micro CV

Political skeletons

Most likely to

Politics bulletin!  
Above: the year 
in which George 

Clooney will 
allegedly start 

climbing the greasy 
pole of American 

politics. While some 
might say that 

would make his 
engagement to an 
impressive human-
rights lawyer look 
a little cynical, we 
couldn’t possibly 

comment...

“Well,” answers the 

balloonist, “everything you 

told me is technically correct, 

but I have no idea what to 

make of your information and 

I’m still lost. Frankly, you’ve 

not been much help to me.”

The man smiles and says, 

“You must be a Lib Dem voter.”

“I am,” replies the balloonist. 

“But how did you know?”

“Well,” says the man, “You 

don’t know where you are or 

where you’re going. You’ve 

risen to where you are due 

to a large quantity of hot air. 

You’ve made a promise you 

have no idea how to keep, and 

now you expect me to solve 

your problem. You’re in exactly 

the same position you were in 

before we met, but somehow 

now it’s my fault.”

A trio from Steven Wright:

I took a course in speed 

waiting. Now I can wait an 

hour in only ten minutes.

A lot of people are afraid of 

heights. Not me. I’m afraid 

of widths.

My buddy got busted for 

counterfeiting. He was 

making pennies. They caught 

him because he was putting 

the heads and tails on the 

wrong sides. 

From the circuit this month:

“My friend said to me, ‘You 

must be more American,’ 

so I had botox. The 

surgeon said: ‘That’s 

$8,000.’ I couldn’t 

even look 

shocked.” 

Shazia Mirza

2016
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Tech bulletin! Here’s a signal from the future: the UK has just got 
three new bitcoin ATMs, bringing the total up to six. We’d advise using 
them to convert into sterling, though, rather than the other way round.

TheTrend

ESPADRILLES STEP OFF THE BEACH
Back when, espadrilles were for Spanish warriors: made entirely of rope,  

hard-wearing, and ominously disposable. Over the next 500 years (these things 
take time) they evolved into a shoe for the hoi polloi, with canvas uppers as a 
concession to comfort, and since then they have largely looked the same. But 
recent months have been a watershed. The latest from the likes of Balenciaga 
and Christian Louboutin are high-end streetwear more than kickabout beach 

shoe, with structured builds, unusual materials and playful designs. So you can 
embrace the summer even when you’re holed up in town. CB

1 By Dolce & Gabbana, £430. dolcegabbana.com. 2 By JM Weston, £395. jmweston.com.  
3 By Penelope Chilvers, £149. penelopechilvers.com.com. 4 By Balenciga, £295. At matchesfashion.com.  

5 By Jimmy Choo, £295. jimmychoo.com. 6 By Christian Louboutin, £295. At Harrods. harrods.com

1

2

6

5

4

3

Luxury finishes  
such as silk put 

these shoes a 
million miles from 
the slip-ons of old

Mash-ups of 
espadrilles with 
other shoe types 
(here a trainer) are 
all over the shops

Many of this 
season's espadrilles 
come with laces, 
making them more 
chino-appropriate

Rwanda 
This fast-developing 
country is escaping 

the mid-Nineties 
memories and 

becoming famous 
for its unsurpassed 

gorilla-spotting. 
Stay at: Virunga 

Lodge. From 
£420 a night.  

volcanoes 
safaris.com

Ethiopian 
intrepidness

Kenyan 
safaris

Bhutan 
The lush, dramatic 

landscapes of 
this antiquated 

Himalayan country 
remain relatively 

unvisited.  
Stay at: Uma by 

Como. From £270 a 
night. comohotels.
com/uma/bhutan

Burmese 
wilderness 

Thai 
accessibility 

Cap-Ferret
The French oyster 

capital is as 
sophisticated as 
the Côte d’Azur 
but without the 
Eurotrash and 

British licence plates.  
Stay at: La Maison 

du Bassin. From 
£100 a night. 

lamaison 
dubassin.com

Tropezienne 
coast

Salcombe 
boaties

TheTravel 

Three in- 
the-know 
places to 
go (before 
everyone 
else does)
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Handbags at 
UKIP’s Euro 

elections party. 
Nigel Farage’s 
former press 

officer Annabelle 
Fuller, with whom 
he was alleged to 
have had an affair, 
made a very brief 
appearance. It is 
said Mrs Farage 
was unhappy...

Is shadow housing 
minister Emma 

Reynolds getting 
the Labour blues? 

At the BBC, 
while watching a 
fellow MP lurch 
left live on air, 

she remarked: “I 
think I have more 
in common with 
the government 

front bench.”

David Davis has 
struck up a curious 
bromance with the 
former Tory chief 

whip Andrew 
Mitchell. The two 
are barely seen 
apart, though 
Davis tells me, 

“I’m not sure thick 
as thieves is a  
good way to  

describe MPs.”

Ed Miliband 
needed a 

community
support officer 
to stop a pap 
snapping the 

inside of his car. 
The photographer 
had spotted that it 
was strewn with 

Burger King 
wrappers. Another 
Miliband whopper.

BY HARRY COLE

GQ INSIDER

Top, £15. Skirt, £14. Both by Missguided. 
missguided.co.uk. Bracelets by Danielle 
Stevens, from £14. daniellestevens.com

Photograph Chris Fortuna  
Styling Taylor Jacobson  
Hair Creighton Bowman for Exclusive Artists 
using Rene Furterer  
Make-up Elaine Offers for Exclusive Artists using 
Nar Prop styling Nicholas Faiella/Raindogs 
Manicure Michelle Saunders for Celestine Agency

PC World: Mike Judge’s new HBO 
series is based on his days working 
in Silicon Valley during the Eighties

HOW REALISTIC 
IS SILICON 
VALLEY?

As The Thick Of It was to 
politics, so Silicon Valley is 
to tech: brilliantly snarky, 
exceptionally funny, and 
fastidiously authentic. We 

asked its creator, the former 
tech engineer Mike Judge 

(yes, he of Beavis And 
Butt-head fame) for the 
truth behind the satire... 

TheTV

The gag: CEOs book massive 

bands for lame, tiny launches. 

In real life: “I went to one 

where Run-DMC were playing but 

people were just milling around and 

not listening. I know stars who see 

them as paid rehearsals.”

The gag: Programmers 

always travel in groups 

of five, made up of “a tall, 

skinny white guy; a short, skinny 

Asian guy; a fat guy with a ponytail; 

some guy with crazy facial hair; 

and an East Indian guy.”

In real life: “I saw a group like that 

near the Yahoo! campus – then we 

just starting noticing it all the time. 

Marc Andreessen [co-founder of web 

browser Mosaic] tweeted, ‘I’ve seen 

that group everywhere I look!’”

The gag: The best Steve 

was always Wozniak (Apple’s 

co-founder) – not Jobs.

In real life: “I noticed this bitterness 

in Silicon Valley – people saying Jobs 

was a showman who couldn’t code.”

The gag: They’re on drugs. 

In real life: “Steve Jobs did 

take LSD. I think lots of 

them do hallucinogens. But I can’t say, 

‘So-and-so did mushrooms and came 

up with Yammer and Dropbox...”

The gag: Stop pitching apps. 

In real life: “One of our 

extras was pitching to TJ 

Miller who plays [the entrepreneur] 

Erlich, and he said, ‘Look, I’m an 

actor.’ One of my kids’ teachers even 

pitched one to me.” Stephanie Soh

●  Silicon Valley starts on Sky Atlantic 

this month.

Thanks to Edward Snowden, and 
no thanks to the NSA, we’re all 
paranoid now. Paranoid someone 
will steal our credit-card data, 
or read our messages, or access 
those photos we promised we had 
deleted. So, for those seeking 
protection, enter the “blackphone” . Since late 2013, handsets that 
allow users to make encrypted calls, send encrypted texts and 
search the web anonymously have been in development by 
companies such as Boeing and Geeksphone. However, it’s the 
latter’s (literally named) Blackphone that’s making waves. Made 
with the American secure-comms firm Silent Circle, the device is 
a heavily customised Android and comes with 16GB of on-board 
storage. Well, some people have a lot of secrets… Joseph Ho 
Blackphone, £380, is out this month. blackphone.ch

TheTech   
This month 
inneologisms: 
blackphones

1

£
6

,0
0

0
,0

0
0

Fragrance 
bulletin!  

Above: Amount that 
Pharrell Williams’ 

fragrance Girl 
(with Comme des 
Garçons Parfums) 
is set to make in its 
debut year. Brave 
choice of name for 
a unisex bottle…

3

4

2

5
5

GQ tablet extra!
Exclusive bonus shots,  

on iPad, iPhone and  

Android devices.

MORE
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YOU HAVE to achieve a certain level 

of fame for the media to afford you a 

single name – Gwyneth, say, or Brad 

– but Gugu Mbatha-Raw (short for 

Guguletha, or “our pride” in Zulu) 

looks set to join the club. “That would 

be my life’s work complete, right?” 

she says, with a laugh. 

Born to a British mother and a South 

African father in Oxfordshire, the 

actress first impressed in the theatre 

(as Ophelia to Jude Law’s Hamlet) 

and on TV (JJ Abrams’ Undercovers; 
Doctor Who), but now she’s making a 

splash with two quite contrasting films: 

in Belle she’s a girl inspiring prejudice, 

then pride, in the 18th century; in 

Jupiter Ascending, a space opera 

from the Wachowskis, she plays a 

genetically spliced “half human, 

half deer” (don’t mention Narnia). 

Her US profile is snowballing – she’s 

already lunching at Oprah’s (another 

of the mono-monikered brigade). 

“I’d been doing her 21-day meditation 

course and on the 22nd day she called 

me!” she says. She’s working with 

Britney’s (yet another!) songwriter 

and Gaga’s (now this is getting silly) 

choreographer in November’s 

Blackbird. “I play a pop star in the 

Rihanna world,” she explains. 

But who Gugu really wants is to play 

the ultimate single lady. “I mean, what’s 

Cleopatra’s last name?” Matt Glasby

CAN GUGU 
JOIN GAGA?

Meet this year’s breakout 
star, Gugu Mbatha-Raw.  

Or as you’re about to 
know her, simply Gugu

TheGirl

Style bulletin! New York hipsters have started wearing monocles. For 
any Brits minded to follow suit, remember: the eyepiece’s most famous 

latter-day exponents are Chris Eubank and Patrick Moore. That is all.
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USPGA
(starts 4 August)

Forecaster: David 

Livingstone, Sky 

Sports golf anchor

Winner: Rory 

McIlroy. “He seems 

to be clearing 

his mind of all his 

off-course worries.”

Set to flame out: 

Tiger Woods. “He 

might not make 

two rounds after his 

back surgery.” CB

TheSport

Tomorrow’s 
sports 
results 
today!

US Open  
(starts 25 August)

Forecaster: 

Andrew Castle, 

BBC Tennis pundit

Winner: Novak 

Djokovic. “He’s 

better on hard 

courts and what’s 

taking hold now 

is his physicality.”

Set to flame out: 

Stan Wawrinka. 

“I doubt he’ll win 

more slams.”

Premier 
League  

(starts 16 August)

Forecaster: 

Mark Steel, William 

Hill football expert

Winner: Chelsea. 

“If they sign Diego 

Costa it will give 

them the edge.”

Set to flame out: 

Burnley. “The newly 

promoted Clarets 

will struggle to 

attract top talent.”

LOUIS… WHO?
A 60-second primer on the starchitect you’ve always overlooked

TheArt

NO SURPRISE most people don’t know much about Louis 

Kahn. After he died, ignominiously, in a public lavatory at 

New York’s Penn Station on 17 March 1974, his body 

went unidentified for two days. Despite creating some of 

the most important architecture of the Fifties and Sixties 

(the Yale Art Gallery, the National Assembly Building in 

Bangladesh), he never achieved the level of fame enjoyed 

by the likes of Le Corbusier. His problem? He simply 

didn’t build that widely, often changing his plans again 

and again, or reaching an impasse with his buyers over the 

design – but the ideas that he did realise were astonishing. 

Monolithic structures that look like the ruins of a Martian 

city; spaces designed around shadow rather than light; 

geometric monuments that fused Roman styles with the 

heavy, industrial buildings of Pennsylvania where he 

lived. The Design Museum’s new exhibition presents his 

oeuvre through an unprecedented array of models and 

drawings. Among his contemporaries, Kahn was a 

philosopher king, convinced of the architect’s ability 

to reinvent society. And, unlike most self-styled 

philosophers, his endeavours reward attention. Josie Nash

●   Louis Kahn: The Power Of Architecture is at the Design 

Museum, London SE1, from 9 July. designmuseum.org

Bangladesh's 
National 
Assembly 
Building, 
1982

Yale University 
Art Gallery in 
New Haven, 
Connecticut, 
1953

Louis Kahn (right) 
with a model for the 
unbuilt City Tower 
skyscraper for 
Philadelphia, 1958

The Phillips 
Exeter Academy  
Library in  
New Hampshire, 
1971
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Music bulletin! Is there some kind of cartel for bands with similar, 
ridiculous names? The Proper Ornaments, The Relapse Symphony and 

The Skygreen Leopards all have new albums out on 8 July...

I, SPY
Former al-Qaeda man 

turned CIA informer Morten 
Storm is now on the run, 

publishing a tell-all memoir 
– and opening up to GQ

TheDesign SURVIVE A SUMMER FESTIVAL (AND THEN SOME)
When the makers of this tent talk up its blink-of-an-eye inflatable assembly, they’re imagining the end 

of a long day hiking up a mountain when you need to set up camp and get cooking as quickly as possible. 
To us, though, it sounds perfect for Reading: no guy ropes to trip over and a diamond-rig design able to 
withstand the force of a grown man. “The Cave”, as Heimplanet calls its creation, pumps up to 1.25m 

tall and can cater for up to five people. If you're feeling generous. £445. heimplanet.com

Pitch perfect: 
The Cave’s 
inflatable design 
takes the stress 
out of camping

TheBook

A DANISH hoodlum-cum-Islamic 

extremist, Morten Storm, joined 

al-Qaeda while living in the UK. 

After a decade establishing networks 

and training jihadists in Britain, he 

turned. Storm then spent five 

extraordinary years undercover for 

the CIA, MI5 and MI6, his intel 

leading to the assassination of senior 

al-Qaeda operative Anwar al-Awlaki. 

But he abruptly left espionage when 

he was warned that the Americans 

wanted him dead so that he couldn’t 

implicate their Danish intelligence 

partners in an illegal mission. Now 

in hiding, he is publishing a tell-all 

book. GQ made a rendezvous...

How much danger do you sense 

you’re in at the moment? I feel I’m 

in less danger than before I went 

public. I felt my silence would lead to 

my death. We know the Russians have 

killed a Russian former intelligence 

officer here in London, so it’s 

something that happens.

In your book, there’s a 

glimmer of fondness for 

some militants. Anwar 

al-Awlaki, say... Yes, you 

might have a brother who is 

a killer or rapist but there 

might be something in him 

you still love. I feel that with 

Anwar. We could joke about 

things like fishing or camping. 

But he was misguided.

allowed him to operate in the UK 

after committing terror abroad.

Do you think the British are ever 

involved in assassination missions? 

I can’t tell you in specifics, but I’ve 

been told it happens. Matt [his first 

MI6 handler] was trying to make the 

British sound interesting to me. He 

said, “We can also do the same thing 

as Americans, we also take people out 

– but not in the same way.” I think 

rather than using MI5 or MI6 to do 

[such missions], it’s probably the SAS.

The book gives the impression the 

hotels of London are teeming with 

spooks debriefing assets. What’s 

the government's hotel of choice? 

The first meeting was in the Churchill 

– I guess because it’s something that’s 

British. We'd have an English breakfast, 

which was quite different from Danish 

breakfast but I got used to it. I can’t live 

without sausages and bacon now. CB

●   Agent Storm: My Life Inside 

al-Qaeda by Morten Storm is out 

on 3 July (Viking, £16.99).

Above: The decade 
in which the brilliant 

Bonnie Gull 
Seafood Cafe is set. 

Yet it’s as close to 
Rick Stein as you 

can get this side of 
Padstow. 55-57 

Exmouth Market, 
London EC1. 

bonniegullseafood 
cafe.com

How many people do you think 

have gone through some kind of 

jihadist training course, either here 

or abroad, and are at liberty in 

the UK? Anything from 200 to 

maybe 1,000 people. But people will 

not train in the UK with explosives 

any more; that training you get in 

Syria. So it’s more physical training, 

getting fit. Now what they do is 

paintball training – paintballing is an 

excellent way of training jihad. 

It’s brilliant as you haven’t 

broken any laws.

You named your son 

Osama before you turned. 

Does that cause him any 

problems? Do I regret it... 

Of course. But I can’t say 

anything else about it.

There’s a theory that one 

reason it took so long to 

extradite Abu Hamza was that 

he was working as a British spy. 

Do you think that’s plausible? 

No, that’s bullshit. There is no way 

the British government would have 

1960s

Restaurant 
bulletin! 
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TheTo-DoList

PACK LIKE A HITMAN
Boldly go where others struggle 

to drag their overstuffed  
wheelie-duffels. Here’s how...

STEP FIVE

Bringing a blazer?
Pop one shoulder 

inside out and slip the 

other inside it. Place a 

rolled-up T-shirt inside 

the shoulder opening, 

and roll the jacket 

around that. Pack it in 

the bottom layer of the 

case. For anything more 

that just won’t fit, FedEx 

it ahead. It will probably 

arrive at your hotel 

before you do.

STEP FOUR

Awkward items
Place hard items on the 

centre of the dry-cleaner’s 

bag, then layer folded 

shirts on top. Don’t forget 

a 30-pin iPod adapter 

for the hotel’s (inevitably 

old-fashioned) dock.

STEP ONE

Roll, don’t fold
Having invested in an 18in carry-

on (we like Tumi’s International 

model, pictured, £545. uk.tumi.

com), stuff your shoes with 

socks to keep their shape. 

Put them in protective bags 

if they’re leather and arrange 

them around half of the base. 

Fill the other half with rolled-up 

T-shirts, shorts and underwear 

until everything is level. 

STEP TWO

Trouser origami 
Take a pair of 

trousers and place 

its seat in the middle 

of the case with the 

legs hanging over 

one of its shorter 

sides. Add another 

pair but with the 

legs hanging over 

the opposite side. 

Repeat – alternating 

orientation each 

time – until all have 

been layered. Place 

any remaining 

T-shirts or jumpers 

on top, their bases 

oriented towards one 

of the longer sides.

STEP THREE

Finishing moves
Fold in the trouser 

legs on top, then the 

bases of the T-shirts 

on top of that. This 

method prevents 

creasing and forms 

a tight package. 

Cover all with a 

dry-cleaner’s bag for 

protection (this will 

also prove useful for 

the return journey). 

STEP SIX

Take the pain out 
of the aftermath
Once home, a decent 

dry-cleaner will take 

your bags, wash and 

re-pack them. In 

London, Blossom And 

Browne’s Sycamore 

(blossomandbrowne.

com) offer this on a 

by-item basis. CB

1 Jumper by Orlebar Brown, £95. orlebarbrown.co.uk. 2 Jacket by Jigsaw, £150. jigsaw-online.com. 3 T-shirt by Sunspel, £55. sunspel.com. 4 Shirt by Percival, 
£95. percivalclo.com. 5 Trousers by Tiger Of Sweden, £169. tigerofsweden.com. 6 Shoes by Orlebar Brown, £85. 7 Shorts by Jigsaw, £69. 8 T-shirt by Burberry 
Prorsum, £195. At matchesfashion.com. 9 Shaving cream by Aveda Men, £15. aveda.co.uk. 10 Chinos by Sunspel, £135. 11 Chinos by Dockers, £85. dockers.com. 

12 Shaver by Braun, £20. braun.com. 13 Sunglasses by H&M, £7. hm.com. 14 Facial Fuel by Kiehl's, £21 for 75ml. kiehls.co.uk. 15 iPod adapter by Apple, £35.  
apple.com. 16 Tie by Drake's, £95. drakes-london.com. 17 Fragrance by Chanel, £56 for 60ml. chanel.com. 18 Jacket by Kenzo, £500. At matchesfashion.com.  

19 Shoes by Gianvito Rossi, £360. At matchesfashion.com. 20 Deodrant by Acqua di Parma, £25. acquadiparma.com. 21 Belt by H&M, £8

1

2

4

5

6

7

9

8

10

11

12

21

14

15
16

1718

20

3

19

13
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Theatre bulletin! Forget Let It Be, here’s a proper play about the Fab 
Four. Epstein: The Man Who Made The Beatles, which tells the story of 

the band’s manager, starts at the Leicester Square Theatre on 30 July.

NOW TRENDING: 
BOTTOMLESS BRUNCH

The ‘drink-all-you-like brunch’ trend 
started in New York City. Now London, too, 

is full of upscale restaurants which, from 
12pm, refuse to let your glass run dry...

TheLondonPage ●  The 
Landmark

For: Birthday 

celebrants

This lavish 

offering comprises 

breakfast, salad 

and roast courses. 

The dessert table, 

which is framed 

by the hotel’s 

garden, is one of 

the most striking 

tableaux in town.

Overheard: The 

Wolf Of Wall Street 

hum performed by 

a full table of men.

Afterwards: Head 

500 metres east to 

Regent’s Park for 

a restorative stroll.

Don’t: Sit too near 

the buffet, or you’ll 

miss out on a good 

view of the room.

Sundays from 

12.30pm. £80. 222 

Marylebone Road, 

NW1. landmark 

london.com

●  Verdi

For: Culture 

sponges

The Saturday 

brunch at the 

Royal Albert Hall’s 

new restaurant 

has an Italian 

bent (aubergine, 

pepper and herb 

bubble’n’squeak) 

and is accompanied 

by live jazz.

Spot: Red trousers; 

BlackBerrys.

Afterwards: Head 

into the hall for 

everything from 

poetry slams to 

music recitals.

Don’t: Forget to 

book ahead.

Saturdays from 

12pm. £35. 

Kensington Gore, 

London SW7. 

royalalberthall.com

●  House Of Wolf

For: Power brunchers

House Of Wolf puts the “unch” in brunch  

with exclusively hearty fare teamed with 

limitless Bloody Marys and mimosas. 

Book a table in the attic dining room 

for a higher-end vibe.

Observed: Ridiculously good-looking 

wait staff.

Afterwards: Head downstairs to the 

music hall where DJs and Dave Grohl 

lookalikes play until the early evening. 

Don’t: Go when it’s baking hot as the 

room won’t be buzzing.

Sundays from 12pm. £25. 181 Upper Street, 

Islington, N1. houseofwolf.co.uk

●  Aqua Kyoto

For: Revellers who have 

pressed on through

Aqua Kyoto’s chilled soundtrack 

makes you feel like you never 

left the club. Their Infinity 

Brunch includes six courses of 

Japanese fare with unlimited 

Veuve Clicquot, wine or beer.

Go easy on: The selfies. Just 

because everyone else is...

Afterwards: Take coffee on 

Aqua’s famous rooftop terrace.

Don’t: Fail to spot the mirror 

en route to the bathroom – 

people regularly walk into it.

Sundays from 12pm. £55. 30 

Argyll Street, W1. aqua.com.hk

●  Bunga Bunga

For: Fresh-out-

of-uni, straight-

into-grad-scheme 

Clapham kids

Bunga Bunga (co-

owned by nightclub 

impresario Charlie 

Gilkes) is an Italian 

orgy of sorts: 

slabs of pizza 

and mounds of 

deli meats, over 

two hours of 

bottomless Bellinis. 

Observed: A 

waiter wearing 

a horse’s head, 

being spanked.

Afterwards: The 

blinds come down 

and it turns into 

a daytime club. 

Don’t: Bring 

anyone around 

whom you need 

to remain inhibited.

Sundays from 

11.30pm. From 

£35. 37 Battersea 

Bridge Road, SW11. 

bungabunga-

london.com
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CALIBRE SH21

The chronometer-certifi ed C9 Harrison 5 Day Automatic, with 120-hour power 
reserve, is the fi rst watch to house our own movement. Conceived and designed 
by our master watchmaker Johannes Jahnke and manufactured by some of 
Switzerland’s fi nest watchmaking craftsmen, it is destined to be one of the most 
talked about watches in years. And, yes, you do have the license to own one.

‘What gives you the license to do this?’

EXCLUSIVELY AVAILABLE AT christopherward.co.uk

THE CEO OF A MAJOR SWISS WATCH BRAND ON HEARING ABOUT CALIBRE SH21, 

CHRISTOPHER WARD ’S F IRST IN-HOUSE MOVEMENT.
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Manic Street Preachers

“Europa Geht Durch 

Mich” from Futurology 

(7 July)

Do you stand for 

everything that Nigel 

Farage doesn't?

Are you hoping for this year’s 

“Blurred Lines”?

Hard luck. But come on, you only 

liked it for the video anyway.

Do you respect musicians 

who insist that their 

songs can also work as 

“spoken word”?

Are you pre-gaming 

before a night out?

Do records in your 

collection have titles like 

Ambient Works Vol 4?

Slow Club

“Suffering You, Suffering 

Me” from Complete 

Surrender (14 July)

Morrissey

“Istanbul” from World 

Peace Is None Of Your 

Business (15 July)

Fink

“Hard Believer” from 

Hard Believer  

(14 July)

La Roux

“Paradise Is You” 

from Trouble In Paradise 

(7 July)

TheMusic

Which of this 
month’s new tracks 
is right for you?

Y

Y

Y

START
N

N N

Y N Y N

JASON CLARKE is a man you’d want 

around in a crisis: a little over 6ft 

tall and carrying that don’t-sweat-it 

Australian demeanour. Perhaps that’s 

why, after turns in Zero Dark Thirty 

and The Great Gatsby, he’s starring in 

two end-of-days blockbusters. First, 

sci-fi sequel Dawn Of The Planet Of 

The Apes, in which he plays Malcolm, 

“a good guy in a hard place”, who 

heads up a group of human survivors 

(including Gary Oldman and Keri 

Russell) in the aftermath of part one’s 

climactic ape-ocalypse, which entailed 

a lot of watching his co-stars get their 

monkey on. “It’s spectacular to see 40 

dudes in motion-capture suits running 

around, whooping it up,” he says.

Then in next year’s Terminator: 

Genesis, co-starring Game Of Thrones’ 

Emilia Clarke, he’s John Connor, 

mankind’s saviour in the war against 

the machines. “I’ll be going mano-a-

mano with Arnie." So does he think 

he could survive if the Big One 

happens? “A lot of it is adaptation.” 

But as to whether he’d prefer to 

adapt to apes or Austrian kill-bots, 

“I’ll take the apes...” MG

●   Dawn Of The Planet Of The Apes 

is out on 17 July.

BROKEN DAWN
Jason Clarke’s 

cinema-geddon double bill 
begins this month with the 

new Planet Of The Apes

TheActor TheApes

How the 
chimps 

in charge 
evolved

Roddy 

McDowall

Cornelius 

Planet Of The Apes 

(1968)

David Watson

Cornelius 

Beneath The Planet 

Of The Apes (1970)

Roddy 

McDowall

Caesar 

Conquest Of The 

Planet Of The Apes 

(1972)

Tim Roth

General Thade 

Planet Of The Apes 

(2001)

Andy Serkis

Caesar 

Rise Of The Planet 

Of The Apes (2011)

When the chimps 
are down: Jason 
Clarke apes 
Charlton Heston as 
one of humanity’s 
last hopes against 
the simian threat

Hotel bulletin! Sitting sadly at the bottom of Regent Street, with its 
unlovable main restaurant, the Hotel Café Royal is the least successful glitzy 
London lodging launch of recent years. They must hate the Chiltern Firehouse.



 

G AUGUST 2014

Il
lu

st
ra

ti
o

n
 P

io
tr

 L
e
sn

ia
k

CANCER IS A WAR... AND NOW WE’RE WINNING

The disease was once a terror and a taboo, but with better treatment and the 
united front of social media, the fight against fear itself is finally going our way

 C
ancer was a death sentence. If cancer came into 

your life, or the life of someone you loved, then 

it felt like the end of the world. Because it almost 

always was – the cancer was diagnosed and 

sometimes treated and always fought, but sooner rather 

than later you would find yourself in an undertaker’s 

office, numbly flicking through a brochure that contained 

glossy pictures of coffins, too grief-stricken to cry.

Cancer came. And cancer killed.

Back in the 20th century, we didn’t really think of 

cancer as just another disease, a parasite created by the 

body’s own tissues, an abnormal division of a single cell or 

cells that invade and destroy surrounding tissues, causing 

malignant tumours.

Cancer was not another form of sickness. Cancer was 

death itself.

When my father was in the hospital bed he would die in, 

my mother said the name of the disease that was killing 

him just once and I remember that moment more clearly 

than I remember the last time I saw him or his funeral or 

the ritual of sorting through the possessions of a lifetime. 

What I remember most is when my mum said, “Cancer.”

My father had been rushed into hospital after collapsing, 

breathing like a man who was drowning, and I still didn’t 

understand what was happening to him, or our world, or 

that within a few short weeks he would be in his grave.

“But what’s wrong with him?” I asked my mother.

After some effort, she managed the dread word.

“Cancer,” she said – no, whispered, murmuring it in a 

voice so hushed with dread that I could hardly hear it and 

yet I still hear it today. Why was she so scared?

Because back in the 20th century very few people 

survived cancer. Forty years ago, more than half the 

people diagnosed with cancer were dead within the year. 

Yes, that fast.

Cancer had killed both of my mother’s parents, and 

both of my father’s parents. Cancer had killed some of my 

mum’s brothers. Cancer had killed her sister-in-law, dead 

from breast cancer in her thirties, leaving two bewildered 

young children, my cousins, to grow up without a mother.

And now cancer was killing my dad – lung cancer, in 

his case, so horribly typical of the generation of men who 

thought smoking made them look like Humphrey Bogart. 

Which it did in the end – for chain-smoking Bogie died 

from cancer of the oesophagus at the age of 57, weighing 

a child-like 36kg.

I don’t blame my mother for not wanting to say the word 

aloud. I did my best to never say it myself. Something 

satanic hovered over the word cancer. You didn’t live with 

cancer. You died with it.

So my mother named my father’s killer just once and 

never uttered the word again, and it was really all I needed 

to know. She said the word and I immediately had to start 

getting my head around this changing world where my 

father would soon be gone. There was the end of a lifetime 

in that word, there was an epitaph for a husband and a 

father. You get cancer and then you died. That was the 

way cancer worked.

My mother was a brave woman, a tough woman, a 

woman who, like so many of the generation that began 

the Second World War as a child and ended it as an adult, 

handled pain and tragedy by responding with humour, 

stoicism and dignity. Twelve years later she would fight 

her own losing battle against cancer – almost inevitably 

lung cancer, for naturally she dreamed of looking like 

Lauren Bacall – and she dealt with her own losing battle 

with cancer far better than she did her husband’s cancer.

She laughed out loud in the face of being sick – she 

even laughed in the face of dying. She was smiling the 

night she died. But she still would not say the name of her 

disease out loud. That’s how scared we all were of cancer.

My mother had very good reasons to hate cancer, and to 

fear it. Cancer had taken away almost everyone who she 

had ever loved. And not just taken them away. For cancer 

tormented you; cancer tortured you. Cancer subjected the 

kindest and the best to unimaginable pain and sadness, 

and then it put them in their grave.

But in 2014 came the historic and wonderful news that 

cancer is no longer a death sentence.

After monitoring more than seven million cancer 

sufferers, Cancer Research UK concluded that half of 

cancer sufferers now live for ten years or more, and after 

that time they are no more likely to die than someone 

who has never had cancer.

And in the war against cancer, this was nothing less 

than the Normandy landings.

Cancer still kills.

And 159,000 of our countrymen die every year from 

some form of cancer.

There are many variables – for example, the survival 

rate for testicular cancer is very different to the survival 

rate for pancreatic cancer.

But this new research is still astonishing. Forty years 

Once cancer 

produced 

only victims. 

Now it 

produces 

heroes

40
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Cancer was 

the human 

stain that 

too many 

dealt with 

alone. Not 

any more

ago most cancer patients (76 per cent) could expect to be 

dead within ten years. But over the next 20 years, Cancer 

Research UK is hopeful of reversing that figure, improving 

the survival rate to 75 per cent.

Forty years ago, only 40 per cent of breast-cancer 

patients survived. In 2011 – the year the research goes 

up to – the ten-year survival rate for breast cancer was 

78 per cent.

Forty years ago, only 25 per cent of prostate cancer 

patients survived for ten years. Now it is 80 per cent. 

Testicular cancer had a 69 per cent survival rate in 1971. 

Now the rate is 98 per cent, meaning almost every man 

that catches testicular cancer can now expect to beat it. If 

you had skin cancer in the Seventies, you would probably 

die. If you catch malignant melanoma today, you will 

almost certainly survive.

The decline in cancer deaths over the past ten years 

is nine per cent. So cancer has not been eradicated – far 

from it. Every two minutes, someone in the UK is told 

that they have cancer.

But for the first time ever, someone diagnosed with 

cancer is more likely to survive it than to be killed by it.

What turned the tide in the great cancer war?

Greater awareness. Earlier diagnosis. Better screening 

techniques. More successful treatment. And giving up 

cigarettes. When my father died of lung cancer in 1987 

smoking was still just about socially acceptable. But 1987 

was the year of the King’s Cross fire, when a smoker’s 

careless match ignited grease under wooden escalators, 

causing the deaths of 31 people. Smoking had been 

banned on the London Underground since July 1984, but 

until the King’s Cross fire the ban was casually enforced 

and smokers often lit up as they headed for the exit. Then 

they pulled 31 bodies from the smoking ruins and if you 

lit up in an Underground station after that they called the 

cops. So the world changes.

I gave up a 30-Marlboros-a-day habit that year – 

watching your father die of lung cancer works far better 

than a Nicorette patch or an e-cigarette – but already it 

was becoming difficult to be a smoker. Like Don Draper 

on a business trip, once you could happily light up at the 

back of an aeroplane. Then suddenly you couldn’t even 

light up in the homes of your friends.

But lung cancer still kills. People still smoke. Just four 

cancers still account for almost half (46 per cent) of all 

cancer deaths – bowel, breast, prostate and lung cancer, 

which is still the most common form of the disease, 

accounting for more than one in five of all cancer deaths.

But once cancer produced only victims.

And now it produces heroes.

 B
obby Moore had testicular cancer two years 

before he lifted the World Cup for England 

in 1966.

Only a handful of people knew that Moore 

had fought, and beaten, testicular cancer. His wife, his 

doctors, senior management at West Ham. The truth only 

came out after Bobby died of bowel and liver cancer at the 

age of 51. But it was common to keep cancer a secret. My 

father had cancer for a year before we found out about 

it, and only then because he was suddenly hospitalised.

Because cancer carried a stigma. Cancer carried an 

unspoken shame. Cancer was the human stain that too 

many dealt with alone, in terrible silence. Not any more.

Stephen Sutton, 19, raised £3.2 million (and counting) 

for Teenage Cancer Trust while fighting terminal bowel 

cancer. Stephen was the latest, and the greatest, of cancer 

patients who fought back by using social media to spread 

awareness, raise money and respond to cancer with an 

affirmation of life.

“Social media has transformed healthcare and given 

patients a voice like never before,” says Matthew Zachary, 

cancer survivor and founder of Stupid Cancer, which seeks 

to empower young adults who are diagnosed with cancer. 

“Social media is not just recognising that people have a 

voice. It’s leveraging for change.”

Today’s cancer sufferers fight back on Twitter and 

Facebook, reacting to cancer with openness and courage. 

Where there was once shame and terror there is now 

pride and solidarity.

Bobby Moore beat testicular cancer in total privacy. 

But when a New Zealand woman called Beth Whaanga 

beat breast cancer, she launched the Under The Red Dress 

project on Facebook, forensically detailing the changes to 

her body after defeating cancer.

Once cancer was suffered in the long shadows of silence 

and solitude. Now we fight cancer with hashtags like 

#nomakeupselfie, which raised £8m for cancer research 

in less than a week, and now the Cancer Sucks Facebook 

page asks people to “tell us your stories, your losses, 

your victories”.

Cancer victories? Well, yes. Even though, as his doctors 

predicted, bowel cancer killed Stephen Sutton, he won 

a great victory. Stephen inspired. He raised millions. He 

provided a role model for future cancer sufferers.

Stephen Sutton had terminal cancer. But he did not 

look like a victim.

 I 
sat with guitar man Wilko Johnson days before he was 

admitted to hospital, where he was to have much of 

his insides removed. Between us at the bar of London’s 

Langham hotel there were two double espressos and 

a malignant tumour the size of an over-inflated football.

Pancreatic cancer should have killed Wilko Johnson by 

October of last year. But six months after he should have 

been dead it turned out he had a neuroendocrine tumour 

– a rare kind of malignancy, one that is less aggressive 

than the usual kind of pancreatic cancer, giving Wilko 

the chance to have an operation so complex that it has 

no name, a procedure that could save his life.

Cancer robbed Johnson of his mother and his wife. But 

there is no self-pity in the man, and like an increasing 

number of cancer patients, Wilko reacted to his own 

cancer with what he calls, “a tingling awareness of being 

alive – the knowledge that every day is a gift”.

At the time of writing, the doctors of this man who 

should be dead by now are, “cautiously optimistic”. But 

in a real sense, Wilko Johnson has won already. He has 

not been defined by getting cancer. What the world will 

remember is Wilko’s response to cancer.

Cancer still wrecks lives, breaks hearts and destroys 

families. Cancer still kills. And perhaps it always will.

But cancer is different now and not just because 

2014 was the year when getting cancer was no longer a 

death sentence.

There is no cure for cancer. But thanks to rising survival 

rates, and thanks to Stephen Sutton and Wilko Johnson, 

and to cancer warriors just like them all over our little 

blue planet, this was the year that we found something 

almost as good.

A cure for our fear of cancer. 
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HUGO RIFKIND

Wish you weren’t here? 
For the undiscerning 
traveller, a trip abroad 
is all too often a one-
way ticket to sunburn, 
boredom and booze-
soaked regret, says GQ’s 
(very) rough guide

Bad break: 
The key to 
kicking back 
is saying no to 
ouzo and church 
trips, discovers 
Hugo Rifkind 

 J
ust after we left school, 

three friends and I decided 

it would be fun to go on 

a proper holiday. So we 

went on to Ceefax (kids, ask your 

dads about Ceefax) and booked 

a last-minute, dirt-cheap package 

holiday leaving two days later, to 

the Greek island of Rhodes.

 From Newcastle, we later realised, 

which was not where we were. Also, 

at 6am. So the next day we took 

a bus down to Newcastle airport, 

checked in, and went to the airport 

pub. We’d hoped there would be 

some other people from our package 

doing the same; maybe some girls. 

But no. Just us. Didn’t matter. That 

was an awesome day. We had plenty 

of money because we hadn’t yet 

changed it into drachma (kids, ask 

your dads about drachma) and we 

had no worries about getting home, 

because we didn’t need to do that for 

another week.

Then, when the pub closed, 

we played in the arcade. There 

was one of those claw-dropping 

prize-winning machines, I remember, 

with a flashing duck on top that 

shouted, “Fly with me!” every minute 

or so. Lord knows how much I spent 

trying to win a digital watch. Then 

we ran out of money and had to 

somehow get four hours of pissed 

sleep under airport strip lights. “Fly 

with me!” F***. I can still hear it. 

Everywhere you went, it chased 

you around. All night. All night.

In the morning, feeling awful, 

we were given free alcopops on 

our package flight. And we drank 

them, because we didn’t know this 

was a bad idea. Everybody else on 

the plane was shaped like Paul 

Gascoigne and dressed like Paul 

Gascoigne and wanted a fight. I was 

sick in the toilet. They gave us ouzo 

when we landed and again when we 

stepped into the coaches, which in 

my memory were similar to those 

tin-roofed vans with cubicles that 

G4S uses to transport maximum-

security prisoners.

It was as hot as hell and our hotel 

looked like the complex in which 

they found Osama bin Laden. There 

was an orientation meeting, but we 

all missed it, partly because we were 

scared of the men who looked like 

Paul Gascoigne, but also because 

none of us could face any more ouzo 

or alcopops. Possibly I was sick again. 

In the evening, we crawled out on 

to the streets to check out the local 

clubs, which were literally all gay. 

Middle-aged Dutch men, it turned 

out, found me particularly alluring. 

After a few nights we wearied of 

this, and went to get drunk on the 

beach instead. Here we met a bunch 

of Greek kids who tried to sell us 

a piece of wood they said was hash, 

stole my baseball cap, and beat us 

up. Properly, too. I went home with 

a cracked rib. It was rubbish.

In the years that followed, I have 

made many mistakes on holiday. 

Largely, they have been a product 

of not really knowing what the hell 

I was supposed to be doing. I’d get 

to a beach and lie there and think,  

“...And? Now what?” Then I’d get 

sunburn. Or, I’d be just about on top 

of things, happy somewhere with 

a book, and somebody would go, 

“Quick! Grab a camera! We’re going 

to see the church!” And I would, even 

though I never grasped why this was 

supposed to be something I’d want 

to do. I mean, we have churches at 

home. I haven’t seen them. Plus, 

whenever you visit one abroad, it’s 

always chock-full of waxworks of 

pallid, stricken people being nailed 

to things, and I’m just not sure which 

bit of this I’m supposed to enjoy. 

Or whether I should buy a candle.

It’s only recently I have learned 

how to holiday. These days, for a few 

short weeks each year, and for the 

few short moments my kids will let 

me, I can lounge on a beach and love 

it, or spend a day falling lazily in and 

out of a pool. I can be as chilled as a 

statue of a Buddha. I hardly ever get 

sunburn. “Come and see the church!” 

people say, and I am comfortable 

enough to say “no”. Maybe I’ll drink 

ouzo, maybe I won’t. I know how 

to make that call. Going on holiday, 

these days, is actively better than not 

going. Which wasn’t always the case.

And I think I know why. Once, my 

days and nights were endless, free, 

and lived without consequence. 

These days, they are a jumbled panic 

of things I haven’t done. Or, to put 

it another way, it’s not so surprising 

I didn’t understand holidays, because 

my life already was one. 

O��Hugo Rifkind is a writer for 

the Times. Il
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HOW NOT TO... 
...go on holiday
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Spirit defined.

GTS: three letters that declare the concentrated essence of Porsche.

Cars with increased power, enhanced specification and a direct link to our motorsports roots. 

Cars driven by individuals who always desire more.

The new Boxster GTS.

Purist.

Find out more at porsche.co.uk/boxstergts

Fuel consumption for the Boxster GTS in l/100 km (mpg): urban 12.7-11.4 (22.2-24.8), extra urban 7.1-6.3 (39.8-44.8), combined 9.0-8.2 

(31.4-34.4 mpg); CO2 emissions: 211-190 g/km. The mpg and CO2 figures quoted are sourced from official EU-regulated test results, are 

provided for comparability purposes and may not reflect your actual driving experience.
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Orange bounty: 
The Lamborghini 
Huracan succeeds 
the Gallardo, the 
brand’s most 
successful car

EDITED BY PAUL HENDERSON

THE BALANCE OF POWER
The Lamborghini Huracan’s virtual cockpit and angular curves make the marque as alpha as 
ever – but the user-friendly controls mean the ride may have lost its edge, says Jason Barlow 
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THE MASERATI GHIBLI S: FLAIR FOLLOWS FUNCTION

T
he world of fuel-guzzling 

internal combustion is under 

attack like never before. 

Industrial-scale navel-gazing 

has seen all-electric start-up Tesla go 

from zero to Nasdaq hero in no time 

at all, while BMW has gambled in 

excess of £2bn on its ultra-efficient i3 

and i8 uber-brand. Even Ferrari has 

succumbed to the hybrid buzz, on its 

£1.1m V12 LaFerrari hypercar, and 

turbocharging elsewhere in its range. 

It’s also known as “forced induction”, 

and some of Maranello’s finest admit 

that EU legislation has pretty much 

forced them to do it. It’s the best 

way to preserve performance while 

cleaning up emissions and reducing 

consumption, but it can chisel away 

at the emotion. 

So where now for the hairy-chested, 

balls-out sports car? Lamborghini 

has long been the poster boy for 

well-heeled automotive playboys, as 

priapic as Andy Warhol’s celebrated 

Stones Sticky Fingers album art. 

Not for nothing did Martin Scorsese 

cast a Countach as the literal and 

metaphorical vehicle for Leonardo 

DiCaprio’s spectacular Quaalude 

comedown in The Wolf Of Wall Street.

On the face of it, the new 

Lamborghini Huracan is as cocksure 

as ever. There’s the name for a start, 

a legendary 19th-century fighting 

bull from Alicante, or the Mayan god 

of wind, storm and fire – both are 

prototypical. The company’s chief 

designer, Filippo Perini, once 

compared the planes and geometry of 

the bigger Lamborghini Aventador to 

Jean-Paul Goude’s work with Grace 

Jones in the early Eighties; an inspired 

reference point that suggests a 

deliciously broad world-view. Some 

online snipers dismissed the Huracan 

as too safe, but in the flesh it’s a truly 

artful mix of curves and angles, and 

introduces a welcome maturity after 

the increasingly extreme Sesto 

Elemento, Veneno and Egoista.

The interior is even better. 

Lamborghini has a technical 

partnership with Boeing, and 

has long invoked fighter jets as 

inspiration. This is now undeniable. 

Gone are the analogue instruments 

of old; gone, too, is the central 

multimedia screen. Instead, the 

Huracan has a brilliant 12.3in TFT 

“virtual cockpit” in the main binnacle 

that can be configured to show an 

enlarged rev counter and speed 

read-out, sat-nav display, the audio 

feed, or indeed a mix of them all.

Firing up the Huracan is pure 

Hollywood. The start button sits 

under a red flap that you flick up, 

as if priming a missile, but instead 

prompting a brusque starter-motor 

whir before the cylinders erupt. There 

are ten of them behind your head, and 

an enamelled badge on the engine 

block even outlines the ordine di 

ascensione (firing order). The engine 

is a 5.2-litre unit, a heavily reworked 

version of the one that powered 

the Huracan’s predecessor, the 

Gallardo (Lambo’s most successful 

ever car, with more than 14,000 sold). 

It has forged pistons, an aluminium-

silicon crank, and a clever new 

exhaust system. 

It’s usually wise to ease yourself into 

an unknown supercar. Lamborghini’s 

Nineties Diablo was aptly named, and 

routinely caught out the unwary. But 

the Huracan’s user-friendliness is 

immediately apparent. Three things 

define it. Firstly, it uses a new 

dual-clutch seven-speed ’box – 

there is no longer a manual option – 

which slurs with buttery smoothness 

through the gears in auto mode, 

and is just as good with the steering 

column-mounted flappy paddles. 

