
L O O K  S H A R P + L I V E  S M A R T

MATTHEW  
MCCONAUGHEY
AMERICA’S
SPACE  
COWBOY

 TOP 
 GUN  
  STYLE
           HOW TO   
              LOOK  
        FLY THIS  
               FALL

  THE LAST  
    CHANCE   
     LEAGUE
 THE WILDEST,    
     MOST OFF-   
          THE-GRID   
  FOOTBALL IN  
          AMERICA

SCARED S#!TLESS
52 MOVIES THAT 
WILL MAKE EVERY 
MAN SCREAM  
LIKE A LITTLE GIRL

PROJECT  
UPGRADE 2014

THE NEW WAY  
TO DRESS AT  

THE GYM 

50  
THINGS YOU NEED 
TO EAT, DRINK, 
CHEW, TASTE, AND  
(BURP!) ENJOY  
RIGHT NOW

THE GENIUS 
SWINDLER  
WHO PRINTED  
HIS OWN MONEY

WE GO  
NITE-NITE 
WITH NICKI 
MINAJ



WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


34
Letter from the Editor
44
The Reaction
53
Manual
65
The Style Guy
190
Parting Shot
How you really want to 
respond to all those e-vites 
clogging up your in-box

Departments

 M A R K  A B R A H A M S

83
The Punch List
Our cheat sheet to everything 
you need to see, hear, and 
read this month, from Steve 
Carell’s jaw-dropping 
transformation in Foxcatcher
to suddenly-everywhere 
actress Felicity Jones

92
The Man Who Writes  
the Future
Sci-fi novelist William Gibson 
writes dystopian thrillers 
that have the unsettling
habit of coming true. Z A C H 

B A R O N  asks the cyberpunk
bard about what’s next for 
the human race 

100
The Horror
We asked our fave horror fans
and practitioners—including
Eli Roth, Mel Brooks (!), and
the Human Centipede guy—
to compile the most terrifying 
movies you probably should 
see. Bring your blankie

GQ Intelligence

page 1∕3

GQNovem

114
Can Women Be 
Douchebags?
Ed Hardy, cheesy pickup lines, 
and stupid hats: L A U R E N 

B A N S  investigates douchery’s 
glass ceiling

118
The Ghosts of Afghanistan 
Will Show Up Everywhere 
(Even on the Set of 
Breaking Bad)
An elite Navy Special Ops vet, 
scarred from years of fighting 
in tours overseas, returns to 
battle—this time with Walter 
White  B Y  W I L L  M A C K I N

2 6  G Q . C O M  N O V E M B E R  2 0 1 4

C
A

M
I
S

O
L

E
: 

R
A

G
 &

 B
O

N
E

WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


  P E G G Y  S I R O T A

Fashion

134
Cover: Just Keep 
McConaugheying
The McConaissance— 
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Coat, $2,610, 
three-piece 
suit, $4,425, 
shirt, $415,  
and tie, $175,  
by Dolce & 
Gabbana.  
Tie bar by  
The Tie Bar. 
Belt by 
Etiqueta 
Negra. 
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  Peggy Sirota

On Matthew McConaughey
Shirt, $775, and tie, $175, by  
Dolce & Gabbana. Tie bar, $15,  
by The Tie Bar. Watch, $65,  
by Timex. Grooming by Johnny 
Hernandez for Fierro Agency.  
Prop styling by Phillip Williams.  
Produced by Tricia Sherman for 
Bauerfeind Productions–West. 

Where to buy it
Where are the items from this 
page to page 179 available? Go to 
GQ.com/go/fashiondirectories to 
find out. All prices quoted are 
approximate and subject to change.
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The king, 
Donald 
Sutherland;  
the princess, 
Nicki Minaj; 
and the peas,  
a recipe  
from a book 
mentioned in  
“The 50 Best 
Things to Eat.”
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 Things That Go 
Gross in the Night 

S I N C E  I T ’ S  H A L L O W E E N I S H , 
I thought I’d tell you some 
terrifying news.

Sooner or later, probably sooner, you 
will have a conflict with a wild animal.

It happens to me every few weeks now. 
A belligerent goose lunges at me while 
I’m biking around the river where I live, 
its neck rotating in Exorcist rage. A sedan-
sized raccoon flashes fangs at me from 
atop an outdoor trash can I will never 
again go near. Last summer, at a state 
park, I witnessed the special horror of a 
rabid fox in pursuit of a human. It chased 
a panicked picnicker around, nipping at 
her heels, then stole the poor girl’s rotis-
serie chicken. Her boyfriend threw a Diet 
Coke at the thing, and it let out a diabolical 
squeal and ran o≠. You wouldn’t have seen 
that back in the ’60s.

You know what’s screwed up? I think  
the fox was pretending to be rabid. Now, 
that’s foxy.

What’s going on? Maybe that (liter-
ally) half-serious piece GQ ran in 2008, 
“Violence of the Lambs,” about how we 
might be at the dawn of some kind of 
freaky animal uprising, is finally coming 
true. Maybe our constant environmen-
tal incursions are causing some form of 
biological hysteria. Maybe animals are  
a bunch of divas.

I can’t say for sure. But I started notic-
ing a while back, from my own nonviolent 

perch, that relations were going o≠-kilter 
in the animal sphere.

I remember, some years ago, a certain 
book editor I used to have lunch with, and 
then not hearing from her for a long time. 
So I asked a mutual friend why she was 
icing me.

“Oh, you didn’t hear what happened to 
her? She went to Costa Rica and got bit by 
a monkey.”

No way! I had no idea.
“Yeah, I think she was trying to feed it, 

and it jumped up and took a chunk of her 
hand.”

Jesus, that’s horrifying! So, like, that was 
the end of her entire career? One monkey 
bite and you’re done with publishing?

He shrugged. “Guess she was never the 
same.”

Neither was I. I scratched Costa Rica 
and howler monkeys o≠ my gotta-see list.

Several years ago, I bought a house in 
the country, which is basically an invita-
tion to wild animals to come start some 
shit with you. You are essentially moving 
toward them, and they don’t like that.

I got a distinct critter feeling right away. 
Minutes after we closed the deal on the 
property, the previous owner gave me a 
tour of the house and let me in on a few 
domestic details.

“Just so you know,” she said, “there’s a 
groundhog lives under the deck. He’s kind 
of what you might call territorial. And 
you’ll want to watch out for the basement 
holes,” she said, which I’m pretty sure I 
heard someone say in The Conjuring.

Wait. There are such things as “base-
ment holes”?

“I haven’t found them all yet,” she said. 
“I think there must be some in the crawl-
space under the kitchen.”

See, that’s the problem with crawl-
spaces. Seems to me they encourage 
crawling.

“Don’t know how big the holes are, but 
big enough for animals,” she chuckled. 
“We’ve had some possum in here.”

You’ve had some WHAT in here?!
“Yep. One day I was sitting there reading 

The Star-Ledger and looked over, and there 
he was, bigger than my terrier and snoop-
ing around like an anteater. The dog went 
and chased him into a corner.”

I told her that I would like to rethink 
this whole real-estate venture. Also did she 

know that possums have prehensile tails, 
powerful jaws, and forked penises? You 
shouldn’t corner beasts with forked penises. 

“Oh, they’re blind as a bat,” she said dis-
missively, as if it’s not so bad living with 
BLIND ANIMALS.

I confessed that there aren’t many crea-
tures I fear and loathe more than the pos-
sum. I heard one guy in Texas found one 
living in his piano. That would kill music 
for me forever.

I told her that once on a camping trip 
in hillbilly West Virginia, I dropped acid, 
the sky went black as oil, and all the tree 
trunks turned into possums. I’ve refused 
all hallucinogens since.

She considered it for a moment, my 
West Virginia nightmare. 

“You know,” she said, “they probably 
were possums.”

S O  I  F I L L E D  I N  the basement. Hired a 
contractor, lifted the house with a crane, 
stu≠ed every inch of the basement with 
rocks and concrete, and built a new foun-
dation. Cost me a small fortune.

Sure, you could say I was just trying 
to stave o≠ my own mortality. You could 
argue that fear of all creepy things is just 
a shadow-fear of death, and that I was try-
ing, subconsciously, desperately, to protect 
myself from the muck of the earth, where 
I will, we will all, one day end up. That 
would be interesting and profound. But I 
haven’t seen any possums.

J I M  N E L S O N 
EDITOR-IN-CHIE F

turn to
page 100!

don’t fear enjoyment, you should 

read our wholly entertaining 

horror-movie package in this issue, 

a celebration of the best scary-

creepy movies that every man 

should see, with contributions from 

some of the greatest directors to 

ever terrify America.
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• “This is an amazing article 

but brings light to the negative 

as well. I hope for the sake  

of research that Richard does 

not waste this opportunity to 

help others.”—SaraJBryan  

via GQ.com

← A pair of recent feature stories—one about a 
man whose face has been replaced (August), 
another about a hermit who lived in the Maine 
woods for twenty-seven years (September)—set 
GQ.com traffic records, soliciting, consequently,  
a full-spectrum response from millions of readers.

• “I know the peace and 

contentment of the woods.  

I wonder how Chris will ‘make 

it’ in a new world. Perhaps you 

could find out for us in a few 

years?”—4Jackie via GQ.com

T H E  B E ST-
D R E S S E D 
B A L L E R S

� Pro football’s 

finest—or at least 

its peacock-iest—

battled it out in 

the Style Wars 

competition of 

“How GQ Are You?” 

(GQ.com/hgqru). 

Twelve entered; 

readers voted. The 

winner will donate 

$10,000 to charity. 

Here, three of the 

top vote-getters. 

Look out, NBA.

A Fashion Party
Grows in Brooklyn
� New York Fashion Week can turn 

Manhattan into a gridlocked nightmare, 

so we crossed the river to celebrate our 

September issue and its “Most Stylish 

Designers of All Time” story. The party, at 

the Wythe Hotel in Williamsburg, featured 

a surprise performance by rapper Travi$ 

Scott, who had people hanging from the 

light fixtures—or in his case, the blinds.

gq prefers that letters to the editor be sent to letters@gq.com. letters 
may be edited.

• GQ Style, our spanking-new twice-yearly 

magazine on the must-know trends in men’s 

fashion, is on newsstands now. Style editor 

Will Welch visited the Today show to put the 

issue to use, upgrading three guys’ looks. (Al 

Roker not among them—his look’s on point.) 

The Style Evolution  
Will Be Televised

↑

The 
Reaction

CAM NEWTON
QB 

Carolina Panthers

COLIN KAEPERNICK
QB 

San Francisco 49ers

LARRY FITZGERALD
WR 

Arizona Cardinals
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• “The article implicitly 

criticizes the doctors for 

treating Richard like a ‘lab rat’ 

and for using him for their own 

glory when it seems like the 

article does plenty of that on 

its own.”—MikeNM via GQ.com

• “He’s a crook who stole food 

from kids with disabilities. 

A coward who could not 

face society. Don’t celebrate 

him.”—DW49 via GQ.com

“The New Face of Richard Norris”

“The Strange & Curious Tale  

of the Last True Hermit”
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 The ever expanding GQ universe 
makes a mark all month long. We’ve got 
the most impactful moments, distilled.

GQ’s Most Wanted
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	GQ.COM
What’s New on

See Women in Menswear

Get Style Inspiration

See our favorite models of the moment wear 
your clothes better than you can.

The Global Street-Style Project
From London to Melbourne to Shanghai, we asked seven 
photographers to find their city’s most stylish men.

Raise Your Beer IQ

THE 50 BEST CRAFT BEERS

We tapped the country’s top craft-brew experts to 
compile a list of beers every man must try.

Stay Connected
Get more GQ by following us on:

F A C E B O O K

P I N T E R E S T

T W I T T E R

T U M B L R

G O O G L E +

I N S T A G R A M

Find the best 
places to eat, 
drink, and 
sleep on your 
mobile 
device with 
GQ City 
Guides.
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Just a few of our picks from this issue...

Polo Ralph Lauren bomber

p. 167

Tomas Maier peacoat

p. 54

Valentino sweater

p. 135

Givenchy by Riccardo Tisci 

pullover  p. 56

L I K E  W H AT 

Y O U  S E E 

I N  T H E  PA G E S 

O F  G Q ? 

N O W  Y O U  C A N 

G E T  I T — A N D 

W E A R  I T — 

R I G H T  A W AY

>E A C H  M O N T H , 
the editors of  
GQ will select  
a series of items 
from our pages 
available through 
our online  
retail partner,  
Mr Porter.com

>T O  L E A R N 
more—and see 
what we have 
chosen for you 
this month—go to 
GQ.com/selects

Dolce & 
Gabbana 
jacket

Page 

60

 Get the GQ Look
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GQ 
Endorses 

Fisherman’s Sweaters You Won’t Be Swimming In

P H O T O G R A P H S  B Y  D A N  F O R B E S N O V E M B E R  2 0 1 4  G Q . C O M  5 3

 You could always count on two things from a fisherman’s sweater: a rough-hewn manliness (it helps to  
be synonymous with Hemingway) and a very thick knit (that made your gut look like Hemingway’s). But now 
designers have thrown the bulky, scratchy wool overboard—these sweaters are soft and luxe (thanks to an 
injection of cashmere), tailored just right, and fresh o≠ a diet, too. Instead of adding pounds, our favorite new 
fisherman’s sweaters are now thin enough to fit under a jacket or blazer. Layer one up with everything from a 
flannel suit to a broken-in pair of jeans, and trust us: You’ll look more Steve McQueen than big Papa.—J I M  M O O R E

Clockwise from top left: M.Nii $395 | Louis Vuitton $850 | Mark McNairy New Amsterdam $425 | Patrik Ervell $429  
Where to buy it? Go to GQ.com/go/fashiondirectories
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!  
Ankle-Deep 
in Style

 Until recently, 
you had exactly  
two options with your 
cuffs: You rolled ’em 
up or you rolled ’em 
down. But in 2014, 
all the menswear 
hypebeasts started 
wearing sweatpants 
with tapered elastic 
bottoms that became 
a newfangled  
fashion statement. 
Now designers  
are stitching those  
same cuffs onto 
chinos and cargos 
and even suit 
trousers. The result: 
a quirky detail 
that gives even 
conservative khakis 
a little street-style 
edge.— M . A . G .

 Tomas Maier 
knows that your 
favorite clothes are 
the ones you’ve worn 
until, as he puts 
it, “they have your 
elbows.” And he wants 
his stuff to feel like 
that on day one. So 
he’s stocking his new 
Madison Avenue store 
with a laid-back line 
of inch-perfect tees, 
suede moccasins, and 
super-soft suits— 
the first full collection 
under his own name. 
If you’re traveling  
this month, these are 
the clothes that  
will get you through  
the trip. “I like to  
have a very easy go- 
to wardrobe where 
things just work,” 
Maier says. “I don’t 
want clothes that feel 
like ‘fashion,’ but  
I still want a precise 
look.” Which is pretty 
much how we feel on 
every long weekend. Or  
short weekend, for that 
matter.— S A M  S C H U B E

Peacoat, $725.  
T-shirt, $100. Pants, 
$310. Moccasins,  
$545. Bag, $1,245.  
Where to buy it?  
Go to GQ.com/go 
/fashiondirectories

1
Pants, $248, by  
Mark McNairy New 
Amsterdam. Shoes  
by Ralph Lauren. 
2
Pants, $895, by Dolce & 
Gabbana. Sneakers  
by Adidas Originals.
3
Pants, $139, by 
Zanerobe. Sneakers  
by Vince.  

From left, front row: David Yurman $495 | Bottega Veneta (silver)  $270 | Tiffany & Co. 
$2,800 | Mark McNairy New Amsterdam $230 | Eddie Borgo $300 | Back row:  
Melet Mercantile $448 | Digby & Iona (brass inset) $230 | LHN Jewelry $85 | Diesel $35 

 Chances are 
your dad’s dad’s dad 
had a signet ring with 
his initials or family 
crest on it. He may 
have even dipped his 
in wax and stamped 
his mail with it— 
that’s what the flat 
top was for. Then the 
signet ring became a 
mafioso staple. Now, 
finally, it’s got a sense 
of humor. Like all the 

other men’s jewelry 
that’s come back in 
style, the new signets  
are masculine but 
self-aware—less 
likely to sport your 
monogram, more 
likely to drop an 
F-bomb. Find one that 
fits your personality 
and do your best  
to refrain from asking 
folks to kiss the ring. 
— M A R K  A N T H O N Y  G R E E N

The last time 
signets were this 
big, Frank Sinatra 
was America’s 
alpha male.

!  
Tomas 
Maier Is 
Killing  
It Softly
Your weekends 
now belong  
to an incredibly 
comfortable  
line from the 
creative director 
of Bottega Veneta

!  
Signet Rings Are Back (We Pinkie-Swear)
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The New Kid

Pullover, $2,030,  
by Givenchy by 
Riccardo Tisci. Pants, 
$495, by Michael  
Kors. Sneakers, $75,  
by Adidas Originals. 
Watch by Gucci. 
Necklace and  
bracelet by Cartier.  
Where to buy it?  
Go to GQ.com 
/go/fashiondirectories

With the #1 
Pick in the 
NBA Style 
Draft, GQ 
Selects: 
Andrew 
Wiggins

• Go YouTube videos 
of a high school 
Andrew Wiggins 
pulling off his vertigo-
inducing spin move 
and throwing down 
dunks so violent they 
violate the Geneva 
Conventions, and 
you’ll understand why 
b-ball nerds have 
been anticipating his 
arrival in the pros  
for years. You’ll  
also understand why 
the Cleveland Cavs 
picked the 19-year-
old first in the June 
NBA draft—to which 
he wore a bespoke 
floral-print tux  
jacket that looked  
as smooth as his 
jumper. Seems the 
young gun’s game  
is more complete 
than we thought.

“A lot of players 
come into the  
league and don’t 
worry about their 
style, but not me,”  
says Wiggins. “I’m  
going in with a bang.” 

To help make  
that a big bang,  
we showed him a  
few moves to 
avoid rookie style 
mistakes. Take this 
ready-for-practice 
look. Too many  
guys think obnoxious 
colors equal high 
fashion, but going 
monochrome gives 
Wiggins—and you—
the flexibility to  
mix in a bold fabric  
or pattern. No  
guy wearing leather 
pants ever lacks for 
attention, whether 
he’s six feet eight  
or otherwise. 
— M A R K  A N T H O N Y  G R E E N
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The New Kid

 Every Day Is Game Day 

• Whether you have to shoo away paparazzi  
or you just have a selfie-obsessed girlfriend who 
pulls you into every shot, looking sloppy isn’t 
an option in 2014. That doesn’t mean every day 
needs to be a Saint Laurent day. “Not all of my 
clothes are high fashion,” says Wiggins. “As long 
as it fits well and looks good, I’m game.” A slim  
pair of black jeans, whether they’re Tom Ford  
or Levi’s, a leather jacket, and a fresh pair  
of classic kicks make for a can’t-lose uniform.

Jacket, $2,895, shirt, $495, and jeans, $495, by Dolce & 
Gabbana. Sneakers by Adidas Originals. Watch by 
Omega. Bracelet by David Yurman. Ring by Tom Ford. 
Where to buy it? Go to GQ.com/go/fashiondirectories 

When I was in college,  
I didn’t really wear a lot  
of my stylish stuff—people  
don’t really look at what 
you’re wearing there. Now I’m 
working on a game plan with 
my stylist for the season. And 
we’re ready. Thinking: How 
can I become one of the best-
dressed players in the NBA?”

 Have a Trademark Move

• With that floral draft-day tux, Wiggins 
proved black tie doesn’t mean all black. 
Have your eye on a textured turquoise 
jacket? Go for it. Been dreaming of  
a rich blue tux with a shawl collar? Stop 
dreaming; start wearing. As long as  
the role-players—crisp white shirt, mirror-
shine shoes, black bow tie—are in  
place, you can afford to showboat a bit. 

Jacket, $4,370, shirt, $750, 
bow tie, $250, pocket square, 
$175, and pants, $880, by  
Tom Ford. Shirt studs  
by Turnbull & Asser. Watch  
by Patek Philippe. 

6 0  G Q . C O M  N O V E M B E R  2 0 1 4 WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


The 
Goods

The New 
Color of 
Money
Sure, you can buy a 
sober, refined wallet in 
a nice earth tone. But 
where’s the fun in that?

 We’ve largely 
solved the wallet 
conundrum: not too 
large, not too fat, not 
too bright. (And no 
Velcro. But you knew 
that.) Lately, though, 
we’ve been thinking 
that those rules have 
just resulted in every 
guy having the same 
boring brown square 
of leather. And so 
we’ve become fans of 
filling our ass pockets 
with a billfold—or 
card holder, or money  
clip—in an almost 
obnoxious color. 
Think blaze orange, 
Kelly green, fire-
truck red, or any 
other preschooler-
approved shade. 
Because when you 
pull out your wallet to 
buy her dinner, you 
want to shock. And 
impress. And then 
smoothly pick up the 
check.— S A M  S C H U B E

Bottega Veneta $350
Comme des  
Garçons $96
Fossil $45
Hermès (clip) $345
Clare V.  $85
Valextra $250
Clare V.  $85

Where to buy it?  
Go to GQ.com/go 
/fashiondirectories
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Model Citizen
 I’m 21 years old, 

and all my friends 
think I’m very 
handsome. How  
do I become a male 
model? Thought  
you might have  
some insight. 

 If you’re a male, 
you’re halfway  
to being a male 
model. All you 
need are some 
people who will pay 
for your picture. 
Just put on your 
handsomest clothes 
and handsomest 
smile and walk  
into a modeling 
agency. If they don’t 
throw you out, 
you’ve got the job.

Looking Like  
a Heel
 I purchased  

a pair of cowboy 
boots back in 
the ’80s from 
Bloomingdale’s, 
when cowboy boots 
were in, I think.  
I haven’t worn them 
in years and would 
like to wipe the 
dust o≠ and start 
wearing them  
again. Will this  
look painfully retro?  
I think they’re  
kind of badass.

 Go ahead, if you 
don’t mind being 
uncomfortable and 
people thinking 
you’re from Texas. 
I used to wear 
Frye boots when 
motorcycling 
but never liked 
those high-heeled 
boots. I would 
never want to be 
taken for a cowboy 
impersonator.  
Even Texas governor 
Rick Perry has 
eschewed his high-
profile cowboy-boot 
habit. He says he 
has a bad back, 
but maybe it’s just 
that he’s eyeing the 
presidency again and 
everyone remembers 
the last one we had 
in cowboy boots. 

Bad Tats
 I want to get a 

tattoo removed, but 
I’m worried it’ll  
still be visible after 
laser treatment and  
I’ll lose the attendant 
fuck-you benefit of 
having ink. Is it a 
better move to just 
own the mistake?

 Call in rewrite. 
Edit. Think of what 
Johnny Depp did 
when he and Winona 
broke up. Winona 

Forever became 
Wino Forever. Just 
add some crazy  
shit onto the 
sophomoric stu≠ 
until it’s cryptic,  
and then people  
will think you’re 
deep. Ink some 
Chinese characters 
on, and even if they 
say peking duck, 
they’ll look Zen.

The Gaydar 
Bleep
 Is there a specific 

item or color I can 
wear to signal “Yes, 
indeed, I’m gay”?

 There’s no sexual-
preference uniform 
anymore, but there 
is still the clear  
and present appetite 
for fashion that 
might tip folks 
o≠. People used to 
wear hankies in 
the back pocket, 
but that meant you 
had something 
rather specific in 
mind. That’s O.G., 
and there were 
always exceptions. 
My friend Ronnie 
Cutrone just wanted 
to look gay. The 
point is to not  
look like a cliché, 
straight or gay.  
I still appreciate 

the dress code posted 
at the door of the 
legendary Jackie 60 
club: “Absolutely  
no fur coats, no suits, 
ties, dress pants or 
jackets for men. No 

rugby shirts or  
rugby players. No 
droopy drag and  
no banjy clichés. 
And as always, no 
skiwear. Legends 
know no code.”

U N S O L I C I T E D  A D V I C E  F R O M  G L E N N  O ’ B R I E N

How to Protect Not Just Ya Neck
 In Milan, everyone is wearing a scarf.  

In Paris, everyone is wearing a scarf,  
even in the summer. (Of course, it may be  
sixty-five degrees and raining.) Increasingly,  
New Yorkers are wearing scarves, and  
for reasons beyond fighting chill. As tie 
wearing has declined, the scarf has stepped  
into the breach, providing color and  
flair and je ne sais quoi. But the scarf is  
more than tie replacement. It o≠ers a more 
relaxed and expressive personality than  
a tie. It’s becoming what the cravat was in 
the nineteenth century—an idiosyncratic 
finishing touch that reached its zenith  
with the dandy Beau Brummell, who spent 
hours trying to make the knot look perfect.  
It can be a mask, an arm sling, a leash,  
a ka∞yeh or turban, or just a mood changer. 
It can protect you against sun, wind, cold, 
paparazzi, or simply looking bland.

I L L U S T R A T I O N  B Y  J E A N - P H I L I P P E  D E L H O M M E

The Style Guy
Glenn O’Brien  

Solves Your  
Sartorial  

Conundrums

The Style Guy 
welcomes your 
questions. E-mail him 
at styleguy@gq.com. 
Plus: Find Glenn 
O’Brien on Twitter at  
@lordrochester.
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We Just 
Solved Prince 
William’s Bald 
Problem
We feel bad for the guy, constantly 
having his hairline obsessed over 
by every man, woman, and wanker 
in the Commonwealth. So we put 
together a few suggestions for 
how Prince William—or any other 
guy with a thinning mop—can 
reclaim a crownworthy dome

Refresher 
Course
>Feel the 
’Burns

Do the Power 
Doughnut

Hang On to What 
You’ve Got

Get High-Tech Hair 
Replacement

• Follow the lead of handsome ass-kickers like 
fellow Brits Jason Statham and Mark Strong and 
cut it tight. A University of Pennsylvania study 
found that guys with a barely-there buzz are seen 
as having more leadership ability than hairier 
brethren. This is a cut fit for a king.— K R I S T E N  D O L D

• How to style 
your sideburns, 
with advice  
from Miles Elliot  
of Freemans 
Sporting Club 
Barber in New 
York City

THE BRILLO CHEEKS
Your employment options: 

Civil War re-enactor,  
Hells Angels newbie.

THE ’BURNS BRAZILIAN
Sideburns are the eyebrows 

of your jawline: Without 
them, you look ridiculous.

THE SWEET SPOT
Just above the middle of  
the ear. “No matter the 

hairstyle, this’ll always look 
good,” says Elliot.

THE LONG AND LEAN
The longer your hair, the 
longer the ’burns, says 
Elliot. “Just make sure  

to trim them a bit thinner.”

• To maintain that status quo, visit the royal doc 
and the royal CVS. Propecia blocks the hormone 
that thins hair but only works on your crown and 
top. Rub in Rogaine to help keep the rest. You’ll 
spend about $1,000 per year for the drugs for the 
rest of your life. Long may you reign.

• A follicular-unit-extraction transplant isn’t like 
the patchy hair plugs of yore: A doctor plucks 
strands from the back of your head, where they’re 
programmed to grow forever, and replants  
them northward. It’s pricey: around $30,000  
in all. Maybe sell the Crown Jewels?

• Your Royal Highness, a quick explanation: “Doughnut” because of the ring. 
“Power” because you have to be in a C-suite or on a royal throne to pull off 
this very no-fucks-given maneuver. The cut has been out of style roughly 
forever, but Churchill pulled it off. As king-in-waiting, you could make it cool 
in a normcore kind of way. Or just execute anyone who laughs.

Channel an 
Action Hero

The  
Bold  
Move

The  
Pharma 

Move

The  
Pricey  

Move

The GQ- 
Approved 

Winner!

2 3

1

4

THE 
CURRENT  

’DO
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Grooming
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The 12-Month Body Tune-up

The  
Eleventh  

in a  
Series

Home Sweet Disgusting Home
Don’t panic, but right now, in your own cozy house, you’re probably breathing 
polluted air, eating off bacteria-laced dishes, and sleeping in an invisible  
pile of dust-mite crap. It’s gross, and it may be hurting your health—but it’s  
also easy enough to fix, once you know how

 Bad news: Your house is trying to kill 
you. Unless your crib was built over an 
old sanatorium, in which case you should 
move before the walls start bleeding,  
the hazards tend to be subtle—germs and 
bugs and other contaminants you can’t 
see but can definitely feel. To make your 
living space a bit less perilous, start here.