Then there is its ride quality, which 

remains composed and unruffled, 

even on seriously broken black-top. 

Finally, the Huracan has a four-wheel-

drive chassis, brilliantly accurate 

electromechanical power steering, and 

its body – which uses a mix of carbon-

fibre reinforced plastic (CFRP) and 

aluminium – has fantastic torsional 

properties. So even just chuntering 

along on the motorway, this 

Lamborghini imparts a sense of 

indomitability. The most alpha and 

masculine of car brands has seemingly 

wised up. Is that really what we want?

Tellingly, a button on the steering 

wheel – called “Anima”, or soul – 

allows the driver to choose between 

“Strada”, “Sport” or “Corsa” modes, 

remapping the car’s ingenious chassis 

electronics, suspension settings and 

throttle response. Perhaps not quite 

enough. This is an awesome car, one 

which beams itself like a physics-

defying time machine between 

corners without relinquishing its grip. 

But it also approaches the business of 

high performance rather like Robocop 

approaches law enforcement; failing 

to see that pure driving entertainment 

lies as much on the empirically 

unquantifiable edges as it does in the 

middle, no matter how accomplished 

it may be. 

Who would have thought it? A 

Lamborghini that is almost too good. 

NEED
TO KNOW
LAMBORGHINI 
HURACAN
Inside the Huracan 

fighter jet-inspired 

cockpit, as well as 

the bomb-trigger 

flap over the start 

button, there is also 

a sculptured lever to 

engage reverse that 

looks exactly like 

an aircraft thruster.

ENGINE

V10, 5204cc, direct 

injection 602bhp

PERFORMANCE

Top speed: 202mph; 

0-62mph in 3.2 

seconds

PRICE

£180,720

CONTACT

lamborghini.com

Italian clothes, coffee, and cars; 

they all ooze style, class and 

sophistication. But, until now, 

most of the latter tended to be 

two-seater sports cars, which lack 

“real life” practicality. The solution, 

invariably, is a BMW M5 or a 

Mercedes E63 AMG, but perhaps 

a little Italian flair and Ferrari-built 

engine shrouded in aesthetically 

pleasing four-door bodywork might 

appeal? Allow me, then, to introduce 

to you the Maserati Ghibli S.

It’s fitted with an almost-sensible 

3.0-litre V6 engine pushing out 410 

horsepower and 550Nm of torque. 

The result is a 0-62mph time of 

5 seconds, a top speed of 177mph 

and emissions of 242g/km. The 

sound actuators, channelling into 

the cabin only the finest notes, 

encourage an ear-to-ear grin. And 

as the eight-speed automatic 

gearbox selects the next gear, the 

overrun may diminish any maturity 

you thought you had. If you boast a 

practical head, there is Maserati’s 

first diesel model, also a V6, but 

not an “S”. It doesn’t hang about, 

either, at 6.3 seconds to 62mph. 

With its enticing lines, oversized 

grille and large air vents behind the 

front wheels, it’s brilliant-looking. 

On the downside, the steering is 

a little vague in comparison to 

the BMW M5 and the feel of the 

interior is not quite as refined as 

that of an Audi A6. But the roads 

are littered with German cars and 

the Ghibli stands out for all the 

right reasons. Plus you can 

personalise it: choose the colour of 

your brake calipers, opt for more 

premium leather, and if you want to 

change gear like Mark Webber, go 

for Le Mans-style paddle shifts.

Talking of racing, that’s exactly 

what I did with the Ghibli, enjoying 

the country roads surrounding 

Silverstone. I was visiting fellow 

former competitors of the Porsche 

Boxster Championship and my 

beautiful ride turned more heads 

than I did. Ordinarily I’d have been 

offended, but at least I got to take 

the Ghibli home. Rebecca Jackson 

From £48,830. maserati.co.uk

Four-door finesse: 
With its 3.0-litre 
Ferrari engine, the 
latest Maserati goes 
nose-to-nose with 
the German saloons
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Jet, set, go: 
Playboy favourite 
Lamborghini goes 
all-out with the 
Huracan’s Boeing 
instruments and 
dual-clutch, 
seven-speed 
gearbox

Firing 

up the 

Huracan 

is PURE 

Hollywood 
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37 DEG R E E S

O��Unlike pretty much 
all other barbecues, 
the Halo remains cool 
on the outside no 
matter how hot things 
get on the inside.

             I N S U L ATIO N

O��Because it stays cool 
on the outside, more heat 
is retained inside. This 
means it is more fuel 
efficient, and also stays 
hotter for longer.

O��They do come in classic black or white, but nothing says 
summer cooking like Arizona blue, bubblegum pink and 
slime green. Yup, black or white it is... 

TECH N ICO LO U R COOKI NG
��

It can  
stand the heat...

Nothing can ruin a  
barbecue as badly as the  

weather. Actually, scratch that. 
Salmonella can. This Weber 

grilling thermometer will 
guarantee your alfresco  

feast ends in cheers 
rather than casualty.  

£40. weber.com

Whichever way you want to cut it, 
Halo barbecues are cool. Not only are 
they beautifully designed, colour coded and 

chilly to the touch, they are also as easy to cook 
with as they are easy on the eye. If there is a better 
way to burn your meat on an overcast afternoon  
in July, GQ Taste doesn’t know about it. PH  

£495. halocooltouch.com

Smoking ace

O��You might only use it three times a year, but that doesn’t 
mean you should wait eleven-and a-half months to clean 
it. The Halo grill plates go straight into the dishwasher. 

            
E A SY TO CLE AN

��

The RESTAURANT  The BAR  The HOTEL  The CLUB  The PUB  The NEIGHBOURHOOD  The DRINK  The BOOK  The BOTTLE
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T A S T E

S T E A K

My favourite steak 

for the barbecue is a 

wing rib steak, which 

is a sirloin on the bone and from 

the rib end. For the barbecue, a 

thickness of one inch maximum 

should be good, too. Prepare the 

meat with a thin layer of olive oil 

and some black pepper. Cook on 

a searing grill for two or three 

minutes on each side and let it rest 

for five to ten minutes afterwards.

R I B S

Pork ribs are brilliant 

on the barbecue. It’s 

best to use baby back 

ribs, and cook them in the oven 

beforehand. Marinade them with a 

good barbecue sauce and put them 

in a low oven, wrapped in tin foil, 

for two hours. Finish them off on 

a barbecue for about five minutes 

on each side. This will allow for 

a crisp outer layer and tender meat.

B U R G E R S

A lot of people throw 

too many ingredients 

in the mix, but I like 

them plain. You should use 

coarsely minced chuck and finely 

minced brisket in a 50/50 mix 

because the brisket holds more 

flavour, while the chuck provides 

texture. I don’t use any egg or 

breadcrumbs either; mix your 

meat and season with salt and 

pepper. The key is to make sure 

you’re using high-quality, aged 

meat, too (preferably hung for 

three to four weeks).

S A U S A G E S

It all comes down to 

personal preference 

with sausages. Make 

sure they are made in natural 

casing and always ask for some 

that contain at least 85-87 per cent 

meat content for good succulence. 

K E B A B S

I prefer a leg of lamb 

when it comes to 

kebabs. Ask your 

butcher to seam out the top side, 

silver side and the top rump, then 

dice the meat into inch-and-a-half 

cubes. Skewer these pieces with 

onion and peppers to accompany, 

then marinade them in some olive 

oil and fresh rosemary. Lamb 

should be eaten pink, so cook 

for no longer than ten minutes.

C H O P S

Pork chops are one 

of my favourite things 

on the barbecue. It’s 

a bit difficult to get the rind crispy 

though, so get your butcher to 

remove it for you and cook that 

separately in the oven so you have 

some crackling. Marinade your 

chops with lots of olive oil, garlic, 

salt, pepper and plenty of fresh 

sage, and then cook for around  

ten minutes all up.

C H I C K E N

I like using a 

whole spatchcocked 

chicken (which 

you can ask your butcher to 

do), put some skewers through 

it so it’s flat and then barbecue 

for around 30 minutes. 

Marinade with olive oil, thyme, 

tarragon, garlic and then serve 

it roughly chopped up on a 

board. There’s no need 

for perfect carving here. 

Hill & Szrok
Hill & Szrok: Master Butcher & Cookshop, 60 Broadway Market,  
London E8. 020 7833 1933, hillandszrok.co.uk

BARBECUE GUIDE

Traditional butcher by day and classic cookshop by night, the newly opened 
Hill & Szrok has arrived in London’s Broadway Market. Here you can buy 
organic and free-range meat from butcher Tom Richardson Hill and then have it 
expertly cooked for you in the evening by chef Alex Szrok. However, if you want 
to DIY, GQ Taste asked Richardson Hill what to purchase before getting creative with 
what goes on the grill this summer...

Hill & Szrok 
source their meat 

from various farms 
across Surrey, 
Sussex, Kent 
and Devon. 
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T A S T E

The setup: Japanese fusion (sushi 
meets robata grill barbecue) food 
from ex-Nobu London head chef 
Scott Hallsworth.
Eat this: Beef fillet tataki with 
onion ponzu (£11), and the utterly 
brilliant barbecue pork belly buns 
with peanut soy (£13).
Drink that: Pick a sake, or house 
cocktail the Dirty Bastard with 
Hendricks gin, cucumber and 
midori (melon liqueur). PH

Kurobuta
17-20 Kendal Street, London W2.  

020 3475 4158, kurobuta-london.com

The setup: The second link of this 
restaurant and bar chain delivers 
Texas barbecue at its best, served 
with a soundtrack of live blues.
Eat this: The barbecue is great, 
but make sure you try the “secret 
recipe” buttermilk chicken (£11) 
and the pan-fried catfish (£12.90).
Drink that: With one of the biggest 
bourbon selections in London, why 
not try a few? Just go easy on the 
Maker’s Mark.

The Blues Kitchen
134-146 Curtain Road, London EC2.  

020 7729 7216, theblueskitchen.com

The setup: Colossal Covent Garden 
outpost for the King’s Road barbecue 
specialists where smoking is 
positively encouraged.
Eat this: What the hell… go for the 
Taste-O-Rama: pit-smoked chicken, 
dry-rubbed pork ribs, pulled pork, 
beans, slaw and potato salad (£17.95).
Drink that: They do an Old Fashioned 
on tap (£8.50). See you in casualty.

Big Easy
12 Maiden Lane, London WC2.  
020 3728 4888, bigeasy.co.uk

Forget the burger... Three new barbecue joints

THE ROUNDUP

Got beef? Slow-cooked barbecue 
ribs from The Blues Kitchen

THE BARTENDER

Gareth Evans at the Blind Pig

Describe 

your current 

bar: At the 

Blind Pig we try to 

make great drinks 

with silly names and 

fun presentations. 

Inside it’s dark,  

we keep the prices 

reasonable 

(£8-9), 

we play funk and hip 

hop and the bar food 

is banging. In essence 

it’s the sort of place I’d 

want to go for a drink.

Where else can we 

try your creations? 

All Jason Atherton’s 

restaurants, so the 

Social Eating House, 

Pollen Street Social, 

Little Social, Berners 

Tavern and various 

outposts in Asia.

What is your favourite 

cocktail ingredient at 

the moment and why? 

Apricot brandy. It’s 

impossible to make a 

bad drink with it. It’s 

bartender gaffer tape; 

it fixes everything. PH

O��The Blind Pig at the Social Eating House, 58 Poland Street, London  
W1. 020 7993 3251, socialeatinghouse.com

C A I P I R O S K A

The World Cup may be almost over, so celebrate (or commiserate) with this simple version of 

the Brazilian national drink, the Caipirinha. Not only is it a perfect summer cocktail, when you 

consider that anyone with a bag of ice, a few limes and some table sugar can make a passable 

version without so much as a shaker, you have all the makings of a classic.

Ingredients

O��50ml Ketel One vodka

O��6 lime wedges

O��15ml sugar syrup (mix equal measures of sugar and warm 

water until the sugar has dissolved. Chill and use)

Method

O��Muddle lime wedges with the syrup in the bottom of a 

cocktail shaker. Add vodka, some cubed and some cracked 

ice. Shake hard and throw the whole lot in a short glass.
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THE HOTELS

Number of 

rooms... 

15 (including five suites), all 

individually designed and named 

after famous Scots (including the 

Connery, Wallace and Ferguson).

232 (including 26 suites), 

plus shops, restaurants, 

a spa and a hair salon.

Why it’s 

interesting... 

It is owned by Scottish tennis star 

Andy Murray who has turned it into 

a beautifully understated five-star 

Highland hotel. Of course, it has 

a tennis court, decked out 

in Wimbledon colours of 

purple and green.

Currently celebrating 

its 90th anniversary, this year 

the huge golf and spa resort will 

play host to the Ryder Cup in 

September and you can play the 

course (or one of the other two 

championship courses).

Hungry?

You’re in luck. The Chez Roux 

conservatory restaurant is overseen 

by Albert Roux and he has 

generously added the Soufflé 

Suissesse from the Gavroche to 

the menu. You’ll thank him.

 How hungry? There are four 

places where you can eat, 

but only one where you should 

– restaurant Andrew Fairlie, 

Scotland’s only two-Michelin 

star restaurant. 

Big garden?

Not bad. Cromlix is  

set in 34 acres of woodlands  

and gardens. You can fish  

in the loch, learn archery  

and shoot clay pigeons.

 You could say that. With 850  

acres to play with, feel free to hit 

some balls, hire bikes, drive off-

road, learn to ride at the equestrian 

school and even try your hand 

at falconry.

You should 

know...

Cromlix is just a few miles 

outside Dunblane, where 

Murray and his family grew up.

When it first opened in 1924, it was 

considered so glamorous that it was 

described as “a Highlands Riviera”.

Get there...

Cromlix, Kinbuck 

(Nr Dunblane), Perthshire 

FK15. cromlix.com

The Gleneagles Hotel, 

Auchterarder, Perthshire PH3. 

gleneagles.com PH

Price? Doubles from £200 a night. Doubles from £345.

Only ten 
miles separate 
Cromlix and 
Gleneagles in 
Perthshire, but 
both deliver 
Highland 
luxury at 
its best...

Cromlix Gleneagles Hotel

Fera at 
Claridge’s

THE RESTAURANT

As anyone who watched 
him struggle with picky 
Mancunian punters on 
Restaurant Wars will 

testify, nothing comes easy for 
Simon Rogan. His latest project is 
bringing his distinctive roots’n’shoots 
style from L’Enclume in the Lake 
District 268 miles south to Mayfair’s 
Claridge’s. Now one of London’s 
finest hotels has finally got a 
destination restaurant worth 
foraging for.

From the tasting menu, the stewed 
rabbit tasted like a Glenn Close 
canapé, the Winslade and duck 
hearts was sensational comfort food 
and the Gairloch prawns and borage 
offered two succulent, sizeable 
shrimps. Pork belly successfully 
reinvigorated a gastropub staple. 
The drinks list is well judged, 
particularly the inclusion of ales from 
Hackney’s Pressure Drop brewery.

The only misstep? Beef tartare was 
overwhelmed by an acidic apple 
sauce, as if it had been chopped by 
Granny Smith herself. Whether you 
enjoy Fera’s presentation will also 
depend on your appetite for green 
sauces: we ran the gamut of shades 
from “Spotify logo” right through 
to “sulking Hulk”. But this shouldn’t 
detract from the fact that Fera is 
an extraordinary setting, where 
culinary skill comes without a side 
order of flunkery. And given that 
Claridge’s guests have the option 
to retire to a designated relaxing 
room afterwards, might we suggest 
you opt for the full 14 courses? 
Andy Morris

From £85 a head (£125 a head for  

14 courses).

INS IDER TIP

Fera at Claridge’s, Brook Street, 
London W1. 020 7107 8888, 
feraatclaridges.co.uk

Make sure you order a seasonal 
cocktail. They will change 

regularly, but GQ Taste 
recommends the Pea Shoots, 

Apple Marigold and Vermouth 
(£15) as the perfect taste 

of summer.

This machine has 12 settings. From sorbet and frozen yogurt, to 
creamy gelato and Mr Whippy-like ice-cream, however you like 
your scoops, this machine can oblige. With an automatic sensor 
that can measure the consistency, plus an ice-cream-van ring 
tone that chimes when your dessert is ready, whatever flavours 
you choose, this machine makes it easy like sundae morning. PH

£350. At Lakeland. lakeland.com

THE GADGET

Sage by Heston Blumenthal SmartScoop 

ice-cream machine
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T A S T E

Finnieston, Glasgow

Train
London Euston to 

Glasgow Central, from 
£65.30 (one way)

Time
From four hours 

31 mins  
(trainline.com)

Taxi
From Glasgow Central 

to Finnieston takes 
20 minutes

THE NEIGHBOURHOOD

Diners pitch up at Crabshakk’s bar 

(above)

The interior of 

The Kelvingrove 

Cafe (right); 

A whisky 

selection at Ben 

Nevis (below)

Cardamom buns courtesy 

of Coffee, Chocolate And Tea 

café (above)

A chilli chicken dosa wrap 

from Mother India’s Cafe 

on Argyle Street (above)

The Finnieston bar 

and restaurant 

and its half pint of 

prawns (above); 

steak from the 

Butchershop Bar 

& Grill (left)

4

7
8

9 6

3
2

F
I

N
N

I
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Glasgow’s Sir Chris Hoy Velodrome has been well-named. As vast and solid as 

the champion cyclist’s thighs, it’s a worthy venue for some of this summer’s 

Commonwealth Games. However, if you want to eat and drink to a gold-medal 

standard, you’ll have to head across the centre to Finnieston…

Panevino’s seafood linguine dish

Aygyle Street

Kelvingrove 

Park

Sauchiehall Street

1

5

For the main event, (6) 

Crabshakk (1,114 Argyle Street. 

0141 334 6127, crabshakk.com), 

opened by an architect and a 

yoga teacher, brings seafood and 

elbow-to-elbow style to Argyle 

Street. Go for the queenie 

scallops in garlic butter or stick 

to the eponymous crab. (7) The 

Gannet (1,155 Argyle Street. 

0141 204 2081, thegannetgla.

com) has recently joined it as 

a serious dining destination, 

offering local produce in a 

beautifully designed room.

You’ll be no less spoilt for 

drinking spots. (8) The 

Kelvingrove Cafe (1,163 

Argyle Street. 0141 221 8988, 

kelvingrovecafe.com) would be 

at home on the Lower East Side 

with an entire shelf of amaro and 

bitters, and a late-night lighting 

level that would have Russell 

Norman reaching for his Moscot 

glasses. For the purists, the (9) 

Ben Nevis (1,147 Argyle Street. 

0141 576 5204, thebennevis.

co.uk) has the best selection of 

whisky in the area and will pour 

you one of their vast selection of 

drams to accompany the frequent 

sessions of local musicians. 

Finnieston, however, is still thin 

on the ground for top-

quality hotels. You’re 

better off looking in 

the nearby West 

End where the 

boutique One 

Devonshire 

Gardens 

(1 Devonshire 

Gardens. 0844 

736 4256, 

hotelduvin.com), 

part of the Hotel 

du Vin group, 

is still the most 

splendid option. 

Amy Matthews

Some days, you need a 

soundtrack of Bach and 

Bowie, a selection of 

eight single original coffees, 

and different ways to make your 

cup just to get you up in the 

morning. Luckily, Finnieston 

has exactly this at (1) Coffee, 

Chocolate And Tea (944 Argyle 

Street. 0141 204 3161, 

coffeechocolateandtea.com), so 

whether it’s coffee or one of the 

40 varieties of tea you choose, 

this will set you up for the day.

If the Scottish weather is 

playing to type, hole up for the 

afternoon in (2) the Finnieston 

(1,125 Argyle Street. 0141 222 

2884, thefinniestonbar.com), a 

welcoming restaurant with a bar 

stocked with ales from local 

West Brewery. Look out for their 

Scotch Beef Club on Sundays 

– £15 for a hearty roast and a 

drink. The (3) Butchershop Bar 

& Grill (1,055 Sauchiehall Street, 

0141 339 2999. butchershop 

glasgow.com) is also the place to 

head for your red-blooded needs.

Another place to warm your 

cockles, this time with spice, 

(4) Mother India’s Cafe (1,355 

Argyle Street. 0141 339 9145, 

motherindia.co.uk) is the more 

casual partner of the fine Indian 

dining original. Seemingly the 

child of a suburban curry house 

and a bistro, the contrast of flock 

wallpaper, green metro tiles and 

leather banquettes complements 

the small sharing plates. 

From India to Italy and (5) 

Panevino (1,075 Argyle Street. 

0141 221 1136, panevino.co.uk), 

a wine bar and restaurant so 

authentic that the pavement 

outside should be crowded with 

Vespas. Start the evening here 

with Aperitivo Hour at their 

vast horse-shoe bar and turn 

a pub crawl into a passeggiata.
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THE BOTTLE

Moët & Chandon Ice Impérial

What might be 
dubbed the 
“Nikki Beach 
effect” was the 

original stimulus for a 
Moët & Chandon blended 
specifically to be served 
over ice. Beach clubs 
became the signature look 
for its target audience: 
young, hip, infrequently 
(partially if not entirely) 
undressed, and willing to 
move the moment for 
“bubbly” on from high days 
to holidays (preferably 
accessorised with day beds 
and a Calvin Harris mix tape). 

Created by chef de cave 
Benoît Gouez from a blend 
of Pinot Noir and Meunier 
and a twist of Chardonnay, 
when combined with a variety 
of additional ingredients 
(cucumber and strawberries 
both featured at its launch 
back in 2011) in a chilled 
plastic, pool-friendly goblet, 
Ice Imperial cocktails quickly 
took hold in a variety of 
members’ club and boutique 
hotels – largely because it 
was unobtainable elsewhere. 
But now it’s available from 
London’s Selfridge’s which, 
conveniently enough, is also 
hosting Des McDonald’s 
latest dining experience, a 
roof-top pop-up of his 
Camden Town barbecue joint 
dubbed “On The Roof With 
Q”. Enjoy a goblet alfresco 
there, or simply buy a case 
to go... BP 

£59. Exclusively available 

at Selfridges. selfridges.com

There are plenty of barbecue books 
out there already (from Pitt Cue Co 
to the Ginger Pig Meat Book), but 
for an interesting alternative take on 

summer street food check out Death By Burrito. 
While it may not be the most beautifully shot 
book you will ever see (Mexican dishes rarely 
look good), the full-flavoured recipes are 
exceptional, covering everything from salsas, 
sliders and moles, to the best burritos and tacos. 
If this is death, what a way to go! PH 

THE BOOK

Death By Burrito

Ingredients  (Serves 6)

O� 600g small fresh squid 

bodies (cleaned)

O� Juice of 2 limes

O� 25ml agave nectar (or 

light honey)

O� 1tsp dried chilli flakes

O� 6 small corn tortillas 

O� Sunflower oil for frying

O� 2 red chillies (thinly 

sliced)

O� 6 garlic cloves (minced)

O� Salt to taste

O� 1 small cos lettuce (finely 

shredded)

O� 1 green mango or papaya 

(cut into small cubes)

Method

1.  Cut the squid into strips 

about 2 x 5cm and score 

each strip diagonally 

both ways. Set aside.

2.  In a small bowl, mix 

the lime juice, agave 

nectar and chilli flakes. 

Set aside.

3.  Warm the tortillas in a 

dry frying pan for about 

20 seconds on each side.

4.  Heat a large frying pan 

until it is very hot and 

add a little sunflower oil.  

When the oil is smoking, 

add the red chillies 

and fry for about 30 

seconds. Then add the 

garlic and cook for 

Squid tacos

a further 10 seconds, 

then transfer the chilli 

and garlic to a mixing 

bowl and set aside.

5.  Add the squid pieces 

to the pan, season with 

salt and fry for about 

1 minute (or until the 

strips curl up). You will 

probably need to cook 

them in batches. Tip 

the squid into the garlic 

and chilli mix and coat.

6.  To serve, load the 

warm tortillas with the 

shredded lettuce, the 

mango (or papaya) and 

the squid, and then top 

with the lime sauce.

O��Death By Burrito by Shay Ola  
(Mitchell Beazley, £16.99) is out on 7 July. 

The Drury Club

The Drury Club, 167 Drury Lane, London WC2.  
020 7831 9399, theduryclub.com

THE CLUB

Every time we visit Paris, we’re 
reminded just how well they do 
their nightlife – unlike certain 

London spots, the really exclusive places 
are still unashamedly good fun. So we’re 
right behind Sophie Lobel’s attempt to 
import some of the Champs-Élysées 
magic to her new venue the Drury Club. 
Here’s how to navigate it:

When to turn up: Doors open at 10.30pm, 

although cool kids show up at midnight.

The scene: An international crowd of 

Instagram-happy 25- to 30-year-olds.

Order this: The Breakfast Club. 

It comprises Absolut vodka, 

Mandarine Napoléon, plus 

a black-tea infusion.

Sound smart about the 

interior: Laced with Chris 

Bracey art, it’s a collision of 

fin-de-siècle Paris with a 

New York speakeasy.

Who you might see there: 

Yes, it’s a Made In Chelsea 

staple. But Harvey 

Weinstein swings by, too, 

and model Ana Beatriz 

Barros enjoys a turn in the 

DJ booth. It’s also hosted DJ 

sets from will.i.am, as well as 

performances by Rudimental.

Why all the famous names? 

Its private garage appeals to 

celebrities who want a fast getaway.

Music policy: Wednesday’s old-skool 

hip hop/rock’n’roll; Friday’s hip hop; 

Saturday’s hip hop/new disco/house. 

Getting in: Guest list only, but you can buy 

a membership for £650 pa.

Club motto: “What happens in DC stays in DC.”

Open when: Wednesday, Friday and Saturday until 

3am. £20 entry. Charlie Burton

Inside information: 
The Drury Club 
interior, lined with 
Chris Bracey art
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ALL FOR ONLY £15
PACKAGE WORTH UP TO £79

6 ISSUES + 6 DIGITAL EDITIONS + FREE GIFT*: PAY ONLY £15

� 6 PRINT ISSUES, FULL VALUE £23.94 �6 DIGITAL EDITIONS, FULL VALUE £17.94 
� FREE GIFT FROM FERRARI, RRP £37.50* �FREE SUPPLEMENTS 

Ferrari Red Power Eau de Toilette (75ml), worth £37.50

FREE 
GIFT*

RRP £37.50

YOUR EXCLUSIVE 
SUBSCRIPTION OFFER

Calabrian bergamot and Sicilian blood orange combine with lavender and red 
pepper at the top of this fragrance, while floral notes of violet and geranium give 
way to warm, spicy Mediterranean notes of cardamom and rosemary. At the 
base, the scent reveals an energising composition of woody amber, white moss, 
tonka bean, red cedar and patchouli, leaving behind a powerful and charismatic 
fragrance to perfectly capture the Ferrari man. Red Power Eau de Toilette is 
available exclusively at Boots stores nationwide.

GQ NOW 
ALSO 

FREE ON 
IPHONE
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Why now? Spain might still be feeling the pinch financially, but 

you’d never guess from Madrid’s buzzing bars and restaurants and 

packed nightclubs. Stay at the Villa Magna, just off Calle de José 

Ortega y Gasset – known as la milla del oro (“the golden mile”) 

thanks to its array of high-end boutiques – which boasts proudly of 

being the priciest in town. It’s where the likes of Brad Pitt, Madonna, 

Lady Gaga and Antonio Banderas stay when they’re in the Spanish 

capital. More pertinently, the family-owned, hotel underwent a 

£40 million refit, completed in 2009, during which architect Thomas 

Urquijo reduced the number of rooms from 182 to 150 and upgraded 

much of the new space to a total of 50 spacious suites (with one floor 

welcoming smokers). 

HEART AND SOL
Madrid is a modern gem with some of Spain’s 
best and hippest new dining destinations. 
Jonathan Ray discovers a capital city that 
is shrugging off its country’s recent woes

EDITED BY BILL PRINCE

Real Madrid: Rooftop 
drinks with the capital’s 
skyline on the horizon 
and the famous Plaza 
de Santa Ana below
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Rooms at  
Belmond Grand 

Hotel Timeo start 
from £520 based 
on two sharing a 
Villa Classic room 
and Belmond Villa 

Sant’Andrea from 
£450 based on two 
sharing a Classic 
Garden View room, 
including taxes 
and with breakfast. 
Prices based on 
a stay in July 
2014. For further 
information, please 
call 0845 077 2222 
or visit belmond.
com. British Airways 
flies to Madrid from 
London’s Heathrow 
and City airports 
from £104. ba.com

Villa Magna 22 Paseo de la Castellana, Madrid, Spain. +34 91 587 1234, villamagna.es

Once upon a time the customer 

was king. Then, with the advent 

of globalisation, everyone was 

forced out of their regional 

“silos” to perform on the world 

stage, at which point branding 

became the only game in town. 

Which is fine if you have a 

great brand, better still a grand 

one, but less good news if you 

have a legendary one that 

you’re shortly to lose when the 

rights revert to its owner... 

Such was the predicament 

faced by the new owners of 

Orient-Express Hotels Ltd, who 

failed to reach terms with 

SNCF, the French state railway 

and owner of the Orient-

Express name. There was 

no argy-bargy: the railway 

company now has a universally 

recognised marque with which 

to develop a brand of luxury 

travel accessories – and the 

previous title-holder has 

plumped instead for Belmond. 

So does Belmond muster the 

romance that Orient-Express 

has carried before it all these 

years? The answer – obviously 

– is does it matter? Just so 

long as the hotels stay as good 

as they are. And there’s no 

reason to doubt they won’t. 

If you’re new to its 

properties, GQ suggests you 

start at two recent acquisitions: 

the 101-year-old Grand Hotel 

Timeo, in Taormina, Sicily, and, 

glistening in its shadow down 

by the waterside, its sister 

property, the pretty Villa 

Sant’Andrea. The former was 

in need of some love when it 

was acquired back in 2009, 

and the Villa Sant’Andrea had 

once been a private home 

overlooking the gracefully 

arcing bay of Mazzaro. The  

all-round hospitality genius 

behind Belmond’s Italian 

business, Maurizio Saccani, 

brought them together in a 

cunning one-two that will floor 

even an inveterate traveller. 

The Grand Timeo is the 

“palace”, oozing panache in 

line with its superb positioning 

(set back from the fray, in the 

shadow of Mount Etna), the 

Villa its “hunting lodge” – if by 

“hunting” you mean finding 

the best spot on the terrace to 

doze after another bruising 

session at the breakfast buffet.

The Grand Timeo is where 

you go when the stars are in 

town for the annual Taormina 

film festival each May, when the 

best tactic is to take up position 

on its vast terrace, order up a 

Punt e Mes, and marvel as Etna 

growls in the distance. It’s also 

the place to stay if you’re 

gourmandising your way 

around town: it nestles yards 

from the old city walls, behind 

which any number of nothing-

to-look-at, everything-to-taste 

trattoria lurk (be sure to visit 

L’Arco Dei Cappuccini).

There’s little reason to 

leave the Villa’s exorbitantly 

garlanded grounds, but if you 

do take a trip out, there’s two 

must-dos: a visit to Da Nino’s, 

a few miles along the coast at 

Letojanni, which serves the 

best seafood risotto you’ll ever 

taste. And a little further into 

the hills, Hollywood’s last 

golden age still reverberates 

around this island. Set in the 

village square at Savoca, Bar 

Vitelli was the venue for young 

Michael’s proposal to the father 

of the first Mrs Corleone in The 

Godfather. It seems less remote 

these days (where doesn’t?), 

but it still serves a cool beer 

with something sweet to follow 

and, despite the touristy 

reminders of its far-reaching 

fame, still feels the part.

But then everything about 

this corner of Sicily feels the 

part: a little rough around the 

edges, sure; a notch louder 

than the rest of Italy, certainly; 

but more honest, too. So if 

you’ve done the northern cities 

and would prefer to forego the 

present-day aggro of Naples, 

get to Taormina. Belmond will 

be expecting you... BP 

Spanish gold: Take  
a tipple with your 
tapas at Madrid 
gastro-bar  
Le Cabrera

Book now: The Belmond Grand Timeo’s Literary Terrace  
in Taormina sits in the shadow of Sicily’s Mount Etna

Bar Tomate  
26 Calle de  
Fernando El Santo. 
+34 917 02 38 70, 
grupotragaluz.com 

Botín 17 Calle 
Cuchilleros. +34 913 
66 42 17, botin.es 

Casa Yustas  
30 Plaza Mayor. 
+34 913 66 50 84, 
casayustas.com 

La Cabrera 2 Calle 
Bárbara de Braganza. 
+34 913 19 94 57 

La Trastienda Del 

Mercado 8 Plaza  
de San Miguel.  
+34 91 541 79 17

Luzi Bombón 5 Paseo 
de la Castellana. 
+34 917 02 27 36, 
grupotragaluz.com

Ten Con Ten  
6 Calle de Ayala. 
+34 915 75 92 54, 
restauranteten 
conten.com 

 Any extras? There’s a spa, fitness club, Magnum Bar, with 

its excellent if rather eccentric cocktails, and two restaurants: 

Villa Magna Restaurante Rodrigo de la Calle (modern Spanish) 

and the celebrated Tse Yang (modern Cantonese).

What’s to do? Villa Magna is well placed for the Prado, 

Thyssen-Bornemisza and Reina Sofía museums, but 

if you can’t face queueing, head for La Trastienda del 

Mercado, next to Mercado San Miguel – Madrid’s version 

of London’s Borough Market. Here you can enjoy an 

ice-cold glass of manzanilla alongside exquisite tapas such 

as pork loin with caramelised onions on bread or pinto 

beans and partridge. Next, wander through Plaza Mayor 

before a late lunch at Hemingway’s beloved Botín.

Any other recommendations? The achingly cool Ten 

Con Ten is perfect for drinks by the bar or a meal (slow-

cooked veal cheek; black cod; goat stew) in the restaurant. 

Otherwise, try industrial chic at Bar Tomate, or the Michelin-

starred gastro-bar Le Cabrera, with its Sergi Arola-created 

tapas and equally fine Diego Cabrera-mixed cocktails. Luzi 

Bombón has incredibly snooty staff but a cracking wine list.

Rooms at Hotel Villa Magna start at £242 per night, based 

on two adults sharing. hotelvillamagna.com. Easyjet flies 

from London Gatwick and London Luton to Madrid, from 

£32.49 one way per person. easyjet.com

HOW SICILY’S BELMONDS MADE THEIR NAME    

DETAILS

60



TRAVEL

Adventure capital: 
(clockwise from left): 
Modern Cantonese is 
the order of the day at 
Villa Magna’s Tse Yang 
restaurant; Madrid’s 
Ada Palace hotel; Villa 
Magna’s Terraza 
Lounge; the Óscar 
hotel’s sky-high bar

The Villa Magna is where 
the likes of BRAD PITT and 
MADONNA stay in Madrid
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Clearly, when the watch industry 
calls “Zig”, IWC CEO Georges 
Kern shouts, “Zag!” How else to 
explain recent redesigns of its 
Fifties-birthed Ingenieur and 
Nineties favourite, the Aquatimer 
collections, both of which push 
against the shift back to classical 
shapes and muted contours? The 
Aquatimer in particular pulls away 
from the trend towards smaller 
case sizes, the better to host a 
range of in-house movements and 
create more legible displays. And 

the new boutique-only model 
shown here piles on the heft even 
further. It features a 49mm case in 
red gold and rubberised titanium 
that contains IWC’s “energy-
saving” perpetual calendar 
complication (which stores the 
power required to drive its digital 
day-month displays). It’s the 
second -largest watch IWC has 
ever produced (after the original 
Big Pilot’s) and only 50 pieces 
have been created. Time to take 
the plunge. BP 

Sunken treasure: The 
hefty boutique-only 

Aquatimer has a case 
in red gold with 

rubberised titanium

EDITED BY BILL PRINCE

Bold and beautiful
Buck the trend for muted shapes with IWC’s 
new heavyweight champion, the Aquatimer

Aquatimer Perpetual 
Calendar Digital 

Date-Month by IWC, 
£42,000. At Harrods. 

harrods.com
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1 Bookcase by Natuzzi, from £1,100. 
natuzzi.co.uk 2 Projector by Sony, 
£8,800. sony.co.uk 3 Bottles by 
Rowen & Wren, from £48 each. 
rowenandwren.co.uk 4 Cloche by 
Rowen & Wren, £24. rowenandwren.
co.uk 5 Books by The Folio Society, 

from £24.95 each. foliosociety.com 
6 Speakers by Totem Acoustic, 
£5,500. At Sonata. sonatahifi.com  
7 Sofa by Lacaze, £1,580. lacaze. 
co.uk. Upholstered by JAB. jab-uk.
co.uk 8 Flooring by Alma, from  
£525 per sq m. alma1938.com 
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Hide away in your own home cinema and  
do your neighbours a favour by laying  
noise-reducing leather flooring
EDITED BY AARON CALLOW
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With a refurbished London flagship store opening later this year, Hermès 

remains the beau idéal of luxury life. But the family run house has no time to 

rest easy: with challenges from predatory rivals and the online revolution, 

it must future-proof its heritage. GQ meets the Dumas cousins at the helm

STORY BY DARIUS SANAI

LIVING THE DREAM

Fashion conscious: 
French style brand 
nonpareil Hermès 
has woken up to the 
necessity to evolve
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HERMÈS

 L
ondon’s Mayfair, epicentre of the 

international private jet-set, will 

see the opening of another jewel 

in its crown of luxury brands when 

the newly refurbished Hermès store 

on the corner of New Bond Street and Bruton 

Street opens just in time for Christmas. 

The store – more than twice the size of the 

shop that previously occupied the site – will be 

rich in handmade silk scarves, wittily motifed 

silk ties, exquisitely expensive wallets, and the 

occasional Birkin handbag, placed on a plinth 

or in a glass cabinet as a work of art, to be 

admired, enquired about, but not purchased. 

Not without a long wait, anyway.

Unusually for a luxury-goods store, the new 

Hermès London flagship boutique will have a 

larger first floor than ground floor, requiring its 

customers to walk up a sweeping staircase to 

experience its true wonders, including a chic 

view over a private courtyard terrace echoing 

the legendary terrace garden atop its origi-

nal Paris store. And you can be sure Hermès 

 customers will climb the stairs, for this is a 

luxury brand like no other. In a world more 

awash with private wealth than at any time in 

history, Hermès remains a paradigm.

Ask one of Britain’s 104 billionaires, or 

even its 350,000 millionaires, to name a 

couple of outstanding luxury brands, and you 

can be fairly certain Hermès will be among 

them. Luxury-goods CEOs openly profess 

that the quality of Hermès leather and silk 

is without equal. Even Bernard Arnault – 

chief executive of LVMH, owner of Louis 

Vuitton, Hermès’ traditional competitor – is 

a fan, having purchased 22.6 per cent of his 

rival (causing a great ruckus at the company, 

which is still owned by the descendants of 

its founder).

And yet it is a time of some uncertainty for 

the luxury industry, which in general rode 

through the recession like it wasn’t there, helped 

by the rapidly expanding aspirational  classes in 

China. Now China’s growth has slowed down, 

its aspirational classes are getting savvier about 

brands and less keen to flaunt their logos, and a 

government crackdown on conspicuous bribery 

of public officials, once the norm, has affected 

sales of conveniently “bribe-sized” high-end 

products from watches to fine wine. 

Hermès has fared better than most in its 

sector, but its shares were down just under 

ten per cent in the first couple of months of 

this year, until solid earnings figures for 2013 

released in March, saw a recovery. Operating 

profit in 2013 was €1.22bn (£1.7bn), an 

increase of 8.9 per cent on the previous year, 

on sales of €3.75bn (£3.05bn). Today, the com-

pany’s market valuation is currently around 

three times that of Burberry, and twice that 

of Ralph Lauren.

But as the company’s “other” big event 

of the year approaches – the opening of a 

Shanghai Maison in September – Hermès 

faces some unique challenges of its own.  

This is a LUXURY BRAND like no other. In a world 

more awash with PRIVATE WEALTH than at any time 

in history, Hermès remains a PARADIGM

Jacket, £1,890. Trousers, £1,280. 
Both by SS14 Le Monde 
D’Hermès. uk.hermes.com. Chair 
by Jean-Michel Frank, £18,190. 
At Hermès. uk.hermes.com
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guidance revenues increased more than tenfold 

and Hermès rose to the top of the luxury pile.

Following Dumas’ retirement, the artistic 

direction role went to his son, Pierre-Alexis. 

The CEO role went for the first time to a 

non-family member, Patrick Thomas, a 

feisty, streetwise retailer who continued 

to oversee stratospheric growth. Dumas 

died in 2010 and Thomas retired 

earlier this year, and Axel Dumas, 

nephew of Jean-Louis and cousin 

to Pierre-Alexis, became CEO. 

Which means Hermès is now 

in the hands of two relative 

youngsters, one of whom, Axel, 

while having worked for Hermès 

for eleven years, has never run – 

nor even worked at – another luxury 

business. They have two main tasks: 

to ensure the company is not taken 

over by Arnault’s LVMH; and to keep 

the world’s most coveted luxury brand 

growing as fast as it has been, in a world 

where emerging markets have, in a few 

short years, “emerged”, and where luxury 

fatigue, speeded up by the magic-free trans-

actional nature of online shopping, is an ever- 

growing threat.

“I think Hermès is doing very well, so there 

is no need to have a revolution,” says Axel. 

He is sitting on a small sofa in the Hermès 

flagship store in Paris, by repute 

(although impossible to 

confirm) the highest- 

turnover store of 

any kind anywhere 

in the world. Dapper 

and energetic, he is a 

youthful -looking 43, refreshingly  

free of media-training polish. Beside him is 

Pierre-Alexis, only four years older but seem-

ingly more senior than that: something to do 

with his wry reserve, his slightly dramatic, 

artistic air, or perhaps it’s the balding dome on 

top of his tall, athletic frame.

Hermès has a sophisticated and worldly 

internal structure; it may still be run by the 

family, but country CEOs are given considera-

ble autonomy. Still, the family has to lead. And 

 The great French luxury and fashion houses 

are all going through succession processes 

at the moment. Arnault’s LVMH, owner of 

Louis Vuitton, Moët & Chandon, Berluti, TAG 

Heuer and many other brands, has seen his 

son Antoine Arnault step up, transforming 

Berluti in the process. Meanwhile, Antoine’s 

sister Delphine has taken up an active talent-

spotting role for the group, having led the deci-

sion to take stakes in British designers Nicholas 

Kirkwood and JW Anderson.

At Kering (previously PPR), owner of 

Gucci, Puma, Saint Laurent, Stella McCartney, 

Girard-Perregaux and numerous others, 

François-Henri Pinault (husband of Salma 

Hayek) has wrong-footed doubters who 

thought he might be a playboy by leading 

the group to ever greater heights since taking 

over in 2005 from his father François, who 

founded the group.

Founded in 1837, Hermès only attained its 

current revered status as the favoured bag- 

and scarf-maker of everyone from Victoria 

Beckham to Nicole Scherzinger under Jean-

Louis Dumas, CEO and creative director of 

the company from 1978 until his retirement 

in 2006. A luxury-retail legend, under his 

Model wears blouson, £9,120. Polo shirt, £315. Trousers, £520. Inset, 
clockwise from top: Scarf, £800. Dressage L’Heure Masquée watch, 
£13,200. Trainers, £1,800. Bicycle, £7,660. Bottom, from left: Jacket, 
£1,450. Shirt, £290. Trousers, £770. Boots, £590. Bag. Suit, £2,500. Shirt, 
£290. Tie, £140. Shoes, £650. All by Hermès. uk.hermes.com

Best of luxe: 
Hermès’ Axel Dumas 
(left) and cousin 
Pierre-Alexis Dumas, 
CEO and artistic 
director respectively

‘I think  

Hermès is  

doing VERY 

WELL, so there  

is no need  

to have a  

REVOLUTION’

Axel Dumas
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they are an unlikely double act, the Hermès 

cousins. They tease each other throughout the 

interview, Axel plainly the “younger cousin” to 

the imperious Pierre-Alexis, but also comfort-

able in his skin, jovial, unflappable. The last 

time we met, in 2011, he had seemed slightly  

in awe of his cousin, the son of the  legendary 

Dumas: now he appears quite relaxed. “Am 

I too young for the job? It’s difficult to say 

what the right age is,” he says. “In France, 

you are always too young for what you do. In 

banking, I was too young to be a vice presi-

dent. My family really wanted to have a new 

generation, and the board was replaced by a 

lot of cousins of my generation. Are we all too 

young? Time will tell.”

Fortunately for both of them, Patrick Thomas 

left the company on a high. Slowdown not-

withstanding, Asia continues to play a big 

part, but Hermès is also expanding at more 

than ten per cent a year in the US, where, Axel 

says, many people are turning to the brand for 

the first time.

Axel says that the opening of the Shanghai 

Maison, overseen by Pierre-Alexis, is the last 

major new store opening we will see from the 

brand for some time. “We do not want to have 

more stores, necessarily, but we want to have 

bigger stores; we need to show a treasure trove 

of our products.”

Growth, says Axel, will be achieved from 

selling more products from these existing 

stores: leather, silk, menswear, womenswear 

and shoes will provide the growth engine 

for the short term (“We can do a lot better in 

shoes”), and, over a longer period, homewares, 

the holy grail for luxury brands from Ralph 

Lauren to Armani who are looking for cred-

ible ways to increase profits.

But isn’t there a danger of cravenly stamping 

the brand on stuff that’s too much of a stretch? 

“Ah, that’s a big question,” says Pierre-Alexis. “I 

wish I had an algorithm you could plug in. It is 

arbitrary, but if it doesn’t feel right, it doesn’t 

feel right. Because when we design there has to 

be absolute functionality, along with a sense of 

beauty. It’s also about the quality of  materials 

we use, the craft we use to assemble it. If there’s 

a sense of understated elegance we will even-

tually feel comfortable to put Hermès on it.”

One buzzword seized on by the luxury 

 industry as recession struck was “authentic-

ity”. For instance, Hermès employees have 

been making saddles above the Faubourg 

Saint-Honoré shop since 1880. And while it 

may seem a little contrived – they make a few 

dozen saddles a year – the activity is a kind of 

binding molecule of their brand DNA. 

Around the corner from the saddle atelier 

is the archive. Open to only its most impor-

tant customers, it’s quiet, not exactly dusty, 

but far from slick, accessed by a worn-lino-

floored corridor and with nothing to suggest 

its existence outside. Here is a trove of inspir-

ing objects sourced by company founder 

Emile Hermès and his successors, from rocking 

horses used by royalty to travelling wardrobes 

for 19th-century aristocrats. Pierre-Alexis 

comes here for inspiration (and adds to the 

 collection himself), as do the brand’s  designers, 

 including Christophe Lemaire (who looks after 

womenswear ) and Véronique Nichanian (in 

charge of menswear). 

It’s plain Hermès has authenticity most other 

brands can only dream of (or as Axel says, “It’s 

very easy to talk the talk, but you’ve got to 

walk the walk”) but translating that authen-

ticity for the future is now a two-handed act. 

Every piece created by Hermès is shown to 

Pierre-Alexis, who also reviews major seasonal  

collections with Axel. “I try to nourish [the 

designers] with a vision,” says Pierre-Alexis, 

“I am not a watch designer, I am not a stylist, 

but I know Hermès; which is why we work a 

lot with an annual theme, a way for me to talk 

about Hermès through a specific angle.”

Sometimes, they cancel pieces. “It’s always 

difficult to do, as it’s usually at the end of the 

process,” says Pierre-Alexis, “but for us it’s 

also a moment where we can reinforce our 

own understanding of Hermès. And some-

times we just look at each other and we know. 

It’s always a balance between what you feel is 

right for Hermès and the enthusiasm of the 

designer.  I always try to tell them, you have 

great talent, but the exercise here is that you 

are  designing for this brand called Hermès 

which has a history, a style, a spirit.”

Speak to any luxury CEO and they will tell 

you of the enviable problem Hermès has, 

namely its waiting lists for its top-end bags, 

which can run to many months, sometimes 

years. The official Hermès line is that there are 

simply not enough craftsmen to sufficiently 

supply the market for these items; everyone 

knows, though, that a key tenet of the  business 

plan is this “manufactured scarcity”; if you 

could buy ten Birkin bags at a time, their value 

would decrease, and the brand would lose its 

lustre. It’s also not in the company’s interest 

to sell more handbags at the expense of any-

thing else, because the margins on leather are 

far lower than those on watches, jewellery, 

perfume, desk sets or the multiverse of goods 

you find in the bigger Hermès stores.

Axel nonetheless states that his number-one 

priority since becoming sole CEO earlier this 

year has been “to grow ‘upstream’”, meaning 

all the production and sourcing of raw  material. 

“It’s become more and more difficult to find the 

right materials, and the right craftsmanship, 

and there will probably be some  acquisition 

there,” he says. 

The received wisdom at the moment is of the 

“flight to quality”, with consumers reaching up 

to luxury brands, leaving the middle suffering. 

And no brand is more luxurious or provides 

a better case study of this than Hermès. But 

all industries, even luxury industries, decline 

some day. The marques and craft companies 

favoured by our forebears 100 years ago have 

largely vanished; and it’s not inconceivable that 

the world’s hunger for tremendously expensive 

bags and scarves will one day decrease. What, 

then, might it take for Hermès to fail? 

“The most dangerous failure is not the most 

obvious failure,” says Pierre-Alexis. “The 

biggest failure can sometimes be a success. 

The perfumier Jean Patou said, ‘Don’t make 

anything ugly – someone may buy it.’ 

“You can be very successful sometimes, 

but without you being aware that if the 

product you are selling doesn’t carry your 

values, it can undermine your reputation, and 

ultimately  kill you.”

With that kind of wisdom ingrained in the 

family, perhaps New Bond Street’s Time & 

Life building, home to the expanding Hermès 

 boutique, will be witness to an equally 

 flattering refurbishment  to be enjoyed by the 

descendants  of today’s luxury consumers 100 

years from now. 

‘There has to be an 

absolute functionality, 

along with a sense of 

BEAUTY. If there’s a 

sense of understated 

elegance, we will put 

Hermès on it’

Pierre-Alexis Dumas

ON EMERGING MARKETS 

Given the importance 

of China, are they 

designing specifically 

for the Chinese market? 

Pierre-Alexis: “No. I 

don’t know what that 

means. We have to be 

true to ourselves; we 

are a Parisian brand.”

ON THE ONSLAUGHT OF 
ONLINE RETAILING

The experience of 

shopping at Hermès 

is so important to its 

customers that many 

who buy the limited 

range of goods sold 

online choose to come 

into a store to pick them 

up. What will change, 

as the “mobile native” 

generation comes of age 

in the market? If you can 

tap your iPhone to buy 

a bag, how will Hermès 

differentiate its brand 

lustre from anyone else? 

Axel: “The secret is to 

continue to entertain 

and create magic on the 

internet. Online is about 

communication first, 

then sales.”

ON LVMH’S “STALKING 
HORSE” ACQUISITION 
OF HERMÈS SHARES

When LVMH announced 

in 2010 that it had 

acquired a significant 

stake in Hermès, 

then-CEO Patrick 

Thomas and the 

family reacted with 

a combination of 

apocalyptical rhetoric 

and rapid legal 

manoeuvring. The trust 

structure now set up 

means majority control 

will remain in the family 

for at least 20 years: 

long enough to see out 

the founder of LVMH, 

but well within the 

working life span of the 

successor generation.

Axel: “We want to 

remain independent 

and we don’t like to see 

the competition having 

a shareholding in our 

company. We have 

created a very strong 

system to protect the 

family and we are very 

confident the family 

will remain owners 

of Hermès.” 

Three key questions for the Dumas cousins

69



P
h

o
to

g
ra

p
h

s 
M

a
tt

h
e
w

 B
e
e
d

le

Espress yourself:
Heston Blumenthal’s 
stainless-steel Sage 
bean-to-cup beauty, 
the Oracle, bestowed 
GQ with the best 
coffee on test

EDITED BY  CHARLIE BURTON  
AND  STUART McGURK

EMBRACE 
THE DAILY 
GRIND
Forget foil-packed 
‘capsule coffee’ – 
a new generation 
of  machines does 
 everything from 
grinding the beans to 
frothing the milk, all at 
the touch of a button

1
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The Oracle by Sage 
by Heston Blumenthal
An object of beauty in solid stainless 
steel, it also made the best cappuccino. 
A perfect blend of manual and automatic 
– it grinds and tamps automatically, but 
uses old-school handle baskets and a milk 
jug – each setting is controlled by a simple 
knob with a clear digital display. The only 
downside? The less-than-perfect price. 
£1,800. sageappliances.co.uk

Win: Stunning looks; simple to use; 
best coffee by far
Fail: It’s expensive for a morning coffee
★★★★★★★★★✩

Saeco GranBaristo 
Automatic by Philips
The ideal machine for a divided home of 
coffee lovers, it comes with a 270g “bean 
switcher”, making it simple to swap out 
different coffee sources and, like the 
Miele (below), offers presets which can 
be stored under different profiles. The 
coffee itself? One of the best on test.
£1,400. philips.co.uk

Win: Great for multiple users; easy to 
choose profiles and switch beans
Fail: End result still quite not up to 
the semi-automatic Sage
★★★★★★★✩✩✩

NC-ZA1 by Panasonic
We wanted to hate the all-too-slick 
touchscreen Panasonic. Is that a manly 
kitchen gadget? But we loved it. The 
set-up was a breeze, and using it was an 
intuitive, no-fuss delight. Select beans, 
volume, and you’re away – the MacBook 
of coffee machines. Add in its super-svelte 
profile and if you want a machine with 
minimum fuss, look no further.
£499. panasonic.com

Win: Simple to use; intuitive interface; 
ultra-slim
Fail: Coffee; still not quite pro-quality
★★★★★★★✩✩✩

CM6300 by Miele
Everything about the Miele felt a little 
flimsy and while it boasts plentiful options 
(you can save individual portion sizes for 
cappuccino and macchiato under your 
profile) it all felt fiddly, like struggling with 
a bad PC app. Overall – disappointing.
£1,300. miele.co.uk

Win: Small and sleek
Fail: Less-than-intuitive controls; flimsy 
build quality
★★✩✩✩✩✩✩✩✩

Espresseria Automatic 
AE9010 Bean To Cup 
by Krups
The biggest machine, the Krups’ main 
selling point is a motorised milk frother 
that lurches out, frothing and heating 
the milk in the cup before dispensing the 
coffee. It makes it easily the simplest to 
use – just select your coffee, it’ll tell you 
how much cold milk to put in, and it’ll 
do the rest – but on our test it fell down 
on the flavour (the milk tasted boiled). 
£1,299. krups.co.uk

Win: As one-touch as bean-to-cup 
machines get
Fail: Clumsy; not a great cappuccino
★★★★✩✩✩✩✩✩
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The BREAKDOWN

Weight

Dimensions 
(h x w x d)

Pressure 
(bars)

Water 
container

Bean 
container

Espresseria 
Automatic 

AE9010

17kg

15

1.7 litres

280

CM6300

13kg

15

1.8 litres

300g

16.6kg

9

2.5 litres

The Oracle

250g

12.5kg

15

Saeco 
GranBaristo 
Automatic

1.7 litres

270g

10.3kg

15

NC-ZA1

1.4 litres

125g 270g

45x38x58cm35x25x43cm45x37x41cm 36x21x46cm 34x20x41cm
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BRITISH

...For gentlemen 

everywhere!
Available now on iPad, iPhone and Android devices!

Everything you need for the most stylish summer 

of your life, including 20 fail-safe items to reach 

for when the temperature rises. Action Bronson gives his thoughts on man 

maintenance, Jon Favreau eviscerates the worst restaurant trends and Chromeo 

explain the art of seduction. Plus Mark Wahlberg on the new Transformers film, 

AA Gill on golf snobbery and Gary Player explains how to remain at the top at 78. 

All this, plus what happened when we let Piers Morgan interview Jessica Alba...
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PRESS THE RIGHT BUTTONS
Recently, tools such as MS Office have come to the App 
Store, meaning the iPad is now as fit for work as it is for 
play. So all you need is a set of keys...
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QODE Ultimate by Belkin
A real annoyance with many iPad cases 
is that the top row of keys is too close 
to the screen, so you accidentally knock 
it and jog the cursor. This one keeps 
your fingers at a safe distance, plus it 
feels sturdy. 
£100. belkin.com

Win: Good battery life
Fail: Spaces between keys could be 
more pronounced
★★★★★★★★✩✩

Versavu by Targus
Its big sell is that it can spin from 
landscape into portrait mode. The 
problem is that the mechanism forms 
the main part of the exterior casing, yet 
it is thin and plasticky so you worry that 
dropping it would cause it to crack like 
a poppadom.
£60. targus.com

Win: Nice key resistance when typing
Fail: Seems like it might undo 
unexpectedly
★★★★✩✩✩✩✩✩

Stealth Pro by M-Edge
Nothing wrong with the Stealth Pro’s 
attention to design, but the “GripTrack” 
– which holds it all in place – turns out to 
be a gimmick. Although the screen can be 
tilted at any angle, it allows the keyboard 
to wobble as you type.
£60. medgestore.com

Win: Backlit keys
Fail: Clasp flap is cumbersome
★★★★★✩✩✩✩✩

FabricSkin Folio by 
Logitech
Full marks for its minimalist design and 
well-spaced keys. There’s a membrane 
over the keyboard that renders it 
splash-proof; however, that also means 
that typing takes some getting used to. 
£129. logitech.com

Win: Strong magnets to hold the screen
Fail: We accidentally snapped off part of 
the casing when unclipping the iPad
★★★★★★★✩✩✩

KeyFolio Exact Thin Folio 
by Kensington
It does exactly what it’s meant to do 
but no more than that. So, yes, it looks 
businesslike, it feels sturdy and the clasp 
flap is substantial, but others on test find 
a way to go the extra mile at a lower price.
£120. kensington.com

Win: Includes a pen holder
Fail: Magnets feel weak
★★★★★★✩✩✩✩

ClamCase Pro
Anyone who adds a keyboard into the 
proceedings has already betrayed their 
desire for a laptop, so why not go the 
whole hog? Snap the tablet into the back 
of this shell setup and you have what 
looks like a mini MacBook Pro. The 
illusion is so good that we kept reaching 
for the (nonexistent) trackpad.
£100. clamcase.com 

Win: Inverts to become an iPad stand
Fail: Overly heavy
★★★★★★★★★✩

The BREAKDOWN

Dimension 
(w x h x d)

Weight

Battery life

Backlit keys?

18 x 2.6 
x 24.2cm

280g

90 hours

No

Versavu
QODE 

Ultimate

21.8 x 2.3 
x 27.9cm 

590g

160 hours

No

Stealth Pro

19.7 x 1.6 
x 27.9cm

570g

100 hours

Yes

25.8 x 3.8 
x 26.2cm

998g

960 hours

KeyFolio 
Exact 

Thin Folio

Yes

18.5 x 1.9 
x 25.5cm

430g

125 hours

FabricSkin 
Folio

No

20 x 2.2 
x 24.6cm

680g

100 hours

ClamCase 
Pro

No

5
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Wilkinson Sword Hydro 5 
and Hydro 5 Power Select. 

wilkinsonsword.co.uk 

Close friend:  
The Wilkinson 
Sword Hydro 5 
razors hydrate 
and moisturise 
with every sweep

‘I go between 

 a beard and a clean  

chin – but there’s no 

better feeling than having 

a good, close shave’

SWORDPLAY
For the smoothest shave or the sharpest beard style, salon creative director  

Dan Gregory uses Wilkinson Sword’s Hydro 5 razors and Hydro shave-care range 



 1
Pre-shave  
Wet your face  
and apply 
Wilkinson Sword 
Hydro Precision 
Transparent Gel. 

This lifts and softens  
the hairs, helping you 
get a closer and more 
comfortable shave.  
The gel also lubricates, 
so the razor will move 
easily – a gliding blade 
prevents scraping and 
rawness. The Hydro 5 

razor has a lubricating 
Hydrating Gel Reservoir, 
so skin irritation is 
attacked on all fronts.

 2
Main shave
Next, work  
in some 
Wilkinson 
Sword 
Sensitive  

Gel on top of the 
Transparent Gel. 
Remember to cover all  
of your stubble areas. 

Take your Hydro 5 razor 
and shave with the grain, 
or across it. 

 3
Finishing 
touch 
Rinse the 
shaving gel 
from your face 
and give your 

Hydro 5 razor a 
thorough clean with 
water. The razor needs 
to be unclogged for 
your next shave. If you 

have stubborn debris 
within the blades, soak 
the razor in warm water 
for a few minutes and 
that should remove the 
build-up. Once you’ve 
towel-dried your face, 
apply Wilkinson Sword 
Sensitive After Shave 
Balm to soothe, protect 
and invigorate your skin. 
Steer clear of alcohol- 
based products. They 
sting! Skin needs to be 
calmed – not irritated.

In 2014, the leading fashion trends 

have included bright-fabric suits, 

floral-print shirts and utility denim 

paired with leather or suede jackets. 

But today, there is an extra element 

that stylish men must consider – 

whether to opt for the clean-shaved 

look or cultivate an immaculately 

trimmed beard. 

Wherever your loyalties lie, the 

Wilkinson Sword Hydro 5 razor and 

Hydro shaving range is a valuable ally 

to both camps, ensuring a supremely 

smooth shave or sharp beard style. 

“I’m one of the few people who 

switch between the two styles,” 

admits Dan Gregory, founder and 

creative director of Man Made salon 

in London. “I’ve got a beard at the 

moment, but I like to refresh my look. 

I’ll grow a beard for a week and keep 

the style defined, then I’ll take it all 

off. I love the feel of a clean shave – 

there’s nothing better than that.”

With 13 years’ salon experience, 

Dan is a leading authority on male 

grooming and an advocate of the 

Wilkinson Sword Hydro 5 razors, 

shaving gels and balms. There are  

two Hydro 5 razors available: the 

Hydro 5 and Hydro 5 Power Select. 

Both feature five ultraglide blades  

– the more blades, the less friction  

– and a lubricating Hydrating Gel 

Reservoir that assists the glide and 

moisturises with every sweep. A clean 

glide means no rawness and redness.

“One of the biggest mistakes that 

people make is shaving against the 

grain,” says Dan. “It can cause nicks 

and cuts. I tell my customers to either 

go with the grain or across the grain 

– never against it. That way, your  

skin will feel smooth but best of all, 

there’s no irritation.”

To finish off your routine, the 

Hydro 5 razors also have a flip 

trimmer, enabling the user to tackle 

hard-to-reach places or edge and 

define a fashionably appealing beard. 

For a truly velvety experience, the 

vibrating Hydro 5 Power Select is 

Dan’s top pick. With its three-speed 

power setting, the Power Select can 

be tailored to skin types, giving 

ultimate control and comfort. If you 

have sensitive skin, select the razor’s 

top vibration setting and you’ll enjoy 

a supremely smooth shave. No nicks, 

no cuts and no redness: a style that 

will never go out of fashion.

Groom service: 
Dan Gregory has 
13 years’ salon 
experience

‘Shave after a 

shower. Skin 

will be clean 

and warm and 

the moisture 

in the room 

will help keep 

stubble soft’

G Promotion

 4  5 3 2 1

Grooming expert Dan Gregory reveals his 

three-step technique for the perfect shave...

1. Wilkinson Sword Hydro  

5 Power Select, £12.99.  

2. Wilkinson Sword Hydro  

5, £8.99. 3. Wilkinson Sword 

Hydro Precision Transparent 

Gel, £4.09. 4. Wilkinson 

Sword Hydro Sensitive Gel, 

£3.59. 5. Wilkinson Sword 

Hydro Balm, £5.09.  

wilkinsonsword.co.uk

Face value

THE SELECTION
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The end: The process by 
which lethal injections 
are carried out in the 
US is coming under 
increasing scrutiny 
following a series of 
controversial executions 

INSIDE THE CHAMBER:

Does it matter 

how a condemned 

man dies?
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DEATH PENALTY

The drug used to kill 

inmates on death row 

– sodium thiopental – 

has run out. The story 

of what has replaced it 

is as alarming as it is 

horrific. GQ goes to 

Texas and Oklahoma in 

search of some answers, 

a trail that leads all the 

way to the gurney...

STORY BY ALEX HANNAFORD
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The small room is silent and the desk fan 

that whirs by the door fails to cut through 

the muggy warmth. There are 24 black metal 

chairs, in two rows of 12, and two boxes of 

tissues, one placed somewhere near the middle 

of each row. I’m told to sit at the back, at the far 

end, and the female corrections officer standing 

a few feet away doesn’t  acknowledge me as I 

take my seat; instead she stands there,  silently 

staring at her fingernails. There’s another guard 

at the other end of the room – by the yellow 

door I just came through – and two men in 

suits, each of whom has a black phone pressed 

to his ear. 

Seven people – six men and one woman – 

are then escorted through that yellow door and 

take their seats in front of me. One of them, 

an older man in his seventies, removes a large 

cowboy hat then says something quietly to the 

guard. She smiles but doesn’t reply. Nobody 

else says a word; etiquette perhaps dictates 

that you don’t speak once inside this room.

A few seconds later the curtain we are facing 

opens. Behind the glass a woman wearing a 

smart jacket and skirt faces us from where she 

stands, behind a hospital gurney in the centre 

of the room.

Lying on the gurney is a man in his fifties 

with grey hair and glasses. His head rests on a 

pillow and his large body is covered by a crisp 

white sheet. He has two IV needles taped 

to his arms and I notice a little dried blood 

above the plasters. He tilts his head slightly to 

 acknowledge the people sitting in front of me. 

He begins to cry. This is Kenneth Hogan and 

in a little more than ten minutes he’ll be dead.

Two weeks earlier, on 9 January, another man 

was lying on this same gurney, covered in a 

crisp white sheet. Michael Lee Wilson was 

38 and had been on death row for his part in 

the killing of a colleague who worked in an 

Oklahoma convenience store. As the drugs took 

hold Wilson said into the microphone above 

him, “I feel my whole body burning.” 

Perhaps Wilson knew, or perhaps he didn’t, 

that those words would outlive him; that they’d 

form part of a litany of horrifying testimony 

that would put the lethal-injection process in 

the United States on trial.

Until the Eighties, when a syringe was 

 routinely used to pump death-row inmates 

full of lethal drugs, the electric chair was the 

de facto method of killing criminals in the US. 

The chair is still retained in eight states in the 

event that an inmate chooses it over lethal 

injection (which one did as recently as last 

year), the lethal injection drug supply dries up, 

or the method is ruled unconstitutional. With 

the electric chair, electrodes are fastened to 

the condemned prisoner’s head and legs and 

around 2,000 volts are sent through their body.

There have been problems with the chair 

ever since it was first employed in 1890 in New 

York. Then, a vegetable seller called William 

Kemmler, who had killed his girlfriend with a 

hatchet, was strapped in, and after  convulsing 

as the electrical current surged through his 

body a doctor pronounced him dead. 

His diagnosis, however, was premature. 

“Great God,” cried one witness, “he’s alive.” 

“Turn on the current,” shouted another. 

Unconscious but still breathing, Kemmler 

was then subjected to another bolt of electric-

ity. According to a New York Times report at 

the time, “blood began to appear on the face 

of the wretch in the chair”, and afterwards 

the deputy coroner told the correspondent, “I 

would rather see ten hangings than one such 

execution as this.”

In 1999, photographs of the botched 

 electrocution of Allen Lee Davis on Florida’s 

death row were published by a judge on the 

state’s supreme court. In the pictures, Davis 

can be seen purple-faced, eyes scrunched 

shut, blood pouring from his nose and dripping 

onto his prison whites. The sickening spectacle 

drew nationwide media attention and an end 

to Florida’s use of the electric chair.

But electrocution was used in another state 

as recently as January 2013, when Robert 

Gleason Jr, 42, who strangled his cell mate in 

prison, was executed by the state of Virginia. 

In fact, in the past decade, seven inmates – all 

men – have been executed this way, in South 

Carolina, Virginia and Tennessee. 

The gas chamber was introduced in 1924 in 

an effort to improve on electrocution but that 

hasn’t fared much better. In 1983, murderer 

Jimmy Lee Gray was executed by the state of 

Mississippi and a report described how, as Gray 

began inhaling the toxic fumes, he thrashed his 

head around, repeatedly banging it into an iron 

bar behind his chair until he lost consciousness. 

In 1996, a panel of judges in California (where 

the gas chamber had been used since 1933) 

ruled that it constituted a “cruel and unusual 

punishment”. But each state makes its own 

laws, and the gas chamber is still authorised in 

three states – Arizona, Missouri and Wyoming.

Hanging is still available in Delaware, New 

Hampshire and Washington state, and firing 

squad in Oklahoma (if lethal injection or 

 electrocution are ever found  unconstitutional). 

Utah abolished the firing squad in 2004 for any 

new death-row inmates, but that’s how four 

The lethal injection 
has been FAR FROM 
DEVOID of problems. 

In 1992, Robyn 
Parks had a violent 
reaction when his 
abdomen WENT 

INTO SPASM and he 
gagged until he died
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men currently on death row there will be exe-

cuted because they were “grandfathered in” 

when they elected it. 

In 1977, Jay Chapman, then the Oklahoma 

state medical examiner, designed a three-drug 

cocktail that could be used to execute  offenders. 

It consisted of sodium thiopental, an anaes-

thetic which would put the inmate to sleep; 

pancuronium bromide, a muscle relaxant; and 

potassium chloride, which stops the heart. 

They were to be administered in sequence. 

Eventually all states that carried out executions 

(currently 35) would employ lethal injection as 

their primary method of killing prisoners.

Not surprisingly, considering its less-than-

salubrious distinction of being the state that 

carries out the most executions, Texas was 

the first to use the three-drug procedure, in 

1982, when it put to death 40-year-old Charles 

Brooks Jr for murdering a car mechanic.

According to a local report, when the injec-

tion began Brooks closed his eyes, after which 

he started gasping and wheezing. He was 

 pronounced dead seven minutes later.

Anaesthetists noted that the second drug, 

pancuronium bromide, seemed to serve no 

purpose other than to stop the inmate’s body 

from moving, making watching him die more 

palatable to witnesses. As one anaesthetist 

told me, “It was included to make it prettier.”

In 2003, I researched this very same issue 

after a lawsuit was filed on behalf of Texas 

death row inmates pointing out that the use 

of pancuronium bromide was forbidden in 

Texas – and at least 18 other states – for use 

by vets in putting animals to sleep. Back then, 

Jim Marcus, executive director of the Texas 

Defender Service which filed the suit, told me 

there was evidence the drug “renders a person 

paralysed but they’re completely sentient and 

dying a slow death of asphyxiation”.

Around the same time, a judge in Tennessee 

wrote that its use “taps into every citizen’s fear 

that the government manipulates the setting 

and gilds the lily.”

The use of the three-drug cocktail, though, 

would continue. Megan McCracken, an attor-

ney at the Death Penalty Clinic at UC Berkeley 

School of Law, told me that if the first drug 

isn’t administered properly there’s a risk of the 

inmate being awake and aware but paralysed. If 

that’s the case, she said, the third drug, potas-

sium chloride, would cause “extraordinary pain 

as it travels through the circulatory system”.

Execution by lethal injection has been 

far from devoid of problems. In 1992 in 

Oklahoma’s death chamber, Robyn Parks had a 

violent reaction to the drugs when the muscles 

in his jaw, neck and abdomen went into a 

spasm and he gasped and gagged until he died.

In 2005, in Delaware, the main IV line became 

blocked during the execution of Brian Steckel. 

The  sedative drug wasn’t administered properly, 

and Steckel stayed conscious as the pancuro-

nium bromide trickled into his vein. According 

to Fordham University law professor Deborah 

Denno, Steckel then started to convulse.

In 2007, due to his weight, it took around an 

hour and a half to find a vein in Christopher 

Newton’s arms as he lay on the gurney in Ohio 

waiting to die – so long, in fact, that Newton 

was granted a toilet break. When he was finally 

injected with the lethal drugs, his stomach 

heaved, his mouth twitched and he suffered 

convulsions. It took 16 minutes to kill him.

Until 2009, the drugs used in the lethal 

 injection process were all available on 

the US market from wholesalers, but that 

year Hospira, the sole producer of sodium 

 thiopental, had a manufacturing problem at its 

plant in North Carolina. Suddenly,  according 

to McCracken, the stocks of sodium thiopental 

became scarce. “And slowly, you saw depart-

ments of corrections running out and unable 

to get more.”

Sodium thiopental had been used less and 

less in conventional medicine, replaced largely 

by propofol, a more effective  anaesthetic 

because patient recovery is quicker. McCracken 

says departments of corrections then began 

trading with each other and looking to import 

sodium thiopental from overseas. 

Following an investigation by British-based 

human rights charity Reprieve, it transpired 

that one of these overseas suppliers was a UK 

company called Dream Pharma Ltd, run by a 

man called Mehdi Alavi who rented a desk 

in a driving school in Acton, London. What’s 

more, he was supplying drugs to the Arizona 

Department of Corrections that had already 

been used in at least one execution.

Clive Stafford Smith, Reprieve’s ballsy 

 director and an attorney who had spent years 

working capital murder cases in Louisiana, 

didn’t mince words in a letter to Alavi. “You 

have played a significant role and hold 

 responsibility for the potential deaths of many 

people in the United States,” he wrote. “I 

need hardly point out that your advertising 

slogan – ‘Dream Pharma Ltd, Dedicated to the 

Healthcare of the Public’ – is hardly appropri-

ate, unless your dreams refer to Hamlet: ‘To 

sleep, perchance to dream... for in that sleep 

of death who knows what dreams may come.’”

According to Maya Foa, strategic director of 

Reprieve’s death-penalty team, death-penalty  

drugs were now being obtained through a 

complex supply chain and network of global 

distribution.

This marked the start of a deliberate and  

Dealing with death 
(from far left): The 
entrance to Oklahoma 
State Penitentiary, 
where GQ’s Alex 
Hannaford witnessed 
the execution of 
Kenneth Hogan on 
23 January 2014; 
Clayton Lockett, 
whose botched 
execution on 29 April 
reignited the debate 
in the US over lethal 
injections; governor of 
Oklahoma, Mary Fallin, 
issues a statement 
about Lockett’s 
death, 30 April; 

midazolam and 
hydromorphone, 
two new drugs being 
used for lethal 
injection in Ohio; 
the headquarters 
of the British 
pharmaceutical 
company Dream 
Pharma Ltd in Acton, 
London, which, 
following a shortage 
of sodium thiopental 
in the US, began 
supplying 
departments of 
corrections with 
the drug for use 
in executions
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 very effective campaign on the part of 

human-rights groups and defence attorneys 

to thwart the supply of those overseas drugs, 

through both media campaigns and lawsuits. 

Kayem Pharmaceutical Private Limited based 

in Mumbai, India, supplied sodium thiopental to 

South Dakota and Nebraska. When it became 

public knowledge in the spring of 2011, the 

company’s managing director, Naveen Verma, 

claimed he had no idea what the drugs were 

being used for, adding that a broker  negotiated 

the contract and had since been sacked.

Somewhat ironically, India retains capital 

punishment for certain serious offences, though 

it has only been carried out four times in the 

past 20 years.

McCracken says this was when some US states 

began changing the drug protocol they used 

to carry out lethal injections. When stocks of 

sodium thiopental dried up, Ohio, for example, 

changed to a single dose of pentobarbital.

Pentobarbital works much like sodium 

 thiopental. In our brain we have what are called 

GABA receptors – chemical messengers that sci-

entists believe control our fear or anxiety when 

our neurons are overexcited. Pentobarbital and 

sodium thiopental stimulate those receptors and 

a certain amount can put you to sleep.

According to one anaesthetist who has 

researched the lethal injection process, pento-

barbital kills people in two different ways: an 

older, sicker person’s veins will dilate and their 

heart will beat faster, which can cause a heart 

attack. Younger people whose heart can toler-

ate the drug stop breathing. And if you stop 

breathing for five minutes you get brain damage 

and then hypoxemia – a lack of oxygen in the 

bloodstream, which will ultimately kill you.

Lundbeck, a Danish pharmaceutical company, 

held the only licence to manufacture pentobar-

bital, known by its trade name Nembutal in 

the United States, and by July 2011, caving to 

pressure from human-rights groups, it agreed 

to halt distribution of the product to prisons in 

any state that carried out the lethal injection. 

“It appeared to work well,” says McCracken. 

Departments of corrections were unable to get 

their hands on sedatives used in the lethal injec-

tion process and the stocks that some of them 

did have expired in November of the same year.

To illustrate just how shady the entire thing 

had become, one death-penalty attorney shared 

a redacted email chain with me which showed 

a foreign supplier of pentobarbital willing to 

ship to the US using “diplomatic seals”, which 

it said “will enable the parcel to pass free from 

all customs control and police intervention”. 

The same email claimed it wrapped merchandise 

in carbon photo paper so that x-ray machines 

would not penetrate it.

In the spring of 2012, a federal judge in 

Washington, DC ruled that the US Food and 

Drug Administration (FDA) had broken the 

law in allowing certain states to bypass regula-

tions and import unapproved drugs to be used 

in  executions. In his ruling, Judge Richard Leon 

wrote that the FDA had “acted in a manner 

contrary to the public health... [and] appears 

to be simply wrapping itself in the flag of law-

enforcement discretion to justify its  authority 

and masquerade an otherwise seemingly callous 

indifference to the health consequences of 

those immediately facing the executioner’s 

needle. How utterly disappointing.”

It was like a tactical game, with events 

seeming to favour the abolitionist movement. 

It was the execution states’ move. This is where 

the story takes a more  sinister turn; where it’s 

no longer a game of cat and mouse with sup-

pliers and their adversaries. This is the moment 

the war over death-penalty drugs reaches the 

executioner’s table.

The source of drugs became shrouded in 

secrecy. In September 2013, it looked like 

death-row prisoner Arturo Diaz would become 

the first person to be put to death using pento-

barbital obtained from a vendor that the Texas 

Department of Criminal Justice refused to 

identify. Then, a week before the execution 

it revealed it had obtained the drug from the 

Virginia Department of Corrections – at no cost.

In October 2013, stymied by human rights 

groups and defence lawyers working for the 

condemned, Florida decided to try something 

new – a never-before-tried drug in executions 

called midazolam, which is used by doctors to 

treat seizures and insomnia, and for sedating 

patients before medical procedures. Florida 

planned to use it first in its three-drug cocktail, 

followed by pancuronium bromide and potas-

sium chloride. When it put convicted rapist and 

murderer William Happ to death in October last 

year, witnesses described how Happ shook his 

head back and forth while the drugs flooded his 

system. Two minutes later he opened his eyes, 

then yawned before his jaw dropped open. 

Lawyers for seven Florida death row inmates 

subsequently challenged the  constitutionality 

of the drug.

Some states also turned to what are known as 

“compounding pharmacies” to obtain supplies. 

Unregulated by the FDA, compounding phar-

macies primarily mix drugs for individual 

patients’ needs – removing an ingredient that 

causes an allergic reaction, perhaps, or changing 

the form of the medicine from a pill to a liquid.

In October 2012, South Dakota  executed 

Eric Robert – convicted of killing a prison 

guard – using pentobarbital it obtained 

from a  compounding pharmacy. Following 

that, Georgia, Texas, Ohio and Missouri each 

announced they would secure pentobarbital 

from compounding pharmacies.

But critics said compounded pentobarbi-

tal wasn’t regulated by the FDA, had much 

shorter expiration dates and if its potency was 

 questionable it wouldn’t sedate the inmate 

properly. “Mis-compounded pentobarbital 

poses a grave risk of suffering and pain in 

 violation of the Eighth Amendment, as well as 

federal and state law,” one attorney wrote in a 

lawsuit against an Oklahoma pharmacy.

Herbert Smulls, an inmate on Missouri’s death 

row, was scheduled to die on 29 January 2014 

using compounded pentobarbital. In a letter 

sent a week before to the FDA, Smulls’  attorney, 

Cheryl Pilate, described information she had 

received that she said proved a compounding 

pharmacy sent the prison syringes filled with 

pentobarbital and had directed the Missouri 

Department of Corrections to store it at room 

temperature. An affidavit from a pharmacolo-

gist said improper storage of the pentobarbital 

at room temperature created a risk that Smulls 

could be “injected with a degraded, contami-

nated drug, thus causing excruciating pain”.

If you’re given a large enough dose of pento-

barbital prepared under FDA supervision, most 

anaesthetists agree that you’ll fall asleep and 

won’t wake up, and although nobody knows 

exactly how it feels to be killed with pento-

barbital, most agree it’s probably painless. But 

compounded drugs might not be sterile. And 

because of the Hippocratic oath, medical doctors 

don’t  administer it to death-row inmates; it’s 

injected  by people who work in the prison. As 

one anaesthetist I spoke to told me, “They don’t 

know what they’re doing. And so the pentobar-

bital can burn or cause pain on injection. And 

sometimes [inmates] are not given enough.”

According to Mike Brickner, policy director 

for the American Civil Liberties Union (ACLU) 

in Ohio, compounding pharmacies have sold 

expired drugs or drugs that have not been 

stored properly. In 2012 a batch of contami-

nated steroids from a compounding pharmacy 

caused 750 people to fall sick with fungal men-

ingitis. Sixty-four people died in that outbreak. 

Late on 28 January, the supreme court 

granted Smulls a stay of execution, but it was 

lifted the next day and Smulls was put to death 

using the compounded drug.

By now, some states had begun talking 

about bringing back earlier methods of execu-

tion: Chris Koster, Missouri’s attorney general, 

 suggested it might revert to the gas chamber; 

Dustin McDaniel, the attorney general of 

Ohio decided to try 
a new drug protocol 
on Dennis McGuire. 

Witnesses said it 
took 26 MINUTES 

for him to die – THE 
LONGEST by lethal 

injection in the 
state’s history
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Arkansas, hinted at a return to the  electric 

chair. And in Wyoming, Republican state 

senator Bruce Burns even suggested firing 

squad as an alternative. “I consider frankly the 

gas chamber to be cruel and unusual,” Burns 

told the Associated Press, “so I went with firing 

squad because they also have it in Utah.”

 T
he horror of what happened in Ohio 

on 16 January 2014 was palpable. 

Nobody could sugar-coat what they 

had seen: not the witnesses sitting 

in front of the glass screen; not the 

 corrections officers standing guard; nor the 

prison warden whose job it was to stand next 

to the condemned man, Dennis McGuire.

Rather than source compounded pentobarbi-

tal from a US pharmacy, Ohio tried a new drug 

protocol on McGuire, convicted of the rape and 

murder of a pregnant woman in 1989. The cock-

tail would consist of the sedative midazolam 

and hydromorphone. But the combination was 

untested. Before the execution, David Waisel, 

associate professor of anaesthesia at Harvard 

Medical School who served as an expert witness 

for McGuire in his appeal, warned it could cause 

the condemned man “agony and horror”, but 

Ohio went ahead regardless. 

Witnesses said it took McGuire 26 minutes to 

die – the longest by lethal injection in the state’s 

history. “My dad began gasping and struggling 

to breathe,” said McGuire’s son, in a press con-

ference afterwards. “I watched his stomach 

heave, I watched him try to sit up against the 

straps on the gurney. I watched him repeat-

edly clench his fists. It appeared to me he was 

 fighting for his life but suffocating. The agony 

and terror... lasted more than 19 minutes.”

David Waisel told me that McGuire was never 

sufficiently anaesthetised. “He was sitting there 

fighting to breathe for a long time, so the drugs 

did not work as the state proposed they would.”

In more than a decade covering the death penalty 

in Texas, I’d interviewed scores of inmates at the 

Polunsky Unit, the concrete fortress in the east 

Texas town of Livingston that houses the state’s 

death row wing. But I’d never witnessed an exe-

cution. Several years ago, the criminal justice 

department’s then-public information officer 

asked if I’d like to, but I didn’t feel it would add 

anything to the stories I was writing.

With new drugs being tried, others obtained 

from questionable sources, and horrific stories 

of suffering on the gurney, I felt I needed to 

see what 35 states were doing in the name of 

the American people. The next person sched-

uled for execution in the US was Kenneth 

Hogan who was set to die by a cocktail of 

 pentobarbital, the muscle relaxant vecuronium 

bromide, and potassium chloride on 23 January. 

Two weeks earlier, pentobarbital from the same 

batch, sourced from a compounding pharmacy, 

had been used to kill Michael Lee Wilson, who 

said he felt his entire body burning.

Hogan had been convicted of stabbing his 

friend to death in 1988. One morning that 

January he told his wife he was going to work, 

but instead went to see 21-year-old Lisa 

Stanley while her husband was out. The pair 

smoked marijuana and Hogan claimed Stanley 

tried to persuade him to steal a stereo system 

for her. When he refused, they began to argue. 

According to court documents from Hogan’s 

clemency appeal, she threatened to call his wife 

and tell her the couple were having an affair. 

The row escalated. Hogan is quoted as saying 

“she went into the kitchen and she come [sic] 

back out... I was putting my coat on and she 

just pushed it [a knife] right at me. I didn’t 

know what to say, do or think, I just grabbed 

the knife and it hurt, it hurt...”

He then describes killing Stanley with the 

same knife. “It was like I wasn’t even there,” he 

said. “Just somebody else... it wasn’t even me. 

It was stabbing her and I couldn’t stop him.”

Prosecutors said Hogan stabbed Stanley more 

than 25 times in her back, neck and chest, after 

which he knocked over objects in her apartment 

to make it appear like she had been robbed.

 I
t’s -4C outside on the day I arrive in 

McAlester, a city of 18,000 people in 

southwest Oklahoma. The town gets 

its name from JJ McAlester, the state’s 

 one-time lieutenant governor who was 

 immortalised in the novel True Grit. Its biggest 

employer is the army’s ammunition plant, which 

has the distinction of making all the bombs used 

by the US military. 

The Oklahoma State Penitentiary is known 

locally as McAlester or Big Mac. An  imposing 

white building with peeled paintwork, it 

became operational in 1908 and is mentioned 

in the opening scenes of John Steinbeck’s novel 

The Grapes Of Wrath; his central protagonist 

Tom Joad is paroled from McAlester before 

setting out for California to escape the Dust 

Bowl during the Great Depression.

Big Mac is also famous for a prison riot in 

1973, regarded as the worst in US history. It’s 

also home to the state’s death row, and that’s 

where I go at 4pm on 23 January, to watch 

Kenneth Hogan die.

Jerry Massie looks like he could have been a  

film star. He wears a grey suit, shiny black shoes 

and his grey hair is neatly parted and glistens 

under the strip light. He has piercing blue eyes 

and a suntan. Massie is not a movie star. He 

used to be a probation officer in Oklahoma, 

but for years now he’s been the head of public 

information for the state’s department of cor-

rections. If you’re a journalist and you need to 

witness an execution, Massie’s your man.

It’s now about -6C and the sun is sinking low 

in the sky. An icy wind whips around the trees 

outside and a train whistles in the distance as 

it passes through. The media waiting room is a 

small tan building about 100ft or so away from 

the perimeter wall of the prison. Next to it is a 

patch of browning grass with a children’s swing 

and some picnic benches – apparently for low-

risk inmates from the minimum security unit 

down the road to meet their families.

Inside, the chairs, each with red plastic seats, 

face towards the front of the room where 

there’s a desk, behind which sit two other 

prison staff. There’s coffee and cookies  provided 

for media witnesses, although today there will 

be only two members of the press here.

Massie hands me a sheet of paper. It says 

Hogan’s last meal was given to him between 

12.30pm and 1pm. He ate a cheeseburger from 

Braum’s, a fast-food chain; a 10oz block of sharp 

cheddar cheese; large French fries (cooked 

crispy); a 500ml bottle of Pepsi; 15 packets of 

ketchup; and a bag of BBQ corn nuts.

Massie tells me he thinks the last meal forms 

part of the ritual inmates go through. “That’s 

why you never get them causing trouble on 

execution day,” he says. “They don’t struggle 

on the gurney. They want to go out like a man.” 

Massie says he thinks they’re resigned to the 

fact they’re going to die on a certain day at a 

certain time and that they’ve made their peace.

Shortly after 4pm, Justin Juozapavicius, 

a reporter for the Associated Press, enters 

the media room. A jovial man in his thirties, 

Juozapavicius is about to cover his tenth exe-

cution. Massie has “facilitated” media witnesses 

for about 190 executions in Oklahoma but he’s 

never seen one himself.

At about 5.50pm, the phone will ring. On 

the other end of the line will be a prison staff 

member telling Massie the execution is about to 

begin and that we’re to be taken to death row. 

While we’re waiting, Massie tells me the story 

of one inmate, Robert Brecheen, who in 1995 

overdosed on sedatives a few hours before his 

execution. He had to be rushed to hospital to 

have his stomach pumped before he was driven 

back to the prison only to be executed in the 

morning. “It was the same doctor who pumped 

his stomach that later pronounced him dead in 

the execution chamber,” Massie says.

Even though I’m anticipating it, when the  

In 1995, one inmate 
who OVERDOSED 
ON SEDATIVES a 

few hours before his 
execution had his 

stomach pumped in 
hospital before being 
driven back to prison 

TO BE EXECUTED
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 phone eventually rings it startles me. 

Massie’s colleague picks up her keys from 

the desk and leads me and Juozapavicius to 

a waiting car. She drives us round the back 

of Big Mac, past the huge entrance to the old 

prison rodeo where inmates used to ride bulls 

and horses to crowds of paying spectators but 

which doesn’t take place any more due to cut-

backs. Next to that is what looks like a grey 

concrete bunker.

We’re rushed inside. “No pat-downs today,” 

says the large guard at the entrance. “Do you 

have cell phones on you?” We both say no and 

he hands Juozapavicius and me a notepad and 

pencil each before an officer escorts us inside 

the warm fortress, down a long hallway, and 

past a row of small barred windows.

The corridor narrows and we’re told to go 

inside a small room with a yellow door. Twenty-

four hours ago, Hogan was moved to a special 

holding cell, just feet from the entrance to the 

death chamber. He was allowed to shower and 

given a new set of clothes. That’s where he ate 

his last meal, made his final phone calls and 

met with a priest. By the time Juozapavicius 

and I take our seats, Hogan is already strapped 

to the gurney on the other side of the curtain 

and has IVs in his arms.

Two speakers attached to the wall above 

the window will broadcast his final statement. 

Behind me is another pane of one-way glass. 

Behind it sit eight relatives of Hogan’s victim.

The two men who have been standing near the 

door with separate telephones pressed to their 

ears – one to the governor’s office, the other to 

the warden in the execution chamber – replace 

the handsets. There has been no  last-minute stay.

Once the curtain rolls back, the condemned 

man mumbles something and the warden tells 

him to take a deep breath in order to get his 

words out. Hogan acknowledges his family and 

friends, including the man in the cowboy hat, 

who sits in front of me. “I’m guilty of what I’m 

here for,” he says, “and I take full responsibil-

ity for my actions. And to Lisa’s family I say 

I’m sorry that I can’t undo it. I’m sorry to my 

family for all the pain and shame I’ve caused 

them. Minister you’ve helped me to be a better 

believer and I thank you for that.”

He tells everyone he loves them and when 

he finishes, the warden says, “Let the execu-

tion begin,” and Hogan begins whispering what 

sounds like a prayer. He tilts his head up, looks 

at his family one final time, then lays back down, 

staring at the ceiling before closing his eyes. 

“There’s a chemical taste in my mouth,” he 

says. Then, “I’m going. I’m going. I’m going.” 

Hogan takes his final breaths and I can just see 

the white sheet covering him blowing in the 

breeze of a small fan on the floor at the foot 

of the gurney. In seconds, Hogan’s face turns 

from pink to grey.

Six minutes from when the execution began, 

the warden asks the doctor to check Hogan’s 

vital signs. The doctor emerges from near the 

foot of the bed where he’s been crouching, 

places a stethoscope on Hogan’s heart and 

listens. He removes it, lets it dangle from his 

neck, then looks at the clock. “Time of death: 

6.13pm,” he says.

The warden, hands clasped behind her back, 

looks at Hogan’s face. It’s the last thing I see 

before the curtain closes. Hogan’s family and 

friends wipe away tears. When we file out of 

the witness room, the two boxes of tissues 

remain untouched.

Back in the media room, Massie hands me 

two handwritten notes from the mother and 

father of the victim, Lisa Stanley. “In the 26 

years since my daughter’s death, Kenneth has 

not made any attempt to contact me nor any 

member of my family. He has shown absolutely 

no remorse for his actions,” Norma, her mother, 

had written. “My daughter was a beautiful 

young woman with a heart of gold.”

Her father, George, wrote that Hogan’s execu-

tion would “not bring her back nor will it change 

the harm brought to our family. But for 26 years, 

it has kept the horror of her death fresh in our 

memories. At last this will end the process.”

Closure. For two-and-a-half hours, as I drive  

from McAlester, Oklahoma, to my sister-in-

law’s house in Dallas, Texas, I wonder about this 

concept. Will Lisa Stanley’s family really feel 

at peace now her killer is dead? I see Hogan’s 

face in my mind, turning from pink to ash, a life 

snuffed out before my eyes. 

Oddly enough I feel a certain amount of guilt. 