• Air on the Side of Caution: The EPA 
estimates that Americans spend a ghastly 
90 percent of their time indoors, where 
concentrations of certain pollutants can 
be up to five times higher than outside. 
Unfiltered indoor air contains poorly 
vented clothes-dryer particulates, dust, 

I L L U S T R A T I O N  B Y  R A M I  N I E M I

mites, and, uh, dust-mite droppings— 
all of which can create respiratory  
issues as well as headaches, dizziness,  
and a general feeling of lousiness. So treat 
yourself to an air purifier. The ones  
made by Rabbit Air run silently and  
can be tucked out of view. 

• Shoot Your Germ-Infested Sponge  
into Space to Die: A single kitchen sponge  
can comfortably host 10 million bacteria 
per square inch while being (brace 
yourself ) 200,000 times dirtier than a 
toilet seat. Rather than inexplicably using 
that object to clean other objects, use 
microfiber cloths, which can then be 

laundered. If you just can’t quit your 
sponges, please wet and microwave them 
for two minutes before each use. Otherwise  
you’re risking infections and food- 
borne illnesses, which are no joke: The 
CDC estimates that one in six Americans 
gets sick from eating contaminated food.

• Get a Vacuum That Doesn’t Suck: 
“Everything bad that’s come into your 
house gets jammed right into your  
carpet,” says Ruth Ann Norton, CEO of 
the Green & Healthy Homes Initiative. 
Dirty carpets can also harbor moisture 
and mold, which may trigger respiratory 
problems and even skin conditions if  
you roll around with kids or pets. Fight 
back with a HEPA vacuum. Norton loves 
Dyson models but says a straight-up 
Eureka or Hoover with a high-e∞ciency 
filter will trap many of the particles a 
conventional vacuum passes right over.

• Remember That Clorox Is Not an Air 
Freshener: Ditch any cleaners or detergents 
with artificial fragrances or dyes— 
they’re added chemicals that can set off 
allergies, asthma, rashes, and skin peeling. 
Maxwell Ryan, founder of design blog 
Apartment Therapy, recommends a more 
natural brand like Caldrea. “It’s changed 
my relationship with cleaning,” he says.  
“This smells just as good as what you’re 
cooking.” Note: Even delicious-smelling 
cleaners should not be eaten.

• Give Your Water a Bath: The Clean Water 
Act is great and all, but contaminants  
can still sneak into your drinking water, 
says Paul Pestano of the Environmental 
Working Group. Freestanding filters—
Ryan uses a swanky ceramic model from 
Ovopur that resembles a beer tap, but  
a basic Brita will do just fine—and pitchers 
in your fridge are both e≠ective in  
filtering contaminants. Bonus: Filtered 
water makes better co≠ee.

• Stop Sleeping with the Enemy:  
Oil, moisture, dead skin, and assorted  
schmutz collect in your bed over time  
and can aggravate allergies. So consider a 
hypoallergenic cover for your mattress. 
(Oh, and some experts say everyone should 
replace their pillows every six months,  
not that anyone actually does.)

• Scrub in Moderation: Keeping a clean 
home improves your life, impresses  
guests, and lets you breathe easier. 
Obsessing does the opposite. None of 
this should make you a mask-and-glove-
wearing germaphobe who toothbrush-
cleans your place every Saturday. Use 
natural products and address weird 
smells, and you’ll survive.—J E F F  V R A B E L
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Step 1: Choose Your Weapon

• For color, Kodak Portra 400’s pristine skin 
tones make normal folks look like movie stars. 
For black-and-white, Ilford XP2 Super is faster 
to develop than other B&W films. 

• Thankfully, a 
few designers are 
making camera bags 
with actual style. 
Splurge on Prada’s 

• First, learn your 
f-stop from your 
ISO at sites like 
istillshootfilm.org  
and PopPhoto.com. 
Then make peace 
with the fact that 
you’re going to botch 
a roll (or three) 
while getting the 
hang of film. 

• Photo labs are 
endangered, but 
not extinct. If you’re 
near one, use it;  
if not, skip CVS for 
a mail service like 
Mpix.com. And get 
the DVD of scans so 
you can snobbishly 
hashtag Facebook 
shots as #film.

• Hang prints on 
the fridge; frame 
them; leave a stack 
on your co≠ee table 
for everyone to flip 
through (and cycle 
new shots in often). 
Get used to actually 
enjoying your 
photos rather than 
scrolling past them.

Street Cred Classic
Leica M6
Not only is this model 
responsible for some 
of the most iconic 
photojournalism ever, 
it’s less finicky and 
costs radically less 
than new Leicas, too: 
$1,500 for a gently 
used M6, plus an extra 
$500 or more for  
a used 50mm lens.

The Teacher
Canon AE-1 Program
It’s perfect for a 
rookie: cheap (about 
$100 for a body  
and a lens), brawny, 
and fully manual. 
You’ll quickly learn 
how to work it, 
because you won’t 
have a choice.

Snapshot Master
Contax T3
Autofocus, a 
powerful flash for 
night portraits, and 
a high-contrast 
lens make it as easy 
to shoot with as a 
smartphone. The hard 
part: You’ll need to 
eBay one from Japan 
($800 or more). 

Party Popper
Fujifilm Instax 
Mini 90
Unlike the three 
vintage cameras,  
the new Instax ($150)  
is all about instant 
gratification, spitting 
out 2" × 3.5" prints. 
Bring it to a party and 
you’ll leave with  
(not entirely safe-for-
work) souvenirs. 

Prada | $2,300 
prada.com

Step 2:  
Grab the Right 
Film

Step 6:  
Now Show  
Your Work

Step 4:  
Prepare to  
Suck

Step 3:  
Protect Your 
Baby

Step 5:  
Develop  
a Relationship

Retro 
Tech

Film Is In!
Why make a willfully retrograde move back to film when your  

digital camera works just fine, thankyouverymuch? Because even  
the fanciest electronic gear can’t touch celluloid’s beauty— 

and because film may actually get you to look at those photos again

You know how music 
nerds go on and on 
about how vinyl just 
sounds better? We 
could do the same 
about film: The near 
infinite tonal range! 
The cinematic grain! 
But the real sell is 
that film makes you 
appreciate pictures 
again. First, while 
you’re taking them—
you’re shooting 
moments you want 
to remember, not 
whatever might 
rack up a few likes. 
And then there’s the 
Christmas-morning 
high of getting prints. 
You flip through;  
you show them  
off to friends; you 
keep your favorite 
and give away your 
second favorite.  
In other words, you 
get hooked on film. 
And you don’t need a 
darkroom or a college 
course to get started. 
— S TA N  H O R A C Z E K

throwback carrier 
or try the new 
Filson + Magnum 
collaboration 
line, with padded 
messengers, 
backpacks, and totes 
built to give your 
gear the full Secret 
Service treatment. 
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David Chang’s Kitchen

It ends up in a stock 
pot, destined for soup.

The best thing  
is that by the time  
you take your leftover 
turkey and turn it  
into a potpie or  
are pretending that 
turkey sandwiches 
taste good (that’s  
just the mayonnaise 
fooling you), I’ll  
be eating more short 
ribs, drinking Bud 
Light, and watching 
the Seahawks-Niners 
game. Galbijjim  
over white rice is the 
fucking best thing 
ever. White-people 
food just doesn’t win.

some super-
gelatinous turkey 
stock went in the 
middle. I used plastic 
wrap to torque 
these assemblages 
into roulades.  
Then I roasted them  
low and browned 
them in butter  
and bird fat to crisp  
the skin before 
serving. They were 
good, sure. But you  
know what I should 
have done? Gone to 
KFC and bought a 
shitload of chicken, 
mashed potatoes, 
coleslaw, gravy, and 
corn. I can’t imagine 

 Guys, turkey is 
not good. The dark 
meat is fine—infinitely 
better than the meat-
cotton that is the 
turkey breast—but 
judged objectively, 
turkey is on the tail 
end of the list of 
delicious birds. Why 
not cook a capon? 
Your drunk relatives 
will barely be able  
to tell the difference 
between a giant 
castrated rooster 
(capons typically 
weigh in at over ten 
pounds) and the 
evolutionary disaster 
that is the factory-
farmed turkey. Plus, 
capons are tasty. 
Another option: a 
brood of Cornish 
game hens. They’re 
delicious, and 
everybody gets their 
own little “turkey”!

Wait, you can’t 
not cook turkey? 
No? Your wife/mom/
girlfriend/boyfriend/
cellmate just has to 
have it? Needs you to 
pretend that you live 
in a Norman Rockwell 
painting once a year? 
Your life choices are 
your life choices— 
I am only here to help 
you in the kitchen.

One small 
consolation is  
that turkey skin is 
delicious—no more  
so than the skin of 
other birds, but still,  
it gives you something 
to look forward to. 
Peel it off the bird, 
press it between  
two baking sheets, 
and bake it at 350  
for twenty to thirty 
minutes, by which 
time it will crisp up  
like delicious crackers 
made out of meat. 

It’s what to do 
with the white meat 
that’s the real ball-
breaker. I would say 
feed it to your dog, 
but maybe your dog 
knows better than 
your friends and 
family? Ideally you’ll 
use this holiday to 
judge whether your 
family members are 
good people or not. 
Will they trust you to 
make Thanksgiving 
a way better holiday 

by dispensing with 
the Rockwell painting 
once and for all?  
Put them to the test.  

One time I tried  
to go all Korean 
Pilgrim Hero, and  
I turned a gigantic 
stupid turkey into  
a couple of roulades, 
which is French  
for “delicious meat  
logs.” It went like  
this: I splayed the skin  
out. I pounded the 
breast meat into 
cutlets and laid them 
over the skin. Braised 
leg meat, stuffing 
(with lots of thyme 
and mirepoix), and 

food. It’s this sick 
spread of everything 
white people eat 
and everything 
Korean people eat for 
celebratory meals. 

You know 
what kills turkey 
every fucking 
Thanksgiving? My 
mom’s braised short 
ribs, or galbijjim.  
If you want to make 
sure your family 
forgets all about  
the turkey, make 
this with carrots and 
potatoes. (You can 
find the recipe on 
GQ.com.) Honestly, 
no one eats the bird. 

any turkey tasting  
as good as KFC. 

If I knew you 
better, I’d invite 
you to my parents’ 
house this year. 
Thanksgiving at the 
Chang household  
is one of the greatest 
places to eat in the 
universe. All my 
dad’s sisters cook 
their own special 
things. My favorite 
aunt always brings 
her shrimp toast—
amazing. Someone 
will make all the 
Korean dishes, and 
someone else will 
do the American 

How to Have a Very 
Happy Changsgiving
Step One: Give turkey the boot
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1
Flowers aren’t  
the only eye candy 
at Columbia Road 
Flower Market.
2
The area’s coolness is 
new, but the streets 
and storefronts  
are still Old England.
3
The Ace Hotel, with  
a British accent.
4
Boxpark: because 
day-drinking is better 
outdoors. 
5
Beagle’s wild sea 
bass, served whole.

 Show up in any 
European metropolis 
and what you really 
want to do, more than 
check off a list of 
tourist-choked sights 
or luxuriate in some 
skyline-view room, 
is find your scene. 
You want to feel, as 
quickly as possible, 
what it’s like to inhabit 
the place—the bars 
you’d be drinking 
at, the stores you’d 
be scoping out, the 
restaurants where 
you’d grab a bite at 
the bar on a Thursday 
night if you lived there 
full-time. In London 
that’s impossible, 
because the city’s 
too damn big. Which 
makes us grateful  
for East London, the 
tight patchwork  
of endlessly evolving 

This is where 
locals spend their 
weekends, and where 
you should kick off 
your day-drinking.  
Try the beer garden  
at the sprawling  
Old Spitalfields. Then 
down a cheap lunch 
at Ely’s Yard and  
stock up on whatever 
you forgot to pack 
(shades? rain slicker? 
Barbour jacket?) at 
Backyard. Because 
you’re falling in with 
the crowds, you’ll do 
it all without having 
to check your iPhone 
twelve times. 

You won’t find it 
hard to sustain the 
buzz come nightfall. 
East London is where 
London goes to drink, 
at bars like Callooh 
Callay (cocktails), 
Happiness Forgets 
(more cocktails), and 
Barrio East (ceaseless 
hen parties). It’s all so 
tightly clustered, you 
can stumble around 
for hours without 
venturing more than  
a couple of crooked 
streets away from 
your hotel bed.

Day1
Declare 
Independence 
from London 
Proper

neighborhoods built 
by the young and  
the energetic, where  
you feel like you’re 
visiting a good friend 
in a strange place. 
You get a glimpse of 
the life you’d be living 
if you lived in London, 
because you would 
be living here.

Whatever hotel 
you choose will be in 
the heart of Hoxton 
and Shoreditch. Drop 
your bags, ditch the 
Tube map (you’re  
not taking any trains 
all weekend), and 
head to the market.  

Rerouted
1 of 3 

The Brooklyn of London Is 
Cooler Than Brooklyn
For a decade, East London slowly built its rep as the city’s 
new center, changing the way Brits regarded the once 
neglected side of town. Now it’s all grown up and ready  
for company, with a proper hotel or three, a slew of new 
restaurants that put bangers and mash to shame, and  
an art scene that’s like a farm league for the Tate. Leave 
Trafalgar to the pigeons—this is your new London road map

1 2

4
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Shop Beyond   
Savile Row

 First stop 
Sunday morning is the 
Columbia Road Flower 
Market, an authentic 
vestige of old East 
London—the petal 
peddlers there have 
been bartering since 
before Sir Anthony 
Hopkins memorized 
his times tables. 
Wandering through is 
exactly the warm-up 
you’ll need as you spill 

1
The rooftop fireplace  
at Boundary is 
literally a hot spot.
2
At Dishoom, don’t 
forget to order  
the raan bun with 
chips, not fries.
3
An outpost of 
Hackett, an old-guard 
English menswear 
store, in the Old 
Spitalfields Market.
4
Drinking at Barrio 
East? Watch  
your eyebrows.

out into an afternoon 
of shopping.

A few steps 
beyond the bouquets 
sit two mother lodes 
of design-driven 
gear: First Captured 
By, a matte white 
storefront with  
a million Technicolor 
must-haves. Then 
Goodhood Life Store, 
where you’ll finally 
hold those European 
form-and-function 
objects you’ve  
seen on your favorite 
blogs but never in 
the States—stuff like 
Danish office supplies 
by Ferm Living,  
which will make you 
feel (almost) proud to 
have a desk job.

Another prime 
example of East 
London efficiency 

is the way it stacks 
up menswear stores 
around one central 
strip: Commercial 
Street. Zigzag your 
way down the avenue 
(look right when 
crossing!) and try to 
save some pounds 
for Albam, purveyor 
of our new favorite 

The Nonstop Party: The Hoxton
• Opened in 2006, it’s a dark, sexy spot 
that cares as much about the party  
in its bar as it does the rooms upstairs. 
Which is: a lot.

The One-Stop Shop: Boundary 
Rooms and Rooftop
• There’s only seventeen rooms in this 
converted warehouse, but it’s got three 
restaurants, a grocer, and a bakery,  
all within its Victorian-era brick walls.

The American Invasion: The Ace
• Rather than shoehorn in its usual 
rustic-Americana vibe, the Ace Hotel 
smartly hired East Enders to deck  
out its interior spaces. The result? The 
newest, coolest hotel in a hood full of 
them. Also: custom duvets from A.P.C.

Three Hotels Worth 
the Exchange Rate

T-shirts, each woven 
on a circular loom 
that leaves the sides 
seamless. Grab a  
pint at The Ten Bells 
across the street,  
then head back  
to the hotel for that 
most beautiful of 
vacation moments:  
an afternoon nap.

2
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2

1
Forget Harrods;  
SCP East has 
everything you need.
2
Old Spitalfields 
Market: like a mall, 
but not lame.
3
Cleverly plated 
calamari at 
Spitalfields’ Super 
Tuscan.
4
Lay out your blanket 
in London Fields. 
Make new friends.
5
The barroom at  
The Shoreditch is 
rarely this empty 
after dark.Find the Next 

Banksy

 While the locals 
trudge off to work 
in the city center on 
weekdays, you’ve got 
the art scene of East 
London to yourself. 
Hit up contemporary 
galleries like the 
Chisenhale, just south 
of Victoria Park, and 
follow the Regent’s 
Canal west to any 
of the galleries—
Wilkinson, Wayward, 
Vyner Street—along  
its bank. Feeling 
wealthy? Buy some 
Caragh Thuring 
paintings off the walls 
at Chisenhale and 
secure bragging rights 
a decade in advance.

When the gallery-
stroll hunger grows 
too strong to ignore, 
head to Hackney, 
where even five years 
ago the knife-crime 
rate alone kept the 
borough cloistered 
from tourists. You 
can sense the city’s 
highest voltage in a 
neighborhood no  
one dared venture  
to a decade back.

There you’ll eat at 
Mayfields—a thirty-
seat dining room that 
feels like a spruced-up 
laundromat—and blow 
the rest of the night  
at Oslo, tucked beneath 
the overground at 

the Hackney Central 
station. Oslo’s ground 
floor boasts the 
echoing industrial 
volume of an auto 
shop tempered by  
the comforts of a ten-
tap beer selection.  
It’s one of the premier 
music venues in 

London, hosting 
shows five nights a 
week from about- 
to-break bands you’ll 
be reading about  
on Pitchfork in a  
year. You’ll lose some 
of your hearing  
and most of your 
voice talking to 
someone cute you 
met at the bar,  
like you would any  
night out.

During your time  
in East London,  
you’ll keep having 
these déjà vu 
moments where  
you sense that  
what you’re doing  
is what your 
alternate-dimension 
London-living double 
would be doing,  
too. Don’t be surprised 
if you find yourself 
Googling “apartment 
rentals East London” 
when you get home. 
— D A N I E L  R I L E Y  
A N D  J O H N  J A N N U Z Z I

The East London Empire

1
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Hoxton

Ace

Boundary

Columbia 
Road Flower 
Market

Hackney

Mayfields 
restaurant

Hackney Road

Regent’s 
Canal

Shoreditch
High Street 

Bethnal 
Green

Hoxton

River Thames

MAYFIELDS:  Shifting seasonal menu and no-fuss libations. BEAGLE: New British cuisine (think local game and fowl) carved under railway arches.  
SÔNG QUÊ CAFÉ: London’s best Vietnamese. DISHOOM: High-end Indian with perfect cocktails. SUPER TUSCAN: Yes, it’s that, and also super good. 
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Punch
List

The

 T H E R E ’ S  TO O  M U C H  C U LT U R E  O U T  T H E R E ,  

 S O  J U S T  D O  T H E S E  1 2  T H I N G S  

 A N D  Y O U ’ L L  H AV E  T H E  E N T I R E  M O N T H  C O V E R E D  

E D A  A K A LT U N

 ‘ F O X C A T C H E R ’  
stars Steve Carell as real-life 
rich creepazoid John du Pont 
and Channing Tatum as Mark 
Schultz, the Olympic wrestler 
who got snared in du Pont’s 
excruciating fantasies of 
all-American glory. It’s only 
Bennett Miller’s third feature, 
after Capote and Moneyball, 
but Miller’s preoccupations 
are already as unmistakable as 
neon. No, it’s not just that the 
guy has a fetish for one-word 
titles. He’s riveted by people 
whose unlikely outlets for 
self-expression map America’s 
screwier precincts.

1
Watch  
Steve Carell 
Get Creepy 
Enough to  
Win an Oscar
✒ T O M  C A R S O N

○ No more Michael Scott: Carell plus 

spooky face-spackle in Foxcatcher.

N O V E M B E R  2 0 1 4  G Q . C O M  8 3

C
L

O
C

K
W

I
S

E
 F

R
O

M
 T

O
P

: 
G

E
M

M
A

 L
A

M
A

N
A

/
P

A
R

A
M

O
U

N
T

 P
I
C

T
U

R
E

S
/

E
V

E
R

E
T

T
 C

O
L

L
E

C
T

I
O

N
; 

U
N

I
V

E
R

S
A

L
 P

I
C

T
U

R
E

S
/

E
V

E
R

E
T

T
 C

O
L

L
E

C
T

I
O

N
 (

2
)

; 
C

O
U

R
T

E
S

Y
 O

F
 F

A
I
R

 H
I
L

L
, 

L
L

C
.;

 W
A

R
N

E
R

 B
R

O
S

.
/

E
V

E
R

E
T

T
 C

O
L

L
E

C
T

I
O

N
; 

N
E

W
 L

I
N

E
 C

I
N

E
M

A
/

E
V

E
R

E
T

T
 C

O
L

L
E

C
T

I
O

N
; 

U
N

I
V

E
R

S
A

L
 P

I
C

T
U

R
E

S
/

E
V

E
R

E
T

T
 C

O
L

L
E

C
T

I
O

N
; 

R
O

N
A

L
D

 G
R

A
N

T
/

U
N

I
V

E
R

S
A

L
 S

T
U

D
I
O

S
/

E
V

E
R

E
T

T
 C

O
L

L
E

C
T

I
O

N
; 

P
A

R
A

M
O

U
N

T
 P

I
C

T
U

R
E

S
/

E
V

E
R

E
T

T
 C

O
L

L
E

C
T

I
O

N

GQ

INTELLIGENCE

↑

November 
2014

WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


Outfitted with a beaky fake schnoz, the 
one-percenter version of a jailbird’s hair-
cut, and teeth that resemble half-chewed 
cough drops, Carell is virtually unrecogniz-
able in his debut as a dramatic actor. That 
turns out to be a help in getting us used to 
his gutsily unshowy, deeply felt, and dev-
astating performance as a moneyed freak 
who pines for acceptance as one of the guys. 
The problem is that du Pont doesn’t know 
how to make good on the wish except by 
buying himself a role as king of the guys.

Among other things, du Pont’s yen is  
blatantly homoerotic. In fact, that’s the 
most wholesome motive goading him, or 
would be if he just copped to the urge. But 
copping to urges isn’t his family’s specialty; 
buying toys that breathe is. 

When we meet Mark Schultz and his 
wrestler brother, Dave—played by Mark 
Ru≠alo, who does a beautiful job of incar-
nating ordinariness in a movie without 
many other samples of it on view—they’re 
three years past their dual gold wins at  
the ’84 L.A. Olympics. Since he’s got a pretty 
good life with his wife and kids, Dave hasn’t 
much minded going back to relative ano-
nymity. But his younger brother, played 
by Tatum, isn’t as blessed, and so he jumps 
at du Pont’s o≠er to set up at the family’s 
Foxcatcher Farm estate. There, he’ll anchor 
the prospective U.S. team for Seoul ’88—
with his new wealthy pal as its coach.

The wrestlers John du Pont sponsors are 
his equivalent of the Thoroughbred horses 
his imposing mother (Vanessa Redgrave) 
raises—only he doesn’t know whether he’s 
rebelling against Momma’s gentility by get-
ting sweaty with his lowborn playmates 
or trying to outdo her. Turning the equa-
tion unmistakable, Tatum’s Mark Schultz 
isn’t much more eloquent than the average 
Preakness winner. But that only makes the 
actor’s commitment to conveying every 
shading of the character’s stymied, vulner-
able complexity more remarkable.  

For my money, which admittedly isn’t  
du Pont–caliber, Foxcatcher is Miller’s 
brainiest, most accomplished, and 
definitely darkest movie yet. Terrifically 
layered and nuanced, it never turns rhe-
torical. From how the characters live to 
what they live for, the larger social and 
moral significance of everything we’re 
shown is self-evident—one sure sign of a 
major filmmaker.

At 47, Miller is turning out to be the calm 
tortoise to flashier American directors’ 
hares. Even if you recall the crime that put 
du Pont behind bars, the ending is a shock. 
No shallow rant about privilege’s depravi-
ties, it’s an uncommonly evenhanded take 
on Scott Fitzgerald’s adage that the rich 
are di≠erent. That’s never truer than when 
they decide they don’t want to be.  

along the lines  
of the DMV.  
But we’ve become 
accustomed to  
Die Hard–type 
torture, you know?  
A guy handcuffed  
to a chair—“You  
tell me where the 
bombs are!” Now, 
they do that stuff, 
too. But we wanted 
to show that there 
are some people 
who are incarcerated 
who hold no key  
to some urgent plot.

This is a very serious 
movie. What do  
you say to critics 
who demand  
more funny?
If you think of it in  
a musical sense,  
it’s about hearing 
notes that feel 
discordant. If there’s 
too much, you feel 
it. And if you create 
sort of a more 
stylized farce, it 
takes away from the 
power of just how 
asinine the whole 
thing is.
 
So now you’re a 
screenwriter. Any 
stoner comedies 
from your past?
Unfortunately, with 
the stoner comedy, 
you’re not motivated 
to actually write 
them. That’s usually 
one of those things 
that end up on 

� When Jon Stewart 
took his Daily Show 
hiatus last year,  
a few things became 
possible: John Oliver 
sat in (resulting in  
his own HBO show); 
Stewart got a break 
from “the relentless, 
corrosive politico-
media-industrial 
complex” (his words); 
and his pet project, 
Rosewater—about 
an Iranian-born 
Newsweek journalist 
held captive in 
Tehran—turned  
him into a bona fide 
Hollywood writer-
director. The film, 
starring Gael García 
Bernal, banks off  
the fact that a Daily 
Show appearance  
by Maziar Bahari was  
in part responsible 
for Bahari’s 
imprisonment. Turns 
out his Iranian 
interrogators took the 
clip kinda literally. 
—DANIEL RILEY 

Bahari’s spot 
on your show 
contributed to his 
2009 kidnapping.  
Is Rosewater  
about your guilt?
We’ve had three 
people we’ve 
interviewed be 
arrested [in Iran]. 
When you make 
something 
innocuous and 
someone uses it as  
a weapon, you have 
to remember the 
responsibility. If  
I make a doughnut 
and somebody uses 
it to kill someone—
 
You’ll probably  
get sued.
[laughs] Yeah—you 
know what? You’re 
probably right.

Did you have to 
“Hollywoodize” 
the material?
In these regimes, 
oppression is a 
government system 

cocktail napkins. 
You wake up and 
go, “�‘Chicken butt’?! 
What was that?”
 
You’re pretty used 
to dealing with 
criticism and praise 
of the show—but  
are you more 
sensitive about this?
Definitely you ride 
the roller coaster 
harder.  ’Cause you 
don’t have a baseline 
of confidence—and 
you only get that one 
shot over a three-
year period. With the 
show, you always 
feel that redemption 
is around the corner. 
There are things you 
read that you go,  
“I disagree with that 
wholeheartedly.  
I feel like that entirely 
says more about  
the person reviewing 
than the film.” But 
then you read other 
things and go, “Fuck, 
that’s really smart. 
Why didn’t that guy 
tell me that before?!”
 
Will you interview 
yourself on  
the show?
I’m not a good 
enough interviewer! 
I’d end up 
interrupting  
too much.

2

No. 3

Durrrr
 

2.0.
[SPACE 

FOR RENT]

� Dear Farrelly brothers, 
Some things just belong to their time  
and their time alone. Dinosaur DNA, for one. 
(If we learned anything from Jurassic Parks 
1–3.) Also: Jim Carrey comedies. Seriously.  
Do you know how hard it is to watch today’s 
Jim Carrey—that is, 52-year-old Jim Carrey, 
Jim Carrey who attained dramatic greatness 
in Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind,  
actual granddad Jim Carrey—try to do the 
crazy faces of ’90s Jim Carrey? I will tell you: It 
is very hard. You worry for him. You wonder “Is 
he okay?! Is he having a seizure?” Young dumb 
guys have comic potential. Old dumb guys? 
That’s way sadder.— L AU R E N  B A N S

� On set with mandatory 
Spielbergian beard.

And Speaking of 
Daily Show Veterans 
Reinventing  
Themselves...

OPEN LETTER

Deeply Lament  
the Existence of  
‘Dumb and Dumber To’
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� The impish Oscar 
winner plays one 
of the horrible 
people in Horrible 
Bosses 2—a wealthy 
evil-investor type 
who takes your 
silly start-up idea 
to become an 
even wealthier 
evil-investor type. 
(He sets this trap 
for the movie’s still 
clueless, newly 
entrepreneurial lead 
trio.) Here, Waltz 
shares six ways he 
learned to harness 
his inner Sean 
Parker.—J E N  O RT I Z

Give good talk.
“The really rich, 
really mean investor 
is a sweet-talker. 
Suave and smooth, 
so people don’t 
get it—that’s what 
makes him mean. 
Otherwise, he’d just 
be a regular rich 
investor.”