I feel, like everyone there, that I have been 

complicit in this macabre drama. Media wit-

nesses are part of the process – or as Massie 

had put, the eyes and ears of the public – while 

the state carries out its role. 

A few days earlier I’d read a story by Kelly 

Kurt, a writer from Tulsa, Oklahoma,  reflecting 

on her experiences as a former Associated Press 

reporter. Kurt witnessed 16 executions up at Big 

Mac, but not once, she wrote, had she heard 

a condemned man cry. I don’t know what dif-

ference it makes, if any, but Kenneth Hogan 

had cried: before he’d apologised to his victim’s 

family, he’d wept on the gurney. 

 T
owards the end of April, two men  

were scheduled to die on the same 

evening on the same gurney where 

I’d watched Hogan succumb to a 

lethal cocktail of drugs. It was to be 

the first double execution in Oklahoma since 

1937, but convicted killers Clayton Lockett and 

Charles Warner were to be put to death using 

a drug protocol that was new to the state: the 

sedative midazolam, followed by vecuronium 

bromide and potassium chloride. 

Florida had used the three in succes-

sion before, but with a much larger dose of 

 midazolam. The drug had also been used in 

the execution of Dennis McGuire in Ohio – in 

which his stomach heaved and he’d  struggled 

for breath for 26 minutes before expiring.

Warner and Lockett’s attorneys challenged 

the secrecy of this new source of lethal  injection 

drugs. They won at the district court, but an 

intervention by the state’s governor Mary Fallin 

caused it to reverse its decision.

At 6.23pm on Tuesday 29 April, media 

 witnesses watched as Lockett was injected 

with the first drug – 50mg of midazolam in each 

arm. Eight minutes later, after a doctor checked 

his pupils, the prison’s warden, Anita Trammell, 

declared, “Mr Lockett is not unconscious.”

According to Ziva Branstetter, a journalist 

witnessing the execution for the Tulsa World 

newspaper, 13 minutes later Lockett kicked his 

leg and rolled his head to the side before mum-

bling something unintelligible. His body began 

“writhing and bucking”, Branstetter wrote.

Two minutes later he began “grimacing, grunt-

ing and lifting his head and shoulders entirely 

up from the gurney... rolling his head from side 

to side.” After that, the curtains separating the 

gallery from the chamber were drawn and the 

men and women who had watched the horri-

fying, failed execution were escorted from the 

room. Later, they were told that 43 minutes after 

the first drugs were administered, Lockett died of 

a cardiac arrest. Unsurprisingly, Charles Warner’s 

execution was stayed. But what media outlets 

were calling Oklahoma’s “botched execution” 

had become international news. Even the White 

House said it “fell short of humane standards”. 

For her part, Oklahoma’s Governor Fallin 

announced an inquiry. Still, she was a staunch 

defender of the law. “[Lockett] had his day 

in court,” she explained. “I believe the legal 

process worked. I believe the death penalty is 

an appropriate response and punishment.” 

  Living In A Box (Alex Hannaford, November 2013)

  Keys. Wallet. Mobile. Gun? (Alex Hannaford, 

April 2013)

  The Hunt For Long Island’s Serial Killer 

(Alex Hannaford, November 2011)

MORE 

FROM GQ

For these related stories, 

visit GQ.co.uk/magazine

Once the curtain 
rolls back, the 
CONDEMNED 
MAN mumbles 

something... he tells 
everyone he loves 

them and the warden 
says, ‘LET THE 

EXECUTION BEGIN’
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Jumper by Levi’s Vintage, 
£100. At matchesfashion.com.
Jeans, £500. Trainers, £35. 
Both by Levi’s. levi.co.uk

The master 
of its craft

IN A WORLD where the sheer breadth of 

choice of denim is dizzying, it is no surprise 

that many men are tempted to turn back to 

Levi’s as the trusted name in jeans. After all, 

the Californian mega-brand has been turning 

out jeans since Levi Strauss and Reno tailor 

Jacob Davis took out a patent on riveted work 

trousers in 1873.

The tailor in Davis would be proud at Levi’s 

latest offering – the made-to-order jeans 

known as Lot No1. Although currently only 

on offer at the flagship store on Regent Street, 

it is well worth the trip into London’s West End 

to have a fitting – if only for the joy of being, 

er, handled by master tailor Lizzy Radcliffe. 

And the jeans that result from the experience 

have a good chance of being your favourite 

ever pair.

Beyond denim, Levi’s Vintage is your go-to 

source for summer’s best T-shirts and sweats, 

while the Made & Crafted line is coming 

up with the coolest American workwear 

around. Indeed, right now Levi’s is an all-

round Californian dream. RJ 

The star treatment
While models turn to 

acting, it seems music 

legends hanker for 

a job in fashion. 

Following P Diddy, 

Justin Timberlake and 

Robbie Williams, the 

modfather Paul Weller 

is launching his Real 

Stars Are Rare label. 

His first foray into 

fashion was with Liam 

Gallagher’s label Pretty 

Green – itself named 

after a Jam song – and 

his new line is a joint 

venture with menswear 

store The Tonic. Expect 

a fusion of fine fabrics 

and tailoring as well 

as great knitwear.

Jumper by Real Stars 

Are Rare, £175. 

realstarsarerare.com
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Follow Style Shrink 
on Instagram at 

roberttjohnston

LETTER of the MONTH

Shoes by Dune, £89. 
At House Of Fraser. 
houseoffraser.co.uk

Trunks, £140. Sunglasses, 
£170. Backpack, £210. All by 
Robinson Les Bains and AMI. 
robinsonlesbains.com

Bag by  
Fred Perry, 
£65. At Asos.   
asos.com

I am a peripatetic trainer so am never in one place 

for too long and have struggled to find a satisfactory 

way to transport my lunch. I feel rather silly carrying my 

food in a man bag and the thought of using a briefcase 

seems even worse. Are there any alternatives?

Mazin Al-Azzawi, via email

There used to be a joke that in every commuter’s briefcase 

you would find nothing more than sandwiches wrapped 

in foil and a girlie magazine. Obviously these days we are 

far more advanced – lunch is more likely to be a quinoa 

salad with a kale smoothie and, with readily available 

Wi-Fi at the drop of a hat, you can call up things on your 

smartphone that will really bugger up your bifocals. I think 

that the solution to this problem is a canvas tote. You can 

sling it over your shoulder for comfort and it will take the 

knocks that a peripatetic trainer such as Mazin may put 

it through on his travels. For example, the Fred Perry 

Margate On The Run Tote Bag (above), £65, from Asos, 

which comes in a camo print with an interior zip pocket 

to help protect your smartphone from any salad dressing 

disasters. It also has a key fob. If I got the time back for all 

the hours I have spent fumbling in the bottom of bags for 

keys I would be nigh-on immortal. Another place to look 

is Farfetch (farfetch.com). This website has a marketplace 

where independent fashion boutiques around the world 

sell online and so has a range of stuff that you might not 

find elsewhere. Bag wise, I came across a great Woolrich 

tote (from a store in Italy) for £110 that is very cool.

Tasteful tote tips for a man who takes his lunch on the go; the 
tropical trunks set to make a splash this summer; and what to 
wear on your feet with flat-fronted trousers or a charcoal suit

everywhere – even Aruba, 
£140, from robinsonlesbains.
com. On the subject of Italy, 
reader Oli Hudson wrote to 
ask about the sunglasses 
that Steve Coogan wore on 
The Trip To Italy. While this 
was a series that style forgot, 
Coogan’s Ray-Bans were 
OK. They look like the Justin 
model with a brown frame 
and a brown lens, which 
cost £98 from sunglasshut.
com. An updated version is 
the brown leather Wayfarer, 
£250. So if you want to look 
like Alan Partridge in Pisa, 
now you can.

For two decades, 

I’ve worn nothing 

but suede desert boots 

with jeans. I turn 40 soon, 

however, and I’m ready to 

try some different shoes. 

Loafers are a definite no but 

I’ve been thinking of suede 

brogues. Ideally, the shoes 

would be OK to wear with 

flat-fronted trousers, too. 

James, London

It seems that the main reason 
James feels he has to nix 
the idea of loafers right at 
the beginning is that he 
goes on to state that his 

big concern is looking like a 
Sloane. My personal opinion 
is that unless you go out of 
your way to look the part 
by wearing red trousers it is 
unlikely people will mistake 
you for a chinless wonder – 
with the possible exception 
of the kind of person who 
thinks that referring to 
your parents as “parents” 
rather than “mum’n’dad” is 
impossibly posh (true story) 
and who cares what they 
think? It could be many of 
you might even think that 
brogues are hardly Benefits 

Street themselves but I 
would ask you lot to keep 
your thoughts to yourself. 
By the age of 40 you should 
be looking to branch out 
footwear-wise. There is 
nothing wrong with desert 
boots twinned with jeans but 
I think there is rather more to 
life. Indeed, as you get older 
shoes should become one 
of the most important items 
in your wardrobe for at least 
one important reason – feet 
don’t get fat. So I would 
say that brogues present 
the perfect opening gambit 
in James’ new life with 
shoes. For casual weekends, 
twinned with jeans or chinos, 
Dune at House Of Fraser 
does a cool-blue suede 
white-wedge-soled wingtip 
brogue for £89. This is a 
good time to point out the 
brogues come in a variety of 
designs. Wingtips – a term 
you will hear used in the US – 
refers to the style where the 
toecap comes to a peak in 
the centre so that it looks like 
a “W” or pair of wings from 
above. In the UK this is more 
commonly referred to as a 
full brogue. The half-brogue 
has a straight serrated 
toecap that is decorated 
with perforations – normally 
mirrored at the heel, while 
on a quarter-brogue the 
perforations are limited to the 
serrated edge of the toecap. 
Finally, on the longwing 
brogue the toecap itself 

I’m planning my 

summer holiday to 

Italy and I must confess 

that I am baffled by the 

choice of swimming trunks. 

What will make me look 

the best on the beach?

Chris, via email

One of my secret obsessions 
is an Instagram account 
brought to my attention by 
the designer of the French 
fashion label Ami, Alexandre 
Mattiussi. I am not sure 
why it’s so fascinating but 
Christian Bendek’s surreal 
feed has tens of thousands 
of followers thanks to the 
endless photos of himself 
in Aruba in the Caribbean. 
I mention this because he 
favours the budgie-smuggler 
style that will enhance your 
tan lines but leave little to 
the imagination. Personally, 
I am a little more modest 
(although admittedly have 
far fewer followers than 
Christian) and prefer the 
swim-short style. Orlebar 

Brown has long been a GQ 
favourite. Other brands 
worth looking out for include 
Robinson Les Bains, who 
coincidentally enough has 
done a collaboration with 
M Mattiussi of Ami and the 
result is some very tropical 
trunks that will look good 
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Submit your questions to our style 

guru: styleshrink@condenast.co.uk

The author of our Letter Of The 
Month will receive a stylish black 
and rhodium Townsend fountain pen 
worth £190 from Cross. Cross is the 
maker of quality writing instruments 
and has a range of distinctive 
lifestyle accessories. cross.com

Lens with benefits

Sunglasses by Loro Piana, 
£1,015. loropiana.com

Shoes by John Lobb, 
£735. johnlobb.com

With a manufacturing process still shrouded in mystery, Loro Piana’s 
extraordinary eyewear range is quite the spectacle, says Nick Foulkes

continues along the entire 
length of the shoe. As James 
professes to be a fan of Paul 

Smith it would be worth 
taking a look at the suede 
and leather Grand longwing 
brogues, £285. I’m not the 
biggest fan of suede brogues 
as I feel that a brogue should 
be a hard-wearing shoe 
and the delicacy of suede 
somewhat compromises this. 
It is, however, all a matter 
of taste. With this in mind, 
I would suggest taking a 
look at the robust Archie by 
Grenson, another favourite 
of James. These come with 
either a rubber or a leather 
sole and in a chunky scotch 
grain leather for £205. And 
who knows? If we can get 
James into brogues, in a few 
years time he may even be 
tempted to try out loafers.

I recently invested 

in a Gieves & Hawkes 

double-breasted, charcoal 

chalk-stripe suit. What 

style and colour shoes 

would be best to wear?

James Deakin, Devon

Well done, James, for buying 
what I know to be a thing 
of real beauty. Charcoal is a 
very forgiving colour so you 
can get away with almost 
anything. If, however, you 
want to look your smartest, 
I’d recommend a pair of black 
monk straps. The Camberley 
double monk by John Lobb, 
£735, is an object of true 
desire. For more relaxed 
occasions you can also get 
away with a brown Oxford.

I WAS upset to learn of the death of Sergio Loro 

Piana. He was a man who seemed so comfortable 

being who he was, but then it would be hard not 

to be with a life running the eponymous family 

firm that is about the closest thing Italy has to 

Hermès, skippering yachts and making life look 

so easy and stylish while also subliminally 

letting you know that he was a major player.

The reason Loro Piana became successful 

was because it had Sergio and his brother Pier 

Luigi’s fingerprints all over it – when it came 

to menswear and accessories there 

was nothing in the shop that they 

would not have been proud to 

wear themselves.

There was the sense that 

everything had been thought through 

and that they had set out to provide 

the best they could and let the cost 

take care of itself. Sergio just wanted 

the best and reasoned that there 

would always be customers around to buy 

the best... which is probably why Bernard 

Arnault of LVMH paid ¤2 billion (£1.6bn) for a 

majority stake in the business last summer.

And so when I was told that Loro Piana was 

offering “the world’s best sunglass lenses” I was 

bound to take notice. I can picture Sergio on his 

yacht when a sunbeam reflected off the seas and 

into his eye. I can see the thought going through 

his mind and him getting on the satellite phone 

from whichever ocean he found himself in and 

instructing his office to find the best lenses to 

then be given the Loro Piana makeover. 

I was in Dallas when I first encountered the 

Loro Piana magic sunglasses. I stopped in at the 

shop in the Highland Park shopping centre. It was 

a bright day and I was already wearing a pair 

of aviators with polarised lenses. Yet when I 

slipped them on I could detect a big difference: 

glare was cut down dramatically; silhouettes 

seemed sharper and contrast was greater. 

What I did not know was that these were 

Barberini lenses and that its CEO, an engineer 

and pilot for good measure, had developed these 

lenses for the 2008 World Gliding Championship. 

Made from two lenses with a polarising filter 

in between; each lens is 1.8mm thick. They also 

contain rare earth elements – don’t 

ask me what they are – that are 

sprinkled in when the glass is being 

melted to provide an additional 

filtering effect of colour as it is 

calibrated by the iris. The quantity 

of these elements is a jealously 

guarded secret.

The NPELP-lensed glasses – the 

acronym stands for Neodymium, 

Praseodymium, Erbium, Loro Piana – block all 

UV rays up to a wavelength of 400 nanometres; 

guarantee protection from infrared rays above 

780 nanometres; block 99.9 per cent of polarised 

reflected light; have ten layers of anti-glare 

coating; and are both oleophobic and 

hydrophobic. All this is before you get started on 

the hand-cut celluloid frames, which are as chic 

as the lenses are functional – the tortoiseshell 

aviators are the best and wrap around the eye 

giving extra protection – very handy apparently 

when you’re at the wheel of your yacht. 

Life may look better through the rose-tinted 

variety but if you want to know what life looks 

like to style-conscious billionaires you will need 

to upgrade to NPELP lenses. 
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IT’S EASY to imagine that Fendi as a label 

is simply all about fur. After all, at their 

menswear show in Milan in January even the 

catwalk was covered in the stuff. Now that’s 

laying it on thick – though if you’re worried 

at the expense, Fendi promised that the 

goatskin in question would be repurposed as 

rugs for Fendi Casa after the show. But there 

is a lot more to Fendi menswear than animal 

skin. Perhaps unsurprisingly, leather plays a 

key part in the latest collection, designed by 

Silvia Venturini Fendi, and the accessories 

are suitably fabulous – could this be what 

the double “F” logo stands for? This is 

fashion as maximalism, so no wonder it 

had the buyer from Harrods swooning. But 

there is a lot more to Fendi menswear than 

a simple luxury overload – this is sharp 

Italian dressing with a fashion twist.

And if you don’t want skin in the game, 

for the first time the complete menswear 

collection will be available in this country in 

the recently opened Fendi flagship store at 

141 New Bond Street, London W1. RJ 

fendi.com

More than skin deep 
Italian luxury brand Fendi looks beyond fur 

Shoes, £575. All by 
Fendi. fendi.com 

F for fabulous: 
Fendi’s flagship store 
brings maximalist 
fashion to New Bond 
Street, London

Coat, £4,780.

Holdall, £2,670.

Suit, £1,150. 

Shirt, £200. 
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Parmigiani Fleurier Tonda Métro

Modern mastery at home in the city 

Michel Parmigiani is considered one of the best 

watchmakers alive today, so any models produced 

by his eponymous brand are guaranteed to be the 

highest quality timepieces. The Tonda range is a 

Parmigiani classic and the new Métro collection is 

an update of the design with a slight asymmetry 

that gives it a subtle modern twist. The Calibre 

3000 movement ensures that the case, while bold, 

is slim and elegant. From £9,200. parmigiani.ch

Bulgari Octo Finissimo 
Tourbillon

The world’s thinnest tourbillon 

Introduced at this year’s 

Baselworld watch fair, the Octo 

Finissimo is a design that Bulgari 

inherited when it bought the 

Gérald Genta brand. As Genta 

created the Royal Oak for 

Audemars Piguet, among many 

other world-famous designs, 

you can be sure that it is a classic. 

The latest version claims to be 

the thinnest tourbillon on the 

market – thinner than a CHF5 

coin – and is the perfect fusion 

of style and function. 

£99,000. bulgari.com

Jaeger-LeCoultre 
Grande Reverso 
Ultra Thin 1948

The spirit of a bygone age

The Reverso is celebrating the 

83rd birthday of the most famous 

watch design in the history of 

horology and its latest iteration 

shows that true style never goes 

out of fashion. The Ultra Thin 

1948 brings the Reverso bang up 

to date with the bright blue hands 

and indices against a white dial, 

with a nod to history with the 

legend “Fabriqué en Suisse” 

under the brand’s name at 12 

o’clock. This model is only 

available at Jaeger-LeCoultre 

boutiques worldwide. 

£7,600. jaeger-lecoultre.com

Three horological favourites look back in time with their latest versions

Redefining classics
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No city limits

Keep your cool

H&M’s latest silhouette is strictly urban

The bold blues of Uniqlo’s linen

RIGHT NOW H&M is having a real trip – with head menswear designer Andreas Löwenstam 

taking inspiration from London attitude, Parisian cool and New York slickness for a 

hard-edged urban collection of leather biker jackets and trousers plus cool bombers and 

skinny blazers. The feel is Gotham meets Shoreditch: just the right side of dangerous.

“The look is straight from the city,” says Löwenstam, “an urban silhouette where the  

key details are in the pieces themselves, such as the zips in the biker jacket and the 

stitching of the trousers.” The collection will be available at H&M stores and online  

at hm.com from 4 September. 

Inset: Jacket, £60. Shirt, £25. Trousers, £130. 
All by H&M. hm.com

Cardigan, £30. Shirt, 
£30. Vest, £10. Jeans, 
£35. All by Uniqlo. uniqlo.
co.uk. Shoes by Redwing, 
£220. redwingshoes.com

Civic haul: H&M’s 
men’s autumn 2014 
collection takes its 
cues from London, 
Paris and New York

IF YOU want proof that 

Mother Nature has got 

a sense of humour, look 

no further than linen. 

The ultimate fibre for 

hot weather grows in 

a dreadful climate – 

like Ireland or Belgium. 

And to rub this in, 

while most famous 

for its ability to keep 

the wearer cool in 

blazing sunshine, it is 

actually one of the few 

fabrics that is stronger 

when wet.

Joking aside, linen is 

one of the best things 

about summer and 

Uniqlo has made sure 

that we can all enjoy 

the heat in style with its 

new Linen Project. Here 

at GQ we’ve never been 

ones to sacrifice style 

for comfort, but with 

this range we don’t 

need to. And while 

nothing feels nicer 

against the skin when 

knocking back an 

Aperol Spritz on the 

Amalfi coast in the 

midday sun it will still 

look perfect when you 

take your table for 

lunch on the terrace, 

while the knits will 

keep you going when 

the sun goes down. 

To celebrate blue skies, 

check out the perfect 

summer palette, from 

darkest indigo to the 

subtlest cyans. RJ 

From £9.90. uniqlo.co.uk
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James Anderson

England’s No.1
wicket taker
of all time*

“Wellman® has helped my energy
release, stamina and focus during
long matches. Since using this
supplement, I feel fantastic thanks 
to Vitabiotics!”
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Original Sport 50+ Skin Tech Boost

Wellman® is an advanced range of
nutritional products, tailored to 
the specific requirements of men.

It has helped world renowned
Test Bowler James Anderson
so whether you are playing or
not, why not see what it can do 
for you?

From                      , Superdrug, 
supermarkets, Holland & Barrett, 
pharmacies & health stores

www.wellman.co.uk
*England’s all time highest international wicket-taker, 343 test wickets
correct at 23 May 2014. Source: www.jamesanderson613.com ** UK’s
No1 men’s supplement brand. †(IRI value data. 52 w/e 22nd Feb 2014).
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SLUGGROOMING

EDITED BY JESSICA PUNTER

THE SCENT makers of the world 

reached a consensus this season: it’s 

all about citrus/woody aromatics. 

Really. To the layman, this inescapable 

recipe includes bergamot, grapefruit, 

bitter orange, mandarin with elements 

of clary sage or violet leaf. 

Undertones of musk come from 

various synthetics and natural notes 

such as orcanox, ambroxan or 

ambrette (real musk comes from the 

glands of the musk deer or civet cat 

– you didn’t want to smell of that, 

did you?). Yet despite the similar 

starting point, in the hands of expert 

perfumers these ingredients can yield 

wildly different results, so you won’t 

end up smelling like everyone else. 

From extra fresh to spicy woods, meet 

the frontrunners of the summer. JP

Dove Men is upping its game with 

a range of luxury shaving products. 

The ultra-rich cream makes for an 

exceptionally comfortable shave.

Dove Men+Care Expert Shave Total 
Comfort Shave Cream, £22 for 200ml. 
At Selfridges. selfridges.com

SETTING    
   THE TONE

1 TERRE 

D’HERMÈS 

EAU TRÈS 

FRAÎCHE

Jean Claude Ellena 

has created a 

mouthwatering 

chapter for Terre 

d’Hermés: Eau Très 

Fraîche lives up to 

its name with notes 

of bitter orange 

that are sharp 

and refreshing.

Eau de toilette, 

£77 for 125ml. 

hermes.com  

3 DOLCE & GABBANA  
VELVET BERGAMOT

With bright notes of green citrus, this makes 

a bold start, but fades to a subtle finish 

with base notes of vetiver and ambrette 

(hibiscus-seed oil). Apply generously. 

Eau de parfum, £150 for 50ml. At Harrods. 

harrods.com

2 BENTLEY FOR MEN AZURE

The motoring experts have turned out to 

be similarly skilled in fragrance. Perfumer 

Mathilde Bijaoui has created an aquatic 

fougère (all that’s missing is the oak moss) 

using no less than 12 ingredients, including 

citrus, plus lavender and creamy tonka bean. 

Eau de toilette, £59.50 for 100ml. At Harrods. 

harrods.com 

4 TOM FORD 
PRIVATE 

BLEND 

COSTA 

AZZURRA

Neroli Portofino, 

one of Ford’s 

most successful 

scents, becomes 

a mini collection 

with two very 

different additions: 

Mandarino Di 

Amalfi and 

Costa Azzurra. 

The latter is the 

more masculine 

of the two, with 

those citrus 

notes (lemon and 

yellow mandarin) 

and a woody 

Mediterranean 

blend of lentisk, 

oak, cedar and 

cypress inspired 

by coastal forests. 

Eau de parfum, 

£130 for 50ml. 

tomford.com

5 DIOR HOMME 

EAU FOR MEN

The word “eau” might suggest an overtly 

fresh, light fragrance, but François Demachy 

has taken Tuscan iris, the Dior Homme 

signature, cedar wood and citrus and 

created a powdery, slightly sweet scent. 

Eau de toilette, £66 for 100ml. dior.com 

6 

MONTBLANC 

EMBLEM

This is as chic as its 

bottle and captures 

contrasting hot 

and cold notes 

of patchouli, pink 

peppercorns, 

grapefruit and 

violet leaf. 

Eau de toilette, 

£62 for 100ml. 

montblanc.com

Blade 

of the 

feather

The woody 
aromatics

The citrus 
energisers 31 2 4 5 6
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Edited by Giorgina Waltier

Suede swap
Are you after an alternative 
to your traditional leather 
biker jacket? Go suede. Team 
this camel-coloured John 
Varvatos biker with vintage-
wash jeans and a round-
neck, white T-shirt. £1,670. 

johnvarvatos.com

Get shorty
With a tailored cut, 
Victorinox’s bold, 
blue city shorts are 
the perfect day-to-
night garment. Wear 
with sandals and a 
T-shirt during the day 
and a shirt, blazer 
and loafers at night. 
£65. victorinox.com

Duffed up
Crafted in thick 
neoprene, with 
oversized zip 
detailing and a 
cord drawstring 
fastening, Hunter’s 
latest duffel-style 
man-bag is  
ticking all the 
right boxes. £144.  

hunter-boot.com

Going back to your roots 
Summer in the city is all about keeping 
cool while looking chic. The best way 
to achieve that is to stick to clothes that 
are made from 100 per cent natural 
fibres, so check out H&M’s wide range 
of linen and cotton summer shirts. This 
botanical print short-sleeve number 
from the Nord Surf collection gets our 
vote. £14.99. hm.com

FASHION ◆  EXCLUSIVE EVENTS ◆  GROOMING ◆  NEWS ◆  COMPETITIONS ◆  WATCHES
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West side 
This summer sees 
the opening of luxury 
French swimwear 
brand Vilebrequin’s 
fifth London boutique. 
Bringing a touch of 
the St Tropez lifestyle 
to Notting Hill, 57 
Ledbury Road is now 
set to be every west 
Londoners pre-holiday 
stop. vilebrequin.com

Fred goes fluoro
Fusing the British brand’s 
traditional mod cut with a 
Nineties fluoro, rave-colour 
palette, Fred Perry’s new 
acid polo T-shirt collection 
will inject a bit of colour 
into your wardrobe.
£75. fredperry.com

Celebratory sandals
This season, sport-sandal 
brand Teva celebrates its 30th 
anniversary with the launch 
of the Originals Collection. 
Available in a wide range of 
colours, the collection includes 
two iconic styles. £35. teva.co.uk

Time for  
two-tone
When it comes to 
summer footwear, there 
is nothing like a bit of 
two-tone to spice up 
an outfit and Russell & 
Bromley’s take on the 
trend is spot on. £175. 

russellandbromley.co.uk 
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Astrid’s arrival
Check out streetwear 
designer Astrid  
Andersen’s exclusive 
collaboration with Topman. 
Modelled by US rapper 
ASAP Ferg, the 17-piece 
collection is sure to be a 
sellout. £80. topman.com

Pink perfection
If you have yet to 
experiment with the 
pink trend, then now is 
the time. Perfect the 
look by keeping the 
outfit fuss free. Take 
Duchamp’s pink blazer 
and team with a classic, 
plain white shirt and 
beige chinos. Blazer, 

£350. Shirt, £150.

duchamplondon.com

Shower proof 
Festival season is well 
and truly here, so make 
sure you’re properly 
kitted out with the one 
festival essential you 
are bound to need: 
a raincoat. Pop this 
bright-blue hooded 
number by Scruffs in 
your backpack and 
you’re good to go. 
£44.95. scruffs.com

Golfing get-up
Handcrafted in soft, 
white calf leather, with 
a striking red lining, 
British heritage brands 
Wolsey and Trickers 
have teamed up to 
create the king of golf 
shoes. There’ll be no 
need to worry about 
your swing in these 
babies: all eyes will be 
on your footwear.
£390. wolsey.com

Celtic 
cashmere
Pringle Of Scotland’s 
latest collection is 
all about clean lines 
and block colours, 
but even they can’t 
resist a nod to the 
floral trend with  
this graphic thistle-
print cashmere  
jumper. £1,795. 

pringlescotland.com

Sun lovers
Whether you’re 
stay-cating or 
vacating, your skin 
needs protection 
from those sneaky 
sunrays so re-stock 
your sunscreen 
collection with 
Clinique’s 
lightweight sun 
protection. 
Available in factors 
30 and 40 for your 
face and body, 
these should be 
every sun lover’s 
new best friend.
From £16. 

clinique.com

Not just for jocks 
The varsity jacket has made a 
smooth transition from the locker 
room to the catwalk and it is now an 
unquestionable wardrobe staple. Wear 
French brand Zadig & Voltaire’s varsity 
jacket with everything from jeans and 
sneakers to a fitted suit and a pair of 
brogues. £495. zadig-et-voltaire.com
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WHAT I WEAR

WISH  L IST 

Cardholder

“I’m not a fan of the pocket bulge so I  
use this Louis Vuitton cardholder to keep 

everything streamlined. I also own a 
Louis Vuitton washbag for when I travel.”

£160. louisvuitton.co.uk

Shoes

“My taste is simple when it comes to 
trainers; I don’t think you can beat a pair 
of white trainers, like these Royaums.”

£347. At Farfetch. farfetch.com 

Jacket

“I really like the fit of this Diesel 
jacket and the zip detailing on it. 
Plus I can wear it anywhere as it’s 
not too smart and not too casual.”

£520. diesel.com

WISH  L IST 

Sunglasses

“There are lots of great brands out there, 
but Ray-Ban is the one people go to for 
quality and style. Would I wear these 

RB4147s indoors? Definitely not!”
£115. At Sunglass Hut. sunglasshut.co.uk

WISH  L IST 

Jacket

“I’m a big fan of Polo Ralph Lauren. This 
Cadwell quilted jacket would be great for 
winter; I could wear it while playing golf.” 

£340. At Farfetch. farfetch.com

Hat

“I tend to stick to baseball caps but  
I definitely admire Pharrell for 

wearing – and pulling off – 
that Vivienne Westwood hat.”

£28. neweracap.eu

T-shirt

“Illustrated T-shirts are good for 
brightening up a casual outfit. That said, 

I wouldn’t wear anything too slogan-
based as it can sometimes look cheesy.” 

£55. hugoboss.com

WISH  L IST 

Fragrance

“I didn’t know that Tom Ford’s Black 
Orchid was a woman’s fragrance. I 

think that not constricting a product to 
one gender is something he’d support.”

£50. At Selfridges. selfridges.com

WISH  L IST 

Watch

“This Audemars Piguet Tourbillon 
Chronograph is a striking accessory 
and very classy – I like my watch 

choices to reflect that about my style.”  
£219,000. audemarspiguet.com

Jeans

“I don’t like wearing baggy jeans so 
slim or skinny is my chosen style, 

like these Diesel Thavar jeans.”
£200. diesel.com

Arsenal’s man of the 
moment Aaron Ramsey 
talks GQ through his 
wardrobe winners and 
most-wanted items
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G Promotion

With a 30x optical superzoom, built-in Wi-Fi, GPS and Full HD movie capability,  
the Nikon COOLPIX S9700 brings an adventure-filled summer into sharp focus

All angles covered

NIKON  
COOLPIX S9700 

30x optical superzoom 

(extendable to 60x), 

built-in Wi-Fi and GPS, 

plus Full HD movie 

capability.

If you’re a music-festival regular in 

summer, you’ll be aware that the 

chances of capturing your favourite 

acts on stage are virtually impossible 

without a lens the size of a tree 

trunk. The problem is, the last thing 

you need when moving from stage 

to stage is cumbersome kit.

Thankfully, the conundrum has 

just been solved. At 34.5mm thick, 

the new, compact Nikon COOLPIX 

S9700 has pocketable dimensions, 

but with a 30x superzoom 

(extendable to 60x with Dynamic 

Fine Zoom) and 5-axis Hybrid VR 

vibration-reduction, those far-away 

singers will appear large and clear. 

To log your whereabouts – not 

always easy at a festival – built-in 

GPS adds location details to your 

images. If you need to instantly 

share shots, Wi-Fi means you can 

transfer images to a smart device 

and from there, a selection can be 

online quicker than a guitar solo. 

Pictorial perfection is practically 

guaranteed with the Smart Portrait 

System: Smile Timer, Blink Proof 

and Red-Eye Fix combine to create 

impeccable shots you will want to 

share. With the ideal picture in the 

bag, a retouching menu allows you 

to whiten teeth, brighten eyes or 

even add make-up – all essential 

elements if you want your images on 

social media in double-quick time. 

Of course, the business end of 

a summer festival is the evening. 

The 16MP CMOS sensor will take 

sharply detailed photos – ideal for 

enlargements – even in low light.

Powerful yet portable, the Nikon 

COOLPIX S9700 is this summer’s 

headline slot. £229.99. nikon.co.uk P
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THE RHYME OF THEIR LIVES 

Schoolboy Q, Future and YG head a new wave of guilty gangstas and hip hop 
eccentrics. Dorian Lynskey puts his hands in the air for rap’s deep thinkers

Poetry in motion: 
Chance The Rapper 
embodies the new 
pioneering spirit of 
rap’s rule-breakers
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 I
f hip hop has an equivalent to one 

of those UKIP councillors who 

want Britain to go back to the 

Fifties, then it’s 45-year-old Brand 

Nubian MC, Lord Jamar. Last 

musically relevant 20 years ago, Jamar 

has found a new calling as the genre’s 

arch-conservative, self-proclaimed 

“voice of what hip hop used to be”. 

When the openly gay New York 

rapper Le1f made his magnetic TV 

debut on The Late Show in March, 

Lamar tweeted: “THIS IS JUST THE 

BEGINNING!” Le1f rightly shot 

back: “Rap started out as a creative 

response to oppression, and no matter 

my outfit, I know oppressions you will 

never understand.”

Bigoted crank he may be, but 

Jamar has found an audience for his 

jeremiads. Hip hop has always been 

an unusually self-policing genre. 

Traditionalists act is if hip hop had a 

written constitution when in fact all it 

needs to thrive is big personalities 

expressing themselves with flair.

White listeners and critics tend to 

err in the opposite direction. It’s more 

tempting to praise MCs with socially 

conscious lyrics and outré tastes, even 

if they’re preachy or clumsy, than 

another surly guy rapping about 

sex and drugs. That’s why Arrested 

Development were briefly considered 

better than Ice Cube and Macklemore 

won three rap Grammys, a decision 

which even Macklemore found 

embarrassing. OutKast, recently 

reunited for a festival tour, unravelled 

as soon as people cast the unorthodox 

André 3000 as a Prince-like visionary 

and Big Boi, no less open-minded and 

rather more consistent, as his stolid 

sidekick. No wonder Le1f is keen to 

assert his lyrical skill on the brilliant 

Hey EP (Terrible/XL) rather than 

accept condescending pats on the 

back for his sexuality. The false binary 

– weirdos to the left, gangstas to the 

right – sells everybody short.

Lord Jamar blames Kanye West, 

“pioneer of this queer shit,” for 

making hip hop stray from its 

righteous alpha-male path and he’s 

right, if for the wrong reasons. On his 

2004 debut, The College Dropout, 

West collapsed the binary and 

embraced complexity. Kendrick 

Lamar, the most gifted and influential 

MC in a generation, suggested 

another third way on 2012’s instant 

classic, Good Kid, M.A.A.D. City. 

He’s the guilty gangsta, tough yet 

vulnerable, morally alert yet 

imperfect, a fully rounded individual 

rather than a narrow persona.

Right now, hip hop feels wide open. 

Its vivid cast of new characters, black 

and white, male and female, straight 

and otherwise, includes mercurial 

whizzkid Chance The Rapper, 

depressive prodigy Earl Sweatshirt, 

Nineties throwback Joey Bada$$, 

psychedelic growlers Flatbush 

Zombies, madcap charmer Action 

Bronson, thoughtful freak Danny 

Brown, the intensely confessional 

Angel Haze and the brash, cartoonish 

Hip hop don’t stop 
Rap’s new generation is embracing a wider, weirder world

By Dorian Lynskey

M U S I C

Iggy Azalea. Not all of them have 

produced great albums but each one 

is a distinctive voice. Above all, 

emotional candour is the new normal.

Three of the year’s best rap albums 

so far aren’t obvious outliers but 

they’re more nuanced than they 

seem: a hard shell of gangsta 

orthodoxy with a surprisingly soft 

centre. Schoolboy Q is the resident 

tough guy in Kendrick’s LA-based 

Black Hippy crew and the first words 

on his major-label debut Oxymoron 

(Polydor) are “Gangsta gangsta 

gangsta” just so you know. But the 

album keeps flipping between 

hedonism and remorse, as this cocky, 

womanising hustler detours into 

cautionary tales (“Hoover Street”) 

and desperate, introspection 

(“Prescription/Oxymoron”). The 

more we see of Schoolboy Q the 

more interesting he is.

On the cover of My Krazy Life 

(Virgin EMI) Schoolboy’s fellow 

Compton resident YG poses for a 

surly mugshot, as corny a look as a 

folk group sitting on hay bales. YG 

and hotshot producer DJ Mustard 

update the sound and themes of 

Compton’s Nineties G-Funk era, 

most brilliantly on the ice-cold 

day-in-the-life narrative “Bicken 

Back Being Bool”. Yet running 

throughout, and coming to the fore 

on closing track “Sorry Momma”, are 

unsettling hints that this party 

comes at a price. You could accuse 

the guilty gangstas of having it both 

ways, but that’s how they provide 

such tartly contrasting pleasures.

A few years ago Atlanta’s Future 

would have been too weird to break 

through. It’s fitting that West and 

Drake both appear on his second 

album Honest (Epic), because Future 

owes his success to their trailblazing, 

and equally apt that they sound so 

glibly self-parodic because he has 

their emotional directness without 

the prickly self-pity. He sounds 

equally natural on the hard-nosed 

“Move That Dope” and on “Side 

Effects”, a song as tunefully 

sentimental as Coldplay.

Honest’s panoramic richness 

underlines the absurdity of Lord 

Jamar’s attempts to prop up fences 

that have been falling down for 

years. In the hip hop landscape of 

2014, the so-called good kids are 

flawed, the bad ones are vulnerable 

and old-school values rub shoulders 

with eccentricity. The best MCs 

contain multitudes. 

Class act: 
Schoolboy Q 
plays with the rules 
of gangsta rap to 
reveal his more 
emotional side

LYNSKEY’S

LIST

Ultraviolence  
Lana Del Rey 

(Polydor) 

Having weathered 

an unnecessarily 

cruel backlash, Del 

Rey doubles down 

on the cinematic 

drama and 

doomed beauty 

with a new 

producer, the 

Black Keys’ Dan 

Auerbach.

Why Do The 
Heathen Rage?  

The Soft Pink Truth 

(Thrill Jockey) 

A homage/critique 

of black metal via 

rave and queer 

theory. The results 

are improbably 

thrilling. 

L’Amour 
Lewis 

(Light In The Attic) 

The world’s best 

reissue label 

unearths a real 

mystery: Randall 

Wulff self-released 

one hauntingly 

delicate album in 

1983 and has since 

disappeared. 

Arthur Russell 

meets Bruce 

Springsteen’s 

Nebraska.
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A R C H I T E C T U R E

C
ass Gilbert, the architect of New York’s Woolworth Building 

(the tallest building in the world when it was completed a 

century ago) called the skyscraper “a machine that makes the 

land pay”. And Manhattan was the land that paid. And paid. New 

York’s grid proved a perfect bedrock base from which to extrude. At 

first there were no rules, buildings could just rise straight up, high 

as their developers liked (at least since the 

 invention of the elevator). Then the city real-

ised the result would be streets like canyons, 

dark sidewalks doomed to shadow. So the 

city’s planners developed a sophisticated set 

of rules for setbacks which ensured light 

would still reach the streets no matter how 

high the towers grew. It was this system of 

stepped skyscraper design which led to the 

Art Deco forms we associate with the metrop-

olis’ golden age, the Twenties to the Forties, 

the Empire State Building, the Chrysler Build-

ing, the Rockefeller Center. 

These were sculpture as much as architec-

ture, their forms chiselled away, tapering as 

they rose, which accentuated their height, 

creating an accelerated perspective. They were 

richly inscribed decorative details. From the 

elevator doors to the gleaming crowns they 

were works of art encompassing every craft 

from mosaic and carving and they revelled in 

the newest materials – aluminium, stainless 

steel, neon light. This is the archetypal New 

York, the city of the future. Even today 

 Hollywood’s fantasy cities resemble Manhat-

tan’s Deco cocktail. 

A century after Gilbert’s Woolworth Building 

the city is going through a rediscovery of the 

skyscraper. After a bit of a dearth of towers 

suddenly there are buildings by big names: 

Norman Foster, Frank Gehry, Richard Rogers 

and, of course, there is Ground Zero – the 

world’s most visible, charged construction site. 

And there is the building formerly known as 

Freedom Tower, now less ambitiously  called 

One World Trade Center. You have to ask, in 

the space of 100 years, what happened? 

Here is a tower that was meant to be a middle 

finger to terrorism, a defiant gesture from a 

 resilient, resurgent city. Instead it is an anony-

mous chamfered mirror with a cocktail stick 

stuck in its top. It fails at every level. Rising 

from a 185 ft truck-bomb-proof concrete base 

(the glass is a decorative veneer) the rest of the building is just a 

 reflective shaft and its 408 ft antenna is a scam, a trick to make it taller 

– and even then only the fourth tallest skyscraper in the world. 

The other towers rising around Ground Zero are little better. The 

best is 4 WTC designed by Japanese architect Fumihiko Maki and 

the reason it is so good is because its almost seamless glass façade 

allows it to disappear against the sky – particularly at twilight. When 

the best thing you can say about a skyscraper is that it’s difficult to 

see, something has gone wrong. So when did New York’s architects 

forget how to design skyscrapers? 

The challenge to the American archetype came from Europe. 

Ludwig Mies van der Rohe was one of the greatest architects of the 

modern era and, in 1922, he designed a couple of skyscrapers made 

entirely of glass. One was a spiky, crystalline tower, the other an 

organic curving curtain wall wrapped around amoeboid floor plates 

with no visible structure, the razor-thin floors stacked like vertebrae. 

Neither was built, neither has been bettered, 

yet the subsequent history of modern archi-

tecture has been, arguably, an attempt to 

realise those two visionary schemes.

Mies did actually build a skyscraper in New 

York, the superb 1958 Seagram Building on 

Park Avenue, A Mad Men-era monument, it 

remains a strikingly elegant slab, its bronze-

tinged glass a hint of the whisky with which 

the company made its name. But Mies’ 

 followers weren’t Mies. They never achieved 

his subtly restrained minimalism and instead 

his designs were copied and fudged by 

 imitators who saw it merely as a cheap, easily 

 reproducible way of building. The glass box 

became the default solution through a 

 combination of fashion, imitation, misinter-

pretation and the pursuit of easy profit. Its 

zenith was, ironically, in the towers  destroyed 

on 9/11.

The Twin Towers were the work of  Japanese 

American Minoru Yamasaki and they lacked 

the elegance of Mies’ towers not because he 

was not a skilful designer but because he was 

afraid of heights and needed to put some 

concrete structure in front of the glass 

curtain walls to make him feel more secure. 

They became the symbol of the city, a land-

mark visible from everywhere – not because 

they were loved as architecture through  

familiarity rather than beauty – but because 

they stood for everything that was wrong 

with late modernism; alienation, windswept 

plazas, a complete lack of  integration into the 

urban fabric, a bland ubiquity which meant 

that they could have slotted into Shanghai as 

easily as New York. 

There is, however, after all these years, a 

new idea in New York skyscrapers – the archi-

tectural version of the wealthy, emaciated 

uptown dames that Tom Wolfe called the 

“social x-rays”. These are superslim towers 

rising from small urban plots, toothpick 

 skyscrapers; SHoP Architects’ skinny 111 W57th St and Foster & 

Partners’ 610 Lexington Avenue merely extrude the grid, three- 

dimensionalising the plan.

There is almost no architecture left. These are the purest possible 

diagrams of the easiest option, pinpoints of wealth, tacks on a map 

indicating the presence of the super-rich – but they contribute 

nothing to the city in terms of beauty, detail or public space. New 

York is lucky. Its  porcupine skyline still makes it the world’s most 

seductive cityscape, but architects are no longer making it more 

beautiful. Just making the land pay more. 

Scraping the barrel 
Once as much beautiful sculpture as buildings, New York’s skyscrapers have run out of ideas

By Edwin Heathcote

Manhattan project: 610 Lexington Avenue by 
Foster + Partners is part of a trend for superslim, 
featureless skyscrapers in New York City
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Luxury’s house is art’s home
Fondation Cartier in Paris is celebrating 30 years as a ’place of freedom’

By Sophie Hastings

A R T

A
lain Dominique Perrin is late 

for our interview at the 

Fondation Cartier, the Jean 

Nouvel-designed contemporary art 

space that has become a Parisian 

monument and is currently 

celebrating its 30th anniversary. 

His plane is held up en route from 

Cahors where he lives in some 

splendour at Château Lagrézette, the 

15th-century estate that he fills with 

art, antiques, fast cars and wine 

made at the chateau’s eponymous 

vineyard. So while I wait for the 

creator of the contemporary art 

world’s most prestigious foundation 

– the man who pioneered private art 

patronage in France, establishing a 

new law in the process – I have 

time to preview Vivid Memories, 

a rotating selection of artworks 

commissioned over the past three 

decades, which bevvies of gallery 

technicians are struggling to 

install in time for this evening’s 

artists’ dinner. 

Perrin and his first curator, 

Marie-Claude Beaud, director of the 

foundation from 1984-1994, made 

an early decision to champion all 

fields of creativity at a time when 

design, technology, photography 

and fashion were not considered 

art forms. François Léotard, an 

unusually open-minded minister of 

culture, was supportive, coining the 

term “cultural clergy” to describe 

France’s limited and judgemental art 

establishment, and warned Perrin 

to steer clear of them. Fondation 

Cartier’s Tribute To Ferrari (1987) 

infuriated the “clergy”, who 

complained that Perrin was 

honouring the car maker as if he 

were Picasso (“and for me, he is, on 

every level,” asserted Perrin), but 

its success with the public proved 

game-changing; three years later, 

the Pompidou Centre hosted an 

exhibition of Italian car design. 

With scenography created by the 

designer Andrée Putman, who 

attached the Ferraris to hot-air 

balloons in the grounds of the 

foundation’s original home in 

Jouy-en-Josas, south west of Paris, 

Tribute To Ferrari ignited the 

international press and alerted the 

world to the fact that something 

very unusual was going on. Perrin 

had established “a place of freedom” 

for artists of all kinds.

Today, Marc Newson’s futuristic 

and fully functional jet, “Kelvin 40”, 

dominates one of two ground-floor 
Show boat: Panamarenko – with ‘Panama, Spitsbergen, Nova Zemlaya’ 
(1996) – is one of 200 artists in the Vivid Memories show
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Phillip King
Thomas Dane 

Gallery, London

Until 26 July.

thomasdane

gallery.com

Barbara Kruger
Modern Art Oxford

Until 31 August.

modernart

oxford.org.uk

Jupiter Artland 

Edinburgh

Group show and 

sculpture park

Until 28 September.

jupiterartland.org

Edinburgh Art 
Festival

31 July - 31 August

edinburghart 

festival.com

Digital Revolution
Barbican Centre, 

London

3 July - 14 

September.

barbican.org.uk

Kazimir Malevich
(above)

Tate Modern, 

London

16 July - 25 October.

designmuseum.org

Design
Folkestone 

Triennial
30 August -  

2 November.

folkstontriennial.

org.uk

ALSO 

SHOWING

galleries; in the other space, young 

men climb ladders and position 

lights as Raymond Depardon’s film 

of his fellow Fondation Cartier 

artists runs on a loop: William 

Eggleston, his head wreathed in 

cigarette smoke, pierces the fog with 

a sharp, birdlike gaze; David Lynch 

smiles laconically and also smokes; 

Ron Mueck’s gangly body is 

self-effacing, but his blue eyes are 

full of strength; Takeshi Kitano 

crosses his arms and stands 

implacably still; Patti Smith laughs 

and waves, full of energy.

These are all unconventional 

artists and therefore typical 

members of the foundation’s 

“family”. Lynch, known solely for 

his films, showed a collection of 

unseen drawings, paintings, 

photographs and personal 

soundscapes dating back to his 

teenage years; Smith, high 

priestess of punk, exhibited 

drawing, poetry, collage and 

photography and staged several 

intimate performances including 

a reading of Virginia Woolf, 

accompanied by her daughter 

Jesse on piano and son Jackson on 

guitar. Genre-defying Australian 

sculptor Mueck had never shown 

in France before his 2005-2006 

exhibition, which drew 100,000 

visitors; his second, in 2013, 

attracted 310,000, the foundation’s 

highest ever head count.

In the basement, which houses the 

transparent, glass-walled building’s 

only opaque exhibition space, 

Mueck’s six-metre-long sculpture 

of a woman, “In Bed”, provides a 

powerful jolt of scale. She is vast yet 

gentle, pensive but not internalised, 

human yet mythical, and her impact 

is intense. “Ron is so happy we own 

it,” says Perrin when he joins me, 

full of apologies for his delay, in his 

art-filled office on the eighth floor. 

“He was here two days ago, I saw 

him standing with his arms round 

two of our curators. We have a very 

close relationship with our artists. 

The foundation is like a home to 

them and they reciprocate. We 

asked 200 artists to come and help 

with our 30th anniversary and not 

one said no. Lynch came for two 

weeks, Nan Goldin... We started 

collecting Nan very early on, in 

1986, and we’ve commissioned 

her, of course.”

Perrin is proud of the artists 

they’ve “discovered” and that all 

work shown and owned by the 

foundation is commissioned, never 

bought. His roving curators, headed 

up by Hervé Chandès, director since 

1994, travel the world in search of 

new talent. “We staged Matthew 

Barney’s first ever show in Europe, 

in 1995, and commissioned 

‘Cremaster IV’. No one knew him in 

France. Herb Ritts had never shown 

in Europe; Philippe Starck was a 

small, unknown decorator until we 

exhibited him. But it all started 

with [the late sculptor] César 

[Baldaccini], he is the daddy of 

the foundation.”

And that’s the question - how did 

it begin? Because Perrin is clearly a 

corporate man, beautifully dressed, 

but for business not art. Weirdly, it 

was all about counterfeit watches. 

Luxury brands were hit by a spate 

of counterfeiting in Mexico in 1981 

and Perrin, then head of the board 

of Cartier International, decided to 

crush the seized watches in a car 

park using a steam roller. “The 

images were shown on the news 

and broadcast by all the media,” 

he says. “It created the biggest 

buzz of my life.” 

Perrin’s friend César jokingly 

accused him of copying his 

“Compressions” and Perrin offered to 

set up a foundation to defend artists 

from counterfeiting but, “César told 

me artists don’t care about that; they 

just wanted someone to help them 

show their work and get things done.”

Not only did Perrin persuade 

Cartier to fund the operation, he 

submitted a report to Leotard on 

how patronage could be developed 

in France. The Leotard Law, a bill 

allowing tax deductible corporate art 

sponsorship was passed in 1987.

Now officially retired, but still 

head of Fondation Cartier and a 

director of its parent company, 

Richemont, Perrin is wry about the 

attempts of other luxury brands to 

jump on the contemporary art 

bandwagon. Their mistake, he says, 

is to ask artists to make products. 

“I forbid any relationship between 

the artists and the commercial 

aspect of the company. It’s our job 

to create products; we have our 

own people. I think it’s been bad 

for [Taskashi] Murakami at Vuitton,” 

he adds, referring to the ubiquitous 

and much-copied bags the artist 

designed, “and I don’t want to 

be the cause of disappointment 

when an artist is ousted from the 

art scene. 

“But I’m proud that we’ve opened 

the door for the luxury world to 

support art. This is a very special 

model and we did it first. My friend 

[LVMH owner] Bernard Arnault 

doesn’t like to hear that,” he smiles, 

“but he’s younger, he can take it. 

He’s launching his foundation [Louis 

Vuitton] on 20 October, the date of 

our anniversary – I’m sure he’s 

trying to steal our luck. Oh well, 

we’ll do our party one week before, 

on my birthday.” 

Vivid Memories runs at the 

Fondation Cartier, Paris, until 21 

September. fondation.cartier.com

King size: Ron Mueck’s imposing 
six-metre long ‘In Bed’ (2005)
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 I
n Tuscany, Provence and Cornwall, Labour’s tribal elders will soon 

be taking their last summer holidays before the general election. 

As the Chianti slips down, they will brood on the future: the 

challenges facing Ed Miliband if he pulls off the awesome feat of 

returning the party to office after only five years. They will dwell 

upon the potential for a second hung parliament and a second coali-

tion, and what Labour might offer those Lib Dems who survive in 

a deal for centre-left government.

And then their thoughts will drift, naturally, to the unpleasant pos-

sibility of another Labour defeat and Miliband’s inevitable departure 

thereafter (“Leading this party has been the greatest honour of my 

life. But the time has come to pass that precious trust to another. Now 

Justine and I...” etc). Who should succeed him? Yvette 

Cooper? Her husband, Ed Balls? Rachel Reeves?

There are two potential candidates who worry the 

Tories: one, Chuka Umunna, the shadow business 

secretary, is making the transition from well-

tailored novice to poised leader-in-waiting 

with a speed that alarms his opponents – 

including those in his own party (see the 

interview in GQ February 2013). The 

other hypothetical contender who robs 

the Conservatives of sleep is much less 

obvious – until you audit his experience 

and his talents, that is.

The notion that Alan Johnson might 

succeed Miliband had been brewing in 

my subconscious for a while, but it did 

not manifest itself as an explicit 

thought until the Hay Festival in May. 

I noticed a long queue snaking some 

distance out of the bookshop: inside, 

Johnson was signing copies of his won-

derful memoir, This Boy, chatting affably 

with each and every person for whom he 

autographed a copy. 

Nobody seemed to mind the inevitable delay. 

Like another Johnson who has achieved political 

prominence, AJ seems to be surrounded by an aura 

of contentment and good feeling, an infectious bonho-

mie that, in his case, is part skiffle bandleader, 

part kindly head teacher. It is almost physically 

impossible to imagine disliking him. Of how 

many politicians can one say that? Don’t worry, 

I’ll wait while you count... How many so far?

In the festival green room, he had a similar effect: oozing good will 

and charm to his fellow authors with astonishing ease. That’s at the 

heart of the AJ Factor: ease. Politicians usually exude tension, tedium, 

disappointment or all three. Many of them are exhausting to be 

around. I recently received a message from A Very Well-Known 

Politician bemoaning my criticisms of him with the melancholy of a 

sad teenager. It was tiring to read, even more so to answer. 

Some politicians – Johnson’s partial namesake Boris, Bill Clinton, 

and Tony Blair at his peak – are energising to be around. But AJ has 

an ability which is even rarer in the political word: the capacity to 

make you feel at home, heeded and welcome. He is not earnest – the 

besetting defect of so many left-of-centre politicians – though the 

compassion underpinning his convictions is clearly powerful. He is 

ironic without being cynical. 

His memoir is a truly remarkable book, telling, as it does, the tale 

of his childhood, the poverty he endured. It is sad but not mawk-

ishly so. Like the author, it never trades its authenticity for a cheap 

round of applause.

Johnson’s ministerial career seemed like a preparation for the top 

job: he was secretary of state for work and pensions; trade and 

 industry; education and skills; and health – before rising to one of 

the great offices of state as home secretary in 2009. Only once did 

he drop the ball – when he was shadow chancellor for less than four 

months in 2010-11 – but it later emerged that there were extenuat-

ing circumstances in his private life. 

With a CV like that, why did Johnson always discourage specula-

tion that he could do the top job? I used to joke that he 

would be with the Queen discussing his new govern-

ment and still saying, “I’m not really sure I’ve got 

what it takes, your Majesty.” It was always so 

obvious that he did have what it takes. His life 

story had been about conquering odds, 

reaching for the stars: the kind of biography 

that American presidential hopefuls turn 

into campaign ads. It never quite made 

sense that he had suffered an attack of 

false modesty when confronting the 

greatest challenge.

Finally, in a Guardian interview last 

year, Johnson revealed that he had 

indeed come close to a run at the lead-

ership as part of a Lib-Lab deal during 

the coalition talks. “It was a shit job to 

be done for a period of time,” he said 

– being prime minister, that is. If the 

deal had come off, he would be in 

Number Ten right now, and the media 

would be longing for a Johnson vs 

Johnson general election (Alan against 

Boris, silver plays blond).

The circumstances in 2010, of course, were 

radically different to those that the next Labour 

leader will inherit if Miliband loses. Umunna would 

be – or should be – the man to beat. But if not Chuka, 

then who? Johnson will turn 65 in the month 

of the general election. To those whose reflex 

is to say “too old”, I say: “Peter Capaldi”. 

Leaders don’t have to get younger any more 

than Time Lords do. 

That other great memoirist Keith Richards is 70. Churchill was 66 

before he become prime minister. Gladstone was still in Number Ten 

when he turned 84. The actuarial facts of life have been transformed 

in the past few decades. To deny ourselves political wisdom and 

experience when those who have earned it turn 60 is nothing short 

of national self-harm. 

Alan Johnson would solve Labour’s problems in southern England 

at a stroke. He would win back the white-van men without a single 

cheap stunt. He looks like he’s enjoying life at the moment so he may 

not thank me for saying so, but I think he still has it in him to be a 

great prime minister. 

The updated paperback edition of Matthew d’Ancona’s In It Together: 

The Inside Story Of The Coalition Government (Penguin, £9.99) is 

out now.

The man who should be king
Labour’s Alan Johnson is a remarkable politician who could yet make a remarkable prime minister

By Matthew d’Ancona

If the hat fits: Much like the new Doctor Who, age 
should not affect the 64-year-old Alan Johnson’s 
chances of returning to the spotlight 
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an McEwan once observed that fiction is 

one of the few genres where the criticism 

is a mini-literary production too. Art 

critics don’t paint their responses, film critics 

don’t make films to show theirs, but literary 

critics write. “It’s nothing rational – it’s love 

gone wrong,” he said. “A lot of young 

journalists are dazzled by Martin Amis, 

his style, his success. They want to be him. 

And so what you have is a fever of covert 

parricide, a frantic, unexamined jealousy 

that is actually akin to longing.”

Even now, Amis’ fiction inspires vast 

disparities of opinion. What’s more, the 

qualities that are so enjoyed in his writing 

– the comic skewering, the Dickensian 

depiction of revolting detail all of which 

he sees not as satire, but as realism – don’t 

always translate so well when distilled into 

po-faced profile pieces. 

Conversations about Lionel Asbo, the 

eponymous, lottery-winning thug of his 

last novel, and Threnody, Asbo’s girlfriend, 

a bestselling poet and glamour model 

character inspired by Jordan (who Amis 

describes as “two bags of silicone”) escalated 

into a row over sexism and perceived 

jealousy of her book sales. It was a surreal 

moment that could have come straight out 

of one of his novels. 

The last time I interviewed him, in Brooklyn 

where he and his family have lived since 2011, 

Amis dismissed his thorny relationship with 

the British press (“a drag but no more than 

that”) and scoffed at the suggestion that the 

family’s decision to return to his wife’s home 

city was some kind of judgement.

If Amis has an acute understanding of 

celebrity, it’s because he is one of those very 

few writers whose life has crossed over into 

the realm of popular entertainment. 

This instant, enduring fame came with his 

1973 debut, The Rachel Papers. Wittily 

indebted to his hero, Nabokov, the novel is 

recounted by Charles Highway, a precocious 

would-be lothario whose academic approach, 

whether managing his spots, his Oxford 

application or his seductions, suggests he 

may not be quite the Don Juan he imagines. 

Amis’ early career followed his own advice 

to young writers to “write about what you 

know”, and The Rachel Papers contained 

more than a slug of autobiography. His 

subsequent novels expanded that world from 

one of introverted self-obsession outwards to 

the city, the world, and then the universe at 

large. Money (1984) was set in both London 

and New York and in John Self, the drug-

addled director, presented fiction’s definitive 

Thatcherite creature. In Time’s Arrow (1991) 

the scope became even more ambitious as 

Amis examined the Holocaust, a subject to 

which he returns this month in The Zone 

Of Interest (Jonathan Cape, £18.99). 

In a powerful postscript to his memoir, 

Experience (2000), set in Poland in 1995, 

Amis wrote about visiting the extermination 

camps for the first time: “Auschwitz itself is 

disgustingly intimate (Höss’ house nestles 

in behind the gallows; his wife and children 

used to play in the garden there), Birkenau 

disgustingly vast. It is easier to believe in the 

cruelty than it is to believe in the contempt, 

the unbelievable contempt.”

It’s in this “contemptuous” domestic space 

within a nightmare world that The Zone Of 

Interest is set. By email from Brooklyn, Amis 

says, “The idea came to me – love at first 

sight in a death camp – and I wrote it. I was 

responding to the extraordinary fact that 

some of the Germans had their wives and 

children with them at Auschwitz.”

The narrative is shared between three 

characters, the commandant of an Auschwitz-

Past master 
Amis returns with a vengeance

By Olivia Cole

L I T E R A T U R E

like camp, his nephew, and a member of the 

Sonderkommando, the Jewish units forced 

to help with the disposal of gas chamber 

victims. At the centre is the relationship 

between the commandant’s wife and her 

husband’s nephew.

Amis writes that he wanted to return to 

the subject, “without [the] stylisation” of 

Time’s Arrow, which uses the extraordinary 

conceit of turning history on its head, so 

characters proceed from age to youth, and 

Auschwitz becomes a place where a race was 

created, rather than destroyed. He has also 

said, “If there’s one thing I wanted to avoid 

it’s what Primo Levi called literary lechery,” – 

a problem for fiction or filmmaking aiming to 

depict suffering of epic proportions, and one 

which is strikingly absent from Time’s Arrow. 

This year, the latest round of opprobrium 

for Amis came for some stark observations 

he made about race and multiculturalism in 

Britain. “The great thing about America is 

that it’s an immigrant society and a Pakistani 

in Boston can say, ‘I’m an American,’ and all 

he’s doing is stating the obvious,” Amis said 

in a BBC documentary. “But a Pakistani in 

Preston who says, ‘I’m an Englishman,’ – that 

statement would raise eyebrows.” In his view, 

multiculturalism is “probably weaker now 

than it used to be, because it’s a luxury, that 

ideology. It’s what you do when you have 

money in the bank and now there is no 

money in the bank, that kind of pan-

tolerance will contract, because it’s too 

altruistic for hard times.” Racist or realist? 

 Fast forward several months and, as 

this country comes to terms with the 

popularity at the ballot box of UKIP, 

which, like a spectre from the Thirties, 

exploits economic hardship to demonise 

immigrants and present protectionism as 

a prospect for improving life in Britain, 

it’s hard to imagine a better time for Amis’ 

reconsideration of the most extreme chapter 

in fascism’s history. 

In Hack 

Attack – How 

The Truth 

Caught Up 

With Rupert 

Murdoch 

(Chatto & Windus, £20) Guardian 

journalist Nick Davies tells the 

story of the British media’s biggest 

scandal while reminding us of 

the importance of its legitimate 

investigative work. The power 

of the printed page is also at the 

centre of The Zhivago Affair: The 

Kremlin, The CIA And The Battle 

Over A Forbidden Book (Harvill 

Secker, £20) by Peter Finn and 

Petra Couvée – a piece of Cold 

War literary history about Boris 

Pasternak’s classic novel which 

channels Le Carré. In a gripping 

piece of sleuthing, Kevin Cook 

examines how a 1964 murder has 

been used to perpetuate a myth 

about American social history in 

Kitty Genovese: The Murder, 

The Bystanders, The Crime 

That Changed America (WW 

Norton, £15.50). A Broken World: 

Letters Diaries And Memories 

Of The Great War, edited by 

Sebastian Faulks and Hope Wolf 

(Hutchinson, £20), brings together 

the perspectives of ordinary folk 

with those of TE Lawrence and 

Sassoon. Best read somewhere 

hot, sipping something cool is 

Matthew Parker’s brilliant addition 

to the canon of Jamaican travel 

writing and 007-ology, Goldeneye 

– Where Bond Was Born: Ian 

Fleming’s Jamaica (Hutchinson, 

£20, inset). The son of a 

Bangladeshi waiter, Zia Haider 

Rahman has been a mathematician, 

a human rights barrister and a 

banker. His spectacular In The 

Light Of What We Know (Picador, 

£17) is an unreliable account of a 

friendship told by an unrepentant 

money man. If it ends up against 

Amis, and perhaps McEwan, the 

Booker Prize could provide an 

electric debate on British fiction. OC

GQ BOOK CLUB
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N
eil Moffitt is not what you’d call a cautious businessman. He 

takes risks. Like taking a niche London restaurant and launch-

ing it in the United States totally unaltered for the American 

market (well, apart from dropping some of the carbs from the Beverly 

Hills menu); like developing that restaurant brand into the biggest 

nightclub in the world; like taking the original dining concept – a 

modern take on Chinese cuisine – back to mainland China with a high-

profile launch in Shanghai. 

The brand in question is Hakkasan, and Moffitt, the 47-year-old 

chief executive of the group, has whipped the 13-year-old restaurant 

business into an international hospitality chain in little more than 

a year, in which time revenue has soared by 150 per cent. Now he 

is preparing for the next stage of his ambitious strategy – the launch 

of Hakkasan hotels, following the signing of a joint venture agreement 

with MGM in April. 

And all of this because he accidentally discovered a restaurant 

tucked away down a cobbled alley just off London’s Tottenham Court 

Road seven years ago. “I took my wife for dinner at Hakkasan 

Hanway Place,” he explains over jasmine tea in its sister property in 

the capital, Hakkasan Mayfair. “She’s American, which obviously 

means she is one of the most critical people on the planet, and 

she loved it.”

She wasn’t the only one – Moffitt had cooked up a grand plan for 

the future of the brand before he’d even collected his coat. 

His first bold move – to launch an international expansion through 

the US – was, he concedes, a decision made easier by the fact that he 

lives there. “I moved to the States 12 years ago because I was mes-

merised by the American service industry,” he explains. “My view has 

always been that we all work hard for our money. So we deserve the 

best service wherever we choose to spend it. The Americans get that 

and I have always found it strange that the Brits really don’t.” 

Moffitt’s suit is Tom Ford, his tie is Chanel and his accent is 

 Midlands through and through. “My first job out of school was in 

the car  industry,” he says. “I was 18 and I hated it. After three months 

I told my parents I was leaving.” Moffitt chose instead to work his 

way up through the ranks of the hospitality business, starting in 

locals pubs and bars before moving into nightclubs and casinos in 

the Nineties. By 1999 he was one of the industry’s biggest players, 

launching Godskitchen in Birmingham before taking it to Ibiza the 

same year. Soon afterwards he relocated to Las Vegas. In 2005 Angel 

Management Group was formed to focus solely on the US market. 

It was his time managing casinos and working in the gaming indus-

try that gave Moffitt the inspiration and drive to push the Hakkasan 

brand beyond its dining-only niche. “It really was from that very first 

dinner that I started to work up the idea in my head. The dark wood, 

the music, the vibe in the restaurant made me think it would work 

well as a nightlife brand as well as a dining experience. It’s the same 

sort of concept you get in casino hotels. When our customers leave 

the restaurant they are often going somewhere else that isn’t neces-

sarily home. So how can we capture that revenue?”

The big test came in April 2013 when Moffitt unveiled an 80,000 sq 

ft nightclub in Las Vegas. The risk paid off and the club has continued 

to draw in the thousands of customers it needs each week to survive. 

Next on the list are the hotels, and Moffitt says he would like to have 

a hotel in London developed, built and opened within three years. 

Moffitt remains tight-lipped on specific details, although he does 

confirm, “all of our hotels will be small. To deliver the level of service 

we would be aiming for, you’re looking at 200 rooms maximum,” and 

that he will continue to focus on the US market by strengthening the 

brand in American cities where there is already a presence (Hakkasan 

currently operates in New York, San Francisco, Los Angeles, Las Vegas 

and Miami). 

And this is on top of the roll-out of the original restaurant concept 

in cities including Moscow and São Paulo, and the proposed launch 

of the first ever Hakkasan beach club (most likely in Saint Tropez) 

by 2017.

But a Chinese restaurant that morphs into a beach club? A Hakkasan 

hotel? Is there a chance that it could all just get too much? “Let’s be 

clear here. We are not planning a Hakkasan on every street,” he says. 

“We are growing, yes. But there is no rush.”

No rush, maybe, but, as always, plenty of risk. Still, Neil Moffitt is 

not what you’d call a cautious businessman. 

What happens in Vegas, pays in Vegas... 
From central London to Shanghai, the expanding Hakkasan brand now has its sights set on hotels

By Emily Wright

Photograph Rex

Party time: The five-storey Hakkasan 
superclub in Las Vegas and (right) chief 
executive Neil Moffitt with his wife, Heidi
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Guardians of the what-now?
Why adding more superheroes is a zero-sum game

Mood Indigo +++

The latest from Dr Feel-good

Haters of all things twee, look away 

now: not only is Mood Indigo directed 

by reigning twee-king Michel Gondry 

(whose flights of fancy were once kept 

in check by a tight script – think Eternal 

Sunshine Of The Spotless Mind – but 

who has recently floated tweely free), 

but it also stars twee-queen Audrey 

Tautou, of Amélie fame. The result is 

as you might expect – a fantastical, 

feel-good, visually inventive romance, 

but while the sets are clearly made by 

geniuses, emotional nuance is not to 

be found. SM Out on 1 August

Boyhood +++++

The wonder years

A sort of Seven Up (the documentary 

series, not the drink) for the cinema 

crowd, Richard Linklater’s Boyhood 

is a curious beast, mixing the fictional 

(starring Ethan Hawke, it charts the 

slow-burn details of a couple raising 

a child) with real-life Mason (Ellar 

Coltrane), seven at the start, whose 

changing life and changing times are 

filmed over 12 years. The result is both 

intimate and expansive – it’s a life 

shown grown, battered, nourished and 

irrevocably changed by every step. 

A small masterpiece. SM Out on 11 July

It’s bigger, it’s louder, it’s, er, quite a lot 

hairier. We’ve already had the Planet 

Of The Apes reboot in the form of 

2011’s Rise Of The Planet Of The Apes, 

but now it’s the Dawn Of The Planet 

Of The Apes (above, out on 17 July), 

and we pick up ten years after the 

super-ape invasion. Under ape-lord 

Caesar, they’ve formed a civilised 

society – an Eden where they’ve even 

built aqueducts – and have made 

peace with the surviving humans. But 

guess what – that peace doesn’t last 

long. So, like the first film, expect an 

action film that’s smarter than most.

Another summer action flick 

bustling on to your screen – but with 

more crash, bang and codswallop 

– is Transformers: Age Of Extinction 

(below, out on 10 July). Not only do 

the Transformers films barely need an 

introduction (they make a mint), but 

also barely a plot recap, because there 

so rarely is one. This time, as with the 

others in the series, giant robot aliens 

fight each other in a battle scene that 

starts after 20 minutes and continues 

until the end. Huge bonus, however – 

this one contains Mark Wahlberg.

Away from sci-fi spectaculars, 

Hercules (out on 25 July) stars Irina 

Shayk, otherwise known as Mrs 

Ronaldo, opposite Dwayne “The 

Rock” Johnson, with a supporting 

credit for his muscles. Directed by 

Brett Ratner (Rush Hour trilogy), 

expect a CGI-laden gods-and-

monsters throwback spectacular in 

which The Rock comes off better than 

everything in it that is not The Rock.

Finally, Mike Myers is making a 

comeback! Not as a certain hapless 

Sixties secret agent, but as a 

documentary impresario, with 

Supermensch: The Legend Of Shep 

Gordon (out on 18 July), a labour-of-

love hagiography of manager/agent 

Gordon, an icon of the Seventies 

entertainment biz. It’s partly the tale of 

Myers’ and Gordon’s friendship after 

crossing paths in 1991, when Myers 

wanted to use a track by Alice Cooper 

(one of Gordon’s clients). Expect plenty 

of rollicking celeb anecdotes, but 

perhaps hardly a critical eye. SM 

Joe ++++

Gilded Cage

Usually, you know what you’re getting 

with a Nicolas Cage performance. 

Mostly, there’s gurning. Often, there’s 

screaming. And nearly always, 

there’s the kind of intensity where 

self-combustion seems an option. 

In Joe, however, Cage gives his 

most nuanced performance to date, 

playing a hothead Texas redneck 

who confronts his demons after 

meeting a 15-year-old boy, to whom 

he becomes a surrogate father. It’s 

Cage’s best performance in years. SM 

Out on 25 July

T
his month, like most, someone is saving the 

world. Only it’s not enough now for just one 

person to save it. Where we had Avengers 

Assemble – in which Thor, Iron Man, the Hulk and 

others saved New York and the universe – now we 

have Guardians Of The Galaxy (out on 31 July) in 

which an entire actors’ rep company do. 

There’s Zoe Saldana, who plays an orphan alien, 

Vin Diesel is a “tree-like humanoid” and Bradley 

Cooper is a bounty-hunting genetically engineered 

raccoon (really). Naturally, the universe is under 

threat, and this rag-tag bunch of alien superheroes 

need to club together to stop it.

Yet Avengers Assemble only worked because 

over a series of set-up films, from Captain America: 

The First Avenger to Iron Man, we got to care 

about each, or at least give a flying hoot when 

demons from another dimension are trying to bash 

their heads in. This is the main quality of Game Of 

Thrones – yes, there is a lot of death and bonking, 

but being a sprawling series, it can devote enough 

time to the characters to make you mourn each death 

(or cheer each bonk). But here? There are about 

20 main characters, and one is a super-chipmunk. 

In the most recent X-Men movie, X-Men: Days Of 

Future Past, meanwhile, they weren’t satisfied with 

just getting about ten X-people together, they spun a 

time-travel storyline where each X-Man got to fight 

alongside their younger selves. The next Superman 

film, we’re told, will not only star Batman (with Ben 

Affleck donning the cape), but is also rumoured to 

be throwing in Wonder Woman for good luck. 

The time has finally come to stop asking where 

have all our heroes gone: they’re here, and there 

are so many it feels like they’re on a day-trip. 

Can we have fewer, please? Stuart McGurk 

For your 

consideration...

Photograph Rex

Unusual suspects: Zoe Saldana, Chris Pratt, 
a Bradley Cooper-voiced raccoon, 
Dave Batista and Vin Diesel as Groot 
in Guardians Of The Galaxy
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A
rms aloft in triumph, fists clenched, head tilted back, eyes 

tight shut, mouth open in both beam and defiant roar, the 

image captures perfectly the ecstasy of sporting celebration. 

The features are unmistakable, the meaning of that bright red Nike-

swooshed shirt, too. “Will you be watching the next champion at 

Royal Liverpool?” the copy asks. There are hospitality packages 

being touted and the organisers know just the man for the job.

Tiger Woods: they will not let it lie.

Nobody even knows if the world’s greatest golfer will be at the 

tournament this month. Serious back injuries are no respecters of 

the calendar, as organisers of the Masters 

found this year. Woods loves Augusta. It 

is his spiritual home. It was where he 

chose to return to public life, cosseted in 

its environs after his famous sabbatical. 

Last year, the rules committee as good 

as abandoned golf’s tenet of personal 

 responsibility when he signed for the 

wrong score. Yet a year on, for the first 

time in two decades, he couldn’t make 

it. He was also absent from two other 

majors in 2011. Yet still he is the market-

ing department’s hard sell. Whose picture 

might they put in that bottom-right-

hand, quarter-page slot otherwise? 

Jordan Spieth? 

 Golf is in Tigerless crisis. Over the past 

decade, participation numbers have de-

creased by 16 per cent in the United 

Kingdom, and courses are closing in 

greater numbers than are opening in the 

United States. Tiger was golf’s get-out-

of-jail card, the player who could bridge 

the gap between staid clubhouse rules 

and a generation brought up on games in 

which the penalty for a mistake is a quick 

press of the restart button, not a fruitless 

ten-minute search in long grass, and a 

sorry 300-yard trek back to the start. 

Tiger made golf look fun, and sassy. Then 

he crashed, and stopped winning the big 

ones. Now he is pushing 40 with a dodgy 

back. Who out there is like him?

Rory McIlroy? He has that distinctive, first-name quality, and Nike 

were up for casting him as Tiger II when he signed a ten-year con-

tract worth £156m last year. Tiger’s brilliance, however, was that he 

could clinch those deals and not be fazed. He appeared immune to 

the pressure of expectation, he relished being The Man. On the final 

day, leading the tournament, he would put on a bright-red shirt, like 

a target. Catch me if you can, it said. He was everything corporate 

America wanted him to be. They showed him the money, he showed 

them the way – all four major trophies on his coffee table at one 

time, the Tiger Slam. Since signing up with Nike, however, McIlroy 

has won only two competitions. He often seems cowed as a com-

petitor, now the sport looks to him as its beacon. Wall Street would 

jolt upwards the day after Tiger won. As no American has claimed 

the Australian Open since Brad Faxon in 1993, one imagines 

 McIlroy’s triumph at Royal Sydney last year did not resonate in quite 

the same fashion in the trading room at Goldman Sachs.

If life without Tiger is approaching – and Tiger shuffling around in 

the rump, a shadow of his former self, is only the second-worst-case 

scenario – then the viewing figures at the Masters must have sent a 

shiver up golf’s spine. Despite a fascinating final-day shoot-out 

between Bubba Watson and Spieth, at 20 the sport’s latest protégé, 

viewing figures were down close to a third, the smallest level for 21 

years. Watson is a charismatic figure, too, but there is only limited 

general appeal in a champion whose trademark is sobbing while 

thanking God. Quite how Watson’s strong Christian beliefs play in a 

secular age remains to be seen, too. Recently, Chris Broussard, a sports 

analyst covering basketball for ESPN, said 

that the gay Brooklyn Nets star Jason 

Collins was in open rebellion against God. 

Watson tweeted his support. “I respect 

anybody that’s gay,” he later clarified. “It’s 

just my belief system on the Bible says 

you can’t be gay. That’s a sin. So some-

body living in sin I believe to be wrong.” 

It is enough that women can’t buy a drink 

in many of golf’s greatest establishments, 

without contemplating that a section of 

the population that are allowed in will go 

to hell, just as soon as they’ve finished 

that gin and tonic. Lesbians, in Bubba’s 

world, seem particularly screwed.

Only in golf’s conservative community 

could an unashamed corporate figure 

like Tiger appear in some way badass, 

but that’s the way it was. His on-course 

transgressions were so lightweight – 

the odd cuss word, some ill-concealed 

 spitting – that they would barely have 

 registered in any other sport. Yet Spieth 

apologised for the gentlest of tantrums 

at the WGC-Accenture Match Play 

Championship in February. He makes 

Tiger look like Dennis Rodman.

The greatest fear is that over the 

horizon comes a generation of regulation-

hitters from the Far East, as has happened 

in the women’s game. As of mid-May, 

there were eleven Koreans in the top 25, 

and the structure of Korean names gives an unfortunate impression 

of uniformity. In the top 50, for instance, are Hyo-Joo Kim, IK Kim, 

Sei-Young Kim and Ha-Neul Kim. Numbers 45 to 50 in the world 

 rankings include Ilhee Lee, Seung-Hyun Lee and Meena Lee.

In the men’s game, China is coming. There are now around 1,000 

golf courses in a country where the sport was banned until 30 years 

ago and in 2013 Guan Tianlang became the youngest player to make 

the cut at a major tournament, progressing through to days three 

and four of the US Masters at the age of 14 years and five months. 

Self-discipline, endless hours of practice and precision could be made 

for the disciplined Eastern soul. And won’t that play well on the 

networks? Too many Tigers could be as bad for the viewing figures 

as none at all. 

The Open Championship takes place at Royal Liverpool 13-20 July. 

Martin Samuel is the chief sports writer of the Daily Mail and the 

2014 NPA Sports Writer Of The Year.

It only wins when he’s swinging 
Golf became too reliant on the pull of Tiger Woods, so how will it cope without its global superstar? 

By Martin Samuel

In the rough: Could China’s 15-year-old protégé Guan Tianlang 
take Tiger Woods’ place as the most recognised name in golf?
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In a decade DOMINATED BY 

YOUTH, London had burst 

into bloom. It was swinging, 

and it was THE SCENE

1 Models (from left) 
Jenny Boyd, Jill 
Kennington, Sue Murray, 
Pattie Boyd, Celia 
Hammond and Tania 
Mallet, 1965 2 Soho’s 
Ad-Lib Club, 1964 3 The 
Sunday Times magazine 
cover, October 1965; 
4 Carnaby Street 
shoppers, 1968 
5 The Who, with Nicola 
Austine, Toni Lee and 
a baby elephant, ride 
the Magic Bus, 1968 

6 Singer Marianne 
Faithfull by Terry O’Neill 
7 Piccadilly Circus, 1963 
8 The Beatles during the 
One World broadcast 
at Abbey Road Studios, 
1967 9 A Carnaby Street 
boutique’s Swinging 
Sixties poster, 1969 10 A 
Rolls-Royce on Carnaby 
Street, 1968 11 Time’s 
15 April 1966 cover 
that alerted the world 
to Swinging London 
Opposite Twiggy, 1967
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SWINGING LONDON

How Britain 
INVENTED  
the SIXTIES

London is the hippest, richest, most culturally diverse city in the world. 

Yet this new cool is only the latest manifestation of an innate  

swagger that belongs to London and London alone. As the capital enjoys 

its latest ‘swish’, GQ looks back at the first time it began to swing...

L O N D O N

SWINGS

STORY BY DYLAN JONES
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The road was empty, stretching out before 

him like the future. There was no speed limit, 

so he got the E-Type up to 120mph, eating up 

the road in front of him. All he could hear was 

the car, and all he could see was the tarmac. 

The M1 was empty, and there was nothing 

else on the road.

Nothing except the policeman on the motor-

bike, that is, who was waving him down. David 

Bailey was stopped all the time because he was 

young; in those days young people didn’t have 

cars, especially not E-Type Jags or convertible 

Rolls-Royces. 

It was 1965, just a year before Swinging 

London was officially born, and Vogue had 

asked him to photograph Sophia Loren for 

the Peter Ustinov film Lady L, and so he was 

“Of course it is, and I’m Napoleon bleeding 

Bonaparte. Now get out of the car, and show 

me your driving licence.”

And so he got out of his car, showed him his 

licence and the policeman said, “Oh, bloody 

hell, you’re telling the truth; you really are 

David Bailey. My wife’s a big fan of yours! 

Will you say hello to Sophia Loren for me and 

please drive a bit slower...”

The world felt like a very different place to 

the one Bailey had known ten years earlier.

He was 27, and, like the rest of London, he 

had it all before him.

April 2016 marks the 50th anniversary of 

Swinging London. April 1966 is when Time 

magazine officially  anointed London as “The 

Swinging City”, turning it at once into a Mecca 

for American tourists as well as an internation-

al symbol of cultural upheaval.

From 15 April 1966, seemingly overnight, 

London suddenly became the coolest city in 

the world. Of course, for the magical 500, those 

denizens of the Ad-Lib nightclub who had been 

making London swing for the past four or five 

years, Swinging London was almost becom-

ing a cliché. Yet this was the month when its 

image as a cultural capital was rubber-stamped 

for the eyes of the world to see.

The cover of this issue of Time didn’t just 

focus on the individuals who were making 

London swing – didn’t just alight on the 

Beatles, the newly minted prime minister, 

Harold Wilson (on the first of the month the 

Labour Party had won the general election 

with a majority of 96 seats), trendy photog-

rapher David Bailey (who, as usual, had taken 

the cover shot of that month’s British Vogue) 

or zeitgeisty fashion designer Mary Quant. 

Instead it celebrated a place, a mood, a feeling, 

a geopolitical and social revolution.

The 15 April issue of Time featured a cartoon 

on its cover – drawn by a Punch illustrator 

– a collage incorporating traditional London 

symbols such as Big Ben, a red double-decker 

Routemaster bus, a Union Jack and the Houses 

of Parliament. Yet it also included the new 

symbols of meritocratic London: the Beatles 

in a pink Rolls-Royce, the Ad-Lib discothèque, 

the Who, the Rolling Stones, some Kings Road 

miniskirted “dolly birds”, an E-Type Jaguar and 

a caricature of the prime minister, smoking 

his habitual pipe (even though anyone in the 

know knew that he smoked decidedly non- 

egalitarian cigars in private).

“In this century, every decade has had 

its city,” ran the editorial inside. “The fin de 

siècle belonged to the dreamlike round of 

Vienna, capital of the inbred Habsburgs and 

the waltz. In the changing Twenties, Paris 

provided a moveable feast for Hemingway, 

Picasso, Fitzgerald and Joyce, while in the 

chaos after the Great Crash, Berlin briefly 

erupted with the savage iconoclasm of Brecht 

and the Bauhaus. During the shell-shocked 

Forties, thrusting New York led the way, and in 

the uneasy Fifties, it was the easy Rome of   

driving all the way up to Scarborough, where 

they were filming.

The policeman said someone had phoned 

through about the young photographer 

because he had been doing more than 

100mph, even though there was no speed 

limit on the M1.

“Whose car is it?” he asked. 

“Mine,” said the photographer. 

“Unlikely. Where are you going?” he asked.

“Scarborough,” said the photographer.

“At 3am?”

“Yes.”

“OK, why are you going to Scarborough?”

“To photograph Sophia Loren.”

“All right, sunshine, what’s your name?”

“David Bailey.”
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In full swing (clockwise 
from top): Jean Shrimpton 
in Lambretta’s 1967 calendar; 
Kingly Street’s Kleptomania, 
a favourite boutique of the 
Who, 1968; the Rolling 
Stones rehearse for a gig at 
the Saville Theatre, London, 
14 December, 1969; fashion 
designer Mary Quant has her 
hair styled by Vidal Sassoon, 
1964; the Kinks’ self-titled 
1964 debut album

Everywhere you 

looked you saw an 

ASPIRING THIS, a 

POTENTIAL THAT
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 la dolce vita. Today it is London, a city 

steeped in tradition, seized by change, lib-

erated by affluence, graved by daffodils and 

anemones, so green with parks and squares 

that, as the saying goes, you can walk across 

it on grass.”

Looking back now, it almost seems as though 

everything happened at once. In a decade 

dominated by youth, London had burst into 

bloom. It was swinging, and it was the scene. 

The Union Jack suddenly became as ubiqui-

tous as the black cab or the red Routemaster, 

and all became icons of the city. Carnaby 

Street’s turnover was more than £5 million in 

1966 alone. Quite simply, London was where 

it was at. Fuelled by growing prosperity, social 

mobility, post-war optimism and wave after 

wave of youthful enterprise, the city captured 

the imagination of the world’s media. Here was 

the centre of the sexual revolution – the pill 

had been introduced in 1961 – the musical rev-

olution, the sartorial revolution. London was a 

veritable cauldron of benign revolt. 

Carnaby Street wouldn’t be pedestrianised 

until 1973 (to cope with the human traffic 

resulting from pieces like the one in Time), 

and was still being besieged by retailers trying 

to exploit the area’s success. Tommy Roberts 

opened Kleptomania in Kingly Street, just 

behind Carnaby Street, in the summer of 1966, 

and it quickly became one of the “in” places. It 

was curatorial in essence and, as well as clothes, 

Roberts filled the shop with Edwardian wind-up 

gramophones, sepia-toned erotica, opium pipes, 

a coffee table made out of an elephant’s foot – 

“weird bits of junk”, according to Roberts. 

Kleptomania was where the Who came in 

before their tour of Australia, leaving with 

four matching pith helmets, where Terence 

Stamp and Julie Christie would come on the 

 weekends when they weren’t filming Far From 

The Madding Crowd.

“It was a higgledy-piggledy mess, but we 

found that people wanted to buy these things,” 

said Roberts, “especially since the area was 

opening up studios for the advertising business. 

For £30, a tipsy ad man could wobble away on 

an original penny-farthing after a Soho lunch.”

The store soon started investigating the pos-

sibility of manufacturing own-brand clothes, 

yet the East End tailors Roberts approached 

initially baulked at his sketches of silver satin 

bell-bottoms and trumpet-sleeved shirts. “I 

got round the problem by claiming I was from 

the costume department of the Bertram Mills 

Circus,” he said.

So influential was Kleptomania that it 

became a tourist destination, especially for 

international celebrities: Liberace, Tony Curtis, 

Brigitte Bardot and Sophia Loren all turned up 

to pay homage to Roberts’ eclectic boutique.

In the space of a few months the skies over 

London had become kaleidoscopic, full of 

 multicoloured swirls and curls, and curlicues of 

every shape and size. It was as though colour 

had replaced coin as a symbol of wealth and 

success, as though pigment were the cure for all 

known evils. There appeared to be no affliction 

not tempered by the application of some glitter 

mascara, or the donning of some extravagant 

garb. Colour became almost confrontational. In 

a few years this would result in clothes – and 

The young ones 
(clockwise from  
left): French  
actress Catherine 
Deneuve and British 
photographer David 
Bailey leave the 
registry office after 
their wedding at St 
Pancras, London, 1965; 
Nova magazine, here 
with Liz Taylor and 

Richard Burton 
emblazoned on its 
October 1966 cover, 
was the women’s 
magazine of the 
moment; a portrait 
of actor Terence Stamp 
and Jean Shrimpton, 
1963; local Londoners 
flock to Soho’s 
Rupert Street for 
its market, 1966
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hair – being used as ways to let your “freak 

flag” show when you were squatting outside 

the American embassy or throwing rocks at 

police vans. But for now this sartorial exuber-

ance was just a way to semaphore your deter-

mination to be one of the beautiful people. 

Newly emancipated girls in gingham mini-

dresses with white organdie collars, cutaway 

shoulders and short white Courrèges boots read 

Nova magazine on the bus. Floppy-haired boys 

wore blazers and rode bikes.

It wasn’t just the West End that was experi-

encing a demographic shift, though, as other 

pockets of the city were changing too. In 1964, 

the British sociologist Ruth Glass used the term 

“gentrification” to describe the way in which 

Islington was being colonised by the middle 

classes, or at least those from the middle 

class who considered themselves early adop-

ters. The topography of Swinging London was 

becoming slightly more complicated.

The Time cover was published the same 

month Michelangelo Antonioni started shoot-

ing Blow-Up in London, with the first day’s 

filming taking place near a chain of soot-

stained railway arches in Queenstown Road 

in Battersea. An enigmatic attempt to capture 

the zeitgeist, the film was as beguiling as it was 

beautiful – a lot like Swinging London itself. 

This was the month when London learned to 

fall in love with its future, when it appeared to 

embrace all that was to come before it.

As spring turned into summer it seemed as 

though everyone wanted to be in London. 

Many in the film world were already there: 

Michael Caine, Tony Hancock, Peter Cook 

and Dudley Moore were filming The Wrong 

Box at Shepperton Studios; François Truffaut 

was on location shooting Fahrenheit 451 with 

Julie Christie and Oskar Werner; and even 

the veteran filmmaker Charlie Chaplin was 

making what would turn out to be his last film, 

A Countess From Hong Kong, at Pinewood.

Perhaps the biggest news was the fact that 

Stanley Kubrick had taken over four  enormous 

sound stages at Elstree for his latest extrav-

aganza, 2001: A Space Odyssey. There was 

so much press attention that one paper had 

even reported that he had asked Lloyds of 

London to insure the movie against “the dis-

covery of extra-terrestrial beings prior to its 

1968 opening”.

The same week, Mary Quant published 

her autobiography, Quant By Quant, achiev-

ing instant deification in the press when it 

was serialised in the Sunday Mirror. Here 

was yet another home-grown star to be 

fêted,  applauded and celebrated. Patriotism 

was running high, as the country appeared 

determined to amplify the enormous ground-

swell of young talent it was producing.

Like the decade in which it flourished, 

London had a personality at the time that 

was vibrant, brash, moody, young and tran-

sient. London was the city of affluence, ado-

lescence, attitude and Alfie. As a laboratory 

and showcase for the emerging youth-orient-

ed scene, London became the favoured habitat 

of a  generation of pop-culture prime movers.

 A 
sensibility started to knit itself 

together. Patrick Macnee and 

Diana Rigg were already star-

ring as John Steed and Emma 

Peel in the TV series The 

Avengers, pop art had begun 

to directly influence interior design, graphic 

illustrators and art directors, and drugs were 

more readily available than they’d ever been.

A new London was mushrooming into life. 

Winston Churchill was dead, abortion was 

about to be made legal, and happiness seemed 

exponential. Britain was experiencing almost 

full employment, and so it never occurred to 

anyone that there might not be a job waiting 

for them when they left school or their red-

brick university. And the job you wanted was 

probably in London. It was all about the city. 

Turn around, you saw an actress. Look across 

the road, you saw a potential model spill out 

of a taxi. Over there, by the Chelsea Potter, 

wasn’t he a writer? And wasn’t he standing 

next to the guy who managed that group? 

Or was it the other guy, the gay one who was 

trying to organise a be-in at the Roundhouse?