At a business lunch, 
don’t order the $200 
puffer fish.
 “Stick to the odd 
steak every once 
in a while. Don’t be 
ostentatious with 
food, like a Russian 
gas-field owner. 
That’s more KGB.”

But do purchase 
douchey toys. 
“There’s a yacht in 
Cannes—$40,000 
just to turn it on, 
not to go anywhere. 
What’s a year of 
college versus turning 
on an engine?”

Enlist some allies to 
be your muscle.  
“Buy the Republican 
Party and have  
them do whatever 
you want.”

Be modest and 
humble at all times. 
“Think that you are 
God. And always 
right. So there’s no 
role model—you are 
the role model.”

And if caught, just 
play dumb.  
“How do you cheat  
at golf?!”

BOOKS, BRIEFLY

Be Sure You Can 
Talk About…

The Laughing 
Monsters
by Denis Johnson
� A spy thriller from 
one of our most 
sympathetic writers 
(Jesus’ Son) and 
quite possibly our 
best (Tree of Smoke) 
proves he’s also  
the most versatile.

The Happiest People in the World 
by Brock Clarke
� This absurdist new novel inspired by the 
Danish Muhammad-cartoon controversy may 
be a literary first: a book that feels like the love 
child of Saul Bellow and Hogan’s Heroes, full of 
authorial cartwheels of comedy and profundity.

Yes Please  
by Amy Poehler
� The Saturday Night 
Live alum’s first  
book is half memoir, 
half advice column, 
and 100 percent 
wisecracking, sharp-
as-hell, belly-laugh-
making Poehler.  
Yes! Please!

The Filthy Truth
by Andrew Dice Clay
� Whoopi Goldberg 
read his autobiography 
so you don’t have to: 
“The only thing I truly 
didn’t know was what 
a fine actor he is,” she 
writes thoughtfully  
in the Diceman’s galley 
blurb. “But that’s not  
in the book.”

Science…for Her!
by Megan Amram
� This Parks and 
Rec writer’s fake 
textbook rocks. 
See her imagined 
list of future Urban 
Outfitters books—
e.g., 100 Recipes  
for Tea You Can  
PUT YOUR DICK IN.

Plus
one to
skip! 

Nos.

7-11

• “A real Ouija-
board experience 
gone wrong” is  
in fact the plot,  
and not a seven-
word review, of 
Hasbro’s latest 
attempt to turn tree 
pulp and plastic 
into a heavily 
plotted gazillion-

hour film. (Five kids and a handheld camera 
summon a Ouija demon. Ouija demon is 
kind of murdery!) Ahead of the movie, we 
whipped out the ol’ Ouija and summoned 
the ancient spirits for a review. Here’s what 
they had to say:

No. 5

4
Let Christoph 
Waltz Teach 
You How to Be a 
Billionaire-CEO 
Dickbag

� In dueling sci-biopics The Theory of Everything 
and The Imitation Game, who was the nerdier 
nerd—British physicist Stephen Hawking or 
British mathematician Alan Turing? This could 
be a squeaker. — ST E V E  K N O P P E R

ERGO...
We’re able to 
decipher the 

universe’s origins 
and where it’s 

going!

ERGO...
World War II is 

winnable!

NERD-TAGONIST 
Stephen Hawking, 

played by Eddie 
Redmayne

NERD-TAGONIST
Alan Turing, 

played by 
Benedict 

Cumberbatch

BIG IDEA 
Black hole at  
the beginning  

of time

BIG IDEA
Computer 

science

SHAMELESS BIT 
OF CASTING

Felicity Jones 
as Jane Wilde 
Hawking (see 

page 90)

SHAMELESS BIT 
OF CASTING

Keira Knightley as 
Joan Clarke

SUAVE  
PICKUP LINE

“Hello. Science?”

SUAVE  
PICKUP LINE
“Miss Clarke,  

I find tardiness 
under any 

circumstances 
unsuitable.”

HARDSHIP
ALS

STYLE MOVE
Buddy Holly 

glasses

GADGET
Speech synthesizer 

with American  
accent

INCONVENIENT 
THING THE MOVIE 

GLOSSES OVER
The Hawkings 

divorced in 1995

STYLE MOVE
Suspenders

GADGET
“Christopher,” 

the Nazi-
code-breaking 

proto-computer

HARDSHIP
Being gay when it 
got you “chemical 

castration”

INCONVENIENT 
THING THE MOVIE 

GLOSSES OVER 
Committed 

suicide in 1954

T H E  T H E O RY  O F 
E V E RY T H I N G

T H E  I M I TAT I O N 
G A M E

EVER PLAYED 
BY BENEDICT 

CUMBERBATCH?
Yes (in 2004 for  

the BBC)

EVER PLAYED 
BY BENEDICT 

CUMBERBATCH?
Guess so!

R E D M AY N E  O R  C U M B E R B ATC H

DECIDE WHO’S  
A BETTER 

Super-Genius
No.

6

And Now
Watch a Ouija Board
Review Ouija

QJDK71V    YES    MLDS32F   GOODBYE

 E D A  A K A LT U NCumberbatch wins by the Ubiquity Theorem.8 8  G Q . C O M  N O V E M B E R  2 0 1 4
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� Until 31-year-old 
British actress 
Felicity Jones shared 
a bed with Stephen 
Hawking (er, Eddie 
Redmayne) in this 
month’s The Theory  
of Everything, she 
only shared an alma 
mater with the 
physicist: Oxford. “I 
guess people see me 
as a bit of a nerd,” says 
Jones, who plays the 
young Mrs. Hawking.  
We asked her about 
her BWOC days. 
— N OJA N  A M I N O S H A R E I

You filmed on a  
campus. Did it  
feel like  college?
Yeah! Although our 
parties were much 
more debauched. 
Like, people rolling 
around on top of one 
another on the lawn.

Time well spent.
Oh God, I didn’t have  
a clue who I was.  
I had my fun, but I now 
wish I’d spent more 
time reading.

You met Stephen 
Hawking on set. 
Biggest takeaway? 
He’s so funny. 
Incredibly sharp  
wit—something he 
and [my character] 
Jane share. A very  
dry sense of humor.

We read rumors  
that you’re  
Amazing Spider-
Man’s Black Cat.
Being vacuum-packed 
into a leather suit, 
doing backflips?!  
I’d love that. Can you 
start a petition for me?

Meet Your 
New Study 

Buddy 
Felicity 
Jones 
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      The Man Who
Writes the Future

GQ

INTELLIGENCE

↑

Books

 He coined the term  

 cyberspace before we  

 even knew cyberspace  

 existed. He imagined  

 reality TV years before  

 it was everywhere.  

 He’s made the leap  

 from cult novelist  

 to mega-selling oracle  

 by writing intensely  

 enjoyable techno-  

 thrillers about viral-ad  

 agencies and shadowy  

 clothing designers  

 and Cuban-Chinese data  

 traffickers. And while  

 William Gibson insists  

 that he’s the last guy  

 to know what’s coming  

 next, predictions he  

 made decades ago keep  

 coming true. Which is  

 a little alarming, actually.  

 Because his new  

 novel is his most dire yet  

 ✒ Z A C H  B A R O N 

 W I L L I A M 

G I B S O N  lives in 
an overwhelmingly 
green suburb with 
old-money roots 
south of Vancouver’s 
downtown, and it 
is in this suburb 
that I am currently 
wandering, looking 
for William Gibson. 
Yesterday, over 
lunch, he’d given 
me an address that 
seems not to actually 
exist, and just a 
minute ago, over the 
phone, he gave me 
a real address that 
wasn’t his. I know 
this because I’m 
standing in front  
of a massive gated 
house, the kind  
of house in which a 
reclusive beverage 
magnate might live, 
marveling at the 
elaborate hedges, 
when Gibson 
appears behind  
me. He’s laughing.
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advent of anything that actually resembled 
modern reality television; a cure for AIDS 
that increasingly seems like a way we will 
in fact finally cure AIDS (Virtual Light 
again); and a whole host of other now 
familiar ideas about nanotechnology and 
viral marketing and drones shaped like 
silvery penguins that swim through the air 
(2010’s Zero History; yes, they do exist). 

His hard-boiled books—cool but not 
cold, deceptively well written—go by in 
tangles of sleek sentences. Uncannily pre-
scient ones. “I was never able to predict,” 
Gibson says. “But I could sort of curate 
what had already happened.” 

The Peripheral is an emphatic return to 
the science fiction he ceased to write after 
the turn of this century, set in not one but 
two futures. The first, not far o≠ from our 
own present day, takes place in a Winter’s 
Bone–ish world where the only industries 
still surviving are lightly evolved versions 
of Walmart and the meth trade. The second 
future is set further along in time, after a 
series of not-quite-cataclysmic events that 
have killed most of the world’s popula-
tion, leaving behind a monarchic class of 
gangsters, performance artists, and pub-
licists in an otherwise deserted London. 
Like many Gibson books, The Peripheral is 
basically a noirish murder mystery wear-
ing a cyberpunk leather jacket and, after 
an uncharacteristically dense first one 
hundred pages, a super enjoyable read—
though perhaps less so when you consider 
just how accurate Gibson can be when he’s 
thinking about what might come next. 

Because according to The Peripheral, 
what is coming next is, to borrow Gibson’s 
phrase again, well…fucked.

F O R  A  W H I L E ,  characters in William 
Gibson novels tended to be orphans, or 
had mothers who left, or were otherwise 

bereft of family. And though 
not much in Gibson’s books 
is directly autobiographical, 
it’s impossible not to read this 
tendency against the story 
of Gibson’s own life, which 
for a while was uncommonly, 
improbably sad. 

“Well, the whole thing—it’s a 
story of trauma,” Gibson begins, 
sitting on his couch. He is not 
a guy to self-dramatize. He’s 
goofy, colloquial as a 22-year-
old, a father of two. Smiles a 
ton. “Like, major trauma.”

The story starts in the 
American South—Tennessee, 
North Carolina, South Carolina, 
Virginia, states through which 
Gibson’s family would fol-
low his father’s construction 

business, until his father died. He’d been  
away on business and choked to death. 
This was before people knew to do the 
Heimlich maneuver, Gibson recalls neu-
trally. “Just one of those things that could 
just take anybody out.” 

Gibson was 7 or 8, he doesn’t remem-
ber exactly. He and his mother moved 
back to her childhood home of Wytheville, 
Virginia, a tiny town where the modern 
world scarcely existed. He read science  
fiction and fantasized about leaving; 
finally his mother sent him to boarding 
school in Arizona.

Then she died, too.
Gibson had just turned 18. “She col-

lapsed on the street one day,” he says. 

“I’m not that rich,” he says, apologiz-
ing for the confusion. He’s wearing wire-
framed glasses and has a kind of severe 
oracular thinness that complements his 
severe six-foot-four-inch height. At 66 he 
is permanently bent over, breaking-wave-
shaped, the result of a lifetime of leaning 
down to listen. He points across the street 
at a more modest but still quite stately 
home where he actually lives. 

Inside it’s Arts and Crafts–y, wood 
floored, quiet. We sit in the living room, 
and without ceremony he picks up where 
we left o≠ the day before. 

“I figured out the two things where  
I was most dumbstruck,” Gibson says. 
“The two questions were: Was I thinking 
about retiring? Which I still haven’t got 
my head around. But the other one, which 
I think is gonna be the big one when I tour 
with this book”—The Peripheral, his tenth 
and most recent novel—“is: Have I been 
too terribly bleak, or do I think the world 
is absolutely fucked?”

And do you?
“I don’t have an answer for that yet,” 

Gibson says, the light slanting through 
his windows. “In retrospect, I think  
I wrote the book to try to find out.”

We all should probably hope William 
Gibson doesn’t think the world is fucked. 
In the thirty years since the publication 
of his first novel, Neuromancer, he’s got-
ten plenty wrong about the future but 
also an unsettling amount of it right. We 
have Neuromancer to thank for making 
ubiquitous the word cyberspace, which 
Gibson described as “a consensual hal-
lucination”—still maybe the best descrip-
tion of whatever it is we now spend most 
of our days doing. Since then, in books like 
Virtual Light (1993) and Idoru (1996), he’s 
imagined a pretty convincing facsimile of 
modern reality television, long before the 

His terrific new novel is  

his tenth—but if  you’re  

just beginning, don’t  

start there. Below, our  

three favorites.—Z . B . 

The Gibson Reading List: 
Get Plugged In

� Neuromancer (1984). His first novel, 

still his purest—all drugs, tech, and 

women sprouting Wolverine claws.

� Zero History (2010). Part three of  

his loose post-9/11 trilogy, featuring 

a former indie-rock singer, a shadowy 

denim brand, and a man who jumps  

off tall buildings in a squirrel suit.

� Distrust That Particular Flavor (2012). 

To pick just one sentence from this 

enlightening collection of Gibson’s 

nonfiction writing: “Upon arriving  

in the capital-F Future, we discover it, 

invariably, to be the lowercase now.”
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industry. Four years later, a movie called 
The Matrix—another term Gibson popu-
larized in Neuromancer—came out, also 
starring Keanu Reeves as a guy who hacks 
his own brain, and grossed $463 million: a 
Hollywood message of some sort, though 
by then Gibson wasn’t around to listen.

For nearly two decades, he’d been writ-
ing science fiction set somewhere o≠ in the 
future. But then, at the dawn of this cen-
tury, the present started seeming weirder 
than anything he could imagine, so he 
began writing about that instead. The sub-
sequent three books he published—Pattern 
Recognition (2003), Spook Country (2007), 
Zero History (2010)—were thrillers in a 
di≠erent, more mature mold, DeLillo-
esque but pop, too: about marketing con-
sultants hunting shadowy filmmakers, or 
former indie-rock frontwomen investigat-
ing stolen shipments of cash. For the first 
time, Gibson found himself on the New 
York Times best-seller list. 

“It was a very good feeling,” Gibson 
says today. “I’m kind of concerned now, 
a little bit, about where this book”—The 
Peripheral, which returns to the future—
“goes with that.” 

The Peripheral is indeed sci-fi, or at 
least it initially presents itself as such: It’s 
oriented around something that comes 
to be called “the jackpot,” a slow but  
disastrous cataclysm built out of not one 
cause but many. Droughts, failing antibi-
otics, disease, war…

Basically, exactly what’s taking place 
during the week that Gibson and I spend 
together, which has a remarkably jackpot 
feel to it—Ebola in West Africa, something 
close to martial law in Ferguson, terrible 
violence in Iraq and Syria and Gaza, the 
whole world vibrating in a way that seems 
like it might come entirely apart. As if 
whatever disastrous near-future Gibson 
imagined in The Peripheral were already 
here, years ahead of schedule.

I tell Gibson that I’ve spent the week 
wondering whether this particular dire 
scenario of his has already arrived.

“Me, too, actually,” he admits. “And that 
makes me very uncomfortable.”

Gibson is in fact an optimist by 
nature; his books, dire as they get, 
tend to have happy endings. So I  
ask: Do you dare hope for a brighter 
future than the one you wrote in  

The Peripheral?
“Well, I do,” Gibson says. “I do indeed. 

But I haven’t yet come up with one.”

T H E R E ’ S  V I D E O  O F  G I B S O N  in the 
years after his mother died that still sur-
vives, from a Canadian television docu-
mentary—a tall, thin young man, making 
his way through Toronto amid the Summer 
of Love, sporting a cigarette and a loose 
corduroy shirt: “This is Bill, a real hippie.” 

In fact he was not, or not spiritually, 
anyway. Years later, when he’d begun to 
write, his books would often feature some 
mysterious corporate agent scouring the 
margins—the Internet, the fashion indus-
try—for things to co-opt and monetize. 
While many other writers of Gibson’s gen-
eration—Thomas Pynchon, say—regard 
the eventual betrayal of the ’60s coun-
terculture as the signal trauma of their 
lives, Gibson has always seemed curiously 
agnostic about the weird psychedelic years 
he lived through at the end of that decade. 
Over lunch one day, I ask him why that is. 

And this is how Gibson comes to tell me 
about the first big prediction he ever made. 
It’s a story about how quickly “reality” and 
fiction can change places—and have many 
times, as Gibson now knows. 

Gibson doesn’t talk about the experi-
ence much, but he went to Woodstock. 
Got stuck in tra∞c on the way there, along 
with everyone else. “I sat on the rear deck 
of the car with some girl, smoked a joint, 
and fell asleep. When I woke up, there were 
a million other cars, but I never found the 
people I came with again.” For two days, 
he wandered alone, then left before it was 
over. “And as I was coming out, I was look-
ing around at all these mud-splattered 
pickups, going, ‘Whew, this is going to be 
a fucking disaster. Wait till the newspapers 
find out how bad this thing sucked.’ ” 

This was the way William Gibson pro-
nounced the most historically beloved 
music festival in human history a total fail-
ure before it had even ended.

He got home and fell asleep for five 
hours, and when he woke up, “there was 
Woodstock Nation on the cover of, like, 

The Washington Post. The narrative 
changed that quickly.”

And so began your long career of 
accurately predicting the future.

Gibson laughs. 
“But what I always miss is that the 

future changes the next morning.” 

zach baron is gq’s sta≠ writer.

It was 1966, and Gibson basically 
lost his mind for a while. He remem-
bers coming to, temporarily jolted 
out of whatever fog of grief he was 
in, while riding an overnight bus to 
Toronto. It was that moment when he first 
saw the future, the signature dystopian 
vision now familiar from his books, where 
the sky is always gray or the color of televi-
sion tuned to a dead channel.

It looked like trash.
“In the morning, when the light was 

coming up, I saw green plastic garbage 
bags for the first time in my life,” Gibson 
remembers. 

“Millions of them, because, as it hap-
pened, there was a municipal strike going. 
And I couldn’t understand why there were 
so many of them, and I had to infer their 
purpose. Isn’t that strange?”

A N  E N O R M O U S  O R A N G E  C A T  joins the 
two of us in Gibson’s living room, and in 
the momentary silence I remind Gibson 
that I never actually brought up retire-
ment—he did. 

“Yeah,” Gibson says after a long pause. 
“That’s right. But subsequently I think  
I sort of realized that I’m just not there.”

Which is a relief: Gibson’s writing is so 
thoroughly part of the world now that it’s 
hard to imagine a world without it. His 
work has permeated the culture to the 
point that even he can’t tell what’s his and 
what isn’t. Even something as randomly 
familiar as a bar-code tattoo: That was 
Gibson’s idea, something he imagined 
in an early screenplay draft for Alien 3, 
Gibson’s first—though not last—foray into 
screenwriting, and the only bit of his that 
made it into the finished film.

Gibson’s Hollywood years are lesser 
known than his books, probably for good 
reason. In the ’90s, a bunch of producers 
somehow gave Gibson and the artist Robert 
Longo $26 million to make the film that 
would become Johnny Mnemonic, a movie 
that climaxes with Ice-T leading a cross-
bow battle against the yakuza while Keanu 
Reeves hacks his own brain with the aid of 
a heroin-addicted dolphin. Gibson remem-
bers staying at the Chateau Marmont for 
months—years—as the film descended 
into development hell, batting away ques-
tions from the studio like: Can the dolphin  
perhaps not be addicted to heroin?

“That’s a thing that really hap-
pened,” Gibson says, laughing. 

Johnny Mnemonic was released 
in 1995, to deservedly disastrous 
reviews, and Gibson returned to his 
desk, where he filled his next two 
novels, Idoru and All Tomorrow’s 
Parties, with acidly satirical medita-
tions on fame and the entertainment 

○ Keanu Reeves (left) in Johnny 

Mnemonic, which you should  

not see, and (below) in  

The Matrix, which you should.
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THE MOST TERRIFYING—BUT OVERLOOKED  AND/OR UNDER-APPRECIATED—HORROR MOVIES
  EVERY MAN SHOULD WATCH (AND A FEW YOU PROBABLY SHOULDN’T) Illustrations by  

F R A NC E S C O F R A NC AV IL L A 
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• I wanted the audience to feel like they had 

a pair of hands gently around their neck 

that they couldn’t shake, and that grip kept 

getting tighter until they couldn’t breathe. 

And then an explosion of everything 

crushing down on them. Suspense has 

more to do with musicality and the rhythm 

that music contains. I wanted to be 

relentless and not let up on the audience. 

— J E N N I F E R  K E N T,  W R I T E R / D I R E C TO R

The scariest part 

of this Australian 

horror film, in 

theaters this 

month, isn’t the 

monster. It’s 

the feeling that 

the shadowy 

monster might 

actually be real....

Q
WHAT COULD 
POSSIBLY 
SCARE THE 
CREATOR OF 
‘THE HUMAN 
CENTIPEDE’?

A
To me, Sleepless 
in Seattle is 

extreme horror. 

The sugary 

ending is 

nightmarish. 

Happy endings 

only exist  

at Amsterdam 

massage 

parlors. 

—TO M  S I X

THE SCARIEST...
HORROR 
VILLAIN? 

CHILDREN!

» I showed Who Can Kill a Child? (a.k.a. Island of the Damned; 1976) to Quentin 
Tarantino, and he said it was the best horror movie that he hadn’t seen before. It’s like  
a Hitchcock movie—brilliant and so simple. A guy and his pregnant wife go on vacation 
to this island o≠ the coast of Spain; they get there, and the adults are gone. Just very, 
very creepy kids. They realize that something infected the kids and they all went crazy, 
killed the adults. So he’s got to defend himself, but how do you kill a 3-year-old kid?  
Like, you can’t. It’s your instinct to protect children, but these are amazing killer kids. 
There’s a scene where they’re trapped in a jail cell, and they look up, and there’s a  
3-year-old, and he’s got a gun and starts pointing it at the couple in the jail cell. And the 
kid’s just smiling. Totally nuts.— E L I  R OT H ,  W R I T E R / D I R E C TO R ,  ‘ H O S T E L , ’  ‘C A B I N  F E V E R ’

• What makes Freaks (1932) frightening at a primitive level is its 

cast: The deformed circus performers were real sideshow 

attractions. We know they’re being exploited for sensationalism’s 

sake, but that’s how they earned a living in those rubbernecking 

times. Tod Browning’s film preserved a carny subculture that nobody 

belonged to by choice. Frequently crude filmmaking and artless 

dialogue augment the queasy effect, but there’s nothing inept about 

the “wedding feast” and the terrifying climax.—TO M  C A R S O N

THE SCARIEST...
UNDERRATED 
CLASSIC

HORROR MOVIE

BABADOOK

stuff that frightens 

mortgage-holders 

(children in peril, 

sudden collapses 

in property values, 

clown dolls). It’s 

effectively a  

war movie about  

a family defending 

itself against an 

uprising of lost 

souls, and  

the battlefield is  

a suburban-

California house. 

— J E S S I C A  W I N T E R

THE SCARIEST...  UNDERRATED CLASSIC  
(SCARED-THE-SHIT-OUTTA-YOUR-DAD EDITION)

SCARED-THE-
SHIT-OUTTA-

YOUR-GRANDDAD 
EDITION

SCARED-THE-SCARED-THE-
SHIT-OUTTA-SHIT-OUTTA-SHIT-OUTTA-

YOUR-GRANDDAD YOUR-GRANDDADYOUR-GRANDDAD
EDITIONEDITIONEDITION

THE SCARIEST…  
Horror-Movie Monsters According to 
Monster Maestro Guillermo del Toro

Ringu’ s Sadako
← 1998

“I literally yelped and 

moved away from 

the screen when she 

comes out of the TV.”

Alien’ s alien
← 1979

“The silhouette: 

long lines, pipes that 

protrude from the 

back, and the tail.”

Queen of Blood’ s 
alien queen
← 1966

“A hemophiliac 

alien. Biologically 

perverse.”

Possession’ s 
“demonic squid”
← 1981

“Mostly he’s in bed 

waiting for the next 

fuck. Looks fantastic.”

• Poltergeist (1982)  

is lodged in the 

collective cultural 

memory as a  

kiddie-scare flick 

with a catchphrase.  

But it’s actually a 

rare example of  

a fiendishly efficient 

all-ages horror 

movie, blending the 

stuff that frightens 

kids (thunderstorms, 

monsters in the 

closet, clown  

dolls) with the  

you have to see right now
THE SCARIEST...
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• The Blair 
Witch Project 
(1999) gave me 

nightmares  

for about a year.  

It still causes  

major problems  

in my personal 

relationship with 

Joshua Leonard, 

one of the movie’s 

stars. I have a  

hard time being 

around him 

whenever he’s 

facing a corner. 

Like, We can  
hang out; you just  
gotta stay in  
the middle of the 
fucking room,  
dude. That image 

was ingrained in  

my subconscious 

forever. Something 

about the way  

the movie is shot, 

with the lo-fi 

camera, gave a  

bit of intimacy  

to it all. It was  

just unique and 

unsettling. There 

was no thinking;  

it was mostly  

just urinating. 

— M A R K  D U P L A S S , 
A C TO R / F I L M M A K E R

toe
Lake Placid 

1999

» The films that have really scared me give me the feeling that 
whoever made it is dangerous and crazy. Like The Texas Chain 
Saw Massacre (1974). I really, literally, thought that was made by  
a Manson Family–like group in Texas somewhere. As a filmmaker,  
you have to cross those lines. The audience has to feel like the director 
is dangerous: He crossed lines he shouldn’t cross, and he might 
put anything up on the screen.—W E S  C R AV E N ,  F I L M M A K E R ,  ‘ S C R E A M ’ 
S E R I E S ,  ‘A  N I G H T M A R E  O N  E L M  ST R E E T, ’  ‘ T H E  L A S T  H O U S E  O N  T H E  L E F T ’

• I was 14 when 

I saw The Exorcist 

(1973) ; thereafter, 

for many years,  

I wouldn’t, couldn’t, 

be left alone in a 

room at night. Bad 

dreams revolved 

around scenes  

in the movie. If  

I became feverish,  

I was pretty sure  

it was Pazuzu— 

the evil spirit who 

inhabits Linda 

Blair—come to 

mess me up. And 

Ouija boards? 

Forget it! But the 

real horror is the 

horrible realization 

that darkness  

may really win out 

over good, that  

our universe is 

bursting at the 

seams with violence 

and entropy. It’s  

the horror of a 

really sweet, loving, 

decent kid—just 

like all of us, for 

fuck’s sake!—

suddenly turned 

against her mother 

and a bunch  

of priests, even,  

with such rabid 

malevolence that 

there seems no 

justice in the world. 

— M I C H A E L 
PAT E R N I T I

entire
body

Videodrome 
1983

eyeball
Un Chien 
Andalou 

1929

tongue
Blood Feast 

1963

jaw
The Fly  

1986

arm
127 Hours  

2010

hand
Evil Dead 2 

1987

fingernail
Stir of Echoes 

1999

spine 
Species 

1995 intestines 
Day of the 

Dead  
1985

veins
A Nightmare 

on Elm Street 3: 
Dream Warriors 

1987

stomach
Alien  
1979

legs
Shaun of 
the Dead 

2004

achilles 
tendon

Pet Sematary 
1989

foot
Saw 
2004

ankle
Misery 

1990

THE SCARIEST... 
MOVIE THAT 
SCARED ME 
OFF HORROR 
MOVIES

THE SCARIEST... 

UNDERRATED 
CLASSIC
(Scared-the-Shit-Outta–
Mark Duplass Edition)

THE HORROR-MOVIE 
SEVERED-BODY-PART CHART

head
Friday the 13th 
Part VIII: Jason 

Takes Manhattan 
1989

scalp
Maniac 

2012

clitoris 
Antichrist 

2009

balls 
Planet 
Terror  
2007

dong
Cannibal 

Holocaust 
1980

teeth
Oldboy 

2003

THE SCARIEST...
CHARACTER in

is ACTUALLY 
THE DIRECTOR
is ACTUALLY 
THE DIRECTOR

HORRORHORRORHORRORHORROR
YACTUALLYTUALLY

The most squeamish, most blood-spattered, most WTF-just-happened? 
instances of on-screen dismemberment
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» Easily the most traumatizing aspect of The Omen (1976) is 
what it sounds like. It’s a noisy film replete with bloodcurdling 
screams—but what really gets under your skin is the cacophony 
of dog attacks, baboon screeches, and sheer ghoulishness of 
happy kids shrieking and then going silent for the ropy recoil  
of a noose. Zero suspension of disbelief required. It was to me 
entirely plausible that Lucifer’s son was a podgy English boy  
in a spread-collar, bell-bottom pile-fabric suit, and a kid being 
diabolical scared me as a non-practicing baby Catholic. I was  
trapped in the catch-22 of believing in hell just enough to think 
that doubting it all would send me there.— M A RY  H . K .  C H O I

THE SCARIEST... 

HORROR MOVIE

LOUDEST,LOUDEST,LOUDEST,LOUDEST,

E F F L U V I U M :
Pig smoothies

M O V I E : Saw III 
← 2006

S C E N E :  A man 

is imprisoned  

in a massive  

vat while a 

conveyor belt 

drops dead pigs 

into a grinder  

and the resulting 

sludge belches 

out onto him. 

E F F L U V I U M :
Poop

M O V I E :
The Human 
Centipede II  
(Full Sequence) 
← 2011

S C E N E :  The 

victims of  

the ten-strong 

daisy chain 

each have bouts 

of explosive 

diarrhea in and 

on each other. 

THE SCARIEST... 

FLUID & BILE & BARF (OH MY!)
E F F L U V I U M :
Bug bile

M O V I E : The Fly
← 1986

S C E N E :  Seth 

Brundle vomits 

copious amounts 

of acidic bile  

onto doughnuts so 

he can slurp up  

the stinking sauce. 

E F F L U V I U M :
Vomit

M O V I E : City of 
the Living Dead 

← 1980

S C E N E :  A young 

lady receives a hex, 

then vomits out her 

intestinal tract.

E F F L U V I U M :
Blood

M O V I E : Andy 
Warhol’s Dracula 
← 1974

S C E N E :  Dead-virgin 

blood is sopped up 

with Italian bread.

THE 5 NOT-SCARIEST
HORROR-MOVIE TROPES

• I jumped up 

and ran screaming 

to the back of  

the theater but 

eventually sat back 

down, because  

I was fascinated.  

I saw It Came  
from Outer Space 

(1953) in 3-D, which  

was not a good 

thing for a young 

kid. A meteor  

(we find out later 

it’s a spaceship) 

streaks across the 

desert night sky. 

Cut to an angle 

where the burning 

ball of fire comes 

hurtling straight 

into the camera 

and explodes.  

I didn’t understand 

anything. Why is 
this meteor blowing
up in my face? 

Horror works best 

when you’re young, 

when we have 

these imaginations 

that are still very 

active. As you get 

older, your 

knowledge of your 

own limits, and of 

death, sometimes 

takes away from 

horror’s appeal. 

— J O H N 
C A R P E N T E R , 
C R E ATO R , 
‘ H A L LO W E E N ’

THE SCARIEST... 
MOVIE  
I WATCHED 
AS A KID

• In 1974, with the bad half of a marijuana 

cigarette in me, I experienced this film  

on Hollywood Boulevard that just rocks my 

world: Sisters (1973) plays on the fear of 

Siamese twins. The Brian De Palma film  

stars Margot Kidder, in French-Canadian 

lushness. And there’s a phenomenal mad 

doctor played by William Finley. He’s  

like a giant sweating grasshopper. It’s just 

an incredible performance; he literally  

cuts the Siamese twins in half so that he  

can fuck one of them. I’m sure there’s a  

Blu-ray out. It would look great on a fifty-

inch flat-screen with curvature in the  

goddamn man  cave.— R O B E R T  E N G L U N D , 
A C TO R  ( F R E D DY  K R U E G E R )

THE SCARIEST... MOVIE ABOUT 

HIGH

SIAMESE-TWIN  SISTERS 

TO WATCH WHILE 

E F F L U V I U M :
Rotting rotten 

things

M O V I E :
Phenomena 
← 1984

S C E N E :  The 

leading lady falls 

into a noxious 

pit of putrefying 

bodies, maggots, 

and liquid filth. 

E F F L U V I U M :
Semen

M O V I E :
Ichi the Killer  
← 2001

S C E N E :  Its 

opening credits—

the title treatment 

rises from a 

dripping puddle 

of jizz.— C H R I S 
A L E X A N D E R , 
E D I TO R , 
‘ FA N G O R I A , ’ 
‘ G O R E Z O N E , ’ 
A N D  ‘ D E L I R I U M ’ 
M A G A Z I N E S

SCREECHIEST, 

CREEPIEST-SOUNDING 

3. Cursed 

objects

You were too 

lazy to create a 

compelling villain, 

so you hired an  

old music box. 

4. A famous 

person playing 

a seemingly 

minor part 

Guess who did it.

5. Torture

Why would I want 

to see this? People 

who like Hostel are 

messed up. 
— D R E W  M A G A RY

1. Ghost kids

Real kids are  

way scarier. They 

throw things  

and hit people 

and scream in 

the dark.  

2. Flashing  

a ghost  

face for, 

like, half  

a second

Will you let  

me see the  

damn ghost? Let 

it haunt me with 

paranoia that  

an unspeakable  

evil awaits me. 

That’s what 

makes horror 

movies fun! 

,
SCREECHIEST, SCREECHIEST, 
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» David Lynch taps into something unexplainable. Like the scene in Mulholland Dr. 
where two people meet up in a diner in the middle of the day and one of the guys 
describes his dreams to the other guy. It’s one of the scariest scenes ever committed to 
film, but it shouldn’t be. Lynch is able to tap into something that’s scary for human 
beings: fear of the unknown. A big cliché about Lynch is that his films are dreamlike, 
but it’s true. Dreams follow weird logic. Lynch’s films are like that: feels like a 
nightmare.— L E I G H  W H A N N E L L ,  W R I T E R ,  ‘ SAW ’  A N D  ‘ I N S I D I O U S ’  S E R I E S

• The reason I made Young Frankenstein 

(1974) was because when I was 5 or 6  

years old, I was scared out of my wits by 

James Whale’s Frankenstein (1931). I could 

not get images of Boris Karloff’s face  

out of my head. I would see him in every 

alley and around every dark corner. One 

very hot night in July, I asked my mother 

to close my bedroom window. In Brooklyn 

in 1931, there was no such thing as air-

conditioning. I explained that Frankenstein 

(that is what we mistakenly called The 

Monster) was out to get me! And since my 

bedroom window was on the fire escape, 

it would be easy for him to climb up and 

crush me like a bug. My mother patiently 

explained that he would have to crawl out 

of his burning cellar in Transylvania and 

find the money to buy a railway ticket to 

get a train to take him to Hamburg. He 

would then have to raise the money to buy 

a boat ticket to get from Hamburg to New 

York City. When he landed in New York, he 

would have to find the right subway train 

to take him to Brooklyn. He would have to 

ask a lot of people to find out where I lived, 

and she was sure nobody would tell him.  

I said, “Okay, leave the window open!” And 

that’s why I’m alive today.— M E L  B R O O K S

THE SCARIEST... 

HORROR CLASSIC

that INSPIRED THE

     FUNNIEST 
COMEDY     
    CLASSIC

T H E  E Y E S 
“A forty-five-degree-angled 

brow is unsettling.”

T H E  M O U T H
“Anything that can  

bite your head off.”

T H E  O B S C U R I T Y 
“Not really knowing what’s 

there is always scary. ”

Anatomy of a Monster’s Face

T H E  C O N T E X T
“There’s a saying:  

A clown at midnight 

is scary. I guess 

clowns are kind of 

scary already, but 

you get the point.”

— R I C K  B A K E R ,  
A C A D E M Y  A W A R D –
W I N N I N G  S P E C I A L-
M A K E U P - E F F E C T S 

A R T I S T

The campaign for ‘You’re Next’: Ads 
for films like ‘The Big Wedding’ are 
superimposed with faint images of  
a ‘You’re Next’ masked murderer.  
The effect: panic that he’s behind  
you. These, along with posters for ‘Saw’  
and ‘Hostel,’ are the brainchild of 
Lionsgate’s chief marketing officer, Tim 
Palen. Here, his scariest-poster picks.

Rosemary’s Baby
← 1968

“So iconographic 

and smart  

and spooky at 

the same time.  

It just didn’t  

look like a  

horror movie. 

Beautiful  

and haunting.”

The Conjuring
← 2013

“There’s a 

shadow on the 

ground of a  

body hanging. 

That was such a 

smart, brave 

thing to do. The 

most scary part 

of it you might 

not ever see. ‘It’s 

just for us. It’ll be 

our little secret.’�”

The Exorcist
← 1973

“That silhouette 

of the exorcist 

under the 

streetlight— 

a beautiful, 

simple, kind of 

innocuous  

image for a  

really terrifying 

movie. Your 

imagination fills 

in the blanks.”

THE SCARIEST... 

HORROR MAKER  
WHO DOESN’T ACTUALLY 
MAKE HORROR MOVIES 
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THE SCARIEST... 
MOVIE POSTERS, FROM 
THE GUY BEHIND THOSE 
‘YOU’RE NEXT’ ADS
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» Halloween III: Season of the Witch (1982) has a 
horrible subplot about a deranged mask manufacturer, Silver 
Shamrock, who, for some reason, designed these masks  
that you can pick up at any drugstore. But this guy has put in 
chips—this is so absurd I can’t even explain it—which I think  
he got from Stonehenge. On Halloween night, these chips  
get activated and fill kids’ heads with beetles, crickets, and  
snakes, and your entire head becomes this pulsating mass with 
beetles and crickets and snakes. The most awful thing I’ve  
ever seen.— B R E T  E A S TO N  E L L I S ,  A U T H O R ,  ‘A M E R I C A N  P S YC H O ’

THE SCARIEST... 

ON-SCREEN DEATH   HINT: IT’S IN THE  HAL LOWEENHAL LOWEENHAL LOWEENHAL LOWEEN

Q
WHAT COULD 
POSSIBLY 
SCARE O. J. 
SIMPSON? 
THE SCARIEST... 
WOMAN ON FILM

...is Catherine Deneuve in 
Repulsion (1965).

• She sees hands coming out of the wall 

and a guy breaking into her room. It  

gets under your skin. You feel like you’re 

going crazy yourself.— G E O R G E  R O M E R O, 
D I R E C TO R ,  ‘ N I G H T  O F  T H E  L I V I N G  D E A D ’

• I’ve had crazy blonde girlfriends, and this 

focuses on a psychotic blonde repulsed by 

sex and by men who does the unthinkable.  

I married a brunette.— N I C K  C A R T E R , 
S I N G E R ,  T H E  B A C K S T R E E T  B OY S

THE SCARIEST... 
Movie 
You Don’t 
Actually 
Want to 
Watch

• It goes beyond 

any bounds of 

good taste:  

It’s so violent,  

so bloody, so 

nasty. The thing  

I remember the 

most is a scene 

where they kill  

a huge river turtle. 

No way is that 

entertaining in 

any way. You can 

see it’s real.  

They rip the shell 

off, you know, 

they kill it all on 

camera, and  

it’s just horrible. 

And then they 

move right from 

that to other 

people doing 

things that are 

obviously fake, 

but just as nasty 

and brutally 

violent. It’s the 

closest thing 

you’re going to  

get to watching  

a snuff film, other 

than actually 

watching a  

snuff film if they 

actually exist.  

So yeah, there’s 

the feel-bad 

movie of your  

fall: Cannibal 
Holocaust 
(1980).— R O B 
Z O M B I E ,  W R I T E R /
D I R E C TO R ,  ‘ H O U S E  
O F  1 0 0 0  C O R P S E S ’

JULIEANNE SMOLINSKI EXPLAINS WHAT THE MOST 
BLOODCURDLING SCREAMS IN HORROR ACTUALLY SOUND LIKE

THE SCARIEST…SCREAMS,  
WAILS, AND CRIES ON-SCREEN

THREEQUEL 

A
I watched Alien (1979) at an industry 

screening two rows behind O. J. Simpson. 

That moment where the alien comes out of 

the guy’s stomach took me out of my chair. 

I would’ve been embarrassed if Simpson 

hadn’t jumped higher. If it could scare the 

Juice, I was okay.— S E A N  C U N N I N G H A M , 
D I R E C TO R ,  ‘ F R I DAY  T H E  1 3 T H ’

the movie:  

Invasion of the Body Snatchers (1978)

          the screamer: Donald Sutherland

              sounds like: Black Friday Walmart 

        shoppers fighting
 their way out of hell

 
SEE PAGE 156 FOR A CALMER, QUIETER SUTHERLAND.

the movie: Aliens (1986)

the screamer: Bill Paxton
sounds like: The most  
terrible scream you can’ t hear
in space

the movie: Jaws (1975)

 the screamer:  
Susan Backlinie
sounds like:  

A shark eating a lady

the movie: The Thing (1982)                   the screamer: Peter Maloneysounds like:  Annie Potts getting a Civil War                        amputation x 100,000
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Can Women 
Be Douchebags?

 There may be one thing left that  

 little girls can never be when  

 they grow up. The last glass  

 ceiling left unbroken. Something  

 that perhaps no amount of  

 leaning in could ever bestow on  

 a woman: the title of douchebag.  

 Can that way-too-often-used  

 label we give That Guy be applied  

 to the other half of the species?  

 L A U R E N  B A N S  has the answer 
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“asshole.”) But once upon three decades 
ago, its meaning was much clearer. Let’s 
revisit the etymology: The contents of a 
douchebag are meant to sanitize an area 
inside the vagina owner that already self-
sanitizes. The douche presupposes that 
lady bits need to be chemically rinsed. 
(Whereas the nut sack: nature’s per-
fume!) It is an overreaching tool of a dumb  
patriarchal society. And that is what a 
douchebag is, too, pejoratively speaking—
an overreaching tool. 

Consider our consensus d-bags: The 
backward-hat-wearing frat dude. The 
guy who wears Ed Hardy and approaches 

ladies at the bar with lines like “Did you 
sit in sugar? Cuz that is a sweet ass.” Then 
there are the celebrity douches, as famous 
for their douchery as for whatever it is they 
think they’re famous for. For instance, 
John Mayer: indie Lothario. Or Dane Cook, 
he of the “Let’s just turn o≠ the lights and 
play a game called Who’s in My Mouth?” 
joke. They’re all basically a parody of their 
own gender—men who make their obnox-
ious form of masculinity into a kind of pub-
lic performance. As if our culture needed 
more XY bravado. 

Now, certainly there are women who 
are guilty of the gender equivalent—
i.e., playing real-life Jessica Rabbits. 

Hello, strippers! Outsize femininity is a 
freakin’ job for us. But as the aggrieved 
social party here—in the words of Lily 
Allen, “It’s hard out here for a bitch”—
it’s almost a form of survival. The per-
formance isn’t so much douchey for 
women as it is sad. Because almost all  
overwrought feminine performance is 
for the benefit of…the douchebag. (Again, 
strippers.) And what do women get in 
return? A slew of really nice compliments! 
Trollop, slut, tart… Should I go on? The 
playing field just isn’t fair. 

Which is why it’s good that we have 
an insult built just for dudes, and in par-

ticular for the out-of-whack 
male ego. Chris Brown is a 
douche, obviously. There is 
nothing more performatively 
macho than punching every-
thing you see. But here’s a 
weirder one: Topher Grace 
is a douche. He re-cuts an 
already perfect movie like 
Close Encounters of the Third 
Kind and holds a screening 
of his version. The sixty-
fourth-greatest movie of 
ALL TIME! The fact that he 
thinks he’s the guy to med-
dle with Steven Spielberg’s 
artistic vision makes him a 
douchebag. James Franco is 
a special brand of d-bag: the 
douchebag who knows he’s 
a douchebag and greets this 
knowledge with a simple (yet 
douchey) Cheshire-cat grin. 
Self-awareness isn’t always a 
corrective. Just sayin’. 

Please don’t be sore about 
this. After all, men can’t be 
called bitches. Or rather, they 
can be called bitches, but not 
in the true sense of the word. 
It changes the whole mean-
ing. You’re emasculating 
him, essentially labeling him 
a “pussy.” (Relatedly: ugh, 

that word.) You can only call females—or, 
fine, female dogs, too—bitches and have it 
be semantically accurate. That is, there’s no 
way for one dude to call his bro a bitch and 
have it communicate: “Hey man! You’re act-
ing really mean and commanding.” 

Fret not, though! There are plenty of 
other fun words to call the special lady 
in your life who happens to be acting like 
a big jerk. Next time try dick, asshole,  
fuckface, twizzletit, or cockmuppet. (Just 
not cunt. NEVER cunt.) She might storm 
out of the bar, but at least she’ll appreciate 
your grasp of semantics. 

lauren bans is a gq correspondent.

L E T ’ S  S A Y  T H E R E ’ S  a Build-a-Douchebag  
store, and you’re tasked with creating the 
ultimate douche. He’d have the overly 
coi≠ed wheat-field hair of Justin Bieber. 
The aggressive arrogance of Donald 
Trump. The unearned bravado of Jeremy 
Piven. Each of them is a verified douche-
bag, at least according to the Internet: 
All three are members of an online slide-
show titled “60 Biggest Douchebags 
in the Entertainment Industry,” along 
with Dr. Phil, Bobby Brown, and Taylor 
Lautner, the kid whose chest played the 
werewolf in Twilight. The list features 
douchebags who are di≠erent in every 
way imaginable, from age, 
race, and profession to 
the kind of stupid hat they 
wear. They only have one 
thing in common: None of  
them are women.

You’d think an insult that 
derives its name from the 
pouch of cleansing fluid 
a lady squeezes into her 
vagina would be gender-
neutral. And sure, it’s not 
like a woman has never been 
called a douche before. But 
on the whole, the term is 
used astronomically more 
often to describe men than 
it is to describe non-men. 
Of course everyone, regard-
less of which sex organ is 
hiding in his/her pants, 
can definitely be called one. 
Turn to the person on your 
right. Is it a woman? Say, 
“You’re a douchebag.” There, 
you’ve done it. But being 
a douchebag is a whole 
other matter. This is about 
nomenclature, people. It’s 
about taxonomy. So yes, you 
can call a woman a douche-
bag—as in, you may form the 
thought in your brain and 
allow the sound to come out 
of your mouth—but if you do, you’re using 
the word wrong. It’s really just that sim-
ple. And as our insults get ever more spe-
cialized and ubiquitous (next essay: “Pray 
Tell, GQ, What Is a Douche-Nozzle?”), we 
need to be ever more rigorous about our 
insult deployment. 

Don’t worry, though: You’re not nec-
essarily a douchebag for using “douche-
bag” incorrectly. Almost everyone does it. 
Part of the problem is that the word itself 
gets grossly overused. In recent years, it’s 
become a kind of fishing net for all human 
garbage. (See: Matt Taibbi titled his 
Rollingstone.com obit of Andrew Breitbart 
“Death of a Douche.” He clearly meant 

YOU CAN CALL A WOMAN A DOUCHEBAG—AS IN, YOU MAY FORM THE 

THOUGHT IN YOUR BRAIN AND ALLOW THE SOUND TO COME OUT  

OF YOUR MOUTH—BUT IF YOU DO, YOU’ RE USING THE WORD WRONG.
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The Ghosts of Afghanistan  
Will Show Up Everywhere*
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Coming 
Home

 After five years in an elite Special Operations unit, the  

 author decided it was time for a quieter life. But when he  

 left raids in Iraq and Afghanistan for a job as an ROTC  

 instructor in Albuquerque, the phantoms of his past just kept  

 appearing anyway. It took landing a gig as an extra on the  

 last season of Breaking Bad to show him just how bizarre living  

 life as a normal citizen could be ✒ W I L L  M A C K I N 

 B L A C K  O P S

In 2011, I quit the  
wars for good. I had 
been part of an elite 
Special Operations 
team in the Navy.  
I spent a lot of years 
trying to join that 
team, and when  
I finally did, I thought 
I’d never leave.  
It was everything I’d 
imagined: that rare 
place where I got to  
do my job with almost 
zero interference.  
The men and women  
I worked with were 
phenomenal, the  
work itself urgent  
and addictive. But 
deployment after 
deployment, raid after 
raid, had taken their 
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“I want to be part of something bigger 
than myself,” she said.

“I like freedom and helping people,” she 
said. 

And so on. She kept up a good pace, and 
I couldn’t argue with any of it. She must’ve 
stopped talking at some point, though, and 
a silence followed. Leaning into my field of 
vision, the dad ventured, “Have you been to 
the war, if you can call it that?” 

Helmand Province,  
Afghanistan, 2009

T H E  O F F I C I A L  N A M E S  of our night raids 
were arbitrary by design —Operation 
Supernaut, for instance, had nothing to 
do with Black Sabbath. Operation White 
Donkey was the exception.  

It happened on a summer’s night at 
the southernmost end of the easternmost 
valley of Helmand Province. Our intelli-
gence analysts had traced a nefarious sig-
nal to a compound on a hill and reported 
it to the ground-force commander, a man 
I’ll call Q. Q was an amateur boxer with 

perpetual onion breath. He also possessed 
an uncanny clairvoyance when it came 
to identifying the enemy. In making the 
decision whether or not to raid this com-
pound, Q studied the drone feed. Orbiting 
high above the compound, the drone sent 
back an infrared image of its large rectan-
gular courtyard, with rooms on the north 
side. Men milled about under the stars. 
Midnight was fast approaching, but the 
day’s heat still leaked from the ground, cre-
ating a thermal haze in which men looked 
like phantoms and vice versa. 

Q decided we should go. So that night 
we rode two Chinooks west from our base 
in Kandahar over the mountains and into 
the valley. We ran at the compound on 
night vision, with Q and the assaulters in 
the lead. A door in the southern wall stood 
open. A white donkey was in the courtyard 
on the other side.   

Jupiter happened to be low in the sky, 
and maybe that’s what caused the donkey 
to phosphoresce. It stood shaking in an 
eastern corner. The assaulters were run-
ning through the rooms on the north 

collective toll. The work I did was classified, 
and the separation I was able to maintain 
between my two lives—the one I lived with 
the team, conducting counterterrorism 
worldwide, versus my life as a father, who 
operated out of a white house with black 
shutters in Virginia Beach—remained 
intact well into my fifth year with the 
team, at which time things started to  
go a little haywire.

For example, I once went to the gro-
cery store down the street from my home, 
where I followed the Muzak to the wine 
aisle and found a guy I’d seen shotgun an 
insurgent’s head o≠ in Hit, Iraq, trying 
to decide between an Asti Spumante and 
a Chardonnay. On di≠erent runs to the 
same aisle, I’d find the headless insurgent 
instead, faced with the same impossible 
choice. I called the Navy personnel o∞ce 
and told the o∞cer in charge that I wanted 
to get as far away from Virginia Beach as 
possible. He tapped on his keyboard in 
search of open assignments. “What do you 
know about Albuquerque?” he asked.

I knew what I’d seen on Breaking Bad. 
And my wife was on board with the move, 
as long as it meant I’d be around more, 
which I would. I would be a Navy ROTC 
instructor at the University of New Mexico, 
so I’d have a college professor’s schedule, 
with weekends, holidays, and summers 
free. And I’d never deploy again. In July 
of that year, we moved from Virginia to  
New Mexico. I bought a house not far from 
the clinic where Walter White had learned 
he was sick. I enrolled my son and daughter 
at the school where Walt had taught chem-
istry. I took my son dirt biking in the desert 
where Walt and his former student Jesse 
had teamed up to cook meth in their RV. 

ROTC was a big change of pace from the 
team. I spent hours in my corner o∞ce, 
lost in thought. Students provided wel-
come interruptions. Otherwise, I hosted 
demons and the occasional hostile par-
ent. I remember one dad who’d brought 
his daughter in for an interview. He men-
tioned a Colonel So-and-So. 

Do you know him? No? Probably ’cause 
he’s runnin’ black ops up in the hills of 
Gookystan. Are you Academy? Huh. Well, 
my daughter stands an excellent chance 
of acceptance. This place (he surveyed my 
o∞ce, nails poking out of the brick walls, 
trash can under a leaky swamp cooler) is 
her backup. 

Dad took a seat in the corner. The 
daughter, not much older than mine, sat 
across from my desk. She shone with the 
golden aura of those with their whole lives 
ahead of them. 

“Why join the Navy?” I asked her.
“I love my country,” she said, “and I want 

to give something back.”

○ Greeting ghosts of dead Iraqis at the grocery store got the author thinking. He needed a change.
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Albuquerque, 2011

D O W N T O W N  T E N D E D  to remain in the 
shadow of the mountains long after sun-
rise. Eastbound on Lomas on my way to 
the ROTC unit, I always caught the stop-
light at University. Staked into the dirt 
between me and the westbound lanes were 
three signs. The first said earn $1000/
day from home. The second, talk to 
live girls now. The third, appear on 
breaking bad. I dismissed them equally 
until a friend sent his head shot to the 
e-mail address on the third sign and was 
cast in a scene. I sent in my passport photo. 

The casting agent called on a Tuesday 
night, asking if I’d play a DEA agent. And 
by Wednesday morning, I was sitting on a 
low wall surrounding the dusty front yard 
of a casita o≠ Copper Avenue. As an extra 
for this particular scene, I wore an imita-
tion bulletproof vest and a drop holster 
with a rubber gun. Similarly costumed, a 
substitute teacher and a firefighter stood 
by while a fourth extra with Hollywood 
features practiced his draw on a hedgerow.    

Crewmen rigged wires, booms, dol-
lies, and bounce boards in the yard. They 
erected banks of tungsten lighting, all 
aimed at the front door. When they turned 
all the lights on, the brightness mim-
icked fusion. A young technician hopped 
into the light with a handheld sensor. He 
knocked on the front door, and Shadow 
Mike answered.

Each main character had a lighting dou-
ble. In this case, Shadow Mike resembled 
Jonathan Banks, the actor who played Mike 
Ehrmantraut, a pragmatic ex-cop turned 
consigliere and my favorite character. 

Shadow Mike stood in the doorway while 
the technician took readings of luminos-
ity and flux about his person via the sen-
sor. In the doorway of his would-be home,  
this version of Mike appeared uncharac-
teristically domestic. No longer the assas-
sin, he was just a man looking out at the  
world from the portal of his domicile, 
somewhat perplexed. 

The technician gave a thumbs-up. A 
large man in a DEA windbreaker appeared 
in the doorway and hollered, “Extras, on 
me!” The fireman, the teacher, and I made 
our way onto the porch. Hollywood hol-
stered his piece and joined us. 

“I’m Special Agent X, consultant to the 
show,” the man said. “We’re gonna raid this 
house, and I’m gonna show you how to do 
it. Now, if you would please line up…” 

“Hold on,” Hollywood interrupted. “How 
do you guys draw? I mean, I played an Army 
guy once, and they, like, come up alongside 
their hip and push the weapon out.” 

“Your weapon will be drawn before the 
director calls for action,” Special Agent X 
explained.  

“Okay,” said Hollywood. “But I’d still like 
to know, how would I translate my weapon 
into a firing status? It speaks to mind-set.”  

“Just line up on the fuckin’ door,” said X. 

What I Know About What  
I  Don’t Know, and What I Don’t 
Know About What I Know 

L A T E  M O R N I N G ,  the sun’s heat pried 
its way into everything in the valley. It 
shoved the mountains aside and bowed 
out the courtyard’s adobe walls. It sucked 
the night’s chill out of the rooms, carrying 
the iron stink of the dead into the court-
yard. Older boys who’d survived the raid 
dragged their fathers, uncles, and broth-
ers out by the ankles while the heat forced 
open mortal wounds. Flies rose from these 
wounds like sparks from a fire. They mean-
dered and looped their way up the white 
donkey’s nostrils. They drank from my eye-
balls with their sponge-like tongues. This 
felt as unpleasant as it sounds, but there 
was nothing to be done; the flies were too 
numerous to kill.  

In our search of the compound the night 
before, we didn’t see any evidence to sup-
port the intelligence we had that they  
were Taliban. No chest racks, blasting caps, 
copper wire, stockpiles of ammonium 
nitrate. Not a single AK. This could’ve 
meant that the dead were such good 
Taliban they knew how to make them-
selves appear as farmers. Or they could’ve 
been actual farmers. Either way, head-
quarters wanted us to wait for the cavalry, 
then push north into the valley in order to 
search the villages there. 

side of the compound, killing whoever 
needed to die. The shots they fired sounded 
like banjo notes in my headset, while 
shrieks in the night sounded like shrieks in 
the night. No enemy returned fire. 

I did a lot of jobs on the team, but the 
one I liked best was joint terminal attack 
controller. As a JTAC, I went on night raids 
with, and called in air strikes to support, our 
team. Night raids were our bread and but-
ter, during which we caused much havoc, 
raised much hell, and killed lots of enemy. 

After checking in with aircraft over-
head, I searched the courtyard for Q and 
found him on the west side, opposite the 
donkey, looking down upon a raised cylin-
der of earth.  