Everywhere you looked you saw an 

 aspiring this, a potential that. And they were 

all dressed up to the nines. Every window 

had a Union Jack decal, every poster was 

emblazoned with a yellow flower or a cari-

cature of a Regency dandy, only this time 

wearing  coral-coloured loon pants and a 

paisley cravat. If you walked along the Kings 

Road, as part of the Saturday afternoon pro-

cession, you would be  assaulted by a barrage 

of noise escaping from every shop doorway: 

“The Sun Ain’t Gonna Shine Anymore” by 

the Walker Brothers, “Paint It Black” by the 

Rolling Stones and “Paperback Writer” by the 

Beatles. You might hear the odd bootleg, too, 

smuggled over from New York or Los Angeles. 

There were huge music scenes on both coasts, 

yet bands had to be accepted  in London before 

they could properly get  traction at home.

This would be the year in which Harold 

Wilson’s freshly elected government would 

sanction the BBC’s decision to launch an 

all-day pop radio station coincidentally at 

precisely the same time that their pirate rivals 

– such as Radio Caroline – were being hounded 

out of existence by new legislation. This was 

also the year in which Bill Cotton, then the 

assistant head of light entertainment at BBC 

One, decided the channel needed a British 

version of The Tonight Show, which was hosted 

by Johnny Carson on the American network 

NBC. Cotton’s big idea was to poach the Radio 

Caroline DJ Simon Dee. (Dee’s first show would 

air one year later, on Tuesday 4 April 1967, and 

would feature Lance Percival, Cat Stevens, the 

Jimi Hendrix Experience and Kiki Dee.)

A year earlier, Diana Vreeland, the editor 

of American Vogue, had said, “London is the 

most swinging city in the world,” putting into 

words what a lot of people on both sides of 

the Atlantic had been thinking for a while. 

“The caste system, in short, is breaking down 

at both ends,” ran an editorial in the Daily 

Telegraph. “The working class are busting out 

of the lower depths and invading fields where 

they can make more money and the upper 

class is breaking down walls to get into the 

lower levels where they can have more fun.”

Burt Bacharach and Hal David had got 

there first, too. In the autumn of 1965 they’d 

recorded  their love letter to the city, the decid-

edly jaunty “London Life”, sung by the TV 

presenter Anita Harris, and containing the 

immortal line, “While Paris sleeps, London 

just keeps right on swinging.”

The social composition of Swinging London 

was very particular, with a giddy mix of the 

most bizarre people. After dark, what makes 

cities exciting is the way they polarise. Low 

and high life are accentuated and scrambled 

as larger limos drive down shadier streets to 

heaving nightclubs in empty neighbourhoods 

full of poor people pretending to be rich and 

rich people pretending to be poor. And in the 

Sixties, this started in London.

“It’s often explained as a result of the post-

World War II kids all coming of age at just the 

right time,” said Paul McCartney, the ultimate 

Sixties London immigrant. “And, as well, we 

all ended up in the same city. We’d come down 

from Liverpool – various people had come over 

from America to London: the global village was 

just beginning and opening its doors. We went 

to the same parties, same galleries. It was a 

scene... The swinging London scene.”

There were more divergencies than common-

alities among the thousands of people who 

converged on London in the mid-Sixties, yet 

collectively, together, they were responsible 

for one of the most creative periods of post-

war Britain, a cultural groundswell that would 

be destined to repeat itself mid- decade,  

London’s metamorphosis from GLOOMY POST-WAR CAPITAL into 

an EPICENTRE OF STYLE was due to two factors: youth and money
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 every decade, for the next 50 years. The 

first iteration was Swinging London, followed 

by punk in the Seventies, the new romantics 

of the Eighties, and Britpop in the Nineties.

London was the city of the decade.

“There seemed to be no one standing outside 

the bubble,” said the satirist and co-founder  of 

Private Eye, Christopher Booker. Yet Swinging 

London was very much a bubble, and while 

it was the harbinger of change and the cat-

alyst for so much that came in its wake, in 

reality it was a citadel. While it’s easy to 

assume that London in the mid-Sixties has 

been  documented exhaustively, what we think 

happened is very different from what actually  

happened. When we think of 1966 we tend 

to think of brightly coloured young things 

 nonchalantly making their way down Carnaby 

Street, kicking their Cuban heels along to the 

Kinks’ “Dedicated Follower Of Fashion”; but 

London in 1966 contained other worlds, too, 

not least the gargantuan island of the East End.

In the early Sixties, the East End was as dif-

ferent from the West End as England was from 

France. Although there was a slow migration 

of talent from east to west – David Bailey, 

Terence Stamp, Terence Donovan et al – in 

those early days rarely the twain would meet. 

If you were from the East End, you were more 

likely to visit Kent than Oxford Street.

“Back then the East End all looked the same, 

right from Bow and East Ham through to 

Hackney and Dagenham and Barking and 

beyond, just rows and rows of little 1880 

houses,” said Bailey. “People were so poor 

you’d see market stalls covered in second-hand 

false teeth. It was quiet there, too, and cars 

were still something of a novelty, even in the 

early Sixties: as kids we’d follow George the 

milkman as his horse plodded along the road.”

The only people with cars that Bailey knew 

were the gangs, such as the Krays, and they all 

had pre-war cars, like old V8 Fords. Too often, 

the area felt like one big ghost town, deserted 

in the evening, empty on Sundays.

“If you came from the East End and you 

wanted out, there were only three things you 

could become – a boxer, a car thief or maybe a 

musician,” said Bailey. “But just because you’re 

born in a stable doesn’t mean you have to grow 

up to be a horse. I didn’t. Back then the East 

End was a bit like Cuba, because you could 

only get out if you boxed, stole or sang. By the 

time I was conscripted into the army I’d been a 

carpet salesman at Wickham’s Store in the East 

End, a shoe salesman, a window dresser, and a 

time-and-motion man at Poliakoff’s, the tailor-

ing firm my father worked for. I also did a stint 

as a bad-debt collector, for Mickey Fox, who’d 

been a well-known boxing referee. Mickey was 

an incredibly tough man, and I was his side-

kick. He used to put milk bottles on top of the 

doors so you’d find out if the guy who owed 

money had been back or not. And if they were 

smashed he knew to hang around. He’d also 

write signs outside, such as DS for ‘Don’t Serve’, 

while there were all these symbols that he used 

to scratch on the wall that meant things like 

‘Tough guy, be careful of the husband!’ to warn 

you not to go round on a Saturday morning 

because you were likely to get a right-hander.”

If life in the East End was tough, life “Up 

West” was completely alien.

“When I first went to work at Vogue in 

1960 they used to pat me on the head and 

say, ‘Oh, doesn’t he speak cute,’” said Bailey. 

“I thought to myself, I’ll show you how cute I 

am, dear. And I did. Within nine months the 

managing director was asking me if I’d mind 

moving my Rolls-Royce so he could get his 

Humber out – and the Rolls was two-tone 

blue and grey! I think it was my cockiness that 

the Establishment didn’t like. It was all very  
well employing someone from the ‘other’ 

classes, but why couldn’t he be more grateful? 

I wasn’t in the least bit grateful. Why should I 

have been grateful?”

The early Sixties were full of people like 

Bailey, people from East London, South London 

and the “wrong” parts of West London who 

were infiltrating parts of the city that had pre-

viously been out of bounds. People who were 

not only moving in worlds their parents would 

never have dared to enter, but also inventing 

new ways to make a living, creating a lifestyle 

industry that had never been seen before. 

London’s  seemingly unwitting metamorpho-

sis from a gloomy, grimy post-war capital into 

a bright, shining  epicentre of style was due 

largely to two factors: youth and money.

The Fifties baby boom meant the urban 

 population was the youngest it had been 

since Roman times, with 40 per cent of the 

population under 25 by the mid-Sixties. The 

abolition of national service for men in 1960 

allowed young people to have more freedom 

and fewer responsibilities than any genera-

tion before them.

 T
he real stars of Swinging London 

all spoke with glottal stops. Like 

the photographer Terry O’Neill 

and the actor Michael Caine. 

O’Neill first met Caine in 1963, 

and during the next 30 years 

would photograph him more than 30 times, 

 cataloguing the myriad personalities of a Very 

British Institution. “Over the years I’ve shot 

him so often that it became something of a 

holy grail for me to photograph him without 

his glasses,” said O’Neill. “A lot of critics think 

that Michael’s power lies in his specs, but 

they couldn’t be further from the truth. With 

Michael, it was always his eyes that gave him 

his power, always his eyes that made people 

notice him. I think he’s often thought acting 

was a strange profession, but he’s displayed a 

lot more dignity than most.”

O’Neill became one of Caine’s greatest 

friends, and it was the actor who made the 

photographer a star – though not a lot of 

people know that. When O’Neill first went to 

the US in 1966, to photograph Hugh Hefner 

at the Playboy mansion in Chicago, the live-in 

bunnies thought he was nothing but the living 

embodiment of Caine’s blue-collar rogue. It was 

the voice that did it, a voice that the girls would 

knock on his door at night just to hear, then 

giggle and run away. This was the influence that 

Caine had, that David Bailey had, that every 

Cockney made good had, and it did more for 

social mobility than anything before or since.

“When it happened, being from the other 

side of the tracks was suddenly the thing to 

be,” said O’Neill. “And we made the most of 

it. Me, Michael [Caine], [David] Bailey, Doug 

[Hayward, the tailor], we all used to go to 

the Ad-Lib, and there’d be the Beatles, the 

Stones, Jean Shrimpton, Twiggy. You’d be 

sitting there in rows, talking about jobs we’d 

have to do when we reached 20 or 30” – and 

this is a mantra repeated by many working-

class Londoners who had their first flush in 

the Sixties – “because none of us thought 

it was going to last. We made the most of it 

because we all thought it was going to disap-

pear. That’s the principal reason we partied so 

hard, because we assumed that this was all a 

dream, and that we’d suddenly wake up and 

be back at the labour exchange, wondering 

what had happened. But the weird thing was, 

we never woke up. Something happened every 

day. You’d wake up one day and Mary Quant 

had invented the miniskirt, or Antonioni was 

filming Blow-Up. It’s hard now to explain just 

how exciting it was, but nobody was famous 

then. We were all in it together.”

Caine soon became famous though, playing 

against type, as an upper-class officer in Zulu. 

The rest is Sixties folklore: Alfie, The Ipcress 

File, The Italian Job and onwards, until by the 

end of the Sixties he was probably the most 

iconic film star in the country.

“We were all really living that life. It was so 

much fun to be there – even if you were uned-

ucated you could get a job carrying cameras 

for David Bailey,” said Caine. “There was this 

Michael CAINE wanted it more than most and once he had 
tasted the sweetness of SUCCESS, vowed never to stop eating
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sense of possibility, we were opting out of 

the class system. What we decided was f*** 

it, we’re going our own way and if you want 

to come with us, leave your baggage of class, 

colour and religion at the door. Join us if you 

are talented! 

“At the beginning of the Sixties I never knew 

anyone famous; by the end of it everyone  

I knew was famous, and I hadn’t met any 

new people.”

Many years later, in a West End nightclub, 

I remember sidling up to my friend Robin (a 

keen chronicler of Swinging London), putting 

my arm around him and saying, almost shout-

ing above the disco din, “You know what? 

These are the good old days!”

Caine knew it, too. Back in 1966, he knew 

that sometimes you know exactly what 

moments are going to last. In fact he’d known 

it for some time: “From the very start of the 

Sixties I could see myself at 75 on  television 

telling people about that time. It was the time 

of my time. I will never have so much fun 

again, ever.”

For many, sex was on the agenda like never 

before, especially if you were in the image 

business. Opportunity was the prime cata-

lyst – opportunity and proximity. Men and 

women were mixing like never before, in 

social  circumstances that hadn’t existed 12 

months previously. If you wanted it, sex was 

everywhere.

“It was like a tap had been turned on,” 

said one photographer. “Girls were walking 

around with inquisitive looks on their faces, 

almost daring you to approach them. There 

was just so much sex... If you were cheeky, 

or at least if you were prepared to ask, you 

had a great time. All my friends from the 

East End couldn’t believe all the pussy I was 

getting. They thought I dressed like a poof, 

but they started to see why when they saw 

how much I was getting. Nobody was exclu-

sive in those days, no man anyway, and not 

many women. This was the Sixties, and girls 

had just discovered that they liked having sex 

and men weren’t about to complain. So there 

were always lots of other girls around. It never 

entered my mind not to be unfaithful, because 

that’s just how life was.”

The Sixties was a bellwether time of sex 

and affluence and youth and all the Alfies. 

For many it seemed like unavoidable and 

 long-overdue justice, when a generation 

of working-class Londoners suddenly real-

ised that all those people for whom they had 

respect not only didn’t respect them, but didn’t 

respect themselves. Overnight the great strug-

gle was over, and in the space of about six 

months in 1963 there appeared to be enough 

for everybody who really wanted it. Caine 

wanted it more than most, and once he’d tasted 

the sweetness of success, vowed never to stop 

Acting up (clockwise 
from above): Swedish 
actress Camilla Sparv 
cosies up to Michael 
Caine, 1966; fans 
enjoy England’s 
World Cup win in 
Trafalgar Square, 
1966; the Kinks pose 
for a portrait on the 
streets of Soho, 
1965; the Prince 
Charles Theatre, 
home of the Ad-Lib 
Club, 1964; a poster 
for Michelangelo 
Antonioni’s 1966 
film Blow-Up

Continued on page 178
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Summer just got a little bit better. The siren of Sin City is back for 

the sequel and she’s sexier than ever (her words, not ours).  

Jessica Alba tells GQ about building a business empire, losing her 

inhibitions and coping with an infatuated Eminem... 
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Some people have what Liam Gallagher mem-

orably termed “sun-she-yine” about them. 

Jessica Alba is one of them. Everything about 

her, from her olive skin to her  preternaturally 

youthful face and figure speaks of endless West 

Coast summer. 

It’s not simply that she can rock a bathing 

suit. She glows with a can-do spirit that has 

seen her make a graceful transition from film 

star to businesswoman (her eco-friendly 

children’s product selling outfit, The Honest 

Company, now turns over $60 million annu-

ally), to motherhood (two daughters, Honor 

and Haven) and back again to Hollywood  

(a starring role in next month’s Sin City:  

A Dame To Kill For) without seeming to so 

much as perspire. 

Given that Jessica Alba and summer go 

together like Ambre and Solaire we thought it 

best that she guide us through the highs, lows, 

do’s and don’ts of the season. Not since Signor 

Botticelli asked his Aphrodite to go stand in 

that outsized sea shell has there been a woman 

better equipped to do so.

The last time you spoke to GQ, you said 

having children had ruined your figure, 

but we beg to differ.

I didn’t say it ruined my figure! I said my body 

is different. I said I’m perfectly happy with my 

body, even more happy now than I was then.

You’re not planning to cover up just 

yet then?

No, because I have to enhance what I like 

about my body and my stomach is good. My 

legs I’m not as excited about all the time, but 

I wouldn’t cover up my stomach. That’s what 

women do. Enhance what we’ve got. 

Where do you stand on the big sartorial 

question of the summer for men. Namely 

board shorts or budgie smugglers? You 

know what we’re talking about...

Yes, I have heard that term before [laughs]. 

That’s really funny. I like the board shorts, but 

I like the shorter board shorts that show off the 

legs. They should be mid-thigh.

What should men not do fashion-wise in 

the summer?

Wear clothes that are too tight. Bathing suits 

that are too tight and small T-shirts, and I’m 

not a fan of studs or tattoo prints on T-shirts 

or trousers. I like a skinny jean, but I just think 

tight board shorts are weird. 

That’s like the worst elements of the board 

short and the budgie smuggler in one 

package, so to speak.

Exactly!

What’s your summer drink?

Rosé with ice.

That’s called a “piscine”. Some people think 

ice in wine is a bit, well, common.

Well, the ice makes it last longer. If you don’t 

have ice, you’re taking down two bottles a day 

and that’s not good.

What’s the best song with the word 

“summer” in the title? Minus points if you 

select “In The Summertime” by Mungo Jerry.

“Summertime Sadness” by Lana Del Rey. No, 

hang on, “Deadbeat Summer” by Neon Indian. 

You’re back as dancer Nancy Callahan in 

the Sin City sequel. The scene of yours I 

 remember best from the original was when 

you were dancing on stage with the lasso. 

How did you learn those lasso skills?

One of the transport guys was a cowboy and 

he brought his to work and he showed me how 

to do it in a parking lot before I went on stage. 

It’s not terribly easy but it’s not the hardest 

thing in the world. 

After that film, did boyfriends ever ask you 

to “get out the lasso”? 

[Laughs.] Pretty much right after that movie 

I met Cash [Warren, her husband] and I was 

spoken for, so no, that didn’t happen.

Do you have any similarly memorable 

scenes this time round?

More memorable. There’s more of me and I do 

more than I did in the first one. I have a bit 

more of a character arc in this one. There’s more 

dancing, but the dancing’s really connected to 

the story. Nancy’s a bit of an alcoholic and a 

bit of a mess and she’s depressed and angry. 

The dances in the movie reflects where she’s at. 

How does it feel going back to the role, 

almost ten years on and a mother of two?

I feel much more grounded, much more 

 comfortable, much more saucy. Then I was a girl,  

I was timid, I was afraid, I was so insecure and 

now I’m a woman and it’s different. 

Different how?

I’m more uninhibited. 

So the sexy roles are still on the agenda? 

Well, I never sought them out. I was playing a 

superhero [Sue Storm in Fantastic Four] and all 

of a sudden when they put me in a superhero 

uniform they called it sexy. I was covered head 

to toe, but everything turns into sexy because 

I have a body. I was never, oh, I’m going to be 

a sexy superhero. I was just playing a super-

hero. The only overtly sexy role I’ve ever done 

was Sin City. In Into The Blue I was playing a girl 

who, with her boyfriend, scuba dives for gold. 

You don’t wear sweaters and leather pants 

when you’re scuba diving. 

You’ve never gone off the rails or done 

anything really ludicrous. 

No, the most ludicrous thing I’ve done is start 

a company. 

Has the success of that given you more 

confidence?

It’s given me a better understanding of success 

in business. Of how to pull myself out of the 

frenzy, of the buzz and Hollywood and the 

 frenetic energy of pop culture and have a 

 business perspective on all of it. I’m not as 

affected personally by people’s opinions 

because it used to crush my little heart when 

people would criticise me.

Have you ever put something on Instagram 

that you shouldn’t have?

Yes

Would you like to elaborate?

No. 

How many times?

A couple of times. More than ten. 

It’s been some months now since Paul 

Walker – the star of the The Fast And The 

Furious films and your co-star in Into The 

Blue – died. How do you remember him?

He had a real childlike innocence and he 

was game to try anything or do anything. 

He treated everyone with respect and love. 

He was never treating anybody  differently 

because of who they were. He was really  

a guy’s guy. And loved his daughter so much 

and talked about her all the time. He never 

cared about Hollywood. He never cared about 

the hype. 

Judging by his lyrics, Eminem seems to have 

a thing about you. There’s the D12 lyric, 

“Yesterday Kuniva tried to pull a knife on 

me/Cause I told him Jessica Alba’s my wife 

to be”? Then in “We Made You” he says, 

“Jessica Alba put a breast in my mouth”.  

Have you met him? 

I have met him. We’re not friends, but he’s 

very nice. He’s a really talented songwriter 

and rapper. I listen to his radio station, Shade 

45, all the time. 

You’re not offended? 

He wasn’t saying anything bad. I’m part of 

the millennial generation. I don’t think we 

let things like that upset us.

Sin City: A Dame To Kill For is out on 29 August.

‘ I have a bit 
more of a 
character arc 
in this Sin City’ 
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‘  My success 
in business  
means I’m not 
as affected 
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Opposite: Swimsuit by 
Tomas Maier, £226. 
At matchesfashion.com. 
Necklace by Dylanlex, 
£327. dylanlex.com

Production Shay Nielsen 
Hair Davy Newkirk 
Make-up Lauren Andersen 
Manicure April Foreman 

‘ The most 
ludicrous thing 
I’ve done is start 
a company’

JESSICA ALBA
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The skies are clear, the air is warm and if it doesn’t pour you’ll reign supreme 

with this pick of the season’s hippest hangouts, designer dips and ice-cold looks

STORY BY STUART McGURK

HOW TO RULE

THE SUMMER 
OF COOL

*Oh, and to paraphrase the Sixties, any drink that can 
be drunk with a straw isn’t really worth drinking

Often the Spanish beer, rarely 
the Chinese beer, never the 

Mexican beer with a dash  
of tequila inside*

SUMMER RULE #1
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FOR THE VIEW

Forget the city panoramas 
from London’s Duck & Waffle, 
Palazzo Manfredi’s rooftop 
Aroma Restaurant in Rome 
(left) has the best view to 
dine by anywhere in the 
world. Situated on the top 
floor of the hotel, the open-
air dining area has views of 
the dome of St Peter’s, and 
the Colosseum is so close it’s 
virtually a dining companion. 
palazzomanfredi.com

FOR THE LONDON
IN-CROWD

For locals who think the 
Chiltern Street Firehouse has 
become a bit “bridge and 
tunnel”, Jeremy King and Chris 
Corbin, the men behind the 
Wolseley, have opened Fischer’s 
on Marylebone High Street, 
their take on all-day Viennese 
dining. Order schnitzel, strudel 
and schnapps for a mini-break 
without leaving London. 
fischers.co.uk

FOR THE VIBE

The food-truck revolution 
motors on, but while London’s 
biggies reverse gear into 
restaurants, in LA Kogi’s 
street vans have refined their 
gastronomic art into the best 
street food in the world. Four 
trucks patrol on fixed schedules, 
serving their out-of-this world 
Mexican-barbecue mashup. 
Perfect for an instant food-fix 
under the baking LA sun.  
kogibbq.com

EAT

Shorts: mid-thigh, 
always tailored, 
never too tight

SUMMER RULE #2
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FOR YOUR EYES

A throwback to “Old 
Hollywood” with a fair 
amount of prep thrown in, 
the dark-brown tortoiseshell 
sunglasses from Oliver 
Peoples – the Sir O’Malleys 
– are the very definition of 
a timeless classic that will 
pop any look. Now, every 
Hampstead Heath picnic 
will feel like taking your 
lunch at Brideshead.  
£295. oliverpeoples.com

FOR THE POOL

It’s one thing to think the 
sun shines out of your 
rear end, but how about a 
rainbow? That’s what you 
get – literally – with Sundek 
swimming shorts (left) which, 
as well as boasting a distinctive 
coloured stripe on the rear, 
are currently the best that 
money can buy – perfectly 
fitted, expertly tapered, 
and utterly distinctive.  
£64. shopsundek.com

FOR YOUR FEET

We’ll be honest, we’ve had 
a love-hate affair with the 
Birkenstock, and let’s face 
it, anything seen on the 
feet of a Brighton hippy 
is hardly GQ. But they’re 
making a comeback, first 
on the catwalks, then new 
Birkenstock lines from top 
brands – check out the blue 
leather Birkenstock line from 
J Crew. Feet, meet sunshine. 
£75. jcrew.com

For the picnic,  
six carefully 
curated  
elements are 
better than  
12 hastily  
cobbled ones

SUMMER RULE #3

132



AUGUST 2014 G 

SUMMER

SWIM
FOR INNER-CITY 
OPULENCE

London doesn’t boast many 
outdoor swimming venues, 
and if you want to avoid taking 
a dip in the Shoreditch House 
pool while 50 TV producers 
gawp from the sidelines, the 
better option is the rooftop pool 
at the Berkeley Hotel (left). 
Hyde Park is the backdrop and 
the roof retracts – ideal for the 
changeable British summer. 
the-berkeley.co.uk

FOR COOLING OFF

What’s the perfect antidote 
to the sweltering New York 
summer? Easy. One of the 
city’s many great rooftop 
pools, and the pool at the 
Gansevoort Park Avenue 
hotel is the very best that 
NYC has to offer, boasting 
three floors, a rooftop bar, 
and even a barbecue grill 
menu (just don’t drop the 
ribs in the water).  
gansevoorthotelgroup.com

FOR HEATING UP

Vegas has its fair share of 
blingtastic superclubs, but they 
hardly make the most of the 
summer. Much better is Drai’s 
Beach Club. Sprawling across 
the roof of the eleven-storey 
Cromwell hotel, it’s a whopping 
65,000 sq ft space, and with 
multiple pool areas, 150 VIP 
tables and, at night, a range of 
world-class DJs, the parties are 
off the hook. Pack a spare liver. 
thecromwell.com

No man should  
wear the pop 
sock. Be brave, 
go sockless

SUMMER RULE #4
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FOR THE BBQ

The Big Green Egg (left) is the 
biggest star in the barbecue-
niverse right now, with 
advocates including Noma no 
less. The Egg’s airtight cooking 
chamber retains heat and 
moisture, and temperatures can 
be precisely controlled. Get the 
Mini Egg, perfect for picnics, 
or go the whole hog (literally 
– it can fit one) with the new 
29-inch diameter XXL Egg.  
From £399. biggreenegg.com

FOR OUTDOOR CINEMA

A projector is great for garden 
screenings, and ideal for 
hosting late-night World Cup 
games – but less good when 
someone grabs a G&T and 
blocks the beam. Instead, go for 
Sony’s new 4K “short-throw” 
Life Space UX projector, which 
projects upwards from just 
under the screen, meaning you 
need never miss an injury-time 
goal thanks to a thirsty friend. 
£18,000-£25,000. sony.co.uk

FOR LOUNGING AROUND 

There was talk of retirement 
after he was broadsided by a 
minivan in 1999, but Stephen 
King is having an Indian 
summer, having written more 
than ten novels since. The 
latest is Mr Mercedes (Hodder 
& Stoughton, £20), King’s first 
hard-boiled detective book – 
a beach-ready thriller about 
a retired police officer and a 
Mercedes-driving serial killer. 
Out now.

CHILL

Often the Frisbee, 
sometimes the 
gadget, never 

the remote-
controlled gizmo

SUMMER RULE #5
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FOR UNWINDING 

From the Mosel valley in 
Germany, this 2013 Riesling is 
the second creation of Wines 
Of Momentary Destination, 
two young Brits making a 
different wine in a different 
region every year. Dry, elegant 
and nuanced, the contents of 
the bottle are just as striking 
as the ghoulish packaging; 
drink it chilled on a roof terrace 
or with an epic sea view.  
£20. birdsandbats.co.uk

FOR AN EASTERN FUSION 

You know it as a slightly 
bland, go-on-then-since-
we’re-here Japanese rice 
wine, but sake is undergoing a 
resurgence as a cocktail base, 
and its clean, light palate is 
perfect for the summer. Our 
favourite? This Cucumber 
Rosemary Saketini (left) 
cocktail, which is served at 
the Cherry Restaurant at New 
York’s Dream Downtown hotel. 
cherrynyc.com

RECIPE

75ml sake

30ml vodka

3 slices of cucumber

1 sprig rosemary

Muddle two of the cucumber 
slices and half the sprig of 
rosemary. Add the sake and 
vodka to a mixing glass and 
shake with ice. Double strain 
into a Martini glass. Garnish 
with cucumber and the rest 
of the rosemary.

DRINK

There are few 
more alluring 
sights to the 
opposite sex in 
the summer than 
a single man 
walking a dog – 
except a single 
man with a baby 
(both is just 
showing off)

SUMMER RULE #6
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Steve Coogan is sporting a salt-and-pepper beard. This means he is “between 

roles”. It is unlikely, however, that the beard will grow to anything like full 

length because the moment he starts work on his next acting project “the 

razor comes out”. Following the success of Philomena – for which he was nom-

inated for two Academy Awards this year – he is not exactly short of offers, 

and given his own restless, quirky mind, he is never short of ideas, either.

I have met him a fair few times, starting back in the mid-Nineties when he 

interviewed Tony Blair as Alan Partridge at a somewhat surreal but highly 

successful Labour party conference event. More recently, I have been at the rather splendid house 

he owns near Brighton, where he lives with the beautiful Elle Basey, a lingerie model half his age 

whose breasts he cupped – consensually, he explains – on first meeting.

Perhaps more significantly I have swapped notes with Coogan on the Leveson Inquiry, set up in 

2011 to investigate the ethics and practices of the British press following the News International 

phone-hacking scandal. We have also both attended meetings of Hacked Off, a campaign fighting 

for a free accountable press. As was clear when he confronted ex-News Of The World journalist 

Paul McMullan on Newsnight in 2011, just before the paper was closed down, it’s an issue about 

which the actor feels passionately. Coogan is 

used to, yet not accepting of, his private life 

being written about. He became involved in the 

debate because, as he tells me, he “got fed up 

screaming at the TV” about the intrusion into 

the lives of others. He is, like me, a fully signed-

up member of the “Mail editor Paul Dacre is an 

evil sociopath” club.

He is also, of course, a very funny man, but he 

takes his comedy – and a lot else besides – seri-

ously, which is how I ended up quoting TS Eliot 

at him. Here, he explains how his mind works, 

what he thinks about issues as varied as Vladimir 

Putin (bad), Scottish independence (bad) and 

Jimmy Carr’s tax arrangements (very bad), and 

how he feels inside these days (good). 

PHOTOGRAPH BY STEVE NEAVES

He’s an Oscar-nominated 

screenwriter. He’s an activist 

for an accountable press. 

He’s Alan Partridge. The 

actor and campaigner tells 

GQ’s grand inquisitor how he 

wants to crack America on 

his terms – and why comedy 

is a very serious business
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ALASTAIR CAMPBELL

‘“ Comedian” irritates  
me. It is REDUCTIVE  
and trivialising’

Suit, £1,100. Cufflinks, 
£65. Both by Gresham 
Blake. greshamblake.
com. Shirt by Gieves 
& Hawkes, £125. 
gievesandhawkes.com.
Tie by Brunello Cucinelli, 
£185. brunellocucinelli.
com. Pocket square by  
Hardy Amies, £35. 
hardyamies.com
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AC: If you had just one word to 

describe yourself, “funny” or 

“serious”, what would it be?

SC: Serious. [Laughs.]

AC: Is that a new thing?

SC: No. I love comedy, but I was 

never the class clown. I am a lot of 

paradoxes. On the one hand quite 

populist, but also a bit elitist. I’ve 

always been oppositionalist. If 

everyone agrees with each other 

I want to look at the virtue of being 

different. We had a class clown, but 

he was a dick. I had my little group 

of friends and we liked our elitist 

sense of humour. Back in the day 

not everyone watched Monty Python; 

it was cool. I liked the danger of 

things that were anti-authority, 

anti-establishment.

AC: Would you take an honour 

then? Like Armando Iannucci did?

SC: I don’t want to be put off being 

offered one, because I would like to 

see what happens. I have already 

reserved my position, I know what 

it is and I am not going to tell you.

AC: So were you disappointed with 

Armando? [Iannucci accepted an 

OBE in 2012.]

SC: It was a personal decision. Like 

Ben Kingsley took a knighthood 

and said it was recognition of his 

background, an achievement on 

behalf of others.

AC: These are excuses, though.

SC: I know. Look, personally, I 

think it is a load of bollocks. I think 

recognition through honours from 

your peers is good. If a university 

thinks you are good, that is a 

different kind of thing too. It 

is the royal side of it. I am not a 

monarchist. We were not raging 

republicans. I was raised to be 

vaguely respectful of the Queen and 

I am. She comes across as someone 

who fulfils the role put upon her, you 

can’t make it personal. But I loathe 

the things that reinforce class 

divisions in our country. 

AC: When you were mainly funny, 

were you still serious?

SC: I think so. I do love comedy, 

but I am not like some people who 

can only express themselves by 

being funny and it is like having 

a parachute – if they are not making 

people laugh, they can’t cope. I have 

to be gracious when people come 

up and expect me to say something 

funny in the supermarket. Once my 

daughter cut her head open and I was 

carrying her in my arms leaving the 

supermarket and this guy stopped me 

and said, “Say something funny.” My 

daughter was bleeding from the head. 

I said, “F*** off.”

AC: Do you still get people shouting 

Alan Partridge’s “A-ha!” at you?

SC: Yes, but if you look at The Trip, 

I am less prickly about it. When I 

want to make my daughter laugh 

I play up to being this horrible, 

self-obsessed celebrity. 

AC: How political are you?

SC: I’m very political but loath to 

get too involved. I do what I do, 

some people like it who are right 

wing, some who are left wing. There 

was a time I was worried about 

alienating people. Not any more. 

I don’t mind if people think I am 

a c***, so long as it’s a minority.

AC: Do you always vote?

SC: Yes. I get angry, people 

round the world dying for that 

empowerment, and people here 

saying they can’t be bothered.

AC: Will you vote Labour?

SC: Yes, I will vote Labour – as 

the “least worst” option. I have had 

problems with Labour, the whole Iraq 

war thing bothers me. I understood 

the need to end the long reign of the 

Tories, but I feel in the quest for 

being electable there is a danger 

of throwing the baby out with the 

bath water. Courting Rupert Murdoch 

was a dangerous thing to do. It 

might have seemed correct at the 

time, but you have to be careful 

about your bedfellows.

AC: So my fault, then?

SC: Well, at a personal level I find 

you very personable, and I like your 

rude honesty. Also I helped in that 

first campaign, when I interviewed 

Tony [Blair] as Alan Partridge. 

AC: What do you remember about 

the exchanges with Tony?

SC: I remember Tony being very 

anxious that I was going to take the 

piss. I wasn’t because Alan Partridge 

is a Daily Mail-reading Tory, little 

Englander, an apotheosis of the Mail. 

The great thing about having Alan is 

that I can use him to endorse things 

that bug the shit out of me. I don’t 

hold him in total contempt though 

because he is also partly vulnerable. 

Partridge would love to drink Buxton 

bitter in a Hereford pub with Quentin 

Letts. He buys into this Enid Blyton-

esque view of a Dixon Of Dock Green 

England that never really existed.

AC: How does your mind 

work? Where is the creativity 

coming from?

SC: I am quite driven by work. 

Sometimes I am passionate about 

things I believe in. Though I have 

been involved politically, I find 

people who are in the public eye 

for something else who suddenly 

start voicing their opinions about 

everything else quite irritating.

AC: What? Like Angelina Jolie 

going out campaigning with 

William Hague?

SC: I do find it a bit off-putting. If you 

are trying to do something charitable 

there is always a double-edged sword, 

because it is good PR for the celebrity. 

Better to do it than not do it, but I 

have much more respect for a 

celebrity that goes out [campaigning] 

about something really difficult.

AC: You were very critical about 

the lack of people prepared to take 

on the press, the spinelessness of 

the celebrity class...

SC: People have to make a living, 

but when you’re reasonably secure, 

I think you have a responsibility to 

‘ The great thing 

about having ALAN 

PARTRIDGE is I can 

use him to endorse 

things that bug me’

Alan attack 
(from top): Twice- 
nominated Steve 
Coogan attends 
the Oscars, 
March 2014; in 
a powder-blue 
safari suit as 
Partridge at 
the Alpha Papa 
premiere, 
July 2013
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engage. I mean, I cannot be fired 

by one person, nobody can f*** up 

my life totally, so I am empowered. I 

don’t rub my hands together and say, 

“Great, I am getting involved.” Maybe 

it is a Catholic thing, but it is more 

that I feel a moral obligation. 

AC: Do you think there are classes 

of celebrity – so the Beckhams, who 

are AAA list and put themselves 

out there as role models, are more 

fair game than you?

SC: You can’t make rules, but you 

have to aspire to some kind of 

guidelines. All guidelines are fallible. 

My thing about the press is David 

and Goliath. Sometimes David is a 

crime victim f***ed sideways by 

the press and Goliath is the press 

and the five people who control 

most of it. Sometimes Goliath is a 

multinational and David is a 

journalist. I’ve always seen it both 

ways like that, but if you say 

anything critical of the press, they 

say you are attacking the freedom 

of the press. It is a caricature.

AC: Who do you least like, Rupert 

Murdoch or Paul Dacre [editor of 

the Daily Mail]?

SC: The amorality of Murdoch is 

totally bottom line; I don’t think he 

has views beyond whatever it takes 

to promote his business interests 

unimpeded: whatever sells. “Don’t 

ask, don’t tell” is how he operates. 

“As long as nothing lands, keep going. 

I don’t want to know.” But he can’t 

wash his hands of all the problems 

because anyone who runs a large 

organisation leads by example. Now 

Dacre, he genuinely believes a lot of 

the weird, distorted views in the 

Mail so that is not so disingenuous. 

I think he is a hypocrite and a 

despicable person but I do think he 

believes a lot of it. He is the man 

behind the curtain in The Wizard Of 

Oz. He has the booming voice – the 

paper – but when you realise he is 

the man behind the curtain, he 

stops being intimidating and just 

becomes ridiculous. 

AC: Do you hate him?

SC: I’m not sure he is worth it. But 

I do hate people who behave in a 

totally selfish way and don’t give 

a damn about the consequences.

AC: But haven’t you done that in 

your personal life at times?

SC: Yes I have. One thing politicians 

are preoccupied with is this idea that 

if they are fallible the house of cards 

collapses. It’s not true. Look at Bill 

Clinton. We all know what he did, but 

he has great standing because people 

know there are more important 

things. Yes, I have definitely made 

mistakes, but to go back to Dacre, like 

all people who isolate themselves, the 

only things that come to him are the 

things that reinforce his prejudices. 

He often uses phrases like 

“Hampstead liberal”, “Hampstead 

dinner party”. He tries to caricature 

anyone outside his weird view as 

toffee-nosed liberals. I am from 

Manchester. My family is ex-working 

class, lower-middle class – his target 

reader in a way – but they all hold 

the Mail in total contempt. 

AC: I am only asking you all this as 

Dacre declined to be interviewed 

by me.

SC: He said no? Coward! All I say 

to him is, “Come out, come out, 

wherever you are.”

AC: Do you rip up the Mail if you 

get one given on a plane?

SC: I get really angry with British 

Airways. I made a complaint, asking 

if they assumed all passengers were 

right wing because they only give out 

right-wing newspapers. It panders to 

the worst prejudices. When they 

attacked Ed Miliband’s father for not 

being patriotic... the idea that if you 

don’t like private schools, you are not 

patriotic – what a twisted view of the 

world. I loved the Olympics opening 

ceremony because it reminded the 

hateful xenophobes who sequester 

the flag that this is our country. That 

horrible Tory MP [Aiden Burley] who 

said it was multicultural crap – well 

multicultural crap won us loads of 

gold medals.

AC: What will happen 

post-Leveson?

SC: It is still all to play for. A key 

moment will be the election, when 

promises made by certain politicians 

will be tested.

AC: Like David Cameron to the 

victims and their families?

SC: Yes, they will be in the wings and 

when the time comes they will raise 

their heads above the parapet.

AC: The McCanns? [Gerry and 

Kate McCann, whose daughter, 

Madeleine, went missing in 

Portugal in 2007, were key 

participants in the hacking inquiry.]

SC: The McCanns, the Dowlers 

[Milly Dowler, murdered in 2002, 

had her voicemail hacked by a 

journalist from the News Of The 

World], Christopher Jefferies [a man 

falsely accused of the murder of 

Joanna Yeates and subject to a long 

smear campaign], the ones who 

steeled themselves to come forward 

because it is important, they will be 

there. I wanted a public debate to 

happen, and the people who were 

framing the debate were doing it in a 

totally one-sided way, and the idea 

of any kind of proper self-regulation 

was being caricatured. People I 

respect would say, “Oh, Steve, what 

about freedom of the press?” There 

is always a public-interest defence 

to good journalism. It is there in 

the Royal Charter.

AC: Do you have a real belief in the 

freedom of the press?

SC: I do, yes. But no doubt some 

people have been hoodwinked, have  

bought these arguments put out there 

by people on the papers’ payroll. We 

are not on anyone’s payroll.

AC: Which journalists do you like?

SC: [Guardian phone hacking 

investigator] Nick Davies. A lot of 

journalists don’t like him because 

they think he was disloyal 

investigating journalism itself. I like 

people who challenge the status quo.

AC: Did you enjoy giving evidence 

at Leveson?

SC: I got a couple of laughs. When 

Robert Jay [the QC and counsel to 

the Leveson Inquiry] said, “Piers 

Morgan met you at one of these 

exclusive trendy clubs” and I said, 

“He chose the venue,” that got a 

big laugh. 

AC: So the fact that you liked 

raising a laugh in the courtroom 

– we are back to your comedy side.

SC: I like comedy because used to 

good effect it is a powerful thing.

AC: Do you know the TS Eliot 

definition of wit? “This alliance of 

levity and seriousness by which the 

seriousness is intensified.”

SC: I like that. He is right. I wish 

I had put it like that myself. I have 

done live comedy on stage. When 

you hear 2,000 people laugh at the 

same moment – everyone, from the 

Guardian chin-scratchers to the guys 

with cans of lager, they all laugh, 

meaning at that time everyone agrees 

with that point. That is why it is 

powerful. And now I am more 

interested in using comedy as a   

‘ If you criticise the 

press, they say 

you are ATTACKING 

press freedom. 

It’s a caricature’

Prize writer: 
The 2013 film 
Philomena, 
in which he 
appeared with 
Dame Judi Dench, 
won Coogan his 
first film Bafta for 
Best Screenplay

139



G AUGUST 2014

 tool, like in Philomena, for 

serious things.

AC: Best comedian today?

SC: My favourite is Stewart Lee. 

I love the point of view and there 

is a lot of comedy there.

AC: Who is Alan Partridge’s 

favourite comedian?

SC: He would like the stuff I roll 

my eyes at. He just wouldn’t 

understand esoteric comedy, 

anything that really challenges.

AC: Does your brain go into a 

different mode when you’re 

Partridge? You seem quite anxious, 

and thinking on various levels, and 

he is very mono.

SC: Yes, I think in a lazy way, let your 

guard down and don’t over-think, say 

the first thing that comes into your 

head. There are certain things that 

I, Steve Coogan, cannot say because 

they reinforce prejudices, and I have a 

profile so have to be careful, but Alan 

is cathartic because I can say what the 

f*** I like. The best way to satirise a 

point of view is through Alan. So – 

I get pissed off with people who use 

political correctness as a pejorative 

thing for things that are fair or 

sensible. So we had Alan saying that 

not being able to smoke cigarettes 

on a petrol-station forecourt was PC 

gone mad. No it’s not, it is f***ing 

stupid, and dangerous. It’s like all the 

health-and-safety stuff in the Mail. 

They would still be sending kids up 

chimneys because that is health 

and safety, red tape.

AC: Do you read the Mail?

SC: No. Some people say, “Know 

the enemy,” but I know it. It is not 

a productive use of my time. Here’s 

a good one: I went to see the Pope, 

with Philomena, campaigning on 

getting the archives open to help 

mothers and children find each other 

– they are still closed in Ireland. I 

knew there was going to be a risk – 

“Look at him grandstanding” – but 

the pros outweighed the cons; the 

publicity generated will outweigh 

the shit I get. Every newspaper in 

Britain, apart from one, covered 

it sympathetically. 

AC: I thought you were going to 

say the headline was, “Coogan begs 

for forgiveness!”

SC: [Laughs.] It was, it was, well: 

“Coogan confesses his sins,” and then 

they trotted out all the old stories, 

every little thing. 

AC: Did you ask for forgiveness?

SC: No, I am an atheist.

AC: Are you a pro-faith atheist?

SC: Well, the danger is that people 

become ghetto-ised in pockets of 

belief. In my opinion there should be 

no faith schools. Have your Sunday 

schools and religious education in the 

evenings if you want, but the state 

should not subsidise it. The other 

approach is to say support schools 

for all faiths so long as they are not 

preaching extreme hatred, but how 

do you know what is being taught? 

You would invite a load of shit on 

your head if you suggested this but 

I think it is right. 

AC: If you had confessed to the 

Pope, what would your top sin 

have been?

SC: Narcissism, I think.

AC: So you are a self-obsessed 

celebrity then? It is not just to 

make your daughter laugh?

SC: I think someone without any 

vanity at all would be virtuous but 

very dull. 

AC: Are you a good father?

SC: I think I am.

AC: You don’t think part of being 

a good father is don’t upset mother, 

and do your best to stay with her?

SC: No, not necessarily. We broke 

up many years ago when Clare was 

little, and we get on. [Coogan and 

Caroline Hickman divorced in 2005 

after three years of marriage.] I don’t 

think you should maintain a nuclear 

family at all costs.

AC: Were you disappointed not to 

win the Oscar?

SC: We didn’t really expect it.

AC: Do they know Alan Partridge 

over in the States?

SC: No, and that is a blessing. 

Although I love Alan, I am a bit 

typecast here. The industry knows me, 

but if I am walking down the street 

and stopped by middle-aged American 

women, it is because of Philomena and 

they might say, “Apparently you do 

comedy.” I like that.

AC: Do you feel you have 

cracked America?

SC: No, but anyway I don’t want 

to do things for the sake of it. I want 

to have my cake and eat it, have it 

all on my terms. But we had four 

nominations, two for me, which was 

a personal vindication, as I went for 

the whole thing after spotting the 

story in a paper.

AC: Do you see yourself now as 

an actor, comedian, writer or 

film-maker?

SC: “Comedian” irritates me. It is 

reductive and trivialising. Like 

“celebrity”, which is a slightly 

pejorative term designed to diminish 

credibility. I am no more a celebrity 

than you are or Leveson is. I do a 

job that is making people laugh 

sometimes, writing, producing, it 

gives me a profile. You wouldn’t say 

Leveson is a celebrity, you would say 

he is a judge.

AC: But we need labels. I am a 

“spin doctor”, though I gave it up 

ten years ago.

SC: But to describe you as a 

“celebrity” is reductive of what 

you do and have done.

AC: So what is your one word? 

“Entertainer”?

SC: That sounds like a monkey on 

a piano.

AC: What would you put in 

a passport, if you had to?

SC: “Actor”. Because it makes it easier 

to get through Customs. “Hey, you’re 

an actor, what you been in, yeah, I 

saw that movie. Welcome to America.” 

Actually the fastest I ever got through 

Customs was with Judi Dench.

AC: They probably thought she was 

the head of MI6. I saw her saying 

you did one impersonation that had 

her in total hysterics. Who was it?

SC: Jimmy Savile. I used to do him 

for Spitting Image. I mentioned it in 

The Trip To Italy because Rob Brydon 

had said nice things about Savile in 

his autobiography, and then it all 

came out. 

AC: You and Rob Brydon on 

The Trip, arguing about who does 

the best Michael Caine, it is like 

watching two footballers trying to 

outdo each other with tricks.