The cylinder was about ten feet in 
diameter, with a wooden post at its cen-
ter. It was like nothing I’d seen. Its sur-
face, maybe three feet o≠ the ground, 
was scratched and rocky. Arcs had been 
scribed into the dirt at various radii from 
the post. It didn’t seem nefarious, but it 
was curious. At the end of each arc was 
the stone that had apparently carved it. 
Through the goggles, the stones glowed 
with residual heat. Whatever had dragged 
them across the surface was a mystery.

“Terp!” yelled Q. 
Rudy, our native Afghan interpreter, 

trotted over.
“What the fuck is this?” Q asked, point-

ing at the circle.
Rudy, hands in pockets, shrugged.  

Q returned to the task at hand. With six 
enemy killed and not a scratch on one of 
us, we began our search of the compound. 
The white donkey’s neck strained, its eyes 
bugged, and it loosed a loud, harsh cry.

○ Helmand Province, 2009: the author, mugging for a picture he sent his kids.

WE FOUND NO EVIDENCE LINKING THE DEAD TO THE  

TALIBAN. MAYBE THEY KNEW HOW TO MAKE THEMSELVES 

APPEAR AS FARMERS. OR MAYBE THEY WERE FARMERS.
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Implicit in my ques-
tion was the payo≠ stipu-
lated in the flyers kicked 
out the backs of PSYOP 
birds all over Helmand—
tractors, livestock, and 
cash in exchange for 
information. 

“I’d rather not,” the 
man replied. 

The rototiller shut 
down, the peep-show 
villagers disappeared. 
Heat wedged between 
my ears and buzzed.  
I knew how to say good-
bye in Pashto. Afterward 
the man continued 
down the path into the 
chalky delta. There he 

re-arranged rocks into signature piles,  
staking his claims from the dead. 

Toy Guns

T H E  C O S T U M E  S H O P  had issued us rub-
ber guns. I got an M9 that felt and looked 
like the real thing. My old team had used 
rubber guns, too—MP5s, M60s, AKs, and 
416s. We carried them during training 
when we jumped out of planes, or on long 
rucks through the woods, or on open ocean 
swims—whenever we wanted to carry the 
bulk and the weight of an actual weapon 
without carrying the associated risks. 
We called these rubber guns “shapes.” 
When we trained for raids, we’d started 
with shapes before graduating to actual  
guns with live rounds. 

In Mike’s house, our shapes drawn, we 
lined up at the front door. X ran us through 
the raid. We funneled through the door, 
down the hall, turned into the living room. 
We hurried into a corner and clustered. 

“Questions?” X asked. 
 “Why bunch up like this? One Uzi spray 

could kill us all,” Hollywood said. 
“Look,” X said, “you ever raided a house 

before?”
“No…”
“Anyone here ever raided a goddamn 

house?” he asked, waving his shape at 
us. In training, we were taught not to 
point the muzzle at anything we did not 
intend to shoot—rubber or not, it made no 
di≠erence. Once, I’d accidentally pointed 
my muzzle at one of my teammates; it 
felt as if I’d shot him. Loss of trust was his 
ghost looking back. I realized X might not 
know what he was talking about. “ ’Cause 
if anyone here’s ever raided a goddamn 
house,” X continued, “I’ll gladly step aside 
and let you take over.”

The aggression I’d felt during night 
raids returned, but I kept my mouth shut.

“All right, then,” X said, holstering his 
shape. 

We followed him back out to the porch, 
where DEA agents Schrader and Gomez—
a.k.a. Dean Norris and Steven Michael 
Quezada, respectively—joined us. Hank 
Schrader was Walter’s brother-in-law, 
and Gomez was Hank’s right-hand man. 
I tried to figure out what the last season 
of the show would be about—apparently 
Heisenberg’s trail led the DEA to Mike. 
Filming began. A camera in the front yard 
shot outside in, another at the end of the 
hall shot inside out, while a third in the liv-
ing room captured the action in between. 
From the porch, we filed through the house 
and into our corner. Once the director 
called “Cut!” we reset on the porch.

After a few takes, an unhappy producer 
met us there. Clapping her hands, she 
started with Hank.   

“Don’t forget to limp,” she told him.
“Aye, aye, ma’am,” he said.
“You,” she said to the fireman. “Don’t 

look directly in the camera.” 
“Sorry about that,” the fireman said.  
 When she turned and nodded at me, her 

ponytail rose and fell.   
“And you need to enter with more inten-

sity,” she said. “You’re raiding a house. Your 
adrenaline is pumping. You don’t know 
what’s inside.” 

That Noise

T H E  B U Z Z I N G  in my head intensified 
with the heat, and the day grew long.  
The slower the sun tracked across the  
sky, the hotter it became and the deeper 
the buzz seemed to burrow in my mind. 
But I came to find out that others were 
hearing that noise, too. We sent Rudy to 
find out what it was.

By then the six dead were lined up shoul-
der to shoulder, center courtyard. The 
grandmother of the compound insisted 
on following a strict process and timeline 
for burial, lest, I figured, their souls wan-
der the earth forever. My experience sug-
gested that there was no way to prevent the 
dead, Taliban or not, from haunting one in 
a week’s or a year’s time. 

The grandmother, her one eye like a 
blastocyst, had taken charge of things. 
She had boys collecting stray parts, wash-
ing bodies, wrapping them in sheets. She 
paired two boys to haul o≠ the dead in a 
wheelbarrow. Still others she dispatched 
to collect rocks, in order to bury the 
dead above the hard ground. Rudy went 
to track her down but couldn’t find her. 
So he asked a boy who had been given 
the job of collecting stray shards of skull 
and dropping them into an empty face, 
“What’s that noise?” 

Q put an Australian SAS major in charge 
of a handful of us. Then he returned to 
Kandahar with the rest of the team. The 
cavalry, en route from their FOB over the 
southern horizon in MRAPs loaded with 
heavy-weapons platoons and mortar 
teams, would take several hours to arrive. 

We knew there were Taliban in the val-
ley, but we didn’t exactly know where they 
were or whether they’d choose to fight. To 
kill time, we tried to figure out the true 
nature of that dirt circle. Some guessed 
that it was a star chart, others a sundial. 
Meanwhile, we kept an eye out for any-
thing hostile. A signal mirror flashed high 
in the western mountains. A rototiller put-
tered in a northern field. Villagers peeped 
at us from beyond small-arms range. 
Everyone not us was suspect.  

One of our lookouts shouted that a 
farmer was coming down the path. Rudy 
and I went to check it out. We exited the 
same door that we’d entered just hours 
before, which now felt like a week ago. 
Over the acres of cracked earth around 
us were the rock piles that the villagers  
used to lay claim to their hectare of waste-
land. Millions of years ago, this ground 
might have been fertile. Now the delta  
of the chalk river that flowed down 
the valley’s center emptied into noth-
ing. A man with a hoe over his shoulder 
approached on this river. He greeted us 
with his hand on his heart. 

The man and I looked at each other 
while Rudy whispered my questions to him 
in Pashto and his answers to me in English. 
To wit:

“Are the men who live here Taliban?” I 
asked, thumbing toward the compound. 

“No, they’re just evil,” answered the man.
“What do you mean by evil?” 
“Profoundly immoral, wicked, depraved.” 
“Will you help me identify the evil 

ones?”

○ Packing rubber: the author, ready to raid a house on Breaking Bad.
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when the assistant director tapped me  
on the shoulder. 

“We need you back at the closet,” he said. 
From the closet, I could see through a 

door into the kitchen. They were prying up 
floorboards in the pantry. They put a light 
in the resulting hole. Out came this glow. 
Agent Gomez, a.k.a. Gomie, stood by, look-
ing into that glow. Again, cameras were set 
up to film from inside out and outside in. 
Pointing into the pantry, the director told 
Gomie, “You find something here.”  

“Okay. What’s my line?” Gomie asked.
“Just notify Hank of your discovery. 

Improvise. We’ll do a few takes.”
With everyone in place, the director 

called out, “Background!” This was my 
cue to search the closet. I’d patted halfway 
down my first sleeve when the director 
called for action. 

“Looks like we got something here, 
boss,” Gomie said.

Action!
“You’re gonna wanna check this out, 

boss.”
Action!
“You’re gonna wanna take a look at this.”
Action!
“You’re not going to believe this.”

“I Leave You Alone with the 
Americans for One Minute and 
Everything Goes to Shit”

T H E  P I S S E D - O F F  G R A N D M A  entered 
the courtyard via the south door, holding 
the hem of her chador over calloused feet. 
I didn’t need Rudy to interpret what she 
said when she scolded the boys. She paid 
no mind to the white donkey baring its 
teeth as she passed. She shooed flies while 
stepping over the dead. She disappeared 
through the door that led to the rooms 
that the assaulters had cleared the night 
before, and I followed her in. 

The growl grew louder as each succes-
sive door shrunk. Where Grandma slipped 

through, I had to squeeze. She got ahead 
of me in the darkness; I tracked her tiny 
footprints with my flashlight. I followed 
them through what might’ve been a refec-
tory, around a cold boiler in a hot room, 
across a boudoir. I caught up with her in a 
dusty antechamber. 

There the growl was loudest. On her 
hands and knees, Grandma rolled up a 
dusty rug. Under the rug was a trapdoor. 
Opening the trapdoor, she lifted out a girl.  

I shined my flashlight on the girl, and 
she stopped growling. She was wrapped 
head to toe in black fabric. Her eyelashes 
smashed against it. After snatching a leash 
out of the hole, Grandma carried her out. 
I followed them back into the day, to the 
west side of the courtyard, where Grandma 
released the girl onto the dirt circle and 
leashed her to the post. Later we’d com-
bine forces, push north, find nothing, and 
return to base not knowing for certain 
whether the dead had been Taliban. 

The grandmother stepped away. The girl 
righted herself with what looked some-
thing like flippers. She dragged herself the 
length of the leash, radially, before circum-
navigating the pole.  

Deleted Scene

A  L I G H T  S H O N E  straight down from the 
living room ceiling. Shadow Hank stood 
in that light while actual Hank discussed 
Gomie’s discovery with the producer in the 
kitchen. I listened from the closet. 

“So what did he find?” Hank asked.
“Something big,” the producer answered.
“Big as in what?”
“A possibility. We’re not sure what, or if 

we’ll even use it.” 
“How am I supposed to react if I don’t 

know what I’m reacting to?”
“You’ll think of something.” 
Shadow Hank had left a perfect beam 

of light for Hank. Hank thought of some-
thing, then stepped into that beam. 

Filming ended late. I stood in line to turn 
in my rubber gun and fake armor. I waited 
for a bus to take me to the parking lot 
where I’d left my car. The sun went down as 
I drove the interstate north toward home. 
The clouds turned orange and the moun-
tains pink. It was dark when I pulled into 
the driveway. 

Inside, my wife and kids were at the 
table, laughing and eating dinner. The light 
over the table shone on my empty plate. 
There was still plenty of food, and my fam-
ily was excited to hear all the details of the 
raid I’d been on that day. 

will mackin is retired from the Navy. 
He’s still waiting for another call from  
that casting agent.

It was something like a growl, on the 
lower registers of human. 

The boy shook his head and walked 
away. 

What’s My Line?

M I K E  S A T  I N  a lounge chair in front of 
a blank TV. It was one of those giant pre-
plasma jobs, standing angled in the corner. 
The movie Mike watched when this episode 
was televised, about a good cop in a bad 
town, would be dubbed in after the fact. 
Right now the only thing that appeared on-
screen was Mike’s reflection.

I stood behind Mike. Behind me, the 
firefighter removed bottles of peroxide 
from a cardboard box. The teacher stud-
ied the shelves of a bookcase. Mike’s wind-
breaker hung in an otherwise empty closet. 
My job was to reach in that closet and pat 
down the sleeves of the jacket from top to 
bottom, then pat them down again. 

My thoughts turned to another search, 
in Iraq, 2007. I was pulling apart a couch 
in a village outside Ramadi when a skel-
eton key popped out of the cushions and 
onto the floor. It opened a treasure chest 
full of wedding pictures, worthless cash, 
and a flash drive that led us to the next 
night’s target. 

I was startled by an assistant director 
standing so close. “I know it feels unnatu-
ral,” he whispered, “but I need you to slow 
way down.”

Now, had I been the military consultant 
to the show, I might have explained how 
it’s unnecessary to pussyfoot around with 
the sleeves of a windbreaker—just wad  
the jacket in a ball to feel for something 
and toss it aside. But I wasn’t, so I didn’t 
say anything. 

Once all the takes had been taken,  
Mike got out of his chair and walked 
toward the front door. Grips, ga≠ers, and 
extras followed. I needed to get home in 
time for dinner. I was almost out the door 

○ A moment of calm: the author on a mission days before Operation White Donkey.

1 3 0  G Q . C O M  N O V E M B E R  2 0 1 4

GQ

INTELLIGENCE

↑

Coming 
Home

WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://GQ.com
http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/
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WE ARE IN THE MIDST  
OF A TWEEDAISSANCE

Forget how stuffy British royals and your 

philosophy professor did it. The time for 

tweed is right now, baby. To look this great 

in herringbone, the suit just has to fit with 

laserlike precision. So look your tailor  

in the eye and tell him to bring his A game.

PEGGY SIROTA

YOU KNOW WHAT WE  
LOVE ABOUT MATTHEW 
MCCONAUGHEY? WE  
KEEP GETTING OLDER,  
AND HE JUST STAYS  
THE SAME AGE (AT  
LEAST IN SPIRIT) EVEN  
AS HE GLIDES WITH 
WOODERSONIAN EASE  
INTO ACT THREE OF A 
CAREER THAT SOMEHOW 
FEELS LIKE IT’S JUST 
GETTING STARTED

JUST KEEP

BRETT MARTIN
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suit $2,300 
and sweater $980 
Valentino

+

belt 
Dolce & Gabbana

pocket square 
Kaufman’s Army 
& Navy

vintage boots 
Nocona
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coat $298 
and vest $125 
Denim & Supply  
Ralph Lauren

+

jeans $345 
Simon Miller

boots $995 
and belt 
Ralph Lauren

watch 
Timex

bandanna 
Kaufman’s  
Army & Navy
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« « «
KICK THIS COAT’S ASS

Feel free to ignore all the kooky space-age fashion 
out there. McConaughey’s beat-up and broken-
down look is fresher than ever. Buy your  
jeans pre-distressed, but buy your tweed coat  
new and break it in the old-fashioned way.

BROTHERS AND SISTERS, behold  
the fruits of the McConaissance. The man 
himself is sitting in the back of a black 
chau≠eured Mercedes-Benz, gliding 
e≠ortlessly down the 405, relaxed, legs 
akimbo, wearing boots, gray jeans, a white 
V-neck, and sunglasses. On one knee is 
balanced a bottle of kombucha, the flavor of 
which, when combined with the packet of 
chewing tobacco tucked into his lower lip, 
can only be guessed at. On the other, there’s 
a brown leather journal with a turquoise 
clasp—a place to record stray thoughts, 
doodles, visual diagrams of future roles, 
and whatever else pops into his head. 

“A man should always have his diary 
on him,” Matthew McConaughey says, 
grinning, borrowing from Oscar Wilde. 
“That way he’s guaranteed to always  
have something incredible to read.” 

The car is bearing McConaughey from 
Los Angeles to San Diego, where he will 
make a surprise appearance at Comic-Con 
on behalf of Interstellar, the dimension-
bending Christopher Nolan epic he stars in 
this month. Afterward he and his family 
will board a private plane for Massachusetts, 
where he will shoot Gus Van Sant’s latest, 
The Sea of Trees. Both are the kind of  
role McConaughey wouldn’t have sni≠ed 
only a few years ago. The story of this 
transformation is repeated so often it’s 
taken on the quality of an American parable: 
Preternaturally talented young man gets 
lost in a maze of easy, interchangeable 
romantic comedies before suddenly seeing 
the light and getting serious. An Oscar, 
Emmy nominations, a whole new status 
follow. Lo, he is risen. 

The first sign that perhaps the story 
isn’t quite so simple may have come in 

McConaughey’s Oscar speech for Dallas 
Buyers Club, in every way the kind of Very 
Serious Movie designed to breed smug  
and sentimental showboating. Instead, it 
was old-school McConaughey—part flirt, 
part hippie preacher, all brash and cheerful 
self-regard. So much for killing the past.  
We even got an “All right, all right, all right.” 

In person, it’s easy to feel that 
McConaughey contains if not multitudes, 
then at least enough facets to defy easy 
categorization. He’s a joyful talker  
with a gift for conversation that is much  
like his gift for acting: a talent for being 
extraordinarily present and engaged,  
no matter how banal or repetitive the 
circumstances. Credit that for the  
fact that, at any given moment, at least  
one of those supposedly disposable 
romantic comedies is airing somewhere in 
the cable universe. And for the fact that  
he’s more than game to kick the tires of the 
Parable of McConaughey to see what’s true, 
what’s false, and what lies in between.

How do you like the word McConaissance?
It’s a cool word. It sounds good. It’s got  
a good meter. 

It’s almost like you had to have one, just  

so we could call it that. 

When you say it, it’s like, “I don’t know  
what that is, but it sounds good.”

You’ve been famous since your early 

twenties. Did you feel like it was a problem, 

having your image set at such a young age?

I’ve never had fears that I was stuck in one 
thing. I’m sure we’re going to talk about  
the years when I was in romantic comedies 
and I was seen as the guy who was on the 
beach, running around shirtless. I did that. 
Damn right that was me. I wasn’t scared like, 
“Oh God, I’m going to be stuck here.” But  
I was like, I understand at some point that 
that is in italics now. So I said, “You know 
what? I’m not going to be openly presenting 
that for a while. I’m going to un-brand.”

But there was truth in the italics?

Well, it has two parts. One was the myth  
that was branded and created. Second,  
yeah, it’s me. I did Fool’s Gold in Australia, 
had a summer in Malibu, and made a  
surfer film—basically, when you edit those 
all together, it was one continuous ninety-
degree day on the beach without a shirt. But 

also, I worked hard to live in Malibu, 
California. I’m going to the beach! I’m  
gonna go surfing! No, I don’t want to wear  
a shirt. I want to get a tan and feel the  
sun on my bones. And it’s Tuesday. You’re 
recording it? Good for you. 

Do you have a name for that character? 

The “All right, all right” guy? Do you ever 

refer to him in the third person? 

No. 

Does your wife? Like, “Hey, let’s have  

a little less of so-and-so…”?

No, no. It’s not… There’s no demarcation.

And you’ve never felt the need to  

pretend you weren’t having a good time? 

Fuck no. Fuck that. I’m not going to 
apologize for enjoying what I do. 

Since you bring it up, is there work in the 

romantic comedies that you’re proud of? 

Absolutely. These things aren’t easy. 
What’s hard is to make them look easy. 
Those kinds of movies are what they  
are. They get pooh-poohed by critics. They 
get pooh-poohed by actors themselves. 
And in a way I get it, but in other ways  
it’s completely unfair. There’s a buoyancy 
you need to make them work. I believe  
I gave them buoyancy. And some of the 
shoots were very di∞cult, with me trying 
to fight for the balls on the guy. 

What do you mean? 

What’s a romantic comedy? Boy meets  
girl. They get together. Something happens. 
Girl takes o≠. Boy chases girl. They get  
back together. The end. A lot of times the 
male is somewhat emasculated, meaning  
he has to crawl back and say, “I’m nothing 
without you. If you don’t take me back,  
I’m nothing.” And I was always like, “What 
girl wants that guy?” I’ve got no problem 
saying, “I’m sorry. You want to give this 
another shot?” But I’ve got to come back 
with some integrity—even if it’s on a 
moped with a veil on my head. Look, I’m 
happy if you think I “cruised through” 
those. I did my work.

I guess it would be an asshole question  

to ask you to name them all. 

Wedding Planner, Failure to Launch,  
How to Lose a Guy in 10 Days, Fool’s Gold, 
Ghosts of Girlfriends Past… There’s five.
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Do your kids say sir and ma’am?
Yeah. We just like it. We like the Mr. and 
Mrs. and the please and thank you’s.  
We take a version of that southern thing.

More important, you were a Redskins 

fan growing up in Texas? What the hell 

was that about? 

Two things. First: 4 years old, watching 
Westerns, I always rooted for the Indians. 
Second, my favorite food was hamburgers. 
The Redskins had a linebacker named  
Chris Hanburger. 

That’s all it took?

When you’re 4 years old, that’s all it takes. 
I got a Redskins hat in my bag right now. 

What do you think about the calls for 

the team to change its name? 

Man, it’s twofold. What interests me is 
how quickly it got pushed into the social 
consciousness. We were all fine with it since 
the 1930s, and all of a sudden we go, “No, 
gotta change it”? It seems like when the  
first levee breaks, everybody gets on board.  
I know a lot of Native Americans don’t have a 
problem with it, but they’re not going to say, 
“No, we really want the name.” That’s not 
how they’re going to use their pulpit. It’s like 
my feeling about gun control: “I get it. You 
have the right to have guns. But look, let’s 
forget that right. Let’s forget the pleasure 
you get safely on your range, because it’s in 
the wrong hands in other places.” 

But as a fan, it would hurt you a little to 

see the logo gone? 

It’s not going to hurt me. It’s just… I love 
the emblem. I dig it. It gives me a little  
fire and some oomph. But now that it’s in  
the court of public opinion, it’s going  
to change. I wish it wouldn’t, but it will. 

Okay, so you go on hiatus. What was 

the first thing that made you feel like you 

were on the right track? 

I think it was Killer Joe, which took me a 
few reads before I found the meter of Tracy 
Letts’s writing, and all of a sudden I thought 
it was hilarious. Then Steve Soderbergh 
called and pitched me about Magic Mike.

Did you see that role as a chance to play 

off the myth? 

Not “play o≠” the myth: Take the myth to 
the Smithsonian. Get it bronzed. What  
I was saying was, “In case you didn’t know, 
I’ve always been in on the joke.” 

Was it a kind of funeral for that character? 

Shit no. It was just me raising the stakes. 
Saying, “Yeah, and…” And mind you, these 
are all lightning-rod characters. Dallas in 
Magic Mike is a lightning rod. Mark Hanna 

And the women that were in them. 

So, Jennifer Lopez, Sarah Jessica Parker, 
Kate Hudson, Kate, Jennifer.

So the other part of the myth, that this 

new phase is in direct opposition to that 

part of your career, is that fake, too? 

It may make a more interesting narrative 
and a dramatic punch, but it’s not true.  
Did there come a time when I picked  
up a script and was like, “God, I feel like  
I could do this [part] tomorrow”? Yes. 
That’s when I made a calculation to  
say, “I don’t want to do those right now.”  
I thought, “I love harder, I cry harder,  
I laugh harder in my real life than  
I do in my work. I’ve got things in my 
life every single day, risks that I’m  
taking that are scaring me. Why is my  
work not scaring me?”

It does seem as though you were 

far more creative in creating this 

bohemian, idiosyncratic life offscreen 

than you were on-screen.

And I was like, “Thank God!” I congratulated 
myself on being that way instead of the 
other way around. But I also said, “I want to 
get more from my career than I’m getting 
right now.” I talked to my agent. I talked to 
my wife. I talked to my moneyman and  
said, “Hey, I may not work for a while. We 
good?” So I went away for two years.

How did that feel? 

I had anxious moments. I had nights waking 
up. Mind you, I had a secret weapon. I had 
my first kid about to come home.

What do you mean by “secret weapon”?

Never is a man more of a man than when 
he is the father of a newborn. Whatever 
decisions you make in the first six months 
of becoming a father, double down on them. 
I mean, you’re meeting the Courier. You’re 
meeting the Shepherd, the Future Prince. 
You immediately have something you  
don’t have to think about. You know what’s 
important. Bam! And the clarity of that  
is like, “Whew.” I definitely got more selfish. 
And at the same time, I think I got more 
compassionate, which don’t always go 
together, you know? 

Were you scared of becoming a father? 

It’s the one thing I’ve always wanted 
to be. I knew when I was 8 years  
old. I mean, I wanted to be things like  
the Washington Redskins running  
back and all that stu≠, but the one thing  
I knew I wanted to be was a father.  
I understood that was why my dad was 
making me say “Yes, sir” and “Yes, ma’am”  
to elders. You know, “I’m not on par  
with the adults yet. There’s places to go.” 

» » »
ONE PLUS ONE 
EQUALS…FOUR?

When you’re buying a 
tweed suit, you’re 
buying more than just  
a tweed suit. This isn’t 
some “Time is a flat 
circle” philosophizing. 
Think of it this way: 
You’re getting a suit  
you can dress up and 
one you can dress 
down, along with a 
go-to tweed jacket to 
wear with jeans, and  
a pair of pants that’ll 
stand up to anything 
you throw at them.

sports jacket $1,790 
and jeans $415 
Gucci

+
shirt $60 
Gap

shoes $298 
J.Crew Ludlow

belt 
Etiqueta Negra

hat 
Borsalino at JJ Hat Center

briefcase 
Dolce & Gabbana

in The Wolf of Wall Street is a lightning rod. 
You know: Soothsayers. Preachers. Barnum 
& Bailey. Poets. So there’s a musicality to 
them. It’s like this church we go to when 
we’re in New Orleans, the Sunlight Baptist 
church. It’s a whole di≠erent rhythm and 
way of speaking. “I’m talking about the 
Wave Maker! The Prime Mooovah!” It’s not 
the white-collar prayers I grew up with.

Does your family go to church every 

Sunday? 

Yeah. In Texas. It’s non-denominational. 
It’s based in the faith that Jesus is the  
son of God, that he died for our sins, but 
many di≠erent denominations come in. 

Was that a return for you, or had you 

been going all along? 

As soon as we had children, I was like, “You 
know what? That was important to my 
childhood.” Even if it was just for the ritual 
of giving an hour and a half on Sunday to 
yourself, to pray and to think about others, 
even if you’re tired or whatever. I noticed 
how much I missed it and needed it. It’s  
a time for me to take inventory of my last 
week, to look at what’s in the future and  
say my thank-you’s and think about what  
I can work on to do better.

When you talk about God, do you 

imagine him as...

The Prrime Moovah! The Waave Maker! 

But it’s an identifiable presence? Someone 

who can hear what you’re saying? 

Yes. And somebody who can help answer 
my questions. Someone who has a hand  
in all of this miracle we call life, which  
I believe is a miracle. But, see, at the same 
time, I completely believe in evolution. 

Do you believe in the resurrection 

of Jesus Christ? 

[long pause] Well, it’s a heaven of a story, 
ain’t it? 

 “Not ‘play off’ the myth: Take the myth 
to the Smithsonian. Get it bronzed.”

yy
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THIS IS MCCONAUGHEY’S first-ever 
appearance at Comic-Con, the massive 
annual confluence of nerd culture and 
corporate shilling. His arrival is treated 
with the secrecy accorded a presidential  
visit to a war zone. The Mercedes pulls  
into the underground garage of the  
US Grant hotel, and we are whisked up  
a back elevator to a floor that has been 
cleared of all guests for McConaughey  
and Nolan, also a first-timer. Contained  
in a room, McConaughey is restless, 
alternately flopping on the bed and pacing, 
examining surfaces—the windowsill,  
the wallpaper—curiously with his fingertips 
as he speaks. When his wife, Camila, and 
their three children arrive, he rushes to  
say hi; the eldest, Levi, introduces himself 
politely before descending on a stash of 
superhero swag from the convention floor. 

Where did you first hear the music you were 

talking about earlier? How did it get in you? 

My brother Pat turned me on to music. 
That’s who Wooderson was based on in 
Dazed and Confused—not actually who  
he was, but my romanticized view of him 
when I was 11 and he was 17: seven feet  
tall, cooler than James Dean, driving  
an ’81 Z28 that was the fastest car in the  
world, with a sound system that was  
cooler than Phil Spector’s Wall of Sound. 

What was your other brother, 

the eldest, like? 

Rooster—his name is Mike McConaughey, 
but people know him as Rooster—was out of 
the house already when I was growing up, 
but he’s one of the great salesmen. He’s still 
an original in his business. He’s a genius. 

What does he sell? 

Pipes, for drilling oil. He’s… How do I explain 
this? In his early twenties, he was already a 
major salesman, going to Vegas twenty-four 
times a year, and I think it was the Aladdin 
casino that o≠ered him an $85,000-a-year 
salary, plus room and board, plus gambling 
money, if he would just live there and play—
because he just draws people to him. 

Are you telling me that you are not the 

most charismatic McConaughey? 

Nope. And he’s not a joke teller. Never 
tells a joke, never repeats a story. It’s  
all o≠ of what’s happening. It’s all present, 
brand-new. Every time. 

Was your dad like that? 

Dad was the biggest ham of them all. 
He and Rooster were best friends. 

He died suddenly? 

My dad died of heart failure making love 
to my mother. 

Did the family consider that a good way to go? 

Yeah. Because that’s how he said he was 
going to go. He predicted it twenty years 
before it happened. 

That must have made each time kind of scary. 

Or kind of exciting. 

Good point. After already having children 

with Camila, why did you decide to 

get married? 

I had to get to the point where I saw it 
as more than just the thing to do. I wanted 

to really want to. You know, I didn’t 
want it to be a destination; the fun  
is that we’re on the adventure together.  
So I spent a lot of time with her.  
We talked about it spiritually. We did  
a lot of reading and talked to a lot of  
people that had been divorced, a lot of 
people that had been happily married. 
We talked to our pastor. In the end,  
our understanding was, Let’s go make  
a covenant, with you, me, and God.  
And let’s understand that this is  
not a destination, this is the beginning  
of an adventure that we’re taking 
together. Once that clicked with me  
and I didn’t have to intellectualize  
my way into it, I started to feel  
the excitement. I was having my own 
definition of the freedom I wanted 
thrown right back at me, in possibly  
a much greater way. 

T
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« « «
YOU—YES,  
YOU—CAN  
LOOK THIS  
GOOD

Tweed is a tough-
as-nails fabric. 
So is flannel. Put 
them together 
and you’ve got a 
winning winter-
suit combination. 
Only caveat is 
the flannel can’t 
be a ratty Cobain 
throwback; be 
sure to look for a 
version that’s  
cut sharp like a 
dress shirt. 

suit $1,695
and tie $250 
Calvin Klein Collection

+

shirt $160 
AllSaints

tie bar 
The Tie Bar

belt 
Dolce & Gabbana

where to buy it?  
go to gq.com/go 
/fashiondirectories

That sounds healthy. 

And look, some of it had to do with 
her putting it on me. It took her going, 
“C’mon, Big Boy, Mr. Easygoing-We’ll- 
Get-to-It-When-We-Get-to-It. Either shit  
or get o≠ the pot.” 

And have you been able to maintain 

that sense of an ongoing life while 

maintaining your family? 

Better than I had imagined I would. If 
anything, the more secure I feel at  
home, the more I feel like I’m able to fly. 

So Killer Joe happened, Magic Mike 
happened. And then Dallas Buyers Club.
At that point, had any of the common 

wisdom of what you were capable and 

not capable of as an actor set in the 

back of your head? Did you think you 

might not be able to do it? 

No. Absolutely not. Not even a hint. Not 
in the middle of the night. Not in the middle 
of the day. No. No. 

There’s a certain cynicism about actors 

who lose a lot of weight for a role, like 

they’re just trying to be considered legit. 

You’ve got to understand: For an actor, 
it’s not an a≠ectation. It wasn’t some  
clever choice I made. It was a necessity for 
the role, a very clear decision: “If I don’t 
look like I’m gonna die, you don’t believe  
I have HIV.” Period.

Do you think it worked? 

I watched it, and I remember thinking to 
myself, “Wow. You look like a reptile.”  
And then, by the end of the scene, I was 
going, “Who is this Ron Woodroof guy?” 
And I felt like I was with Ron. That doesn’t 
always happen.

It was the first time that I can see

you allowed yourself to be ugly 

on-screen. Did it help to let go of 

some vanity? 

I don’t know. I am vain. I think vanity 
is a good thing. It’s done more good  
things for me than it has not. In this  
case, I would have been embarrassed if  
I didn’t get to where I needed to get.  
That was vanity at work. Not “Where  
did my muscles go?” 

I’ve always had trouble squaring your 

laid-back image with the work it must 

take to keep your body the way it is. 

Nah. I have good genes. My dad was 
an athlete. I got real fortunate with  
that. I can curl that frickin’ diary twenty  
times and look like I’ve been going to  
the gym. I haven’t used a weight in three 
years. Plus ten 

vain.
I think 
vanity
is a
good 
thing.
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MAYBE  
YOU’VE SEEN 
A WELL-
DRESSED  
MAN 
SPORTING A 
GRAY TWEED 
TIE AND
THOUGHT, 
“THAT GUY 
LOOKS 
SHARP!” WELL, 
THIS WINTER 
YOU CAN  
DO HIM ONE
BETTER—
BECAUSE 
ALL THOSE 
WOOLLIES 
NOW COME IN 
A FIRESTORM 
OF COLOR

WILD&WOOLLY

KENJI AOKI

T H E  S T E A L 
O F  T H E 
I S S U E !

T h e  T i e  B a r

$15
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F R O M  L E F T

The Tie Bar $15

Bedford & Broome $35

DKNY $65

Brunello Cucinelli $265

The Hill-Side $145

Calvin Klein $65

Alexander Olch $150

Glendon Lambert $80

Ledbury $95

DIBI $48

Ted Baker London $95

The Knottery $40

Atkinsons at  
Bloomingdale’s $115

Thom Browne  
New York $185

DIBI $48

styled by donna castro at  
mark edward inc.

where to buy it? go to gq.com 
/go/fashiondirectories
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MORE
See each of  
these ties paired  
with a can’t- 
miss dress shirt
GQ.COM

WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://gq.com
http://GQ.COM
http://GQ.com/go/fashiondirectories
http://GQ.com
http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


► She’s done with the pink hair, and the bonkers outfits, and at least a 

few of the alter egos. N I C K I  M I N A J  is now in her world-conqueror 

phase‒her new album, following two platinum-sellers, is immodestly 

titled The Pinkprint‒and she’s got a new message to go with it: This 

isn’t all about butts anymore. Except for when it absolutely, positively is.

Nicki  Minaj

G e n t l e m e n ' s  Q u a r t e r l y N o v /  T w e n t y  F o u r t e e n

B Y   T A F F Y  B R O D E S S E R - A K N E R P H O T O G R A P H  B Y   M A R K  S E L I G E R
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closed, because her cue for the finale of 
the opener, “Bang Bang,” with Jessie J and 
Ariana Grande, came before she could zip. 
She power-walked in like a boss, joining the 
other two onstage, both of them so skinny 
and with such rough angles and straight 
edges and reaching so hard for some soul. 
Nicki destroyed them. 

This is what she does. She takes a pretty 
good song, waits until you are popping 
along to it, then a little longer, until it feels 
repetitive and you start to see through to 
its flaws, and then boom, she comes in and 
makes it a completely di≠erent song—a bet-
ter song. She is the best part even of great 
songs; her featured verse on Kanye West’s 
“Monster” is the best of several, including 
ones by Jay Z and Rick Ross. She did that 
song because she was asked and because 
“Kanye’s a genius.” She did “Bang Bang” 
because she “knew it would be big.” 

In the dressing room on the other side 
of Nicki’s, the Empire, named after a bou-
levard in Brooklyn that sounds regal but 
is even rougher than Canarsie ever was, is 
J.Lo. I could write a dissertation about the 
two seconds during which MTV caught J.Lo 
watching Nicki do “Anaconda” at the VMAs. 
Perhaps J.Lo, in those seconds, stares at 
Nicki and considers her own youth, and 
also that this is what she has wrought, that 
back when she brought this whole butt 
thing into the mainstream all those years 
ago, she went out of her way to be discreet, 
to keep us wanting more, to never let us 
look her ass directly in its eye, that it was 
an ass of implication and innuendo—that, 
if she may, she made asses safe for the white 
folks at home in a way they never had been 
before. Who knew that just giving the peo-
ple what they wanted would yield such suc-
cess? In those two seconds, J.Lo’s look is a 
mixture of pride and despair. 

It has been counterpointed to me that 
perhaps J.Lo was just thinking of how far 
we’d all come, that now we can all celebrate 
our asses. I don’t know; maybe if she didn’t 
have a new album out, I’d agree. Contact me 
to debate this; I will make myself available. 
I want to talk about asses so much. I want to 
know what it is we’re telling the world when 
we use our asses in the way that Nicki has 
been using her ass—when they are not the 
accent in a video but the point of it.

And most of all, of course, I want to know 
Nicki’s thoughts on this. I was awake there 
in the DeKalb, and I had questions. She was 
asleep, which was fine, I suppose, because 
she didn’t appear to have answers, anyway. 

↑
Nicki during her candy-colored rise. 

She always knew she’d dial it  
back: “I thought that would be more 

shocking than to keep on doing 
exactly what they had already seen.”

N I C K I  M I N A J ’ S  E Y E L I N E R 
is a precision event, a marvel, as if drawn 

on by the kind of pre-programmed robot 

arm used for laparoscopic surgeries.  

It is a peacock navy color, dark and shiny  

and full, extending maybe a not-outrageous 

half centimeter up from the top lid,  

extending an additional  still-not-crazy 

three centimeters outward past where her  

eyes end. Her eyelashes are even and  

delicate, like wisps from a dandelion, and 

I can’t recall if I’ve ever seen her without 

prosthetic versions. I have had plenty 

of time to search my memory, though, 

because here on this couch, in this room, 

during this interview, with me sitting  

next to her, Nicki Minaj has fallen asleep. 

We are at Barclays Center in one of the 
dressing rooms, which are low, low beneath 
Brooklyn; most are named after streets and 
neighborhoods in the borough. During the 
rehearsals for Fashion Rocks, the New York 
Fashion Week concert fund-raiser, the halls 
were filled with publicists and escorts who 
had to pretend not to be dazzled by those 
they were escorting. Minaj had walked 
in a few minutes before, tiny next to her 
assistant and her muscle, wearing black 
sunglasses, a trucker hat cocked to the 
side, and a T-shirt with the periodic-table 
box for carbon. She had been led straight 
into the DeKalb dressing room, named 
for the street that bisects a couple of local 
neighborhoods now populated by yuppies 
but that still contain housing projects. Her 
smile is a warm sun. As is this room. The 
temperature in here has been set to about 
300 degrees, at Nicki’s request. She says 
she gets cold a lot. 

Next door to her is the Canarsie dress-
ing room—I actually grew up in Canarsie; 
it’s still a dump—and inside is Usher, who 
at the MTV Video Music Awards last month 
slapped Nicki’s ass and continues to slap 
it endlessly in GIFs all over the Internet. 
Nicki was the star of the VMAs that night. 
Her hot, humpy performance of “Anaconda” 
was part of a medley, and it was followed by 
a quick costume change that didn’t quite 
reach completion: She had to pinch the 
two breast-covering flaps of her black dress 

The Versus Versace party she’d
attended the night before our interview had 
yielded a plastic case filled with M&M’s—an 
odd party favor, something I’ve received at 
bar mitzvahs. She pulled it out of her purse 
as we talked in the basement of Barclays, 
and this would be my only indication that 
she recognized she needed a boost. The case 
was taped closed, so I o≠ered to open it for 
her; her nails, a pointy taupe manicure, 
were making it hard. We ate some together,
and she noticed that they each had the 
Versus lion insignia on them. “Isn’t that 
crazy,” she said, impressed.

She’s into branding these days, particu-
larly her own. In the “Anaconda” video, 
there are no fewer than five products placed 
prominently for advertising: her Beats 
by Dre speakers imprint and her Moscato 
but also a Victoria’s Secret bra, some Air 
Jordans, and a ba±ing “teatox” drink called 
MateFit (dialysis machine sold separately). 
It’s not exactly seamless integration, and 
at times it is so overt that it feels like a 
comment on the culture of branding, 
maybe some poignant thought about sex 
and consumerism? 

Nope. “My management team has a divi-
sion that has a guy that his main focus is to 
go out there and find new brands for me 
to do business with or to find brands that 
would like to be in our videos and con-
tribute to our budget,” she says. It’s like a 
Kickstarter, but for a multi-millionaire. 

She was not born wealthy. Nicki, 31, grew 
up in Queens and attended LaGuardia, the 
high school from Fame. She says her father 
once tried to burn down her house while her 
mother was inside. She did odd jobs after 
school: She was a customer-service rep for 
a while, but that didn’t go great. “I like deal-
ing with people, but I don’t really like a lot of 
bullshit, so maybe customer service wasn’t 
the best job for me.” She was fired from a 
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waitressing job at a Red Lobster after she 
followed a couple who had taken her pen 
into the parking lot and then flipped them 
the bird. I asked her if it was a special pen. 
“No,” she said. “It was the principle.” 

She came to prominence in outsize, italic, 
caps-lock, Technicolor exaggeration—pink 
wigs, outrageous outfits, eyelashes that 
were a comment about eyelashes. She had 
di≠erent personas—alter egos, she called 
them—with names and backstories. She did 
funny accents and was willing to make her-
self beautiful, then grotesque, then absurd, 
then back again. And here she is now, 
demure by comparison, just plain old black 
extensions, just a T-shirt about carbon. 

“I always thought that by the time I put 
out a third album, I would want to come 
back to natural hair and natural makeup,” 
she told me. “I thought, I will shock the 
world again and just be more toned down. I 
thought that would be more shocking than 
to keep on doing exactly what they had 
already seen.” 

She no longer feels as if she needs to hide 
behind outrageousness. This next chapter is 
about success. Nicki Minaj is rap’s first and 
only female mogul, having parlayed all your 
ogling into a spot on Forbes’s Cash Kings 
list—the only person of our gender paid 
well enough to be so honored. She is the 
top-charting woman in rap, a top-charting 
rapper in general, and a crossover phenom-
enon who can go back and forth between 
hip-hop and pop the way Taylor Swift can 
no longer go back and forth between coun-
try and pop.

A few days earlier, she’d been in Los 
Angeles finishing up her third album, The  

Pinkprint, out this month, and she’s changed 
things “a billion times” because she’s a per-
fectionist. Her first two albums were big hits, 
platinum sellers. Already The Pinkprint 
has yielded a chart- topping single and an 
unstoppable meme—the “Anaconda” cover 
art features Nicki, pants nowhere in sight, 
squatting, photographed from behind—but 
also a quieter Nicki, and certainly a more 
tired one. She can’t be baited into talking 
shit about anyone anymore; she answers 
questions simply and succinctly. 

Now that we have charted her rise as a 
cultural force, it is time to ask Nicki exactly 
what she’s trying to say. If the “Anaconda” 
cover is the autumn of her flamboyance, it 
is time to get what we’ve wanted all along: 
an explanation of what exactly is going on 
here, which is something I will ask her the 
minute she wakes up.

To be completely accurate, she 
never fell into actual REM sleep during 
our interview, but at four separate times 
she dozed o≠, her head jerking awake at 
just the moment it had started to dip. In 
between, she was what I could call low-key 
and reserved, because I am generous, but 
the picture looked like this: those eyelids, 
falling, falling over eyes that would cross 
momentarily, closing for a moment but stay-
ing too long—a blink that lasted a few blinks 
longer than a blink. 

But also, to be completely fair, I’m not 
sure how she was upright at all. This was the 
middle of New York Fashion Week, and if 

you followed her Instagram, every few hours 
it was a new event with a new dress, new 
hair, new makeup. It was parties all night, all 
the air-kissing, all the red carpets. 

And of course all this fancy dress-up plays 
into the sort of bodily performance art she’s 
been doing onstage and in her videos since 
her first mixtape, in 2007; that release was 
called Playtime Is Over, and on the cover 
she was a plastic doll in a box. She has put 
herself in a Barbie box at least twice, actu-
ally, the second time in a video with Mariah 
Carey. She is among the few living women 
in Kanye’s “Monster” video, which is a land-
scape of female corpses—“the strangest 
video I ever shot”—and there are two of her 
in it; one her ties up and whips the other 
her with a riding crop. And now comes this 
song and video, which are clearly about the 
female form and the male obsession with it. 
She must have something to say about this.

“The female form?” she asks, brow fur-
rowed, her head cocked back, like, Huh?! 
Yes, of course, I say. Now we’re getting down 
to it. Now we’re going to talk about butts.

No, she says, it’s just a song, there’s no 
hidden meaning, no layer beneath. “She”—
Nicki’s character in the video—“is just talk-
ing about two guys that she dated in the 
past and what they’re good at and what they 
bought her and what they said to her. It’s 
just cheeky, like a funny story.” Cheeky. She 
has to be messing with me. 

But “Anaconda” samples a song that’s  
literally called “Baby Got Back.” There must 
be some thought given to this part of the 
body, considering all the attention it receives. 
Choreography points to it; she boosts it up 
and it receives applause. The song is a five-
minute gender-studies symposium. 

But Nicki shakes her head: “All it says is, 
‘My anaconda don’t.’ ” Why are we talking 
about asses? she seems to be saying. Sure, 
there is a direct, not inferred, reference in 
her lyrics to “salad tossing”—which, to be 
clear, is the act of being anally probed by 
someone else’s tongue. But this is a song 
about reptiles. Don’t be such an intellectual!

Okay, fine. You can’t deny the video, 
though. You can’t pretend that there isn’t 
some extreme sexual commentary going on 
in the video, right? A steamy women’s-only 
jungle mecca, aerobic slithering, drumming 
on a dancer’s ass. There, in the video, Nicki 
is twerking and crawling across the floor to 
poor, hapless Drake, sitting in a puddle of 
his own anticipatory blue balls. She slaps 
him before he can touch her, and that has to 
mean something. 

Justin Bieber
↓
For his “Beauty 
and a Beat” 
video. She later 
sassed that 
his “little thing” 
couldn’t even 
feel her. Ouch.

Nicki Minaj
↓
This meme went  
meta pretty early. In 
Kanye’s creepy, 
corpse-y 2011 video  
for “Monster,” bad Nicki 
bound, whipped, and 
sexed-up pink-haired 
Barbie Nicki.

Lil Wayne
↓
This one was live 
onstage at the 
2013 Billboard 
Music Awards. 
Afterward, Weezy 
professed, “I am 
the luckiest guy in 
the world.” Let’s all 
be sure not to tell 
him that there were 
others, before  
and since.

Drake
↓
For the climax 
(ha) of her 
“Anaconda” 
video, Minaj 
got cozy with 
Drake’s little 
Drizzy. He later 
reported that 
the experience 
was satisfactory.

(continued on page 189)
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Steve Nash
↓
When he was with 
the Suns, the All-
Star point guard got 
pulled up onstage 
in Phoenix during 
Minaj’s 2011 tour. It 
seems like he never 
recovered: Nash 
has gone 0-4 in the 
playoffs since.

Has  
N I C K I  M I N A J  

Grinded on You?

If you’re famous, probably. Some lucky gents have received a 
full-on lap dance, some have had to settle for a suggestive butt-
in-the-face. It’s Nicki’s neo-feminist knockout punch.—MICK ROUSE

Nothing 
was the 
same...
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2014: The year toast 
got fancy and cocktails 
hit the bottle—or at 
least came out of one.
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THE 50
BEST

THINGS
TO
EAT
...SPRINKLE,
SNACK ON, 
DIG INTO, 

DIP,
SAUTÉ,

SIP,
CHUG,

SAVOR,
STAND 
IN LINE 

FOR,
AND

DRINK 
RIGHT
NOWHigh-end comfort food? Last year’s news. Gelato? 

Gone cold. Plain old potato chips? Still pretty damn 
good, honestly, but not good enough. Because every 
year brings CRAZY-DELICIOUS THINGS 
to munch on and next-wave food movements to 
revive our weary palates. That’s why we’ve found 
the fifty best for 2014, from the newest farmers’-
market obsessions (sorry, kale) to the elevated-toast 
phenomenon to, yes, the miraculously crispier,  
can’t-stop-eating-it chip. Come hungry

CHRISTOPHER 
TESTANI
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No.6 >
Craft Distillers 
Fluid Dynamics 
Brandy 
Manhattan
• Craft Distillers 
o≠ers everything 
from vodka and gin 
to grape brandy,  
but it’s in the barrel-
aged cocktails 
that the company 
shines. The Brandy 
Manhattan is  
a sweet and oaky 
argument for 
ditching the usual 
bourbon—so good 
you’ll try (and fail) 
to mix one yourself.

No.7 >
Crafthouse 
Southside
• Haven’t been to 
Chicago’s genre-
shattering bar The 
Aviary? Now you 
can sample the 
work of its madman 
bartender, Charles 
Joly, the guy behind 
Crafthouse’s trifecta 
of bottled classics. 
The Southside, all 
pure cane sugar and 
fresh lime juice, only 
needs a few ice cubes 
before it becomes 
the perfect boozy-
afternoon drink. 

No.8 >
Mister Katz’s  
Rock & Rye
• If Rock & Rye feels 
like the harebrained 
creation of a genius  
distiller, that’s 
because it is: Allen  
Katz is the man 
behind New York 
Distilling Company. 
It’s also actually  
a long-lost 
throwback cocktail— 
rye whiskey  
bottled with rock-
candy sugar was 
a barroom staple 
before Prohibition  
killed it o≠. 

There’s a mind-settling effect to mixing your own Manhattan after 

a tense day at work, but sometimes it’s nice just to skip to the 

drinking—a shortcut made possible by bottled cocktails. They’ve 

existed for decades, but this new generation comes from some of the 

best minds ever to practice the boozy sciences.— M A R K  BY R N E

YOUR NEW N IGHTCAP
N O  A S S E M B L Y  R E Q U I R E D

Nos.6 8

• I know what you’re thinking: Olive  
oil from Georgia—that’s cute. And you’re 
right, it’s not the same as the European 

stuff; Georgia Olive Farms’ pressing isn’t 
like the all-powerful, palate-domineering 
oil you get from Italy or Greece. It’s more 

subtle; smooth and nutty, with just enough 
of that tonsil-tweaking grassiness. It 

elevates rather than dominates. Which, to 
be fair, isn’t very American at all.—JON WILDE

A L L - A M E R I C A N

O L I V E  O I L 

“Eataly in 
New York does 

a prime-rib 
sandwich 

with olive oil 
and salt. But 
I have friends 
there who told 
me to go to the 

cheese area 
and get some 
nice Fontina. 
I went back to 
the sandwich 

area and threw 
on the cheese. 
It changed the 
entire game. 
The game is 

over after the 
Fontina is on it! 
Now when I’m 
there, I go nuts. 

I go four  
or five cheeses at 

a time.  
It’s stupid.”

MY BEST 
MEAL, 
2014

OUR FAVORITE 
FOOD FREAKS 
SHARE THIS 

YEAR’S TOP EATS

No.1 > THE UPGRADED O.G. 
Wikipedia doesn’t say which culinary 
Einstein first slathered toast with fresh 
avocado, but we do know that restaurant 
variations on the concept popped up on 
the West Coast last year—then reached 
self-actualization in 2014 at The East 
Pole in New York City. It starts with the 
basics—bread, avocado—then gets piled 
with peekytoe crab, herbs, and a lime 
mayo. You’ll forget lobster rolls exist.

No.2 > THE CHOSEN ONE
Impossible to improve upon lox and 
cream cheese? Nah. Los Angeles’s 
Sycamore Kitchen makes the Jewish 
classic better by frying the bread till it’s 
cracker-crisp, adding a crème fraîche 
schmear and some fresh avocado, then 
topping it all off with salmon that’s been 
cured in brown sugar. 

No.3 > THE MIDNIGHT SNACK 
When we’re drunk, we almost always 
want to eat something greasy, fried, or 
both. Unless we’re in San Francisco,  
in which case you can find us eating the 
fig tartine at Trick Dog, one of the city’s 
best cocktail bars. Pine-nut brittle draws 
the sweet stuff out of the figs, and we’ve 
taken to ordering a few extra slices of 
grilled sourdough to help sop up both the 
wayward piles of the dish’s cloud-fluffy 
ricotta and our stomachful of booze.

Chefs, always eager to re-invent what we 

thought was already perfect, have taken 

our simplest food—semi-burnt bread—

and turned it into the one thing it’s never 

been: a satisfying meal.—A N D R E W  R I C H DA L E

A  Q U I C K 
T O A S T  T O ,  W E L L ,

TOAS T

1–3Nos.

No.5

ACTION 
BRONSON

Rapper; Host
‘FUCK, THAT’S 

DELICIOUS’

No.4
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“Saw’s Soul 
Kitchen in 

Birmingham, 
Alabama, is one  
of the few places 
with beautifully 

presented 
barbecue. You 
know they’re 

really thinking 
about the food. 
And the pork 
shoulder with 

grits and greens 
was some of the 

best I’ve ever 
had. I couldn’t 
stop eating it.”

• To harvest the edible parts of the aquatic torture device that is a sea urchin, humans have to 
dig around kelp beds in shark-infested waters, cut each urchin open carefully, then  

scoop out the sweet, mineral-briny, tongue-shaped roe sacs (a.k.a. uni). But that’s not stopping 
chefs from going crazy with it—in a delicious way, but maybe in a fall-of-Rome kind of way,  

too. Balena, in Chicago, gently melts uni into a sauce for squid-ink pasta, while Aubergine in 
Carmel, California, sets uni on top of savory, milky panna cotta. And SakaMai in N.Y.C.  
goes one bigger: Its Egg on Egg on Egg is a bed of soft scrambled eggs topped with the 

butteriness of uni and salty black caviar. We’re officially speeding toward the uni-makes-
everything-better zone, at which point it will be cast out like cupcakes, bacon, and every other 
saturation-point food. But that won’t stop us from ordering it tonight at dinner.—FRANCIS LAM

T H E 
R I S E  O F 

T H E 
H U M B L E

F I S H
• You have your sexy 
(environmentally 
tenuous) fish— 
your tunas, your 
salmons, your 
branzini—and then 
you have your trash 
fish. They’re oily 
(mackerel), ugly 
(scorpion fish), or 
small (sardines). 
And they deserve 
more respect, 
because, as chefs 
realize, they can be 
just as eye-opening 
as anything with a 
fake Italian name. 
Corey Lee, of San 
Francisco’s Benu, 
tops delicate celery 
shavings with a rich 
peanut puree and 
chewy caramelized 
anchovies. At  
Aldea in New York, 
George Mendes 
highlights sardines’ 
fattiness with the 
lightest vinegar 
marinade and some 
seasonal extras.  
And Chris Shepherd, 
of Houston’s 
Underbelly, always 
stocks the menu 
with a bycatch  
dish. “It’s a grab  
bag of goodies,” he 
says. “As a chef,  
I want to find a way 
to make it great.”  
For his Crispy 
Masala, he dusts  
the unloved fish 
with Indian spices 
and rice flour, 
fries them to lacy 
crispness, then 
serves them on top 
of spiced roasted 
vegetables. Turns 
out one man’s trash 
is another man’s 
great dinner.—F.L.

Nos.

–

UN I W E ’ R E 
A T  P E A K

Nos.

• Corsican pie with zucchini flowers.  
Thai red-lentil soup. Crispy sa≠ron 
couscous cakes. Plenty More, the 156-recipe 
follow-up to Israeli-born chef Yotam 
Ottolenghi’s all-fruits-and-vegetables (but 
not gratingly vegetarian) cookbook-cum-
gospel Plenty, arrives just as the rest of us 
are finally ready to accept his teachings. 
Namely, that eating well and eating (burp) 
well have never been more drool-inducing 
or doable in your own home.—J.W.

“We had a 
nearing-tears-
it-was-so-good 

meal in this 
dinky basement 

space, Peach 
Farm, a Chinese 

restaurant in 
Boston where 
everything—

from surf clams 
with yellow 

chives to duck 
prepared two 
ways to spicy-
salty head-on 

shrimp—is 
done so well.”

Nos.14–16

MIKE 
WILEY 
& 

ANDREW 
TAYLOR

Chefs/ 
Co-Owners
HUGO’S and 
EVENTIDE  

OYSTER CO.
( P O R T L A N D ,  M E )

No.13

EDWARD
LEE

Chef/Owner
610 MAGNOLIA 
and MILKWOOD

( L O U I S V I L L E )
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No.27

No.28 >
Schlafly Sessions 
IPA (4.5%)
• St. Louis–based 
Schlafly uses the 
kind of high-
strength hops that 
give imperial  
pales their paint-
thinning punch, but 
adds them late in 
the brew for just a 
hint of peppy spice.

• The Belgians may have beaten us in the World Cup, but America, take 
heart: We make the best chocolate on earth, thanks to new-wave bean-
to-bar makers like Askinosie (Missouri), Dandelion (California), and 

Videri Chocolate Factory (North Carolina), who realize that chocolate’s 
highest purpose is to be itself, not a delivery device for caramel.  

Take a bite of Videri’s 90% Ecuadorian Dark bar. It’s only cocoa beans 
and sugar, but it tastes like a thousand little things, changing from 
ginger to dark-roasted peanuts, with jasmine tea on your breath 

afterward. Despite being 90% dark chocolate, there’s none of that 
how-bitter-can-I-handle-it machismo. No judgment if you curl up on 
the couch with a bar and a bottle of red to enjoy a little you time.—F.L.