SC: Yes, you’re saying, “Ah, I see 

The Italian job: 
Coogan stars 
alongside Rob 
Brydon (left) in 
2014 TV series 
The Trip To Italy

‘ I don’t want to pick 

on WEAK people. 
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what you just did with his voice 

there.” It’s like cartoons, Gerald 

Scarfe’s [cartoonist for the Sunday 

Times] are not the same as Steve 

Bell’s [cartoonist for the Guardian], 

but they are both legitimate. 

AC: What was your favourite voice 

when you were doing voices for 

Spitting Image?

SC: Neil Kinnock, because I could do 

him very well.

AC: Why is there no Spitting Image 

for this age?

SC: I don’t know. I did it for five 

years, my first big job. I did Neil, 

John Prescott, Kenneth Clarke, 

John Major. It was very expensive to 

make and it got eight to ten million 

viewers. There is no really strong 

satire like that at the moment.

AC: Who is the current 

best impersonator?

SC: I heard Charlie Higson doing 

[Professor] Brian Cox on Radio Four 

the other day. He was technically 

impeccable and very funny. 

AC: I saw Rory Bremner at David 

Frost’s memorial and he said 

today’s politicians are too boring. 

Is Cameron worth doing?

SC: Oh yes, that studied affability 

which is very irritating – you could 

make something of that. I don’t mind 

doing impersonations, because I 

think I have proved I am more than 

just a performing monkey. But there 

was a time I thought it’s OK, but it is 

like a juggler, it looks impressive, but 

it doesn’t matter much.

AC: Do you think great achievers 

have to operate on the edge of 

madness? Do you think there is 

a productive power to mania?

SC: Yes, well, certainly freeing 

yourself from conventional 

behaviour, trusting your own 

eccentricities, making a virtue of 

your own perceived dysfunctions.

AC: Do you care about the Scottish 

independence referendum?

SC: I do. I don’t want them to 

become independent. The reason 

I don’t like UKIP is because I think 

we should be pro-European, a 

more not less cohesive world. 

Insularity isn’t good.

AC: When I interviewed Nigel 

Farage and Alex Salmond for GQ, 

the headlines came from the same 

question: do you admire Putin?

SC: No. There is a tsarism to his 

behaviour that I find deeply 

unsavoury. Like many people who 

are too powerful there is a bullying 

side to him.

AC: Are you surprised Farage and 

Salmond both admitted they 

admired him in parts?

SC: That’s the reason I am not 

more involved.

AC: But politically you said the 

right answer, they said the 

wrong one.

SC: Really? Maybe Salmond thinks 

he is going to bump into him one day.

AC: What do you do outside work?

SC: I have a weakness for classic cars.

AC: Is that you or Alan Partridge?

SC: We come together a bit. I’m 

aware there is something ridiculous 

and juvenile about liking cars, which 

I channel into Partridge. I find him 

a sad character but there are worse 

people in the world. I don’t like 

picking on weak people. We should 

pick on and mock those who have 

power. That is what Shakespearean 

court jesters did. Mock the powerful, 

not the weak.

AC: Is The Trip really improvised?

SC: Well, the framework is there. I 

might memorise a few Byronic lines 

and then wait for the moment. But 

basically we do just make it up as we 

go. It is a lot of fun.

AC: What are you reading?

SC: Three books on Richard III. One 

on the Brontës. It is for stuff I am 

producing. I have just bought that 

book Capital [by Thomas Piketty] 

that everyone is talking about. It 

could become the economic version 

of A Brief History Of Time. Everyone 

will buy it and nobody will read it. 

AC: Do you pay your taxes?

SC: Militantly so, and I get pissed 

off at people who avoid it. Not only 

do I not evade, I don’t avoid, even if 

it is legal.

AC: So Jimmy Carr...

SC: I take a very dim view of Jimmy 

and anyone else who does that. We 

are lucky and privileged in what we 

do, but there has to be ethics in it; 

it can’t just be about money.

AC: What have been your best and 

worst addictions?

SC: Best – work, being a 

perfectionist, not doing anything 

half-cocked. Worst – drink and drugs.

AC: Are you still off both?

SC: Yes, I had a little blip last year, 

but it has been two years now.

AC: Was the blip drink or drugs?

SC: Drink.

AC: Do you feel closer to 50, which 

you are, or 20?

SC: I am happier than I have ever 

been. I feel comfortable in my own 

skin. I don’t feel the need to please 

all of the people all of the time.

AC: Is it true that when you first 

met Elle [Basey, his girlfriend, 24] 

it was with you as Alan Partridge?

SC: Yes. We were doing a 

photo shoot.

AC: So did she fall for you or Alan?

SC: Me, I hope.

AC: Is it true she was only wearing 

her knickers?

SC: Yes, and I had to cup her breasts 

as Alan, for the photo.

AC: So you touched her breasts 

before the first date?

SC: It was consensual.

AC: Was the love thing instant?

SC: No. I phoned her three 

months later. 

AC: Do you think you will get 

married again?

SC: I don’t know.

AC: Don’t you worry about what 

happens when you’re 70 and 

she’s 40?

SC: No. I’ll just get someone 

younger. 

Role model: 
Coogan on stage 
as Pauline Calf, 
1995; and with 
glamour-model 
girlfriend Elle 
Basey after the 
Look Of Love 
premiere, 
April 2013

‘ I don’t want to do 

things for the sake 

of it. I want to HAVE 

MY CAKE and eat it, 

all on my terms’
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Hope and glory: 
Prince Charles gives 
Barack Obama the 
royal treatment on 
the president’s state 
visit to London,  
24 May 2011
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 Why 
Prince 
 Charles 
 has 
 more in  
 common  
 with 
 Barack 
 Obama 
 than you 
 think

STORY BY MICHAEL WOLFF

Charles Windsor is the definitive baby 

boomer, part of a generation usurped by 

their children yet still in the shadow of their 

mothers and fathers. So can the Prince of 

Wales now define a future for the boomers 

as President Obama did for their heirs?
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 – at least when you reach mine – 

provides an instance of  recognition 

and even intimacy when other people 

tip their hand to being in your year or 

close. It’s like sharing a college. We’ve had 

an  experience, getting this far, that the 

 unselfconscious young have not, one that, 

curiously, crosses class, ethnic and social 

barriers. I am the brother of anybody who 

is 60-and-some.

Hence, I’m looking forward to Prince 

Charles, my co-generationalist, becoming king. 

The Boomer King.

My own mother, the same age as his, died 

not long ago and the adjustment into real 

or final adulthood has been for me a diffi-

cult one. So I can well imagine the mixed 

feelings he must have about his oncoming 

status. His is much less unique than you 

might think, less king than merely an old 

child with old parents, one who is both more 

and less prepared to soldier on alone. Is that 

opaque? Charles will know what I mean. It’s 

what we, at our age, spend our days think-

ing about. The long and weighty past, the 

less long (but possibly still quite long) and 

ever- weightier future.

Charles is most often portrayed as a man 

apart, quite hopelessly so. But I think about 

him in kindred ways. After all, there’s hardly 

been a moment over more than six decades 

when I haven’t been aware of his progress. 

The nature of the progress – more goofy than 

charismatic – is less interesting than the fact 

of it. We (that is, we of six decades) have all 

been there. So much so that we can speak to 

each other in an easy shorthand. Marriage. 

Grown children. Old parents. The Seventies. 

The Eighties. The Nineties. The internet. 

Change itself. On each of those subjects, the 

soon-to-be King of England, with his wholly 

anomalous life and upbringing, and I would 

be in some near sync.

Perhaps as an American, remote from 

royal politics and kitsch, and seeing Queen 

and family as merely a long- running media 

event, I have a gentler view – neither a 

need to pointedly diss or staunchly support. 

To me, Charles more clearly stands for 

what royalty is supposed to stand for, a 

symbol of the realm itself. But, in this global 

era, the realm is not England so much as 

the new old age, or endless middle age, 

he represents.

There are not that many public people, 

few stars, few politicians – not really anyone 

if you think about it – who have made this 

journey, gone the full boomer distance 

without opting out or cracking up or becom-

ing a nostalgia act. 

There may be more inspiration in Charles 

getting ready to do a job in front of him, than 

in Mick Jagger doing what’s behind him.

Charles is firmly on the wrong side of 

demographic prejudice. There are vastly 

more people his age (our age) with signifi-

cantly greater resources and civic power, and 

even investment in the future, than that of 

those in the more vaunted 18-34 age group. 

And yet, the 18-34s have a disproportion-

ate impact on culture, commerce, politics, 

media and the future. What is the logic here 

or the equity?

The Queen herself, taking the throne at 

26, began as an early symbol of this kind 

of modernity, the centrality of the young as 

public face and focus of all cultural aspira-

tions. The youth-quake – of which Charles 

himself was mostly such an awkward part 

(in truth, we were all an awkward part) – 

came to change sense and sensibility as well 

as modern marketing.

But Charles, who will take the throne as 

a grandfather in his sixties, or even in his 

seventies, represents something profoundly 

different – not the first phase of adulthood 

but the last.

This too is seen as a kind of awkwardness 

on his part, even unseemliness. The sugges-

tion that he ought to abdicate in favour of the 

vastly more anodyne Prince William is a part 

of that broader demographic denial. In a way, 

Charles seems more unique for being a public 

old guy – one in love with an old woman – 

than for being heir to a throne.

The social order, even more than it favours 

the rich and white and clever, arguably 

favours the young. The old, confused and 

shamed by their predicament, tend not to 

represent themselves very well. It may be 

that the most fundamental tension in modern 

life, the true line of discontent, is the young/

old line far more than all the other lines that 

are regularly billed as critical faults.

Into this steps Charles and Camilla, without 

benefit of cosmetic surgery. Let’s not push 

this too far, but there is something not wholly 

dissimilar in the symbolism of a black man 

becoming president and quite an old codger 

being crowned king. Except that the former 

turned out to be easy to celebrate, while the 

latter seems a lot more equivocal.

Curiously, the one position that Charles 

has clearly taken, and to sour murmurs, 

 articulated forcefully, is a scepticism of 

modernity (indeed, a vague scepticism 

about everything). In this his is something 

of an eccentric and outlier voice in a hyper- 

promotional world. It is one of those things 

that jangles the nerves of handlers around 

him. It seems off-zeitgeist. In fact, it flies in 

the face of the zeitgeist.

But here we all are. More people than ever 

before with a greater shared experience than 

has ever been known, we boomers quietly, 

surreptitiously even, trying to make sense of it 

all without help from the zeitgeist – or at odds 

with it. For so long we were the bee’s knees, 

the centre of a vast cultural and media reflec-

tion of ourselves. But we have passed out of 

the light. Nobody sees this great population 

wave moving toward its end – or in its long 

limbo – as an exhilarating or profitable tale.

And yet, we’re talking here a possible 30 

more years, and, with a few breakthroughs, 

40 may be reasonable. For Charles, with his 

genes, the road could be longer. Anyway, 

perhaps half again of our lives to go in a 

 cultural and media wilderness. Success, atten-

tion, wealth, sex, technology, media, all skew 

younger and younger as more people get 

older and older. How did we get here? A 

question surely haunting Charles as much as 

everybody else of a certain age: where did 

it all go? 

Charles is a SYMBOL 
OF THE REALM. But, 

in this global era  

the realm is less 

England than the 

ENDLESS MIDDLE 

AGE he represents
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Fresh heir (clockwise from top 
left): In his early thirties Charles, 
seen here leaving the theatre with 
an unknown companion, earned  
a reputation as a playboy prince, 
July 1971; Prince Charles and 
Princess Diana in 1982, a year 
after their marriage; at the 
Badminton Horse Trials, June 
1976; with his father, the Duke 
of Edinburgh, also at Badminton, 
1971; since his investiture by his 
mother at Caernarfon Castle 
on 1 July 1969, the role and 
responsibilities of the Prince of 

Wales have continued to be 
redefined by the speed of 
cultural change; in their own 
relationships to the media, 
Charles’ sons, Princes Harry 
and William, have walked a 
different path from their father 
and have come to outshine him 
in the public eye, 11 September 
2013; his future already set in 
stone, Charles went up to Trinity 
College, Cambridge in October 
1967 – this issue of Nova 
magazine appeared on stands 
that same month
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Prince charming: 
Charles and the  
future Duchess of 
Cornwall, Camilla 
Parker Bowles, seen 
at a polo match in 
1975, six years before 
his marriage to Lady 
Diana Spencer
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 M
y parents, in the Fifties, in 

newly suburban America, had 

a particular thing for Charles 

and how I should relate to 

him. This perhaps had to do 

with the first blush of serious middle-class 

aspirationalism. Why not reach high? And 

it had to do with being a first-born son. And 

my mother being his mother’s age and my 

father being his father’s age. In hindsight I 

can see that this was part of the beginning 

of the age of generational markers and a 

belief, at least among forward thinkers, that 

we were defined by our time perhaps more 

than by anything else. And, too, that we 

were connected to public life. It grew less 

remote and we grew closer to it. Ah, media. 

(The Kennedys shortly entered this tale, cre-

ating an odd – and ongoing – confusion for 

Americans about the place of distinguished 

and theoretically perfect families, which 

became, at least in media terms, easily mixed 

up with royalty.) 

I remember Charles in the Sixties – so 

uncool, a boy who could not escape his 

parents, and neither could I. 

Seventies Charles: a cocky arrogance. But 

a man reluctantly destined for marriage and 

adulthood. His brow grew heavier before 

our eyes.

I couldn’t have been less interested in 

Charles and Diana until I found myself, in a 

café on the Via Veneto during a very anxious 

year spent abroad, worried about my own 

future and place, suddenly transfixed by the 

wedding. And soon I got married myself. My 

children are the same age as his.

In the Eighties, Charles and Diana, I 

believe, created the modern media busi-

ness – the public pathology, the narrative 

of  dysfunction, the urgency of events and 

lives unfolding in real time. (The Sun’s for-

tunes grew with Diana and, with that cash 

flow, Rupert Murdoch conquered the US.) 

My professional generation was swept up in 

this new world of insatiable media appetites. 

And then that world began to ebb, I have 

always thought, with the twinned markers 

of Diana’s death and the rise of the internet.

Charles became a less central if not dis-

placed figure (likely to his great relief). In 

short order, all celebrities became less than 

they were. The great leveller of personalities 

and of media, that attention deficit disorder 

the internet, was changing everything. Or 

middle age levelled us.

We raised our children. Occasionally 

Charles appeared to the world, as many of us 

appear to our children, as a crusty Cassandra, 

railing against... well, often just seeming to 

rail against. 

Our children grew up. They become adults. 

They entered our business. I suppose that 

is not a surprise for Charles. But it turns 

out we boomers and aged-out yuppies have 

also fashioned professional paths for our 

children. Charles is not the only one with 

smooth and adept children hounding his 

heels and quavering parents moving ever so 

slowly in front.

I know the guy. 

 C
harles will soon become the 

world’s most prominent older 

person – with a little critical inter-

pretation, a beacon. History will 

remember him for coming to the 

throne so old.

It’s sort of a remarkable thing to be, to 

serve as, a reflection of your age. Not just 

your time, but your count. Your number. Of 

you representing the one thing that so many 

of us are thinking about, dwelling on, con-

founded by. There is a great population of 

us who feel for him, as we feel for ourselves.

Everybody else in public life, in an effort 

to identify with this or that chosen inter-

est group, stands for some limited, abstract, 

usually querulous, confected issue or point of 

view. Charles stands for the specific and the 

universal. He is what he is, an older fellow 

making the most.

I have no idea what he ought to do with 

this, or if he should do anything, or if he 

needs to do anything. I suppose he really 

can let the facts speak for themselves – eyes 

sinking, flesh falling, grey enveloping, ever 

more dependent on your tailoring.

My sense, though, is that this could be large. 

That there is an as-yet inchoate boomer stand 

to be taken, the fact of our unique experience 

to be registered, a moral of the story to be 

learned. There’s a need for some greater way 

to express this; to embody this, there must be 

something greater than social media.

By some happenstance, the British mon-

archy has come to stand for longevity, not 

just of the monarchy itself, but for all of our 

added years. We just might last as long as the 

Queen and her mother and her husband. An 

equivocal inspiration.

Indeed, if longevity caught our parents 

unaware, the tenebrous possibilities of many 

more years for most of us becomes ever 

clearer. Here we are, old, but feeling pretty 

good considering – an acknowledgement, an 

unstated sense of relief and growing wonder 

we secretly share with others of our kind. 

The meaning and logistics of this most pro-

found change in the human condition, several 

extra decades, the weight of the past taken 

much further into the future, of midlife do 

overs and opportunities, have in Charles a 

decent symbol. 

The British monarchy 

has COME TO STAND 

FOR LONGEVITY, not 

just of the monarchy 

itself, but for all of us. 

Here we are, old, but 

feeling pretty good 

considering

  The Guardian At The Gate (Michael Wolff, July 2014)

  Heeere’s Jimmy! (Michael Wolff, June 2014)

  Sound The Last Post (Michael Wolff, May 2014)
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Sunglasses by Oliver Peoples, £260. 
oliverpeoples.com 

Opposite: Top, £800. Trousers, 
£435. Both by Bottega Veneta. 
bottegaveneta.com
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Production Grace Gilfeather Fashion Assistant Holly Roberts Grooming Benjamin Mohapi at One Represents Model Rob Moore at Select  
GQ shot on location at the Gesner House, Malibu. imagelocations.com. GQ stayed at the Mr C Hotel, Beverly Hills. mrchotels.com 

Jacket, £2,350. 
Trousers, £825. Both 
by Lanvin. lanvin.com

Opposite: Jacket, £380. 
Jeans, £160. Both by 
Diesel. diesel.com. 
Watch by Larsson 
& Jennings, £215. 
larssonandjennings.com
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LIFE

Heptathlon hero and  
now personal trainer  

Louise Hazel introduces 
her new work-out 

regime to get  
you ripped

EDITED BY  

PAUL HENDERSON

TRAIN  
LIKE AN 

OLYMPIAN

Jacket by Stills, 
£265. At Harvey 
Nichols. harveynichols.
com. Top, £47. Shorts 
(with tights), £78. 
Both by Adidas by 
Stella McCartney. 
adidas.co.uk. Shoes 
by Jimmy Choo, 
£695. jimmychoo.com. 
Chest press machine 
by Technogym, £1,890. 
technogym.com

Right on track: 
Commonwealth gold 
medallist Louise Hazel 
has a three-step 
programme to help 
you reach your athletic 
peak in just four weeks
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There is life after the Olympics... Just 

don’t expect it to be easy. Since competing 

at London 2012, Team GB star Louise Hazel 

has become a personal trainer and developed 

The Podium Effect – a fitness programme 

based around the work-out routine she 

used to become a top all-round athlete. 

And she wants you to use it to get in 

shape for summer. The big question is: 

are you man enough to take her on?

To start, see how many of these three 

exercises you can do in 30 seconds. Then 

adopt Louise’s fitness routine a minimum 

of three times per week for four weeks. Test 

yourself again and check the difference...

How many sit-ups can  
you do in 30 seconds?

Not bad for a girl: Louise can do 38 

Your target: Aim to do at least 30

Why you need it: “The most important area 

of concern for a heptathlete is ensuring that 

I have strong core muscles,” says Louise. 

A strong core means developing strength 

through the upper and lower abdominals, 

obliques, lower back, pelvis and hips. 

The routine: This circuit features three 

core exercises. Aim for three sets of 30 reps 

for each exercise.

Exercise 1 – side to sides: Sit on a yoga mat, 

slowly lift your feet off the floor and bring 

your heels close to your backside so that you 

are balanced in a V-sit position (only your 

bottom should be in contact with the floor). 

Keep your arms outstretched in front of you, 

reach with both arms and touch the floor 

either side of you (arms together, straight 

as possible). Aim to create an arch shape 

with your arms as you move from side to 

side. Try to keep your back as flat as possible 

by pushing your chest up and forwards. 

Exercise 2 – pole vaulter abs: Lie back on 

your mat with your legs extended (straight). 

Lightly place both hands on the back of your 

neck/by your ears and keep your elbows 

lightly resting on the floor. Contract your 

Jacket by Fendi, 
£1,200. fendi.com. 
Top by Adidas by 
Stella McCartney, 
£52. adidas.co.uk. 
Shorts by T by 
Alexander Wang, 
£494. At Harvey 
Nichols. harvey 
nichols.com. Shoes 
by Jimmy Choo, 
£695. jimmychoo.
com. Bench by 
Technogym, £890. 
technogym.com

CHALLENGE

Are you man enough 
to match Louise Hazel?

The Commonwealth heptathlon champion takes GQ 
through her new fitness programme – The Podium Effect 
– to help you achieve your own gold standard

lower abdominals and lift both feet up off 

of the floor, keep your toes curled upwards 

and raise one knee to your chest until your 

hip angle is at 90 degrees. From this position, 

alternate your legs so that the extended 

leg becomes tucked up and the tucked leg 

becomes straight. Do not allow your feet 

to touch the ground and keep your lower 

back pressed into the floor at all times. 

Exercise 3 – walking plank: Lie face down 

on the mat in the plank position with your 

forearms, elbows and tips of your toes in 

contact with the mat. Your back should be 

in a neutral position (flat), your feet should 

be shoulder-width apart and your head and 

chin should be in a neutral alignment. Slowly 

raise one foot off of the mat before replacing 

it in an alternating fashion so that your 

feet are marching up and down. Keep your 

core engaged by drawing your belly button 

towards your spine.

How many press-ups 
can you do in 30 seconds?

Not bad for a girl: Louise can do 34

Your target: Aim to do at least 30

Why you need it: “I’m no Fatima Whitbread, 

but the javelin is my favourite event in the 

heptathlon,” says Louise. This is because you 

can express maximum explosive power. The 

best thing about upper-body strength is that 

there is always room for improvement and 

the stronger you get the better you will look.

The routine: This circuit features three 

upper-body exercises. Aim for three sets of 

30 reps for each exercise.

Exercise 1 – triceps dips: Sitting on a 20cm 

box/bench, slide your heels away from you 

so that your legs are extended out straight 

and your bodyweight is balanced on your 

hands. Keeping your hands facing forward, 

your chest and your knees slightly bent, 

lower your hips to the floor so that they are 

barely touching the ground before pushing 

yourself back up to your starting position. 

Try to keep your elbows close together 

and not sticking out like chicken wings. 

Exercise 2 – single-arm biceps curls: Using 

a dumbbell that is ten per cent of your 

bodyweight, stand with your feet shoulder-

width apart and your chest up. Hold the 

weight at thigh height with a tight grip and 

your palm facing forwards, slowly contract 

your biceps muscle and bend your arm until 

the weight gets to your chest height. Slowly 

lower the dumbbell back to the starting 

Work, rest and sleep 

If you are working out, 

full recovery and muscle 

development is boosted 

by sleep. To help with 

this, take a zinc and 

magnesium supplement 

that builds muscle and 

promotes slumber.

1

2
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position and repeat. Switch arms after you 

have completed one set.

Exercise 3 – shoulder press: Standing with 

your feet facing forward and heels shoulder-

width apart, take two dumbbells that are ten 

per cent of your bodyweight and hold them 

up by your shoulders with your palms facing 

forwards. Slowly press the dumbbells up 

above your head until they lightly touch and 

your arms are extended upwards, before 

returning to the starting position, and repeat.

How many burpees can  
you do in 30 seconds?

Not bad for a girl: Louise can do 18

Your target: Aim to do at least 15

Why you need it: “There is an element of 

jumping ability required in every event 

of the heptathlon, especially the 100-metre 

hurdles,” says Louise. To build up your   

lower-body power, you should try jumping 

exercises on a weekly basis to help you 

develop strength in the hamstrings, calves, 

glutes and quadriceps.

The routine: This circuit features three 

great lower-body exercises. Aim for three 

sets of 15 reps for each exercise.

Exercise 1 – tuck jumps: Standing with your 

feet shoulder-width apart, jump up as high 

as you can and tuck you knees to your chest, 

before landing flat on your feet and returning 

to your starting position. Aim to keep your 

chest up. Beginners should pause in between 

each jump, however. Advanced individuals 

can jump repeatedly and in succession. 

Always perform jumping exercises on sprung 

or protected flooring such as a mat, to avoid 

damage to your joints.

Exercise 2 – straight legs: Stand with your 

feet shoulder-width apart, your chest up. 

Slightly bend at the knees and jump up into 

the air before landing flat on your feet and 

repeat. Your legs should not bend between 

each jump but your toes should flex to help 

you get some extra height. Again, always 

perform this on sprung or protective flooring.

Exercise 3 – hopping: Take a stance with 

your feet shoulder-width apart and your 

chest up, stand on one leg and slightly bend 

at the knee before jumping forwards and 

landing on the same leg. Repeat this over 

15 metres on grass for best results. Keep 

your chest up and use your arms to propel 

you forwards. 

For more information on Louise Hazel’s 

work-outs, visit thepodiumeffect.com.

Follow @louisehazel on Twitter and let 

her know how you are getting on.

The number 

of days it takes 

for your outer 

layer of skin to 

be completely 

replenished.  

So the healthier 

you eat, the 

healthier 

your skin.

3
5

3
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The Osborne 
identity: The 
chancellor’s speech 
to supermarket staff 
in Sittingbourne was 
delivered in adopted 
Estuary English

“Every penny matters is a very fittin’ catch 

phrise for what I wanna talk to you abat...” 

said George Osborne in a speech last year to 

Morrisons’ warehouse staff in Sittingbourne, 

Kent. “The benefi’ system is broken. And the 

Briddish people wannit fixed... We’re buildin’ 

a benefits system that means ya always bedda 

off in work.”

Indeed, gone were the sharply enunciated 

consonants and public-school vowels that 

marked a similar speech just days before in 

the House of Commons. In their place was a 

tone now verging on Estuarine.

“I think his intention was to make his 

audience comfortable as he is obviously not 

embarrassed by his background,” says voice 

coach and author Caroline Goyder, who 

conveys how to communicate with authority 

and confidence. “I feel there was something 

in the speech he was not happy with and he 

tried to compensate and botched it. In some 

ways it was a nice gesture: he was adapting 

himself to build a bridge with this audience 

who were so different from him. It’s 

unconscious; it’s what we call communication 

accommodation. He was almost like a parent 

speaking to his young children in a language 

they can understand. But this is a great 

example of accent’s place in society and how 

we are separated by the sound of our voice.”

Perhaps the most unsettling question to 

face anyone who returns to their place of 

origin after some absence is “Why’ve you 

lost your accent?“ The first time I suffered 

such interrogation was a good 15 years after 

I’d left my home town of Merthyr Tydfil in 

Wales. “Because if I spoke like you, no one 

would understand a bloody word I said,” I 

replied. And, even though Londoners still took 

the mick out of my accent, that was the truth. 

“Accents are like clothing in that they 

shouldn’t wear you, they shouldn’t feel 

forced,” adds Goyder. “Altering it is partly 

about making people feel comfortable. It’s like 

dancing – if someone dances a waltz you will 

try to waltz with them – you don’t try to pogo.”

Experts agree that accents remain malleable 

until a person’s early twenties, after which 

their pronunciation is more entrenched. The 

problem is that your accent still seems to speak 

volumes for who you are, your background 

and your social status. “Accent and dialect 

serve as the first point of gatekeeping,” 

explains Professor Rosana Lippi-Green in her 

book English With An Accent (Routledge). 

“Because we are forbidden, by law and social 

custom, and perhaps by a sense of what is 

right, from using race, ethnicity or economics 

more directly. We have no such compunctions 

about language, however. Thus, accent 

becomes a litmus test for exclusion, an excuse 

to turn away, to recognise the other.”

Elocution first appeared as a formal 

discipline in the 18th century, to prepare 

privileged schoolboys for a life of oratory as 

clergy, fuglemen and politicians. The lessons 

boomed in the 1800s as a new, aspiring 

middle class grew out of the sweat and steam 

of the Industrial Revolution. Eager to scale 

the social ladder, they paid for their 

offspring’s elocution lessons hoping that 

within a few generations the indiscretion of 

hard work might be forgotten. 

By the end of the 19th century, the desired 

idiolect of the cultured English person was 

Received Pronunciation. Speech was a “class 

barometer” that separated the above-stairs 

from the below-stairs. It wasn’t until the 

Fifties and the rise of the Teddy Boys (the 

first UK youth cult, whose look was based on 

a gang of gay New Edwardians) that getting 

down and dirty became the new teenage 

ideal – especially among the upper classes. 

With the onset of rock’n’roll, jazz and blues 

– all propagated by the hoi polloi – being 

working-class, along with the resident accent, 

became exotic and talking like a commoner 

became as hip as a beatnik’s roll-up. 

VOICE RECOGNITION

Why have 
you lost 
your accent?

From thick regional dialects 
to cut-glass RP, our speech 
inflections still affect who 
we are and how others see 
us, warns Chris Sullivan
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Bright, regionally accented actors such 

as Albert Finney, Alan Bates and Tom 

Courtenay began appearing in a slew of 

kitchen-sink dramas such as Look Back In 

Anger (1959), Saturday Night And Sunday 

Morning (1960) and A Kind Of Loving 

(1962). And then came Billy Fury, Adam 

Faith and the Beatles. But it was the Rolling 

Stones who changed everything. Singer Mick 

Jagger was born in a middle-class household 

to Basil Fanshawe Jagger, a teacher, and Eva 

Ensley Mary Scutts, a prominent member of 

the local Conservative Party in Dartford, 

Kent. As seen in the documentary Crossfire 

Hurricane, in the early days Jagger’s was a 

rather gentle Home Counties tone, but it 

transmogrified into a sharp, caricatured 

inner-London tenor. As Keith Richards said 

in the documentary, “We were typecast as 

the bad guys and we grew into the roles.” 

Subsequently, the Rolling Stones changed 

attitudes, accents and mores. Britain would 

never be the same again. 

But are the old prejudices against accents 

making a comeback? Elocution lessons are 

on the rise, and in 2012 diction website 

thetutorpages.com received twice as many 

enquiries about courses than in 2010. And 

then there is Cherry Tree Primary School in 

Basildon, Essex, one of the first state schools 

to offer lessons in “correct” pronunciation.

“Usually people who are comfortable in 

themselves won’t change their accents too 

much,” says Goyder. “They are saying, ‘This is 

who I am and I am happy with it.’ And people 

like that, whether they are posh or not. If 

you are posh and doing a Mockney, or a 

Northerner putting on an RP accent to move 

up the social ladder, many people will distrust 

you because they feel you’re not genuine.”

Most think that losing the voice you grew 

up with belies an insecurity and a self-serving 

desire to turn your back on friends and family. 

But I’d argue that to lose it slightly over time is 

as natural as improving one’s vocabulary, 

preferring a holiday in Italy to Rhyl, or 

choosing a medium-rare entrecôte over 

McDonald’s. You should never be ashamed 

of either your roots or bettering yourself.

“I never liked the sound of my Hull accent, 

but it was never an issue,” says Tom 

Courtenay, who starred in 1962 kitchen-sink 

milestone The Loneliness Of The Long 

Distance Runner and has lived in London for 

55 years but still has a slight Yorkshire lilt. “I 

didn’t try to either lose or keep it. What you 

hear is the sum total of my experience. It just 

wouldn’t sound right if I sounded like a Hull 

docks worker after all this. It’d be ridiculous.”

“I wish people in the UK were not so 

sensitive to accent,” says Goyder. “We take 

too much notice of accents in this country. 

But clear speech is clear thought and if we 

see tailored clothes as reflecting someone who 

is organised and cares about their appearance, 

clarity of speech reflects clarity of thinking.”

As for yours truly, I will admit I might be 

sensitive to inflection as I recently found 

myself listening to my nine-year-old’s every 

syllable – in fear that he might lean towards 

“multicultural London English” – influenced 

by Afro-Caribbean, Bangladeshi, Nigerian 

and Cockney. My ears are cocked for an 

MCLE “raht” instead of “right”, or an “innit 

bro”, while I am checking his tracksuited 

playmate’s elder brothers for fake Burberry, 

gold chains, ugly dogs and uglier tattooed 

mums. I know I shouldn’t be so concerned, 

but I am. I cannot help myself. 

I was in my local corner shop the other day 

and heard someone say, “Gimme some dem 

Rizla king sarze, innit.” I turned around to find 

a sad ginger teenager obviously overcome 

with the desire to fit in somewhere. Sorry, 

but it’s not raht. 

●   Caroline Goyder’s book Gravitas: 

Communicate With Confidence, 

Influence And Authority 

(Vermilion, £13) is out now.

Caroline Goyder

‘ I wish 
people 
in the 
UK were 
not so 
sensitive 
to 
accent’

Head Custom Made 

tennis racquet

Now you can order a 

racquet like the one 

used by Andy Murray 

or Novak Djokovic, but 

utterly bespoke to you. 

Head’s new online 

service allows you to 

choose everything from 

weight, length and 

balance to grip, pattern 

and tension. And you 

can even personalise it. 

From £300. For 

custommade.head.com

Soleus Go! 

Activity Tracker

The Go! tracks 

everything from hard 

runs and gentle strolls 

to calories burned and 

sleep quality. It predicts 

the weather, wakes you, 

vibrates when you hit 

your target and even 

reports texts and phone 

calls. It will also tell you 

if you’ve spent the 

afternoon on the couch 

– but you wouldn’t 

do that, would you?

£89.99. soleusgo.com

GEAR

Regional accents: the good, the bad and the glottal...

Accent considered 

most friendly

West Country  

burr/Devon

Accent considered 

most trustworthy

Received 

Pronunciation/

Queen’s English

Accent considered 

most likely to be 

discriminated against 

at work 

Cockney/London 

Accent considered 

most likely to 

be discriminated 

against socially

Scots/Edinburgh

Accent considered 

most unintelligent

Scouse/Liverpool

37% 65% 51% 25% 29%
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What is it?

A 45-minute class 

focused on ground-

based animalistic 

motions. From the 

“Scorpion Switch” to 

the “Lateral Travelling 

Ape”, it combines 

hand balancing 

with breakdancing 

and gymnastics. 

Participants master 

single moves then 

combine them into 

longer sequences.

Why try it? 

To improve mobility 

by strengthening all 

areas of your body, 

specifically the core, 

hips and spine. It 

may sound frivolous 

now, but you don’t 

want to spend 

your twilight years 

with the posture of 

Quasimodo.

What’s new?

The whole idea of 

mimicking animal 

movements and 

putting them 

into sequence for 

exercise. There’s the 

“Downward Dog” and 

then there’s this.

What will it do?

Unleash your inner 

beast and burn desk-

accrued fat. Expect 

your oblique muscles 

(your abs’ external 

neighbours) to take 

a lot of the strain, and 

don’t expect to hop 

out of bed quickly 

the morning after. 

Go with the flow 

or go home.

Lee Stobbs

Sessions are available 

for £10 on Mondays 

and Tuesdays at 

6pm. Train Fitness, 

Unit 2a, Moonraker 

Point, Pocock Street, 

London SE1. 020 3714 

7820, trainfitness.co

Animal Flow 
at Train 
Fitness

Get the lowdown 
on the newest 
bodyweight 
work-out

Fitness 
trends 

explained

When do you 
start your day? 

What is your 
breakfast of 
champions?

Do you exercise 
at dawn or dusk?

What is the 
most important 

decision you have 
made in your 

professional life?

Are your best 
decisions based 

on instinct or 
information?

What is the best 
piece of advice 

you’ve ever 
been given?

How do you get 
the best from 
your team?

What was your 
biggest career set- 
back, and how did 
you overcome it?

What book  
do you find most 

inspiring?

What is the 
“secret” of your 

success?

BALANCE

A cycle of good behaviour

At about 7am. I have a giant cup 

of green tea with manuka honey 

before going to the gym.

Dawn. Predominantly core 
and stability exercises before 

heading out on the bike. Riding 

isn’t exercise… it’s work!

Both. There is a lot that can be 

felt through instinct, especially in 

cycling, but information/data is 
always a strong guide.

Make sure roles are clearly 
identified and allocated. If 

everyone knows what’s expected 

of them they will be a lot more 

likely to perform that role.

Contracting bilharzia, a parasite 

found in parts of Africa. It was 

hugely debilitating and had been 

in my system for years.

I love the challenge. If I didn’t, 

I wouldn’t be able to bury myself 

in the training I need to be ready 

for events like the Tour de France.

To become meticulous about 
the measurables that relate 

to my preparation. 

Do what you love and success 
will follow – from my mother.

Your ambition is always deep 
down inside. The winners are the 

ones who can find it. What separates 
winners from losers?

The Power Of One by Bryce 

Courtenay is about putting your 

life on the line for your beliefs.

Take a time-keeping 

lesson or two from...  

Chris Froome, 

British 2013 Tour de 

France winner

Chris Froome rides for Team Sky at the 

Tour de France. His biography, The 

Climb (Penguin, £20), is out now.

Porridge, with a few egg whites 
mixed into it for extra protein.

Iffley Road

To celebrate the 60th 

anniversary of Sir Roger 

Bannister’s four-minute 

mile, Iffley Road has 

released a limited-

edition technical T-shirt 

made of Dri-release 

temperature-control 

fabric. If you do work 

up a sweat you’ll look 

cool in the process.

£70. iffleyroad.com

The number of 

antidepressant 

prescriptions 

handed out 

to Britons 

last year.
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A couple of years ago, Dr Alan Watkins 

posted a two-part video of his TED talk, 

“Being brilliant every single day”, on 

YouTube. “What’s funny,” he says now, 

“is that part one is called ‘How the brain 

shuts down’, and 300,000 people have 

watched it. Part two is ‘How you stop it 

happening’, and only 100,000 people 

have watched that. Ironic, right?”

It is indeed: 300,000 people were happy 

to laugh at the volunteer who comes on 

stage and gets put under pressure by 

Watkins, making his heart rate go 

wild, while only a third of those viewers 

stayed for the part which teaches them 

how to overcome such a situation. Watkins, 

an honorary senior lecturer in neuroscience 

and psychological medicine at Imperial 

College, London, originally qualified as 

a physician, but applies his background 

STRESS

The beginner’s guide to 
looking on the bright side

Cheer up! Transform your productivity and leadership 
by harnessing the life-changing power of optimism

to a career helping everyone from FTSE 100 

CEOs to Olympic athletes to improve their 

performance at work. His theory is that 

concentrating on behaviour just isn’t 

effective enough – to truly realise our 

potential we have to go deeper, to be 

tangibly aware of our physiology and 

to control how it affects us.

“What we come up with is the verticality,” 

he says of his company. “We upgrade the 

human system, as it were, rather than 

just adding more apps.” His philosophy is 

anchored on a pyramid which begins, at its 

base, with physiology, then takes in emotion, 

feeling, thinking and behaviour before 

reaching “results”. “Cognitive behavioural 

therapy is only partially effective,” he says. 

“The problem with depression, for instance, 

isn’t at the rational level, it’s at the emotional 

level, two levels down. You can’t solve the 

fire on the second floor by chucking buckets 

of water around on the fourth floor.”

Watkins focuses on energy management 

rather than time management, helping clients 

to be more productive all the time, both in 

and out of work. “Gold medals are not won 

or lost during the practice of sport, they’re 

won or lost in the recovery period when 

you’re not training,” says Watkins, who 

worked with the GB rowing squad 

before 2012 and is going with them to Rio. 

“What emotional state you’re in during 

that period is absolutely critical. Because 

you’re spending a lot more time not doing 

the exercise than doing it, if you get into 

a default habit of moaning and groaning, 

not only is that draining your energy because 

you’re pumping up the cortisol, but when 

you start to exercise, it’s much tougher to 

get the real benefit and the DHEA hormones 

going. So we teach athletes to get in the right 

emotional state when they’re competing as 

well as in the recovery zone.”

Basically, he teaches people how to be zen 

masters. “Well, we’re nondenominational!” 

he laughs. “Directionally, you’re correct. 

The single biggest moment is when people 

take ownership. Most people live their 

life believing others are doing it to them. 

When you haven’t got any control over your 

emotions that’s what it’s like. ‘You made me 

feel angry.’ That’s the victim position. When 

you’re blaming somebody else you think it 

gets you off the hook, but it doesn’t. It puts 

you on the hook, because if you blame 

somebody else then only they can make you 

feel better. But take that back: ‘I own my 

emotions, so if I’m feeling angry, I created 

the chemistry of anger, not you. If I created 

it, I can uncreate it.’ That’s the point.”

And is he himself in control all of the time? 

“Well, I’m often described as pathologically 

cheerful. And I am, because I choose to be. 

You can be upbeat every day of your life, if 

you want to be. Training as a physician, I saw 

every shade of suffering and it caused me to 

reflect deeply on what it means to be alive. 

How do we make the most of being alive? 

How do we optimise our experience? Well, 

it is possible to feel the feelings you want to 

feel. I’ve taught people and I’ve seen that it’s 

possible. That reinforces my relentless 

optimism.” Alex Godfrey 

●  Coherence: The Secret Science Of 

Brilliant Leadership by Dr Alan Watkins 

is out now, £25.

Nervous exposition

Stress is the single 

biggest cause of 

sickness in the UK, 

affecting one in five of 

the working population 

and costing employers 

£1.24 billion a year.

Zen pusher:
Mastering how to 
rest is key. Using 
your time off to 
gripe will pump 
up cortisol and 
sap your energy
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My girlfriend reaches climax easily enough, 

but they’re nothing like the bed-breaking, 

extravagant orgasms my ex used to enjoy. 

Please, your wisdom?

LE by email

It’s not always wise to compare. Everything 

from personality to culture and upbringing 

will decide whether she goes in for Wilkie 

Collins howls or a silent petite mort. 

However, it’s worth investigating the 

possibility she’s getting off more on clitoral 

orgasms (which have their place, sure) rather 

than hitting so many of the mind-bending, 

hit-by-a-steam-train, rushing, blinding 

climaxes that tend to come from you hitting 

her G-spot. Think the difference between 

poppers and acid – or of a little hand relief 

versus an hour of exquisite head.

You’ll doubtless be familiar with the G’s 

location, around a finger’s depth inside her 

in the direction of her navel, and boast some 

excellent toys (think Lelo Gigi, a vibe whose 

flat tip is perfect for the pressure which the 

G-spot tends to like). 

Then, the three things to lift her to a truly 

monumental peak?

Time The mere act of blocking 

an evening out to make love will 

free her mind; the fact you then 

linger... Rub her with hot oil 

(Rose de Mai candle, £34.50. At Cult Beauty. 

cultbeauty.com) from the taut of her 

trapezius down over the round of her 

breasts and the dips of her waist, the flesh 

of her ass and thighs, so down to the thin 

skin of her heels and her toes. You then 

work back up such that your hands knead 

the soft inner thighs, then you graze, then 

you breathe across her mons, you pull the 

hair, you stroke her. All this properly 

enhances the physical process of arrival, 

and sets the scene for... 

Hide and cheek:  
Tantalise your 
temptress by 
cuffing her at 
the wrists and 
ankles, says 
GQ’s Sex Shrink

Fullness There is an erotic 

charge to a woman in feeling 

filled up. Increase this sensation 

by sliding in a second finger; 

better yet lie on your back, with her on top 

of you on her back in “acrobat”. She uses her 

fingers to tease and stroke herself as you use 

your nails to graze her breasts and the pads 

of your fingers gently to pinch her nipples... 

She loves to be tied down. I’ve no 

objections. But I want gear to make her 

fabulous... Oracle, your advice?

WW by email

I’m going to lead you to a leather-maker 

whose work is better than anything you’ve 

Combining Once you have 

licked across her closed sex, and 

pulled her into your mouth; once 

you’ve explored the sweet 

canyons either side of her lips and then 

flicked round first the stiff head, then the 

pulsing base part of her nub; once you’ve 

dipped your tongue inside her and now 

parted her wide with your fingers... Now: 

slide your wet thumb inside to press her G, 

your first and second fingers lying inside 

her labia so that her clitoris is between your 

fingers and she is undulating against the 

pad of your thumb, while still licking and 

kissing her pinched button. Move the 

focus of sensation from one to the other.

SEX SHRINK

Learn to be 
her pleasure 
principal

This month, GQ’s didact 
of desire Rebecca Newman 
gives a three-step guide to 
bed-breaking orgasms and 
gets all tied up in leather

1 2 3
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PORN STAR 

MEMOIRS
by Anka  

Radakovich

Capturing the sexually extreme 

and titillating life of the porn star, 

two recent memoirs have been 

published about the world of 

XXX entertainment. The first is 

by American porn star Steven St 
Croix, and the other is written by 

a porn journalist intrigued by the 

life of Linda Lovelace, a star from 

the “golden age” of porn in the 

US from 1972 to 1983. 

The first question all porn 

stars get asked is, “How did 
you get into porn?” and the 

second is, “What’s it like to be 

in porn?” Both books answer 

these questions from an insider’s 

perspective. (I once asked porn 

star Jesse Jane what her most 

frequently asked question was 

and she said, “You’re a porn star? 

Lemme see your tits.”)

The Complete Linda Lovelace: 
A Deeper-Than-Deep Look At 
America’s First Porn Queen 
by Eric Danville (above) traces 

the life of Linda Lovelace, one 

of the first women to be called 

a porn star. Best known for her 

performance in Deep Throat, in 

which her character has a clitoris 

in her throat. I wish. 

The book takes an interesting 

approach to biography by 

examining a life and career via 

more than 100 magazine and 

newspaper clippings chronicling 

Lovelace’s rise to fame. The 

book gives a mini history of the 

sexual revolution as well, with 

a history of porn magazines 

that at the time were called 

“men’s magazines”. The Daily 

Girl, which Lovelace posed for in 

1973, was billed as the “Magazine 

For Continental Swingers.” The 

“new, hip” Bachelor magazine 

featured “erotic photography” 

and the superstars of porn, 

including the biggest male 

porn star of the time John 

Holmes (AKA Johnny Wadd), 

who had a legendary 32cm 

penis. You wish. 

The book also mentions 

the darker side of Lovelace’s 

life, which she wrote of in her 

autobiography Ordeal, published 

in 2006. Her book answered the 

question, “How did you get into 

porn?” with Lovelace claiming 

that her ex-husband forced her 

into it at gunpoint. In 1980 she 

became the world’s first porn 

star to become an anti-porn 

activist. Thirty-four years later, 

18-22 year olds (the life span of 

most girls in porn) want to go 

into porn to become a porn star.

Highlights from the book 

include her appearances in S&M 

movies in 1972, one called The 

Foot where she has sex with a 

woman’s foot, and another called 

Fist, which is self-explanatory. 

Also in 1974 she was invited to 

the Academy Awards, the first 

porn actress to ever be invited. 

After appearing in several 

more porn movies, she posed for 

Cropped Crotches magazine in 

1975. “Lovelace was one of the 

first to shave and smile,” read 

the copy, which is still called 

“girl copy” in porn-mag speak. 

The book is a fascinating look 

into the era the New York Times 

dubbed in 1973 “Porno Chic”.

Porn Star: Everything You Want 
To Know And Are Embarrassed 
To Ask (above) is the story of 

Steven St Croix who has “acted” 

in more than 1,000 films and 

says he has slept with more than 

1,500 women. He was so

 big in 1996 that Vivid – the 

largest porn studio in the 

US – took out a $1 million 

insurance policy on his penis. In 

2013 he won the XRCO award 

(X-Rated Critics Organization,) 

for “Best Cumback”. 

The book is written in Q&A 

form and answers such questions 

as: “Do guys in the films use 

Viagra?” A: “Some started taking 

dick pills. Some guys in the 

industry became scared that any 

f***ing douchebag could come 

in and would take work from 

us. Many guys preferred getting 

stoned before their scene, as it 

relaxed them and gave them a 

sort of ‘tunnel vision’ where they 

were focused only on the girl.”

St Croix captures off-camera 

sex with his new porn friends 

when he writes: “She shows up 

20 minutes later with Brittany in 

tow. Brittany is wearing denim 

shorts, a pink halter top, and 

cowboy boots. The girls don’t 

have an appetite for pasta but 

they do for sausage. We head 

straight to the bedroom. I was 

still wrapping my head around 

how easily sex with my fellow 

performers came about off-

screen. We would just call each 

other up and head over to f***. 

I loved the Nineties!

“Just seeing six beautiful 

naked women squirming around, 

waiting for me to f*** them blew 

my imagination away,” he says. 

“It turned me into an animal, 

where I wanted to taste each 

and every one thoroughly...”

On the porn-career trajectory 

of his female co-stars he says: 

“In order to build a big fanbase, 

you need to work a lot and 

have a certain amount of films 

available to the viewers. The old 

model was to have the girl do 

some girl/girl scenes first. Then 

her first boy/girl scene. After, 

you add different guys to her 

roster. Then her first anal scene 

and hope one of them would be 

Rocco Siffredi, and his big hog of 

a cock. Later, double penetration 

scene, orgy scene, gangbang. 

This allowed the company 

to manipulate the perceived 

‘sexual journey of the girl’ from 

sweet and innocent to sexually 

depraved monger slut.”

And what has changed? 

“Now,” he says, “you have the 

cutest girls who do everything 

at once. They get booked every 

day until everyone has shot them 

and they’ve done everything 

imaginable on camera. Then they 

get pushed aside for the next 

cute girl. We call it ‘shot out’.”

Also, porn fans now want 

to interact with the porn stars. 

Internet “cam shows” are bigger 

than ever. Porn stars today are 

all about building a fanbase; 

the more followers, the more 

they can charge for “live shows” 

at home without going to the 

gangbang shoot. 

Aspiring porn stars hire 

publicity firms to get more 

Twitter and Instagram followers 

and compete with established 

and “semi-retired” stars 

(including Tera Patrick and 

Jenna Jameson) who also 

do cam shows. The goal is to 

become as famous as possible. 

One 20-year-old aspiring porn 

star who writes on her site: “Kim 

Kardashian is my role model.” 

encountered. The man behind Masters Desire 

is a master saddler.

Consider ankle and wrist cuffs, in fragrant 

leather (from £100. mastersdesire.com). Have 

her kneel before you, her hands cuffed 

behind her back.

If you prefer to tie her horizontally, prepare 

the room by running two lengths of silk 

bondage rope between the legs of first the 

top end, then the foot of the bed. Use these 

ropes to hold her cuffed wrists above her 

head. Then, for a spread-eagle approach, fix 

each ankle cuff to either end of the other 

length of rope. Alternatively, you could cuff 

her legs together and not tie them down – 

leaving more easy access to her rear quarters.
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ROD LIDDLE

LIFE ADVICE

Ask Dr Rod

� Dear Dr Rod,
My wife recently passed away after 

a long illness. Unexpectedly, though, 

I have found solace in a woman I have 

only just met. She has been terribly 

kind and solicitous and I would very 

much like the relationship to develop 

further. The problem is, I am unsure 

as to how this will seem to my friends 

and family, especially those on my 

dead wife’s side of the aisle. Are 

there any ground rules as to how 

long one should wait before making 

public a new attachment? And is 

this wrong of me?

Ezra, Little Gidding

RL: First let me say how sorry I am 

to hear of your wife’s passing. In terms 

of etiquette it is usual to wait until 

several moments after the coffin of the deceased has been swished away 

into the incinerator, or the last handful of soil has been thrown into the 

grave. After that, really, all bets are off; I know a bereaved husband who 

pulled over the vol au vents at the funeral reception – grief rather becomes 

a man, you see. No matter how long you wait some vile and embittered 

relative will always insist that it is “too early” and question your morality 

and levels of respect. So don’t worry too much, fill your boots. Just 

remember to replace the flowers on the grave every so often.

� Dear Dr Rod,
My husband is having one of those 

mid-life crises. At the age of 46 he 

has decided that he is sick of the “rat 

race” and the “dog-eat-dog” world in 

which we live. He has suggested – no, 

insisted – that we sell the house and 

relocate to a place where life proceeds 

at a slightly slower pace and the cost 

of living is concomitantly cheaper. 

The place he has fixated upon is 

somewhere called “Moldova”. What 

in the name of God should I do about 

this? He is a lawyer, by the way.

Vivienne, East Coker

RL: There is no such thing as a 

mid-life crisis, Vivienne; it is simply 

the sudden realisation that life is 

bestial, disillusioning, unfair and 

meaningless. I am sorry to have to 

break this to you. I had my mid-life 

crisis, as you put it, one afternoon 

when I was about eight and the BBC 

dropped its early evening children’s 

programming – Wacky Races, Josie 

And The Pussycats – and instead 

devoted the entire time to coverage of 

some staggeringly dull, adult-oriented 

bollocks called “The Budget”. If I had 

known then that Moldova existed, 

I would have wished to move there 

immediately (it was actually the 

Moldavian SSR at the time, and part 

of the Soviet Union. By the time you 

get there it may well be again). There’s 

nothing wrong with Moldova, so long 

as you stay away from the proto-

Ruskies in the east. Decent cheap 

wine, inexpensive and filling eastern 

European food, low-cost housing and 

bargain dentistry, especially for dental 

plates. So, off you go. And can I just 

say what a pleasure it is to see a 

lawyer leave the country? One down 

- just 398,000 to go. 

For to-the-point answers to life’s 

whys and wherefores, share your 

burning issues with GQ’s agony 

uncle, Rod Liddle, at:

askdrrod@condenast.co.uk

� Email us your 

letters for Dr Rod

� Dear Dr Rod,
My girlfriend, Esme, with whom I’ve been for 

some six years, announced the other evening 

that she thought we ought to try something 

called an “open relationship”. What exactly 

would this entail and would you advise me to 

go along with it? 

Thom, Burnt Norton

RL: An “open relationship” is one in which each 

partner tells the other they’re sleeping with 

someone else on the side, rather than keeping 

entirely schtum about it. In your case it almost 

certainly means that Esme is already scutting 

away behind your back and is a) feeling guilty 

about it, but b) does not wish to cease the 

extra-curricula scutting. In other words, she 

wants to have her cake and eat it (which I have 

to admit is my preferred mode of approach to 

cake). So if you are going to agree to her proposal 

you’d better get busy, because you’re already 

behind the curve. According to a survey for the 

World Health Organisation, the average duration 

of an “open relationship” is seven hours and 

52 minutes.

� Dear Dr Rod,
I have just received a wedding invitation through 

the post. It is to celebrate the nuptials of my ex-

girlfriend who, the card announced, is marrying 

someone called “Doug”. I assume it is the same 

“Doug” who I caught with his head buried up my 

girlfriend’s skirt when I came home unexpectedly 

early one evening. Unless she has found herself 

another “Doug”, of course. The world has more 

than one “Doug”, after all. Do you know what – 

I’m tempted to go to the wedding. I ought to add 

that I have been invited to the reception only, not 

the church bit.

J Alfred, Canterbury

RL: Oh, you must go, you must – let bygones 

be bygones, we’re all friends now, no need to 

mention the war at all. In any case, he was 

probably buried up your girlfriend’s skirt 

because he had heard you come in and was 

trying to hide out of shyness.

Anyway, hire some fabulously attractive escort 

for the day and make sure you slip a few 

laxatives into the champagne. He won’t bury 

himself in your ex’s skirt much then.
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Shopping in London has become  

a precarious endeavour. Step inside the 

fashion outlets of Covent Garden, Seven 

Dials, Soho and Carnaby and within an 

hour, you could easily find yourself 

parting with upwards of £1,000. This isn’t 

because London prices are spectacularly 

high (the reality is, London prices are  

no different to any other UK city), it’s 

purely down to choice. A profusion of 

flagship stores and one-off spaces will  

see style sentinels quickly straining under 

the weight of store-branded carrier bags.

The avant-garde ME Hotel on the  

Strand sits within striking distance of 

London’s style-laden thoroughfares,  

a central base for storing fashion hauls  

and an essential starting point for an 

exploration of the capital’s well-known 

attractions. In fact, from the ME Hotel’s 

Radio Rooftop Bar, you can see all the 

attractions in a single 360-degree sweep. 

Overlooking Somerset House, the view 

from Radio takes in the Thames, Shard, 

Tower Bridge, St Paul’s Cathedral and the 

London Eye, a sensational backdrop for 

sipping cocktails and sampling the bar’s 

superior tapas with a twist. 

ME London is the flagship ME hotel, 

designed (inside and out) by revered 

architects Foster + Partners. Its 157  

rooms are based around a monochrome 

palette, a harmonious Yin and Yang that 

interweaves dark and light. There are nine 

different room styles to choose from, but 

for the ultimate London experience, the 

duplex Suite ME on the ninth and tenth 

floors gives incredible views of the city,  

as well as VIP-style private access to the 

Radio Rooftop Bar. Of course, world-class 

vistas are not everyone’s cup of tea. There 

are also fine dining options at carnivore’s 

retreat STK London and rustic Italian fare 

at Cucina Asellina, plus a fully equipped 

gym, open 24 hours a day, to rid yourself 

of the excesses of the London high life. 

ME London, 336-337 The Strand, London WC2. Prices from £340+VAT per night. melia.com

With panoramic views, world-class cuisine and the design 
touches of Foster + Partners, ME London hotel on the 
Strand is an avant-garde expression of luxurious living

Do the Strand

Sky’s the limit  
(from top):  

ME London’s Radio 
Rooftop Bar; STK 

London restaurant; 
Vibe room

LIVE TRAVEL.FASHION.LIFESTYLE
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eating. For all the ambition, the creative quest 

and the inability to willingly give up the fame, 

the real thing that kept Caine going was the 

fear. The fear that one day the work would 

stop, the papers would stop calling and he’d 

be back, moving fish at Billingsgate market. 

Rather than any kind of obsessive need for 

applause, this was simply an ambition honed 

by poverty.

Caine’s indelible image, that sardonic, 

 hooded-eyed, cool Sixties persona, can be 

summed up by the scene in The Ipcress File 

when, amid the telltale amateur-professional  

copper pans, hanging onions and coffee 

grinder, his Harry Palmer breaks two eggs 

into a bowl at once, while informing the female 

guest he is about to seduce, “I... am going to 

cook you... the best meal... you’ve ever eaten.”

The writer of The Ipcress File, Len Deighton, 

says that Caine was so well cast that when he 

came to write the subsequent novels, it was 

always the actor he saw in his head. Originally 

Christopher Plummer had been signed up 

for the role, but he left to do The Sound Of 

Music, just as Caine’s flatmate at the time, 

Terence Stamp, was hired to play the lead in 

Alfie but then turned it down. It is impossible 

to imagine anyone else in the role,  impossible 

to imagine any other actor displaying such a 

subtle disdain for the Establishment.

Caine has always been very particular, very 

considered. When he first got famous – well, 

when he first got money (£4,000 for Zulu) – it 

wasn’t clothes that he thought about so much 

as hygiene. He bought soaps and  shampoos, 

masses of sheets and pillowcases, and loads 

of shirts and socks. Even toothpaste. He 

also started getting everything dry-cleaned, 

simply because he could afford to. “I’d wear 

something once and then, bang, it was in the 

laundry. None of this making something last 

till the next day.”

Who knew how long this whole thing was 

going to last?

 “Swinging London was an absolute micro-

cosm,” said Terence Conran. “Back then, it 

was just a few shops and clubs to latch on to, 

and a lot of those famous people didn’t make 

ends meet. Mary Quant and her husband, 

who were good friends of mine, couldn’t get 

through the door of their flat for the writs 

piled up.”

Ray Davies will probably never again 

have the definitive cultural authority he 

had between 1964 and 1971, when his band 

the Kinks produced more than 20 of the 

greatest singles ever released. These were 

 picture-perfect musical postcards that summed 

up working- and lower-middle-class life in 

post-war Britain, songs such as “Dead End 

Street”, “Tired Of Waiting For You”, “Sunny 

Afternoon”, “Dedicated Follower Of Fashion”, 

“All Day And All Of The Night” and “Lola”, the 

“Angels” of its day. 

Concentrating on tragicomic observation, 

Davies’ songs revolved around predominantly 

male lower-middle-class aspirations, express-

ing his ambivalence towards wealth, fame and 

class, and examining the strange mixture of 

predetermination and hazard to which human 

relationships are subject. The ordinary and 

the obvious were spelled out in his lyrics, 

but, contrastingly, never in a manner that was 

either. For years he has written about what 

Saul Bellow calls the melancholy of affluence, 

and suggested that “Modern Life Is Rubbish” 

when Damon Albarn was still in the play-

ground trying to affect a cockney accent.

Davies also, lest we forget, absent-mindedly 

invented the heavy-metal guitar riff when the 

Kinks recorded “You Really Got Me” in 1964. 

When he heard one sniffy record company 

executive comparing the guitar sound to a 

barking dog, he replied, “Yes, but what a dog, 

and what a bark!” As if this wasn’t enough, 

he wrote what is widely considered to be 

the best British single ever, 1967’s “Waterloo 

Sunset”, a deathlessly beautiful record that 

single-handedly made existentialism a viable 

subject for pop music. Like Paul McCartney 

and “Yesterday”, Davies woke up singing 

it, albeit in a swing arrangement à la Frank 

Sinatra and Nelson Riddle. “I wanted to write 

a song about a Liverpool sunset because of 

the death of Merseybeat and all that. Then I 

thought, ‘I’m a Londoner, why all the tributes 

to Liverpool?’ There’s no memory of that song 

that isn’t a pleasure.”

We, like the man himself, can never escape 

his music. The Sixties hits are forever on the 

radio, his name checked in every interview 

by every aspiring Britpop arriviste (stand up 

Kaiser Chiefs, stand up Arctic Monkeys), and 

“Waterloo Sunset” regularly tops lists of all-

time favourite pop songs. Just a few seasons 

ago, Burberry’s creative director, Christopher 

Bailey, sent his models down the catwalk to 

the strains of Davies’ demo version of his 

classic “I Go To Sleep”, and “Living On A Thin 

Line” featured heavily in the Sopranos. When 

Sky Sports ran a compilation of video clips to 

mark the passing of George Best, it was accom-

panied by one of the Kinks’ most poignant 

singles, “Days”.

You can’t escape Davies’ voice either, and 

his trademark North London whine, with 

its nasal, secondary-modern lilt, has been 

copied by everyone from Albarn to,  bizarrely, 

Liam Gallagher. A recent model was Pete 

Doherty, whose vocal style seems to get closer 

to Davies’ the older he gets. It’s also difficult 

to imagine many Libertines and Babyshambles 

songs without first acknowledging Davies in 

his pomp. Even Doherty’s description of his 

green and unpleasant Albion sounds like it 

came from Davies’ pen: “Gin in teacups and 

leaves on the lawn, violence in bus stops and 

the pale thin girl with eyes forlorn.”

Davies once listened to a radio  documentary 

about the Kinks and he came across, so he 

said, as a semi-neurotic, psychotic person. “If 

that’s the way people want to remember me, 

so be it,” he said. “I had my moments, but I 

don’t see it that way.

“I’m a grumpy suburbanite, and I think 

I’ve always been a grumpy old man. A lot 

of my early songs were written for an older 

generation, because I wrote those when 

I was 20, 21, 22. But a lot of people who 

know me really well say I’m very juve-

nile! I think one of the great characteristics 

about London is its grumpiness; rising above 

adversity, everything’s such a terrible strug-

gle but we get there. It’s part of our siege 

mentality, bulldog spirit. We came from 

the gutter, and became enveloped in what 

became known as Swinging London. And I’m 

not sure we knew what hit us.”

Like the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, the 

Animals, the Who and the Yardbirds, the 

Kinks had one-time art students among their 

members, and it was the tradition of  bohemian 

classlessness that helped break class barriers, 

especially in London. Their growing interest in 

pop art and contemporary design fed into their 

preoccupation with the music world, too, as did 

their confrontational  attitude towards fashion.

Predating the pop video by at least 15 years, 

John Barry’s work is forever associated with 

the glamour and transcendence of international  

travel, which, in the early Sixties, was still 

something of a novelty. Listen to “You Only 

Live Twice” or “Thunderball” and if you 

don’t simply think “Robbie Williams” or 

“that song that Tom Jones wishes he didn’t 

have to sing any more”, your head will be 

filled with perfectly calibrated split-screen 

montages of drip-dry blondes, exploding 

sports cars and deftly delivered put-downs. 

In the Savile Row dreamworld of Swinging 

London, Barry didn’t worry about dressing 

to the left or the right; he dressed on both 

sides. He was a bachelor king; his swords-

manship was  legendary. He shared a flat 

in Knightsbridge with Michael Caine and 

Terence Stamp, and there was a procession 

of eager young fillies regularly traipsing 

up  the stairs. “Barry was a big ladies’ man,” 

said Caine, famously. When Barry married 

the actress Jane Birkin in 1965, Newsweek 

reported that he “drove off in his E-Type Jag 

with his E-Type wife”.

Barry liked to tell an anecdote about a meal 

he had with “Mike” Caine, Jean Shrimpton 

Continued from page 121
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and Terence Stamp that culminate in the unex-

pected appearance of the Bond film producer  

Harry Saltzman, whom Barry had never much 

cared for. Saltzman didn’t much care for Barry 

either, and had stated publicly how much 

he loathed Barry’s theme for Goldfinger, a 

song that subsequently became a gigantic hit 

in more than 30 countries. At that lunch, to 

make amends, Stamp stood up and, in front 

of the whole restaurant, called Saltzman, then 

one of the most powerful men in Hollywood, 

and I quote, “a c***”.

The partying never got in the way of the 

work, and vice versa. Back in the Sixties 

Barry would get up at 8am and work until 

1pm, walk to the Kings Road, have a long 

lunch, maybe a siesta, and then get back 

in front of the piano before the round of 

evening parties started. He was quick then, 

too. He wrote “Born Free” in 12 minutes 

and the theme to Midnight Cowboy in 20. 

Sometimes it took a little longer: in Caine’s 

biography the actor recalls being kept awake 

till dawn one night by Barry putting the fin-

ishing touches to “Goldfinger”.

 D
avid Bailey likes to paint 

Mick Jagger, another stal-

wart of Swinging London, as 

someone who initially needed 

Bailey as a cultural and societal 

tour guide. 

“Until the Sixties, the class structure in 

Britain was almost like the caste system in 

India,” he said, “and if things had gone on 

as they were I would have ended up as an 

untouchable. But the Sixties broke all that 

down, at least for a few of us. Suddenly 

London was like a completely different place, 

a place people like me had never seen before.

“Swinging London just sort of happened 

by accident, as everything appeared to in 

those days. Everything was sheer coinci-

dence. It’s almost existential that all the people 

I knew at the time became famous over-

night. There was Jean and Chrissie Shrimpton, 

Mick Jagger, Michael Caine, Terence Stamp, 

Terence Donovan – suddenly all the people I 

knew were in the same position I was, which 

was on the verge of being successful. So in 

some respects being at the centre of so-called 

‘Swinging London’ was no different than being 

around before it. Britain was still living in the 

Fifties. It was the Fifties. Things only started to 

change in about 1962. Before 1962 you didn’t 

go out and buy six pairs of jeans; you saved 

up for one pair and then wore them forever, 

because you couldn’t afford to buy a second 

pair. But there wasn’t a sense of desperation, 

and London wasn’t full of people who were 

jealous of each other.”

For Bailey, the world started and ended at 

Tottenham Court Road, as west of that was 

“all posh”, while east was “home”. London 

was like a switch, and you were either on 

the light side or the dark side (literally: the 

West End was far more illuminated), crossing 

over the narrow divide in trolleybuses. Many 

people in the east still lived in the Nissen 

huts, so-called after Major Peter Norman 

Nissen, who designed them as makeshift 

houses for families left homeless by wartime 

bombing. Bomb craters were everywhere, as 

were unexploded bombs. The scars of the 

Blitz were everywhere.

The bomb craters were a cruel reminder of 

just how much London had been bludgeoned 

by the Luftwaffe, a seemingly permanent 

testimonial that was contextualised a little 

more on 30 July 1966, when England beat 

West Germany 4-2 at Wembley Stadium to 

win the World Cup. Just hours after England 

captain Bobby Moore led his team up to the 

Royal Box to receive the Jules Rimet trophy, 

the West End was transformed into one enor-

mous street party. Some people said it was 

another VE night, though – as the Observer 

sports writer Hugh McIlvanney said – con-

sidering the number of Germans in town, 

this wasn’t perhaps the most tactful analogy. 

As Harold Wilson paid a visit to the Royal 

Garden Hotel, where the English team were 

unwinding, hundreds of people danced a 

conga around Charing Cross Station, while 

nearby, in Trafalgar Square, there was the ritual 

of leaping into the fountains. Bobby Moore, 

Bobby Charlton and Geoff Hurst were bathed 

in champagne, the revellers in the West End 

were bathed in water courtesy of the London 

County Council, and the nation was bathed in 

post-war euphoria.

Similarly, if you think of the way in which 

London was portrayed on screen during the 

Sixties you might think of A Hard Day’s Night, 

Alfie or Blow-Up, about a photographer played 

by David Hemmings but based on a  composite 

of Terence Donovan and David Bailey, who 

believes he may have witnessed a murder and 

unwittingly taken photographs of the killing. 

But for every iconic view of London, there is 

a flipside, for every Absolute Beginners there 

is an Optimists Of Nine Elms, for every Ealing 

comedy there is The London Nobody Knows.

“It was a bloodless revolution, but in reality 

the whole thing was something of a myth,” 

said Bailey, on the Sixties reboot. “You have 

to be careful not to write your own fiction, 

because a lot of what people say and write 

about the Sixties is simply not true. There 

were only about 500 of us, but then there are 

only ever 500 people at any one time doing 

something interesting. How many Picassos are 

there? How many Bob Dylans? It was fine for 

500 of us, the lucky ones. [But] apart from 

a few pockets of affluence and new money, 

London was not much different from what it 

had been at the end of the war. Everything 

was grey, dirty, cheap, miserable. Especially 

anywhere east of Tottenham Court Road. 

London was also something like a different 

planet, because up in Liverpool or Manchester 

or Newcastle there was nothing happening 

at all. Nothing. I don’t know if it was great 

for miners in Yorkshire, or machinists in the 

Rhondda Valley. For a lot of us in London it 

was like the rest of the country simply didn’t 

exist. We weren’t bothered by it at all.”

“The ‘Swinging Sixties’ did not swing in 

Lambeth,” wrote John Major ruefully in his 

memoirs, and there were many who agreed 

with him. One of the tartest descriptions of 

Swinging London was provided by a reader’s 

letter that Time published two weeks after its 

“Swinging City” piece: “Thousands of young 

people with the same haircut, the same facial 

expressions, rush out every Saturday to buy 

what everyone else is wearing so they can look 

different.” Two months after the Time article, 

the cover of Queen magazine featured a pun 

that would later be used by the artist Richard 

Hamilton as the title of one of his images of 

the Rolling Stones: “Swingeing London”. Inside 

the issue, the article summed up the increas-

ingly cynical feeling: “London? No, not more 

about London!”

The waspish journalist Nik Cohn was one 

of the pre-eminent chroniclers of Swinging 

London, and one of its harshest critics. 

“Swinging London was tiny – 500 people and 

three nightclubs,” he said. The day Time pub-

lished its issue, he had a ploughman’s lunch 

and a pint in an Irish pub in Shepherd’s Bush. 

According to Cohn, it was a “khazi”, which was 

why he liked it: stale bread, sweaty cheese, 

sour beer. It was the other side of London, 

the London not populated by the fabulous 

500. He once got into an argument with a 

regular who owned a hideous white mongrel 

and who  worshipped Bobby Moore. When 

Cohn  suggested that Pelé was perhaps a better 

 footballer, the man gave his dog a sly nudge 

with his boot and “the mutt upped and pissed 

down my trouser leg”.

Cohn first heard about the Time issue from 

a mod acquaintance called Colin whom he had 

befriended for the purposes of his work. Colin 

was a purist mod from the Goldhawk Road 

who dealt speed to pay for his clothes habit 

(he bought a new tailor-made suit every week, 

and would change his shirt sometimes three 

times a day). Colin hated the way in which 

mod culture had been commercialised and, in 

his view, civilisation had peaked in 1964, just 

before the media had started to report the 

mod-rocker battles. And in Colin’s eyes, the 

Time story was Swinging London’s death knell. 

“This is the end, the f***ing end,” he said.

Cohn agreed with him, and said that not only 

did London not “swing”, it hardly  oscillated. 

Cohn had arrived from Newcastle in 1963, 

aged 17, and was determined to make a name 

for himself. With the arrogance of youth he 

set upon the city with a vengeance, forging 

a career for himself as a journalist “in the 

know”, even though he’d only been in town 

for five minutes.

“My timing was perfect,” he said. “Nineteen-

sixty-three was the year the Beatles released  
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 ‘She Loves You’; suddenly, the mood was 

vivid with new possibilities. The post-war aus-

terity was finally over. Even more important, 

national service had been lifted. Upstarts like 

myself, with bad posture and worse attitudes, 

no longer stood to be shipped to Cyprus or 

Malaya and hammered into shape. For the 

first time since the Twenties, the young were 

in charge of their own fates.”

Almost immediately, though, Cohn started 

making his name by disparaging the dizzying 

velocity of the time, while the Time story con-

vinced him that “this dog had had its day”.

Cohn’s point was that London was exciting pri-

marily because it was exclusive in pockets, and 

that those in the know started getting irritated 

as the scene began being mediated. As the 500 

stretched to 1,000, and then 5,000, the orig-

inators, the flag-wavers, those who had first 

crossed from east to west, well, they sudden-

ly felt superfluous. Perhaps not the ones who 

had become rich and famous, but if you were 

one of the magic 500 for whom fame had not 

rung, you felt rather left behind.

Those on the outside felt aggrieved, too. 

“Looking back, one can see Swinging London 

as a mass delusion, a world of endlessly self-

aggrandising mythologies,” said the writer 

Jonathan Green, who, while a master chroni-

cler of the Sixties, was never one of the gilded 

500. “If there was novelty, it was not in the 

much-acclaimed but barely supportable ‘class-

lessness’, but in the creation of a massively 

successful media myth, a mix of pop  sociology 

and the propagandist’s chestnut: the big lie. 

Such mythologising was just about bear-

able within its own world, but elsewhere 

it jarred. Lauded as the grammar-school- 

educated new broom who would sweep away 

the fuddy-duddyness of traditional conserva-

tism, Edward Heath was at one point asked in 

apparent  seriousness whether he realised he 

was the first Tory leader to boast that badge of 

 modernity: wall-to-wall carpeting.”

At the centre of it all, though, this hastily 

assembled modernity was intoxicating.

“We started mixing with a lot of the upper 

classes, who I actually quite liked,” said Bailey. 

“It was the middle classes I found odd, because 

they put on such funny voices. I thought the 

upper classes talked like us in a way, just 

normal. I just got on with it. For a while, 

cockney accents became not only acceptable 

but desirable.”

One so-called member of the upper class 

who embraced all things east as much as some 

of the chosen 500 were embracing all things 

west was Nicky Haslam. He was also rather 

taken with Bailey.

“David seemed to be in constant motion,” he 

said. “He travelled light; a satchel and a scooter 

and, as soon as he could afford it, a camera, 

were all he needed to start him on his starry 

ascent. I had somehow managed to cadge the 

cash out of my father to buy that ultimate 

accessory for my mod transformation, a Vespa 

GS, and together we would zoom up there, 

igniting in me a passion for the area and its 

people. He was so utterly different from any 

of my Etonian friends. The enchanting thing 

about my friendship with David was that we 

instantly accepted each other’s vastly differ-

ent backgrounds.”

 F
or many, London at this point 

was like one long party that no 

one thought would ever end, 

especially those who had been 

recently emancipated. In some 

respects it was inevitable that 

something like this should have happened 

after the war; it was like Michael Caine said in 

[Bailey’s Book] Goodbye Baby & Amen: “To me 

it was unavoidable justice. It had to happen. It 

was all a question of the human spirit: you can 

keep it subdued for 1,960 years and  suddenly 

there comes a time when you can’t keep it 

subdued for another New Year’s Eve.” 

There was a sense of entitlement.

And everyone met everyone else in the 

space of five minutes – every member of the 

gilded 500 was the best of friends in no time, 

braided together, seemingly forever. Bailey 

met Mick Jagger because of Chrissie, Jean 

met Terence Stamp through Bailey, and Bailey 

met Caine through Stamp. But there was little 

competition between them because they were 

really just starting out. When Jagger was stud-

ying at the London School of Economics he 

needed to find a way to help pay his way, but 

he didn’t become a cleaner as people often say 

he did. The story is that Jean’s sister Chrissie 

put an ad in the Evening News, and that Mick 

replied and became her maid. But how on 

earth was Chrissie Shrimpton going to get 

the money for a cleaner?! She actually met 

Jagger on Eel Pie Island, when the Stones were 

playing there one night. She told Bailey they 

were going to be huge. “Mick’s great,” she said. 

“He’s going to be bigger than the Beatles!” And 

Bailey said, “There’s no way that long-haired, 

scruffy git’s going to be more successful than 

the Beatles!” He said he was winding her up. 

Jagger quickly fell in love with her, and so they 

all started to hang out together. At the time 

Jagger always wore stripy T-shirts and tight-

fitting suits, and boots from Anello & Davide, 

the dance shoemaker in London. This was 

where the Beatles started going later.

Jagger and Bailey became friends, and they 

even lived together for a while, although 

Bailey thought that he was somehow lacking 

in Jagger’s eyes, as he wasn’t a musician. In a 

way Bailey became his link to another world. 

When Mick and Keith’s Hampstead flat was 

broken into, they both went to live in the 

Hilton, but then Keith moved out to St John’s 

Wood, and Jagger stayed with Bailey. If it 

hadn’t been for Bailey, Jagger would proba-

bly have been homeless. 

Jagger was extremely middle class, and 

he was unsophisticated without having the 

street smarts – a grammar-school boy who 

didn’t really know his way around. “Shortly 

after we met, Mick asked me to take him to 

a ‘posh’ restaurant,” said Bailey. “I think he 

liked my lifestyle. He’d never really been 

anywhere that wasn’t a coffee bar or a club. 

Anyway, I decided to take him to a place called 

Casserole in the Kings Road. This was the only 

other place that was as cool as the Ad-Lib, and 

was run by a gay New Zealand guy who we 

called Casserarsehole. I, being working-class, 

noticed bad manners more than most people. I 

remember he paid, which was unusual because 

back then Mick never paid for anything. I told 

him to leave a tip and he said, ‘Leave a tip? 

What the f*** for?’ I told him it was custom-

ary to leave a ten-shilling note, one of those 

old brown banknotes. He put the note on the 

plate, but as we were putting our coats on I 

noticed he put it back in his pocket.

“Mick was already in the Stones, though no 

one really knew who they were. I always liked 

the Stones more than the Beatles, because  the 

Beatles were a bit naff, a boy band from the 

north. The Stones were cool. I thought the 

Beatles were very manufactured when they 

started out, and they only got interesting 

around Sergeant Pepper. The Stones were 

always laughing at themselves, always charm-

ing and funny, whereas the Beatles were very 

controlling and protective of their image. Paul 

was always so earnest, and John was always 

quite rude. I liked John because he was so 

rude; he had very definite opinions and cer-

tainly knew where he was going.

“The Stones have had a much longer career 

than anyone expected. They’re like blues 

artists. Just before he died, Joe Strummer told 

me he was worried that he was too old to be 

doing what he was doing. I told him it was a 

racial thing, and that if he had been black and 

90 years old then nobody would care. Which 

is what the Stones have done. They can carry 

on until they die.”

Like everyone from his generation, like Mick 

Jagger, Keith Richards was formed by the war, 

even if they didn’t know it at the time.

“Even though my memory of the war is 

pretty much nonexistent, as I was only 18 

months old, I still had a sense of sirens and 

collective fear,” said Richards. “But as you’re 

growing up in the Fifties, you’re thinking this 

has got to change, it’s too tight, the atmos-

phere, it’s too restricted. The others running 

the joint want us to go back to the Thirties and 

we can’t. Things had changed. And I guess as 

I was reaching the age of 15, 16, you’ve got 

the energy and you’re bursting to escape. Plus, 

I fell in love with blues music, and that was 

where you found roots and a form of expres-

sion we didn’t have in England. But as I was 

growing up, my mother was listening to a lot 

of Billie Holiday and Ella Fitzgerald... You 

hear things on the BBC, and then you start 

to bump into other guys who are into it, too; 

you realise it isn’t just you sitting in a council 
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flat. There are other guys out there listening 

to music, and somebody’s got a new record 

from America and you’re immediately at their 

house. You bring a bottle of beer – that was 

your entrance fee – and you sit around and 

listen to records, which is nuts but it’s beauti-

ful. It was very innocent.”

Swinging London soon became a theme 

park, though, a way of selling the Union Jack 

as a pop-art symbol. Soon there were clubs 

such as the Bag O’ Nails and the Scotch Of St 

James, though the only club with authenticity 

was the Ad-Lib in Leicester Place (on the top 

floor of No7), the tiny cut-through between 

Leicester Square and Lisle Street, right above 

the Prince Charles Theatre. This was where 

everyone went, the only place they’d play 

proper imported blues and soul.

The club had a tiny lift, which made it 

 difficult for people to just blunder in from 

the street. As soon as you walked out into 

the top floor you were greeted with your own 

reflection, as there were mirrors  everywhere. 

The owners knew that their new clientele 

liked nothing better than looking at them-

selves. Drinks were served in incredibly small 

glasses, 25 shillings for the first and ten after 

that. Steak and chips cost £1. John Lennon 

was the first Beatle to brave the club, and 

seven weeks later it was the coolest place in 

London. In January 1965 Ringo Starr  proposed 

to his girlfriend, Maureen, in the bar. Michael 

Caine said it was the only place he ever saw 

all four Beatles and all five Rolling Stones 

dancing together. 

So important was the Ad-Lib that this is 

the place where the illustrator Guy Peellaert 

decided to centre his own vision of Swinging 

London, in his enormously influential book 

Rock Dreams, published in 1972. In a series 

of 125 striking tableaux, Peellaert displayed 

an amazing gift for re-creating the likenesses 

of his heroes in a pop-art style, while putting 

them in situations either echoing their myth-

ical status or playing on their most famous 

lyrics. He painted everyone from Frank Sinatra 

and the Beatles to Elvis and David Bowie, 

although he reserved his keenest interpre-

tation for the Rolling Stones. He drew them 

 re-creating the food fight at the launch of their 

Beggars Banquet album; he portrayed them 

in SS uniforms surrounded by  prepubescent 

girls (an image that was as shocking then as 

it is today); and he squeezed them into the 

Ad-Lib, holding court in front of Beatle Paul, 

Saint Marianne, the Who’s Keith Moon et al.

“I actually first went there with Jean and 

Terry Stamp at the very end of 1963, the week 

it opened,” said Bailey. “It was a real place in 

the sky, a Soho penthouse converted into a dis-

cothèque with loud music, mirrored walls, and 

huge floor-to-ceiling windows looking down 

on London – you could see right across Soho, 

Mayfair and Piccadilly. The DJ wore a tuxedo, 

and the dancefloor was the size of a cocktail 

napkin. They served drinks like you got on 

an aeroplane – in little bottles with mixers on 

the side. They had a black chef called Teddy – 

which was very exotic at the time – and people 

used to take their food out on to the balcony 

and smoke joints. There was even a doorman 

to park your car for you, which was unheard 

of for a place like that. There were photog-

raphers, singers, young actors and actresses, 

artists, models – everyone who was anyone.”

The Ad-Lib was also where the Beatles 

went when they first, unwittingly, took LSD. 

“John and George had been spiked,” said Paul 

McCartney. “They had a dentist friend and he 

spiked them one evening. I think he wanted 

naughty sex games, because they had all their 

wives there, and he said, ‘Does anyone fancy a 

little bit...’ and they said, ‘You f*** off, mate! 

But we’ll have a coffee...’ They went to a club 

after the coffee, because they didn’t really 

know what would happen to them. And they 

got to the Ad-Lib and it appeared to be on fire, 

and they decided they’d get away from that, 

and they drove back at about 20mph, hugging 

the kerb, apparently, out to Esher, where they 

ended up at George’s house, and these huge big 

friendly trees were waving at them... It was a 

kind of mixed experience.”

Nietzsche once said that in reality, hope is 

the worst of all evils because it prolongs the 

torment of man. This is something anyone 

who ever queued to get into the Ad-Lib knew 

too well, that the velvet rope could descend at 

any moment as those on the periphery of the 

fêted 500. In the years that followed, night-

club culture became incredibly competitive 

in London, and the attitudes of the doormen 

changed to reflect their new-found status – 

one idiosyncratic  transvestite who looked as 

though he had been imagined by Walt Disney 

on acid used to hold a mirror up to unsuccess-

ful punters and say, without even a soupçon 

of irony, “Seriously, would you let you in?” – 

yet entry to the Ad-Lib was based on status 

and status alone. It didn’t matter what you 

looked like, it mattered who you were, and 

in this respect it was no different from all the 

gentlemen’s clubs of St James’s.

Twiggy (“The face of ‘66,” according to 

the then-mighty Daily Express) and her 

 boyfriend-come-manager Justin de Villeneuve 

were regulars, too, although like many young 

models, she shouldn’t have been there at all.

“Twiggy was a Saturday girl at a hair salon 

in Queensgate in London when I first met 

her in 1965,” said de Villeneuve (born Nigel 

Davies, in Edmonton, north London). “My 

brother was a hairdresser there and he told 

me about a girl working with him who had a 

great look and wanted to be a model. I was 

a Jack the lad and knew lots of people in 

London, so he asked me if I would meet her 

and  introduce her to the right people. She 

was my girlfriend from the beginning, which 

was a little bit naughty because she was 15 

and I was 25. I only became Twigs’ manager 

because her father insisted I look after her 

career. He also insisted we form a company – 

the directors were Twigs’ mum and dad, her 

brother and me.

“When Twiggy first started as a model I called 

her Princess – I even had composite cards made 

with ‘Princess’ on them. It was my brother who 

called her Twigs and Twiggy first. Then one 

day I dropped her off at a studio to be photo-

graphed by Barry Lategan, and as I was leaving 

to say goodbye, Barry said, ‘What did you just 

call her?’ I told him, ‘Twigs, but her name is 

Princess.’ He said her name should be Twiggy, 

so we kept it and that’s how she took off.”

Just about the only person from that time 

who admits they didn’t enjoy the Ad-Lib is 

Jean Shrimpton, who, by her own account, 

having been dragged there by Bailey, who she 

was then dating, used to sit in the corner and do 

her knitting. She felt stupid on the dancefloor, 

and hated all the noise. “The disco was a subtle 

form of torture,” she said. Marianne Faithfull 

found the place a bit of a chore, too, not least 

because she was hit on all the time. She used 

to sit and gaze out of the huge window that 

looked out over the rooftops, talking to no one.

For everyone else, it was bacchanalia.

“I came out of the Ad-Lib one night and got 

into my convertible Rolls-Royce,” said Bailey. 

“There were only two made. Elizabeth Taylor 

had one and I had the other. I had spent all 

day photographing Jean with a python around 

her neck. The snake [had] needed to be back 

at London Zoo by 5pm because that’s when it 

closed, so I had to keep it until the zoo opened 

again in the morning. I had no idea what I was 

going to do with it until then. After the shoot 

we took it in a weightlifter’s grip and put it in 

the boot of the car. That night I went to the 

Ad-Lib, and had come out about midnight a 

little bit worse for wear. I was driving quite 

erratically and was stopped on Tottenham 

Court Road by a policeman. He asked me 

whose car it was, what the registration was – I 

didn’t know – and then asked what was in the 

boot. Which is when I remembered the snake. 

And so I told him.

“‘A snake? What do you mean a snake? Are 

you having me on?’

“‘No, it’s a snake.’

“And so he opens the boot, opens the grip, 

and out curls this 12-foot python, frightening 

the living daylights out of him.

“‘You’re telling the truth!’ he squealed. ‘Are 

you in show business?’

“‘Sort of,’ I said.

“‘Well, drive more carefully then.’

“And with that I drove off...” 
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Alexander McQueen, 
9 Savile Row, London, 

W1. 020 7494 8840

Orlebar Brown, 24 
Sackville Street, London 

W1. 020 7734 5892

Diesel, 43 Earlham 
Street, London WC2. 

020 7497 5543

Levi’s, 174-176 Regent 
Street, London W1. 

020 7292 2500
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The best upcoming TV shows (that you can only get on the web)

Taking the measurements of the GQ world

Vital STATISTICS

OTHER SPACE
Elevator pitch: “The Office in space.” 

How do you watch it? On Yahoo!  

(Free. uk.screen.yahoo.com)

22ND: Century that provides the 

setting for this comedy about an inept 

space crew who find themselves in an 

alternate universe

£171 MILLION: Box-office takings of 

Bridesmaids, which was directed by 

Other Space creator Paul Feig

THREE: A-listers who got their break in 

Feig’s cult 1999 series Freaks And Geeks. 

That’s James Franco, Seth Rogen and 

Jason Segal

AVAILABLE: Late 2014/early 2015 

TRANSPARENT
Elevator pitch: “Like Girls, but for grown ups.” 

How do you watch it? Through Amazon Prime Instant 

Video (£5.99 per month. amazon.co.uk)

FOUR: Number of Six Feet Under seasons that 

Transparent director Jill Solloway worked on

MAURA: Transgender name of Transparent’s 

family patriarch Mort (Jeffrey Tambor)

£49,000: Painfully low price paid by said 

family (in 1972) for their Los Angeles pad

29,000: Number of film and TV projects 

submitted to Amazon Studios, which 

commissions applications from amateurs 

and pros alike 

AVAILABLE: First episode on Amazon now, 

rest of the series out late 2014 

MARCO POLO
Elevator pitch: “13th-century epic set in the mystic 
Orient. We’ll need a lot of money, Mr Weinstein.”  

How do you watch it? On Netflix (From £5.99 

per month. netflix.com)

FIVE: Game Of Thrones episodes directed 

by Dan Minahan, also a Marco Polo director

SEX, SWORDS AND POLITICAL INTRIGUE: 

Commonalities with that other TV 

blockbuster, minus three dragons

£53 MILLION: Amount of money the 

Weinstein Company is stumping up for it  

£11.8 BILLION: Value of Netflix today

“UNICORN!”: Real-life Marco Polo’s thought 

upon meeting a rhinoceros 

AVAILABLE: Late 2014

CONNECTED
Elevator pitch: “POV reality TV.” 

How do you watch it? Through AOL  

(Free. on.aol.co.uk)

FIVE: Number of New Yorkers filming 

their lives for this series. A forerunner to 

what we’ll all be doing come Google Glass

ELEVEN: Countries airing their own versions 

of Connected, whose format has been 

adapted from the Israeli cable show

16: Original shows AOL have in the pipeline

“MAKING A SCENE WITH JAMES FRANCO”: 

Forthcoming AOL series, where the actor 

teams up with celebrities to re-create classic 

film scenes “with an irreverent twist”

AVAILABLE: January 2015 Stephanie Soh 

HALO
Elevator pitch: “Shall we turn our multi-billion 
dollar video game franchise into a TV series?” 

How do you watch it? On your Xbox One 

or 360 console (Price TBC)

£2.3 BILLION: Value of the man-vs-aliens 

gaming phenomenon on which this full-

length live-action version is based

£2 BILLION: Wealth of Steven Spielberg, 

who is putting his might behind Halo as 

the series’ executive producer

£130 MILLION: Made by the latest game 

instalment, Halo 4, on its first day of release

235,182: Collective playtime of all Halo gamers 

in years (recorded in 2012)

AVAILABLE: TBC

BOJACK HORSEMAN
Elevator pitch: “A Nineties TV star trying to stage a 
comeback. He’s also a horse. Now, hear me out...” 

How do you watch it? On Netflix 

(From £5.99 a month. netflix.com)

SIX: Number of Netflix original series to date

66: Episodes of Arrested Development in 

which Will Arnett plays incompetent 

magician Gob Bluth

12: Episodes of Bojack Horseman in which 

Will Arnett plays incompetent celebrity 

horse Bojack

“WRONG ON EVERY LEVEL”: What Aaron Paul, 

voice of Bojack’s human sidekick, thinks of 

the series

AVAILABLE: Autumn 2014

ADAM CURTIS TRILOGY
Elevator pitch: “We’re speaking truth unto power.” 

How do you watch it? Only on BBC iPlayer  

(Free. bbc.co.uk/iplayer)

FIVE: Number of Baftas film-maker Adam 

Curtis has won. In these docs he hones in on 

lying politicians and the Establishment

8.8: IMDb score for Curtis’ seminal post-9/11 

documentary The Power Of Nightmares

MASSIVE ATTACK: The band have collaborated 

with Curtis to produce the third film in this 

series. Expect audiovisuals with an agenda

11: Maximum volume level on iPlayer. 

There’s a parody heavy-metal band out 

there who’ll approve

AVAILABLE: July 2014

THE AFTER
Elevator pitch: “What do viewers want in the 

current climate of global uncertainty and 
international conflict? A post-apocalyptic Lost.” 

How do you watch it? Amazon Prime Instant 

Video (£5.99 per month. amazon.co.uk)

12: Years since the last series of The X-Files, 

created by Chris Carter, who is behind 

The After (right). Is this his comeback?

116: Expletives in the first episode. Courtesy, 

mainly, of one character in the eight-strong 

ensemble who is a terrible drunk

7 MARCH: Birth date curiously shared by 

the (fictional) doomsday survivors

“SCARY AS A MOFO”: The way one reviewer 

described the last ten minutes of the pilot

AVAILABLE: Late 2014
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