CR A F T 
B E E RS 
L I G H T E N 

U P

It’s finally safe to 

get back in the  

pale-ale pool. For 

years, brewers  

out-hopped one 

another in  

an arms race of  

double, triple,  

and imperial IPAs, 

all with absurdly 

high alcohol-by-

volume numbers 

and terrible-pun 

names. (Hoptimus 

Prime—really?)  

But thanks to 

creative brewing 

methods and new 

strains of hops, 

craft-beer makers 

are trading force  

for finesse. Here’s  

a six-pack of beers 

you can drink  

all day Sunday and  

not hate yourself 

come Monday. 

—W I L L I A M  B O ST W I C K , 

AUTHOR, ‘ THE BREWER’S 

TALE:  A HISTORY OF  

THE WORLD ACCORDING 

TO BEER’

Nos.
28–33

“Mission 
Cantina in 
N.Y.C. had 

the ‘avocado, 
dressed.’ It’s 

just a halved 
avocado 

lathered with 
olive oil and 

sprinkled 
with toasted 
sesame seeds. 
We ordered 

twenty dishes 
one afternoon, 

and the one 
with only three 

ingredients 
stole the show.”

“When I see 
‘tasting menu,’ 
I typically run 

for the hills. 
Too much; too 
heavy. But the 

five-course 
tasting menu at 
Contra in New 
York is lifted 
but not over-

the-top. It was 
the perfectly 

balanced meal 
of vegetables, 

meat, and fish.”

No.20

KRIS 
YENBAMROONG

Chef
NIGHT + MARKET 

and NIGHT + 
MARKET SONG

( L . A . )

Nos.21–25

THOMAS 
CARTER

Co-Owner/
Sommelier 

ESTELA
( N .Y. C . )

O K A Y ,  L A D I E S ,  N O W  W E  G E T  I T:

CHOCOL ATE
TO  D I E  FO R

No.

26

T H E  S A V I O R
O F  O U R 

L U NCH
HOUR

Dear Sweetgreen,
Thank you for upgrading the workday lunch salad 
from begrudged obligation to so damn delicious that 
we don’t (completely) mind spending half our break 
in line. Thank you for seasonal produce, that lime-
cilantro-jalapeño vinaigrette, and not chopping the 
salad into some kind of lettuce sluice for the Fixodent 
set. Thank you for finally expanding beyond the mid-
Atlantic into N.Y.C. and, soon, L.A. Now keep going. 
The rest of the country’s lunch needs saving. 

Sincerely, GQ
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No.34

Y E S ,  N E W  Y O R K  C I T Y

MEXI -CAN!
The founders of The 

Infatuation, N.Y.C.’s indie 

gastro-blog, on the Mexican 

Revolution in Nueva York 

• After decades of being mocked by the West Coast, New York City  
may actually be having its first real moment with Mexican food. At  
The Black Ant, chef Mario Hernandez’s alegria de camarones is one  
of the best dishes we ate all year, its shell-on shrimp perfectly tender. 

And by the time you read this, N.Y.C. will have two new Mexican 
meccas: Alex Stupak’s back-to-basics taco stand, Empellón al Pastor, 
and Cosme, by legendary Mexico City chef Enrique Olvera, who’ll let 
his new hood influence his heritage style. (Think clam chowder with 

cactus.) N.Y.C.’s coming for you, L.A.—CHRIS STANG AND ANDREW STEINTHAL

No.29 >
Lagunitas 
DayTime Ale 
(4.65%)
• DayTime packs 
in pounds of dank, 
resinous West Coast 
hops—grown fresh 
in Washington 
State—but a light 
body keeps it  
brisk, not blazing.

No.33 >
Founders All Day 
IPA (4.7%)
• A so-called 
lawn-mower 
beer (think easy-
drinking midday 
refreshment) that 
actually tastes like 
the lawn: fresh-cut 
grass, spicy sun-
bleached hay, and  
a hint of mint. 

No.30 >
Cigar City 
Invasion Pale Ale 
(5%)
• A pale ale via the 
South Seas, with 
tropical-fruit-basket 
flavors from hip 
new hops shipped 
all the way from 
New Zealand.

No.31 >
Odell Loose Leaf 
American Session 
Ale (4.5%)
• Filtered through 
a bed of hops, slow-
drip-style, like your 
favorite lovingly 
roasted espresso. 
The taste is all  
high-note citrus, 
candied lemon,  
and Key-lime pie.

No.32 >
Flying Dog Easy 
IPA (4.7%)
• Putting the “I” in 
IPA, it’s a rickshaw 
tour through  
Indian flavors of 
peppery pappadam, 
sweet mango,  
zesty ginger, 
and lemongrass, 
courtesy of a secret 
blend of exotic hops.

“The Ragu of 
Odd Things at 
Commerce in 

New York, with 
tripe, oxtail, 
pigs’ feet, and 
hand-rolled 
orecchiette,  

is knock-you-
off-your-feet 

flavorful.  
A sweet tomato 
sauce pulls it 

all together. You 
usually can’t 

get this type of 
comforting dish 

year-round,  
but I want  

it year-round.”

No.36

PAT 
LAFRIEDA

Butcher; Author
‘MEAT: 

EVERYTHING  
YOU NEED
TO KNOW’

“Chef Nick 
Elmi of Laurel 

in Philly 
introduced 
me to black 
Australian 

tru±es. Most 
tru±es from 
France taste 
like nothing, 

compared with 
these. They have 
a flavor that is 

the essence of the 
funky tru±e.”

No.35

MICHAEL 
SOLOMONOV

Chef/Owner
ABE FISHER, 

ZAHAV, 
and FEDERAL 

DONUTS
( P H I L A D E L P H I A )
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Boring old cayenne from a plastic shaker 

is no way to turn up the temp on a home-

cooked meal. Especially when Lior 

Lev Sercarz, owner of New York spice 

emporium La Boîte, has two new ways to 

add both burn and nuanced flavor.

“Two chiles—Aleppo, 
from Turkey or Syria  

or Greece, and Espelette, 
from the Basque 

Country—are going 
mainstream in America. 

They deliver heat in a 
very pleasant, not 

painful, way. You can  
use both across the  

board: savory dishes, 
sweet dishes, cocktails. 

Espelette is finer- 
ground. Aleppo is oilier. 

It’s great on pizza.  
Why use lousy chile  

flakes when you could 
sprinkle on some  

high-end Aleppo?”

HEY, KALE!
Y O U  B O R E  U S  N O W

While we plebes graze on the usual greens, great chefs are hunting down unsung  

vegetables—like these five—to take center stage on our plates this fall.— D E B B I E  L E E 

 No.41 >
SPIGARELLO
David Bouley, 
Bouley 
( N .Y. C . )

 “It’s a versatile 
alternative to 
kale, very sweet 
and tender, with 
more flavor than 
lettuce. We do 
new things with it 
every week: juice 
it, eat it raw, steam 
it. It’s not easy to 
find, but once it’s 
widely available, 
it’s the kind of 
vegetable that can 
be prepared at any 
skill level. And don’t 
discard the stems! 
They taste really 
good, kind of  
like broccoli.”

 No.37 >
MEXICAN 
GHERKINS
Dolan Lane
Meriwether’s
( P O R T L A N D ,  O R )

“They’re little 
heirloom cucumbers, 
about three-quarters 
of an inch long, 
shaped like mini-
watermelons. You 
can eat them raw, 
but I like to treat 
them like a bread-
and-butter pickle by 
breading and frying. 
That way you get a 
little tang when you 
bite into them.” 

 No.38 >
NASTURTIUMS
Matthew Kenney
The Gothic
( B E L F A S T ,  M E )

“They’re a very 
beautiful and subtle 
way to enhance a 
dish. They won’t 
shift the flavor of 
something the way 
a strong herb like 
rosemary would. 
We use them in 
a vinaigrette or a 
pesto, but they’ll 
play nicely with any 
cold first course 
that already has a 
leafy component.”

 No.39 >
BURDOCK 
ROOT
Jeff Taibe
Kawa Ni 
( W E S T P O R T ,  C T ) 
“It has this great 
flavor that’s similar 
to mushrooms, 
but with a sweet 
earthiness that 
reminds you of 
beets. You can 
pickle, braise, or 
ferment it—no 
matter what you  
do, its texture  
and flavor hold  
up through  
the process.” 

 No.40 >
PURSLANE
Shawn McClain
Sage 
( L A S  V E G A S )

“It’s pretty special 
for a weed, not to 
mention super-good 
for you. It has a 
unique bright flavor 
and crisp texture.  
I like to keep it nice 
and simple—lightly 
dressed with fruity 
olive oil, lemon, and 
a touch of sea salt. 
The only downside 
is that I’m sure as 
awareness rises, so 
will the price.”

Nos.
37–41

A  B E T T E R

B U R N

Nos.
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No.47 >
Like Jerky,  
But Not Junky
• The craving for 
dried animal flesh 
is strong in any 
man, which is 
why we’ve all had 
dark moments 
surrounded by 
empty bags and 
ailing from jerky 
jaw. Brooklyn 
Biltong, a tender 
South African–style 
beef jerky, is a little 
lighter—closer to 
prosciutto—and less 
shellacked with  
salt and pepper. In 
other words: You 
can eat a whole bag 
and still want more.

No.46 >
Corn with a 
Conscience
• BjornQorn uses 
a solar kettle to 
pop its popcorn, 
and those slightly 
crunchy vibes 
continue when 
you check the 
ingredients list: 
corn, safflower 
oil, salt, and yeast. 
Sounds weird,  
until you grab a 
handful of the 
salty-tangy stuff 
and discover it’s 
as habit-forming 
as your girlfriend’s 
TV-show regimen. 

No.48 >
A Chip Worthy  
of Your 
Homemade Dip
• Pop one of 
Maya Kaimal’s 
Chickpea Chips in 
your mouth and 
you’ll discover 
superlative snack 
craftsmanship: 
a crisp, airy 
texture and subtle 
spiciness with just 
the right amount 
of salt. But even 
better: Because 
they’re made from 
chickpeas, not 
potatoes, each bag 
won’t take a year  
off your life.

T H E  H O L Y - G R A I L

HOT 
DOG

• The green cocktail 
of the ’50s lives!  
Pépé Le Moko in 

Portland, Oregon, 
revived the 

grasshopper as a 
shake with Fernet 
Branca and vanilla 
ice cream; N.Y.C.’s 

Bacchanal uses real 
crème de menthe 

and crème de cacao. 
This is how you get  
drunk on nostalgia. 

—KEVIN SINTUMUANG

W E L C O M E  B A C K ,

G R ASS HO P P E R

“Dillon 
Edwards of 

Parlor Coffee 
selects great 

beans from all 
over the world 

and roasts  
them in his 
Brooklyn 

roastery. The 
Guatemala La 
Esperanza is 

my favorite. He 
sells it online 

and serves it at 
this coffee  

spot, El Rey, on 
the Lower  
East Side.”

“The seared 
chicken liver 

and pineapple 
curry at Uncle 
Boons here in 
New York is a 
great example 

of how food can 
be fun. The liver 

is prepared 
perfectly, with 
its iron-y notes 
balanced by the 

tartness and 
sweetness of 

pineapple and a 
hint of chile.”

No.44

NICK 
MORGENSTERN 

Owner
MORGENSTERN’S 

FINEST  
ICE CREAM

( N .Y. C . )

No.45

CAMILLE 
BECERRA

Chef 
NAVY

( N .Y. C . )

J U N K  F O O D 

M I N US  TH E  J U N K

Do you miss the days of 4,000 additives in your junk food? Neither  

do we. Welcome to the age of rebooted snacks that use real 

ingredients to attain Pringles-level addictiveness without leaving 

you in a sweaty, post-gorge malaise.— B E N J Y  H A N S E N - B U N DY

Nos.
46–48

• Mankind has struggled to formulate the 
haute hot dog, futilely stuffing casings 

with foie gras, truffles, Brie, and  
other far-fetched foods. At Blue Hill 

at Stone Barns, outside New York City, 
chef Dan Barber has triumphed by 

emphasizing minimalism. His hot dogs 
incorporate pork scraps (from perfect 

pigs) as well as homegrown beets (from 
superb soil) that endow the dogs with a 

reddish hue and chin-dripping juiciness. 
Everything is housemade, including  

the bun and the pig-blood ketchup, which 
isn’t among the fifty-seven varieties 

offered by Heinz. Sometimes, after a year 
of dining too well and too often, a man 
can find happiness by taking a big bite 

from a hot dog.—ALAN RICHMAN

No.49

No.50
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DONALD SUTHERLAND 
is a full-tilt Leading Man, 
sure—MASH, Klute, Ordinary 
People, Don’t Look Now, 
Invasion of the Body 
Snatchers—but the beauty 
of Sutherland is that he has 
always gratefully, gleefully 
taken roles of all sizes 
and shapes, from the pot-
smoking professor in  
Animal House to the evil 
President Snow in the  
Hunger Games franchise.  
As he prepares to reprise that 
character this month, the 
79-year-old legend invites  
MICHAEL HAINEY  
to his Canadian lake house, 
where he grills steaks, 
uncorks a few bottles, and 
pulls no punches about  
his truly epic Hollywood life
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How do you deal with rejection? As an 
actor, you get 10 percent of the roles—
Not very well, right? You know, after 
Ordinary People, I couldn’t get an audition 
for a year. There was one film that  
I wanted. Something about dancing—

Footloose? Flashdance? 
I think it was Flashdance? And the producer 
said to Ronny [his then agent, Ron Meyer],  
“You would have a better chance getting 
the part than he would.” 

My first offer ever for a film was in 
1962. I auditioned for the producer,  
the writer, the director. And I came home 
and said to my first wife, “I thought it 
went okay.” You never want to say you  
did well before you know anything.  
The next morning they were all on the 
phone saying how wonderful the audition 
had been. And then the producer said, 
“We loved you so much, we wanted  
to explain why we weren’t casting you. 
We’ve always thought of this as a  
guy-next-door sort of character, and  
we don’t think you look like you’ve  
ever lived next door to anybody.” 

What attracted you to The Hunger 
Games?
Nobody asked me to do it. I wasn’t offered 
it. I like to read scripts, and it captured 
my passion. I wrote them a letter.  
The role of the president had maybe a  
line in the script. Maybe two. Didn’t 
make any difference. I thought it was  
an incredibly important film, and  
I wanted to be a part of it. I thought it 
could wake up an electorate that had  
been dormant since the ’70s. I hadn’t  
read the books. To be truthful, I was 
unaware of them. But they showed my 
letter to the director, Gary Ross, and  
he thought it’d be a good idea if I did it. 
He wrote those wonderfully poetic  
scenes in the rose garden, and they formed 
the mind and wit of Coriolanus Snow.

Do you think about your own mortality?
Sure.… I bought Final Exit, Derek 
Humphry’s book on the best way to  
kill yourself. I mean, I would be—I just 
really don’t want to leave her. [gestures 
toward kitchen and his wife, Francine] And  
I for sure don’t want her to be dead. The 
word disturbs me. But I’m getting more 
accustomed to the idea of being dead. 
Because I have my mother, my father, my 
brother, and my sister in boxes here—
they’re in the other room—and we have  
to put them in the ground. So that’s  
been a part of our occupation the past 
month. I like having them here, but my 
wife would like them in a proper place.

But I don’t want to give up living, 
because I enjoy it so much, and I love 
working—I don’t expect I’ll ever have to 
stop. But Alzheimer’s or something like 
that would render me pretty useless.  
Your grandmother had dementia, yes?

How did you know?
I started reading your book. [I wrote 
a memoir about the mystery surrounding  
the death of my father.] The line of your 
grandmother’s about “perseverance  
is the great trait.” Wow.

You’ve said that since childhood 
you’ve been death-obsessed.
Well, I kind of gave that obsession up—
but I was sick all the time. I had polio.

Where did that obsession come from?
I was somewhere between 6 and 10. I was 
obsessed with not knowing what happened 
after you were dead. And I sat or kneeled 
for a whole day with my head against the 
wall, trying to figure it out. But I couldn’t, 
and I just said, “Okay.” And then it was 
nothingness. Like Woody Allen says, “I’m 
taking a change of underwear just in case.” 
So, you know, I have no God.

Did your father’s death hit you hard?
My father’s death? My son, two nights 
ago, we were talking about my mother, who  
I loved dearly. She was really subject to  
my father—possibly the most self-centered 
individual I’ve ever met. And when my 
mother died, at her funeral—my son would 
have been about 8—I was by the coffin.  
I was bereft, even though she had been in 
a coma for weeks. And my father, I found 
out two nights ago, was telling awful jokes 
to my son. At the funeral. It’s a moment of 
such anguish for my son.

That must have felt— 
Well, I have to be truthful. After my 
mother’s funeral—because it had been  
so difficult with my father—I left.  
And I didn’t get back to see him for two  
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When Sutherland meets me on 
the front porch, he’s dressed in a 
jacket and pants. He’s a tall man: six 
feet two. In person, his features—
the crystal blue eyes, the white-white 
hair, the cheekbones—are even more 
striking than you’d expect. He tells 
me the house has become an ancestral 
home for his kids and grandkids. 
(Sutherland himself was born farther 
east, in St. John, New Brunswick.)
He leads me to a large room off his 
study—a room crammed with papers 
and books. The room is professorial, 
and so is he—a bit like the aged version 
of his character from Animal House.

← With his twins, Rachel and Kiefer, and his 
stepson, Tom. Sutherland has three more sons, 
all named after directors he admires.

↑ The Dirty Dozen (1967) was one of several 
films in which Sutherland played a soldier.
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or three months. I was on my way 
back to see him—I was in Montreal, and  
I stayed over because the Expos were 
playing. And when I got back to my flat,  
the telephone rang and it was Francine, 
and—this is a hard story to tell—she  
said, “Your father is dead. Now you’re  
an orphan. Now I have you all to myself, 
alone.” Which was perfect. Perfect. 

And I called the woman who had been 
taking care of him and said, “Did he say 
anything?” She said, “Yes. He said, ‘It was 
better when the children were young.’ ” 
And I said, “Thanks a lot for that—that  
was really helpful.” Anyway. Hard—he  
was hard to deal with. So. Death.

He just never wanted a relationship? 
I’ve still never figured it out. I think he 
was in some way disappointed in me.

It was never good enough?
No, never good enough. Never good 
enough. Mine is a wound of failure. Of 
inability to make him happy. 

“It was better when the children were 
young.” That sounds like: “That’s when 
I was the king and I could control—”
Exactly.

It’s not that you failed—it’s that you 
succeeded. You surpassed him, but he 
could not take joy in that.
The problem is, he was my father and 
I wanted to please him. But yes, the minute 
I found success—pretty much after MASH 
was released, he didn’t do anything but 
complain about me.

I can’t help but associate everything 
you say with Ordinary People and 
your vulnerability in that character.
Oh, sure. Absolutely. Even now, just 
sitting here, it’s not that easy to deal with, 
so I haven’t resolved anything.

What qualities of your mother’s 
do you have?
Her nose! [laughs]She was brutally honest. 
When I was 15 or 16, I said, “Mother, am 
I good-looking?” And she went, “Donald, 
your face has character.”

After we’ve spoken for an hour, Sutherland 
says it’s time for lunch. We walk to the deck and 
sit beneath a billowing canopy. He puts steaks on 
the grill and opens a bottle of white Burgundy.

Would you say you’re a loner?
No, I have my wife. We’ve been together 
for forty-two years.

I mean, are you solitary by nature?
No, I don’t think so. I’m quite gregarious. 
I tell a lot of jokes. But I don’t go into bars. 
[long pause] It’s interesting, your question. 
My brother and I, we weren’t close. But  
he had a stroke when he was 38, maybe—
he lost control of his left arm and left leg, 
and I think a good part of his brain. And  
he was a born-again Christian. I wouldn’t 
give him money, because he would just give 
it to the church, but I paid all of his bills. 
And then he had another stroke a couple of 
years ago and was in palliative care. And  
they phoned me to say that he had not 
regained consciousness. I said, “I’m in the 
middle of working, and I can’t get down 
there. Can you keep me abreast?” And then 
he died. They cremated him and sent his 
ashes here, in that box I have to take care of. 
Two weeks afterwards, I received a phone 
call from a grief counselor at the palliative-
care center. She said, “I want to talk to you 
about dealing with the grief.” And I said,  
“I don’t have any grief. We were never very 
close.” She said, “You should write him a 
letter,” and I said, “What’s the point? He’s 
dead.” She said, “Write about the things 
that—” And suddenly I started to bawl.  
And I said, “Thank you very much.” I went 
to my computer and started to write him  
a letter. There are forty pages, and it’s not 
even nearly finished. 

Who is your best friend?
Ron Meyer. 

What’s his best trait?
Perseverance? [We both laugh.] I guess, in 
a sense, perseverance, yeah, because he  
has carried with me… I once said to him 
that I was depressed and contemplating 

suicide. And he said, “Oh, please don’t  
do that.” I said, “Why?” He said, “Because  
if you did, then I would try to make love  
to your wife.” At that moment, all thoughts  
of suicide disappeared. Gone. [laughs] 
Really, though, I would never have done  
it. I was just being romantic and self-
indulgent. Ron said what he said to do just 
what it did: wake up my self-indulgent self. 

Were you shocked when you heard 
about Robin Williams?
No. I was shocked by the way he did it, 
because, you know—I mean, look at his 
face in those recent interviews. I remember 
John Belushi. We shared a doctor, and John 
was coming out of the office as I was going 
in—snot was hanging six feet out of his nose, 
and I said to my doctor, “He’s going to die.” 
And my doctor says, “Yes. I’ve tried to get 
him to stop, and John just says, ‘I give people 
pleasure, why can’t I have pleasure?’ ” But 
no, I wasn’t surprised. I was crushed, but not 
surprised. Depression is an extraordinary 
thing. It was different from Philip [Seymour 
Hoffman]. Philip, that was just… I can’t 
bring myself to actually speak about it.

But in some ways, Philip was, I mean, 
suicide comes in different—
Yeah, exactly. Precisely. 

Tell me about yourself as a father.
I don’t think I’m a good father. [calls out] 
Francine! She’s a wonderful mother.

But I don’t believe that about you. 
I’m not a bad father, but I’m not a 
terribly good father. Francine! Am I a  
good father?

“I love that Brodsky line: 
‘Passion, above all, is a remedy 
against boredom.’ If you want 
a mantra for my life, that’s it.”  

↓ Sutherland with Timothy Hutton in Ordinary 
People, which won Best Picture in 1981.

↑ Jane Fonda played a prostitute opposite 
Sutherland’s private detective in the  
1971 thriller Klute. 

(continued on page 188)
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ACTIVE
DUTY

• Say good-bye to 
your mesh lacrosse 
shorts and take your 
Greek Week shirt 
to Goodwill. Now 
fashion designers are 
making clothes you 
can work out in (this 
RLX shirt even has 
sensors that track 
your heart rate), while 
athletic companies 
are making workout 
clothes that look 
designer. Seize the 
moment by wearing a 
mix of the two. If this 
gear is tough enough 
for an Afghanistan vet 
like Minsky, it’s tough 
enough for you.

EXERCISE 
TO LOOK 
GOOD. (AND 
LOOK GOOD 
EXERCISING.)
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clockwise 
from top left

Nike $80

Adidas $120

Athletic 
Propulsion  
Labs $140

• Please don’t be the 
guy who changes 
out of his nice work 
clothes and then  
stuffs them into a 
bag that’s hotboxing 
the musky stench 
of yesterday’s squat 
thrusts. Instead,  
get a washable bag 
like this one, which 
you can throw in the 
laundry along with 
your dirty clothes.

bag $198 
Billykirk 
Sport

+
sweatpants 
$100 
Nike

tights 
(beneath) 
$50 
Under 
Armour

watch 
Nautica

headphones 
Urbanears

red vest 
Diesel

HAVE YOU HEARD 
THAT THERE’S A 
WHOLE NEW WORLD 
OF HIGH-STYLE, 
HIGH-PERFORMANCE 
GYMWEAR OUT 
THERE THAT WILL 
MAKE YOU LOOK 
COOLER AND LESS 
JIGGLY? WELL, IT’S 
TRUE, AND WE 
SORTED THROUGH 
PILES AND PILES 
OF HIGH-TECH 
WEARABLES TO 
FIND THE BEST 
STUFF. THEN WE 
RECRUITED MARINE-
TURNED-MODEL 
(AND INTERNET 
SENSATION) ALEX 
MINSKY TO SPORT 
IT. IF A NEW PAIR 
OF COMPRESSION 
PANTS WON’T 
GALVANIZE YOU TO 
GET IN GEAR, MAYBE 
ALEX’S STORY  
OF I.E.D. EXPLOSIONS, 
ALCOHOLISM, AND 
FINDING SALVATION 
AT THE GYM WILL  

BEN WATTS

• What’s driving 
the new symbiosis 
between sporty 
gym stuff and high 
fashion? Well, for 
starters, a lot of 
designers are workout 
fiends themselves, 
including the very 
jacked Mr. Jacobs. 
We don’t suggest 
that you bench-
press in the guy’s 
mohair sweaters. 
But in this formfitting 
motocross-inspired 
shirt? For sure.

crewneck 
$168 
Marc by 
Marc Jacobs

+
hoodie (waist) 
$70 
Alexander 
Wang x H&M

shorts $60 
Pistol Pete

sweatband 
Puma

headphones 
Sol Republic

watch 
Nautica

The Boost line 
from Adidas 
has a foam-
cushioned sole 
that’s comfy as 
hell and also 
puts a spring in 
your step.

Designed by 
a couple of 
former USC 
athletes, these 
woven kicks are 
unisex. (Just 
make sure your 
girl doesn’t buy 
the same color 
as yours.)

THE DAYS OF CHOOSING BETWEEN  
FORM AND FUNCTION ARE OVER

• Why settle for one when you can have both? Here we present 
three spanking-new sneakers that are built for performance 
but will still make people say, “Damn. Where’d you get those?”

MUSCLES BY  
MARC JACOBS

THE FUNK-RESISTANT  
GYM BAG

coat $2,175 
Giorgio Armani 

+
jacket $295 
and t-shirt 
RLX Ralph  
Lauren

tights $95 
Brooks Running

sneakers $135 
Nike

sunglasses 
Ray-Ban

headphones 
Sol Republic

bag 
Ecoalf

where to buy it?  
go to gq.com/go 
/fashiondirectories

These light 
laceless slip-ons 
mean you never 
again have  
to worry that a 
stray shoelace 
could lead  
to death  
by treadmill.
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• Fashion goes in 
cycles: Sweatpants 
spent decades as 
ill-fitting athletic wear. 
Then designers got 
hold of them and 
started cutting them 
as precisely as they 
do suit pants, so they 
could be worn on the 
street. And now those 
high-end versions 
with the tailored fit are 
the ones stylish guys 
are wearing in the 
gym. We think they’re 
here to stay.

TAILORED 
SWEATS KEEP 
HANGING 
AROUND…
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• We keep seeing 
more and more 
men working out in 
leggings, because 
they improve blood 
flow, wick away sweat, 
provide max mobility, 
and hold everything 
safely in place. (Oh, 
and this time of year,  
they’re a hell of a lot 
warmer than cotton 
sweatpants the wind 
can whip through.)  
If you think they look 

too much like yoga 
pants for dudes, 
think of it this way: 
“Well-designed 
leggings with 
prints and colors 
and graphics look 
better than your 
pasty legs,” says 
Dan Leraris, Under 
Armour’s senior 
director of men’s 
apparel. “Most  
guys’ legs aren’t  
all that attractive.” 

tights $80 
Under 
Armour 

+
briefs $28 
Diesel

sweatshirt 
$378 
Tim Coppens

sneakers $90 
Adidas

sweatband 
NBA

+
Lululemon Athletica $98

+
Nike $45

+
Under Armour $80

THE SMARTWATCH ARMS  
RACE IS OFFICIALLY ON

…BUT THE NEW THING IS 
COMPRESSION TIGHTS

“There is 
a feeling of 
power when 
you wear 
these things. 
Compression 
feels good 
on your legs. 
It keeps 
your muscles 
engaged. 
It can help 
you warm up 
smoother and
quicker, and 
then keep 
your muscles 
activated 
throughout 
the workout.”
—Dan Leraris of
Under Armour

YOU CAN 
JUST CALL 
THEM 
WARM-UPS

sweatpants $450 
and swimsuit $175 
Michael Bastian 

+
sneakers $120  
Adidas

prosthetic  
leg cover 
Unyq

necklace  
Melet Mercantile

where to buy it?  
go to gq.com/go 
/fashiondirectories

• Apple Watch (release 
date: 2015) has a lot  
of buzz, but here’s  
a jock-friendly ticker 
from Motorola that 
you can buy right now 
with many of the same 

fitness features. The 
sweat-resistant, voice-
activated future-shock 
wonder toy known as 
the Moto 360 comes 
with a pedometer,  
a heart-rate monitor, 

and six different 
digital faces right 
out of the box. Wear 
it throughout your 
workout, in the shower 
afterward, and straight 
on through dinner.

watch $250 
Motorola S
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HIS LIFE SO FAR MAKES  
no sense except as a Pedro 
Almodóvar soap opera: the 
tragedy, the melodrama, 
the re-invention, the coma, 
the dick pics. High school 

fuckup becomes a Marine’s Marine, then a 
war amputee, then a gay-beefcake icon…
who just happens to be straight. “My 
world’s flipped; I’ve been reborn,” Minsky 
says. “And it’s happened multiple times.” 
At 17, he blew o≠ school in California to 
get high, pick up girls, and play in heavy-
metal bands. At 18, he shocked his family 
and friends by joining the Marines. More 
shocking still: He was great at it. “I saw 
him being a Marine for twenty years,” says 
his friend Corporal Cory Delgado. Instead, 
Minsky lasted one month.

On June 1, 2009, while on patrol in 
Bakwa, Farah Province, Afghanistan, 
Minsky drove an armored Humvee over an 
IED. The blast was so violent that his turret 
gunner was thrown thirty meters. Minsky, 
closest to the bomb, nearly died. “They 

ALEXMINSKY
were telling my mom, ‘He might wake up—
maybe. And if he does, he will never be the 
same.’ ” He emerged from a coma forty-seven 
days and thirteen operations later to find 
himself unable to speak or eat or walk. Below 
the knee, his right leg was gone.

That fall, Minsky walked for the first 
time since Afghanistan, at his Purple Heart 
ceremony. But he was eaten up by post-
traumatic stress and the feeling that he’d 
failed his Marines. Though his doctors had 
warned him that alcohol would wreck his 
recovering brain, he began to binge-drink. 
“I needed a way to numb my head,” he says. 
“My head was out to get me.” When his 
brother overdosed on heroin, Minsky got 
blackout drunk every day for twenty-three 
months, racking up three DUIs.

Minsky attended recovery meetings 
and resolved to replace booze with working 
out. On day one of his new regimen, he 
was spotted by a fashion photographer 
named Tom Cullis. “My God, he was doing 
these one-armed and one-legged push-
ups—something was driving him to not 

be damaged,” Cullis recalls. “It reeked of a 
great angle: Help the veterans, and then 
he’s disabled on top of it, and he’s got a 
Clark Gable look.”

Those images led to more provocative 
shoots and to viral online fame. Gay 
magazines would pose Minsky in, say, 
a skimpy rhinestone skirt and a Daisy 
Buchanan headpiece, and their readers 
would go wild. (One of the more printable 
comments: “I want to suck his stump.”)  
“I love gay men,” Minsky says, “because if 
they like something, they’ll let everybody 
know.” Today, at 25, he’s the face of an ad 
campaign for the new Hunger Games sequel.

He is genuinely distressed, though, 
about having been the victim last winter 
of a nude-photo leak. “I went into freak-
out mode,” he says. “I don’t have a team of 
people taking care of my Internet snafus.” 
Still: What does it mean when a soldier’s 
broken body becomes not an admonition 
about the horrors of war but, rather, a sex 
object? “Maybe I just like being naked,” he 
says. “Ever think of that?”— N AT H A N I E L  P E N N

briefs $30 
Calvin Klein 
Underwear

+
watch 
Michael Kors

bracelet 
Jawbone

indoor location 
(throughout) 
Retro Fitness, 
Williamsburg, 
Brooklyn

where to buy it?  
go to gq.com/go 
/fashiondirectories

suit $1,420 
and raincoat $1,195 
Z Zegna 

+
pullover $70 
Under Armour

headphones  
(in hand) 
Beats by Dr. Dre

hair by thom priano 
at garren new york 
for r+co. grooming 
by jodie boland 
for ck one color 
cosmetics. prop 
stylist: abraham 
latham for artmix 
beauty. produced 
by adam jackman 
for bauerfeind 
productions–east. 
still-life stylist: 
renata chaplynksy 
at art department.

• Even if you’re not  
into mixed martial 
arts, it’s important 
to take care of your 
junk. So secure it 
in performance 
compression briefs. 
These tighty not-
so-whities slip right 
underneath sweats, 
shorts, and even 
those leggings we 
just showed you, 
preventing unwanted 

THE MOST IMPORTANT GYM 
EQUIPMENT MONEY CAN BUY

chafing and, um, 
movement. You’ll see 
these drawers at  
all price points, but  
as any woman will  
tell you, underwear 
is not the place to 
skimp. The best 
pairs—made by 
the same designers 
behind your street 
clothes—look good 
and won’t stretch out 
over time in the wash. 

“These trunks have just 
the right amount of support, 
and they’re breathable, 
so you’re not sweating before 
you leave the locker room. 
They also look really cool in 
matte gray. Put away your 
wacky neon underwear 
and wear something that works 
for you while you work out.” 
—Jim Moore, GQ creative director

CALVIN KLEIN SUPPORTS  
OUR TROOPS
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• Just as we’re 
suggesting a mix 
of designer and 
athletic clothes in 
the weight room, 
it’s also stylish 
to mix in some 
performance gear 
as you leave the 
gym. That could 
mean wearing a 
pullover with your 
biz suit—or check 
out this new 
two-piece from 
the tech-minded 
tailors at Zegna.  
It has pants with  
an elastic 
waistband that 
you can pull right 
on like sweats. 
There’s no better 
way to launch into 
your day.

THE SWEAT 
SUIT  
OF THE 
FUTURE
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PAOLA KUDACKI

RIGHT NOW 
THERE’S A FLEET 
OF HANDSOME 
CLOTHES OUT 
THERE THAT LOOK 
MILITARY-ISSUED. 
SO WE ENLISTED 
LOGAN LERMAN, 
STAR OF THE 
NEW BRAD PITT 
MOVIE, ‘FURY,’ TO 
SHOW YOU HOW 
TO INCORPORATE 
THEM INTO YOUR 
DAILY ARSENAL—
WITHOUT LOOKING 
LIKE MAVERICK (OR, 
GOD FORBID, GOOSE)

THE 
RETURN 
OF TOP 
GUN 
STYLE

IN ‘FURY,’ 
Lerman plays a green 

tank driver opposite 

Brad Pitt’s awesomely 

named Wardaddy. 

“It’s intimidating,” 

Lerman says of 

meeting Pitt . “But he’s 

down-to-earth.  

He’s just a dude.” 

1 6 6   GQ . C OM  
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PULLOVER 
$165
Polo Ralph Lauren 

+
grooming by johnny  
hernandez for fierro agency.  
prop styling by juliet  
jernigan at clm. 
produced by steve 
bauerfeind for bauerfeind 
productions–west. 

for additional credits,  
see page 189. 
where to buy it?  
go to gq.com/go 
/fashiondirectories
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THE FATIGUE 
SHIRT
$465
Michael Bastian

THE FLIGHT 
JACKET
$5,500
Dior Homme

THE  
CLASS-A SUIT
$3,770
Prada 

THE FIELD 
JACKET
$375
Band of Outsiders 

MORE
A full Q+A with  
Logan Lerman
GQ.COM
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LAST
CHANCE

P E T E R
B O H L E R

11.2014

168
GQ

The setting may not be Titletown, but 
East Mississippi has found a way to win 
championship after championship.
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 DOWN IN MISSISSIPPI, AN 
 UNLIKELY NFL FARM SYSTEM 

 IS FLOURISHING UNDER THE 
 THURSDAY-NIGHT LIGHTS. 

 YOU’VE NEVER HEARD OF THE 
 PLAYERS, EVEN THE DEFENSIVE 

 END NAMED LYNDON BAINES 
 JOHNSON JR. YOU’VE NEVER 

 HEARD OF THE COACHES, EVEN 
 THE ONE WHO’S A FORMER 

 PRISON GUARD. YOU’VE PROBABLY 
NEVER EVEN HEARD OF THE 

SCHOOLS. BUT THIS COMMUNITY-
COLLEGE CIRCUIT OF NCAA 

FLAMEOUTS AND DISCIPLINARY 
MISFITS HAS SOMEHOW 

PRODUCED A STAGGERING 
NUMBER OF DIVISION I AND 

PRO ATHLETES. DREW JUBERA 
REPORTS ON THE WEIRDEST, 

WILDEST, MOST OFF-THE-GRID 
LEAGUE IN AMERICA 
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T H E  L A N D S C A P E  I S  D R U N K 
Faulkner: small and spooky and piss-poor. 

Piney woods run deep enough to hide 
whatever you don’t want found. What passes 

for the old downtown is one side of one block. 
Five brick buildings still stand; another four are 

gone, just disappeared, as if by cremation—
nothing left but rubble and little piles of red dust. 

Drive by most days and the only open business is a 
working Coke machine on the sidewalk. All of which

T H E R E  A R E  F I F T E E N  junior col-
leges in Mississippi, and fourteen of them 
play football. Together they form a last-
chance confederation, a string of schools 
in mostly crossroad towns stretching from 
the piney woods in the east to steamy burgs 
near the Gulf to the exurbs of Memphis and 
the vast, dark Delta. It’s Thursday Night 
Lights, untelevised and o≠ the grid. One 
coach dubbed it, without irony, “the island 
of misfit toys.”

Over the years, more than 200 kids 
from the Mississippi league have gone on 
to NFL teams: at least fifty from Hinds, 
in tiny Raymond; forty from Northwest 
Mississippi, in Senatobia; twenty-five 
from Mississippi Gulf Coast, in Perkinston.  
The 1992 Itawamba squad alone sent at 
least six players to the NFL.

And yet each school’s fifty-five-man 
roster does tend to over-represent the dis-
carded and dispossessed: lawbreakers, 
rule-benders, dropouts, dipshits, potheads, 
and assorted other screwups—almost all of 
whom can flat-out ball. Coaches recruit kids 
from houses without food, without parents, 
without floors. One coach sat across from a 
mother who stared back at him with four 
eyes. “She had a pair of eyeballs tattooed 
right over her titties,” he told me. “It gets 
surreal sometimes.” Another recruit failed 
a drug test after smoking dope with his dad 
on the drive to school.

“It’s a second-, third-, fourth-, fifth-
chance league,” says Allen Sentimore, 
an East Mississippi defensive back who 
showed up two years ago from Laurel, 
Mississippi, with a GED, a gold grill, and no 
idea what he was doing.

He wasn’t playing well enough to be 
recruited to the big time, so when his 
mother lost her job and was evicted from 
her apartment in the middle of his fresh-
man season, Sentimore split to work two 
jobs back home, one on a pipeline, the other 
at a technology plant. Both sucked.

He returned to Scooba with a new 
resolve and, last year, led all junior-college  
players in interceptions. Georgia called. 
Alabama called.

Chad Kelly, nephew of NFL great Jim Kelly, is looking for redemption.

makes the little Mississippi town of Scooba—
population 732, per capita income $11,355—
an improbable center of anything. Yet less 
than a mile west of that blown-away vista, 
a spick-and-span football complex rises 
taller and shinier than anything you’ll find 
between here and the nearest Walmart, 
forty miles away. The 6,000-seat stadium 
features artificial turf, a double-decker press 
box, and a giant video scoreboard. Wrapped 
across the team’s equipment truck, parked 
nearby for anyone rolling past on Highway 16 
to see: your story starts here.

It’s the home of the East Mississippi Com-
munity College Lions, junior-college national 
champions two of the past three years and 
current center of the juco football universe. 
This lonesome outpost of 1,200 students 
near the Alabama line has also become an 
unlikely pipeline to the teams that millions 
of fans watch on Saturdays and Sundays.

Twenty-two of the Lions’ twenty-four 
graduating sophomores last season signed 
with Division I schools. This year’s start-
ing quarterback at Ole Miss, nickelback at 
Nebraska, defensive linemen at Alabama 
and Florida—as well as early commits to 
Florida State and Oklahoma—all bubbled 
up from Scooba. So did five players who 
were in NFL camps this summer.

Meanwhile, East Mississippi’s rivals are 
furiously stockpiling their own talent, their 
own rosters full of would-be stars whose 
stories have to start somewhere—even if 
“somewhere” is the middle of nowhere.

To local existentialists, it makes per-
fect sense. “There’s a lot to o≠er in Scooba, 
Mississippi. Want to know what it is?” Nick 
Clark, a white-haired former Lion who 
works in the school’s development o∞ce, 
asks me from across his desk.

I allow that I am totally stumped.
“There are no distractions!”
A few minutes later, defensive coordina-

tor Jordan Lesley picks me up outside in a 
golf cart. As we motor across the low-slung 
campus to meet with head coach Buddy 
Stephens, breezing past oaks and crape 
myrtles and half-assed architecture, Lesley 
espouses his own take on Scooba’s allure.

“If you don’t cut pines or hunt, there’s no 
reason to be here,” he says, a summer sun 
blazing above us. “Unless you play football. 
And need the grades.”

T
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“I was like, Whoa, they want me?” he says. 
“That’s when I started putting my heart in 
it. I feel like I’m not ballin’ for me. I’m ballin’ 
for what’s on my back.”

The only obstacle now: “If I can get out of 
that math class, I’ll be good.”

While every team has a few straight-A 
students, most juco players are academi-
cally at risk. At East Mississippi, the average 
ACT score is 17, less than half the possible 
high of 36. One kid had a 10. 

Other players are “drop-downs,” kicked 
out of major programs for screwing  
up royally. 

“I had the world by the balls. By the 
balls,” says Chad Kelly, East Mississippi’s 
new quarterback and perhaps this season’s 
most celebrated drop-down.

A former high school All-American from 
Bu≠alo and nephew of Bills Hall of Fame 
quarterback Jim Kelly, the six-foot-three, 
220-pound redshirt sophomore was thrown 
out of Clemson after this April’s spring 
game. He got in head coach Dabo Swinney’s 
face for sending in the punt team on a 
fourth-and-short near midfield.

“Why the fuck didn’t we go for it?”  
Kelly shouted as the first half wound down.

Before that day, Kelly was battling for the 
starting job at a southern football power 
while living in a two-story apartment with 
his girlfriend, an Atlanta Falcons cheer-
leader. Less than a week later, he was in 
Scooba, where he sleeps on a twin bed in a 
dorm room he shares with a wide receiver.

“It is what it is. I gotta deal with it,” says 
Kelly, who plans to be out of Scooba by 
December and back playing with a big-time 
school. “I’ve humbled myself since I’ve been 
here. I don’t take anything for granted.”

Coaches in the Mississippi league con-
stitute their own mismatched fraternity. 
Most are either on their way up or on 
their way down. A lot just need a job. They 
come from high schools, major colleges, 
even the NFL—Ray Perkins, the former 

Giants and Buccaneers coach, came out of 
retirement for two years to lead the Jones 
County Bobcats. Two coaches in the league 
were booted from the NCAA for recruit-
ing violations while they were assistants at 
Tennessee and Mississippi State. At Hinds, 
outside Jackson, the program is a literal 
mom-and-pop shop: husband (head coach), 
wife (kicking coach and associate athletic 
director), son (o≠ensive coordinator), and 
daughter (cheerleading coach).

The league is more than a curio. Similar 
ones exist in Kansas, Arizona, California, 
and elsewhere, but few other jucos play 
in the talent-flush Deep South—none in 
Florida, none in Alabama, one in Georgia. 
As a result, the Mississippi league produces 
an ungodly number of players who go on to 
the big puppy mills nearby.

One warm Thursday night in September, 
a near capacity crowd (including recruiters 
from Auburn and Mississippi State) showed 

up to watch the nation’s top-
rated Lions win a grudge match 
in Scooba against the third-
ranked Copiah-Lincoln Wolf-
pack. The night’s highlight: 
Lions running back D. J. Law, 
a freshman from Florida who 
made national news back in 
February when he inexplica-
bly signed with three schools 
on the same day, leapt over a 
defender’s head in the open  
field and looked as if he’d never 
come down, flying from the 
thirty-yard line to inside the 
twenty-five, where he finally 
landed with one foot spearing 
the turf, Captain America–style. 

“Basically,” Law explained 
later, “instinct.”

“There’s a tremendous amount of talent 
in that league,” says Georgia head coach 
Mark Richt, who steers academically ineli-
gible recruits to the jucos to get their grades 
up. “Every team in the SEC and the ACC has 
sent young men there. It’s a pretty good try-
out, frankly. You see kids out of high school 
who dominate, but it’s not the case when 
they get to the Mississippi league.”

Mississippi is considered more physi-
cal than other juco conferences. A kid from 
Bruce, Mississippi, sees a drop-down from 
LSU as just one more ass to whip on his way 
up. O≠enses are wide open; defenses hunt 
heads. Brawls aren’t uncommon. In last 
year’s national-championship game, refs 
called eighteen personal fouls.

Mississippi limits schools to eight out-
of-state players; the other forty-seven must 
come from an in-state population about 
half the size of Atlanta. Yet despite the 
state’s relative puniness, Mississippi pro-
duces a seemingly endless supply of elite  
athletes. “Shake a bush,” as one coach puts 
it, “and ten fall out.”

The mix often leads to something spe-
cial. Walter Jones, the Seattle Seahawks 
left tackle inducted this year into the Pro 
Football Hall of Fame, played at Holmes 
Community College, situated in the county 
with the poorest, fattest, shortest-lived 
residents in the country. Four of his team-
mates also signed NFL contracts. Cortez 
Kennedy, a teammate in Seattle who played 
at Northwest Mississippi, was inducted 
into the Hall in 2012.

Now a millionaire many times over, 
Jones gave a shout-out to Holmes during 
his August induction speech. He remembers 
the bad fields, getting dressed on the bus, 
going out with the fellas for chicken tenders 
after practice in little no-nothing Goodman. 

East Mississippi head coach  
Buddy Stephens in his domain. 

Downtown Scooba.

OVER THE YEARS, MORE THAN 200 
KIDS FROM THE MISSISSIPPI LEAGUE 

HAVE GONE ON TO NFL TEAMS.

WorldMags.netWorldMags.net

WorldMags.net

http://GQ.com
http://worldmags.net/
http://worldmags.net/


Jones was grateful just to be doing the one 
thing he wanted to do.

“If you love football,” he says, “where you 
play doesn’t matter.”

I  J U M P  O U T  of the golf cart on the edge 
of East Mississippi’s campus and enter the 
expansive workplace of Buddy Stephens, 
lord of the league and maybe the most 
reviled football man in the state.

The glassy eyes of an eight-point buck 
stare me down from a back wall as Buddy 
greets me from a big padded chair behind 
his big wooden desk. Buddy is big, too: 
A former center, he’s short and wide and 
rounded o≠ at the edges. One of his chins 
sprouts a white goatee.

Buddy spits Red Man tobacco into a Diet 
Coke bottle. Originally from Alabama, he’s 
still Bama enough to name his yellow Lab 
Bama. Now 49, Buddy has said he got into 
coaching because he wasn’t smart enough 
to do anything else. He’d really like you to 
believe that. Tucked between the sports books 
on his shelves: Sun Tzu’s The Art of War.

A typical Buddy takeaway: “As a rule of 
thumb, big fish eat little fish.”

Buddy was an assistant at another 
Mississippi juco that won a national 
title before he arrived here in 2008. The 
Scooba campus, one of six that make up 
East Mississippi, was almost shuttered 
a decade earlier. The football field was a 
strip of grass with lousy lights and seating 
for maybe a thousand. Extra points, field 
goals, and the occasional kicko≠ landed in 
a driveway across the street. 

Buddy looked around, saw nothing, and 
hustled it. His recruiting pitch: “ball and 

books,” with nothing to disturb a player’s 
focus from improving on the field and 
qualifying to finish his career at a Division I 
school, which these days requires a 2.5 GPA 
and a sixty-four-hour associate’s degree.

Buddy had an angel in school president 
Rick Young. A relentless fund-raiser con-
vinced that sports are Scooba’s salvation, 
Young spearheaded a campaign to build bet-
ter facilities—what his peers deplore as an 
“arms race.” (When Young called me from 
the road one day, he stopped his description 
of a new project in mid-sentence and asked 
of GQ, “You guys ever do sponsorships? We 
need about $5 million for a sports-operation 
facility.” When I laughed, Young persisted. 
“We’ll put your name on it!”)

It’s worked. Buddy won his first national 
title in the fancy new stadium with players 
he recruited while using the crappy old one.

He hasn’t made friends doing it. Last 
year’s unbeaten champs were almost crimi-
nally abusive, averaging more than sixty 
points a game while allowing fewer than 
ten. The more outrageous tallies: 59–0, 
69–0, 70–0, 79–7, and 90–7. At a league-
wide coaches’ meeting earlier this year, a 
mercy rule was proposed specifically to keep 
Buddy from running up scores.

Buddy missed the meeting. Nobody 
missed Buddy.

“Talk to people around this league and 
the perception of me is that I’m a cheater 
and an asshole,” he says.

So I ask him: You cheat?
He doesn’t hesitate.

“No.”
Then he thinks about it a minute.
“Well, once.”
And the asshole thing?
Buddy uncorks a big, contemplative sigh.
“I try to be self-actualized enough,” he 

finally says, “to realize I’m an asshole.”

I F  E A S T  M I S S I S S I P P I  is the 
league’s swaggering standard-bearer, its 
photographic negative can be found way 
west, in the Delta, the most gloriously for-
saken 6,250 square miles America has to 
o≠er. This part of the state defines both 
abundance and bleakness. One moment 
you’re in bright fields of cotton, corn, and 
beans that unspool into the sunset; the next 
you’re seeing swaybacked roofs, unpainted 
front porches, and a hoarder’s accumulation 
of plywood windows.

“Time has forgotten the Delta,” says 
Karl Morgan, head coach at Coahoma 
Community College, outside Clarksdale. 
“It’s a shame, too. There are good people 
here. But we have to fight the stigma of this 
place as, for lack of a better word, shitty.”

Oh, shitty’s the word. A 53-year-old for-
mer NFL player, Morgan meets me inside 
an assistant coach’s cramped o∞ce. Its vibe 
says converted utility closet, with a grid of 
bewildering power switches running up 
one cinder-block wall. Earlier, when the 
assistant coach, also a former NFLer, had 
escorted me in, he watched as I checked it 
all out. Then he grinned.

“It’s a juco o∞ce,” he said.
Now Morgan smiles, too. I’m seated in 

a swivel chair that wobbles left, wobbles 
right, then nearly throws me when I try to 
rebalance myself.

“A juco chair,” he says.
Founded in 1949 as a separate-but-

equal junior college, Coahoma now has the 
league’s only black head coach and predom-
inantly black sta≠. Its field was the league’s 
worst until a tornado tore it up; now, thanks 
to the insurance money, a crew is outside 
in the wilting heat installing artificial turf. 
By next season, Morgan hopes to have a 
new coaches’ building and an updated 
training room—Coahoma’s answer to East 
Mississippi’s arms race.

Later that evening, in heavy air that 
feels more like bathwater, Morgan’s play-
ers jog onto a practice field they share with 
the adjoining agricultural high school. 

 When you’re as huge as Lyndon Baines 
Johnson Jr., this is your water bottle. 

DESPITE THE STATE’S RELATIVE PUNINESS, 
MISSISSIPPI PRODUCES A SEEMINGLY ENDLESS 

SUPPLY OF ELITE ATHLETES. “SHAKE A BUSH,” 
AS ONE COACH PUTS IT, “AND TEN FALL OUT.” 
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The cornfield across the road and the little 
Baptist church beside it turn gold, then 
pink, then indigo in the sun’s lowering light.

It’s still football: Coaches bark insults, 
players run into one another, fights threaten 
to break out. A fat kid bends over after run-
ning gassers and pukes.

The workout finishes at dusk. Players 
pull o≠ their helmets and do a slow, scat-
tered march to the locker room. I’m stand-
ing on the grass scribbling notes (“rap 
music replaced by cicadas”) when I sense 
one looming over me. Helmet in one hand, 
sweat pouring o≠ his head, he stands 
maybe six feet four, weighs maybe 260 
pounds, trim and cut.

“What school you from?” the kid asks me.
I don’t quite catch his drift: “I’m sorry, 

what?”
“What school you from?”
Then I get it: white, a little paunchy, 

diligently jotting stu≠ down, I look like a 
recruiter out scouring the Delta, shaking the 
bushes in hopes a Division I prospect will 
tumble out.

“No,” I say, brightening. “I’m a writer. 
Doing a story for a magazine.”

I’ve seen less despair at funerals.
“Oh,” he says before heading o≠. “I was 

hoping you were from Alabama.”
Juco kid.

H O L M E S  C O U N T Y  isn’t the Delta, but 
it is Delta-ish: at once lush and depressed. 
Goodman is a tad bigger and a little more 
active than Scooba, which only makes it 
more gothic.

“See that?” Je≠ Koonz, the Holmes head 
coach, says from inside his pickup as we 
slide past a basketball court at one end of 
the no-stoplight downtown.

It’s early evening. About a dozen kids 
are playing full-court hoops, shirts o≠ and 
bodies glistening. A hot luxury ride, unlike 
anything else on these small-town streets, 
gleams in the patchy grass where it’s parked, 
right beside the asphalt.

Koonz is giving me the tour—white 
church, black church, swamp at the edge 
of town where locals hunt monster deer 
barefoot. Earlier he’d walked me over to the 
modest stadium, where my eyes scanned 
the concrete stands and crumbling track 
before I spotted some commotion atop a 
water tower: turkey vultures, hunched and 
staring hungrily down at the field.

And now this crazy car, which he’s heard 
belongs to a drug dealer.

“Everybody’s scared of him,” Koonz says. 
“I just don’t want these guys fuckin’ with 
my players. They’re not afraid to throw a 
shot at you.”

Koonz is from upstate New York, where 
he spent more than a decade as a guard 

inside a locked-down psychiatric center  
for the criminally insane. He’s been shivved 
and had chairs broken over his head.  
One inmate dove over a desk and tried to rip 
his face o≠.

“He thought his uncle’s Cadillac was 
in my mouth,” Koonz says. “That was  
the clientele.”

The day Koonz left to take a job coach-
ing football was the happiest day of his  
professional life.

“I can make a di≠erence,” he says. “In 
thirteen years there, I didn’t help a single 
inmate. It was strictly custodial.”

Coaching in this league, on the other 
hand, practically requires a missionary 
zeal. Every day coaches knock on doors to 
wake players up, see that they eat breakfast, 
walk them to class, stand outside to make 
sure they stay in class. They know these 
kids’ girlfriend problems, home-life prob-
lems, weed problems.

One of the payo≠s is working with top-
notch players. “There are only two places 
you can coach Division I kids,” Koonz says. 
“A Division I school and here.”

He’s coached great ones, including Walter 
Jones. But the toughest cases are the most 
rewarding. He’s seen enough sorry asses 
blossom in two years, as both players and 
human beings, to stay patient with kids oth-
ers might dismiss.

He nods toward one now. We’re eat-
ing with his team in the cafeteria, chicken 
spaghetti and steam-table greens. Koonz 
is intrigued by one of his defensive ends, a 
sophomore from West Point, Mississippi. 
His name: Lyndon Baines Johnson Jr.

LBJ is a flab-free six feet six, 282 pounds, 
with an eighty-six-inch wingspan and 
eleven-inch hands. I watched him one night 
toss a football with a teammate on the side-
line: He snatched each pass out of the air 
one-handed, like it was a tennis ball.

He’s still learning the game. He’s also 
got a ways to go academically and socially. 
He shows up in Koonz’s o∞ce almost every 
morning wearing a do-rag. Koonz tells him 

East Mississippi’s program is better funded and better organized than most. 

to take it o≠. Next morning he shows up 
wearing a do-rag.

“Nothing belligerent,” Koonz says. “Just 
what he does.”

Last season, Koonz wondered if LBJ’s 
pilot light would ever click on, but this year 
he’s spotted real sparks in the kid’s eyes and 
demeanor. One time he asked if he could pick 
out the pre-game music. Then the two had 
an encounter Koonz compares to the one 
between the giant mute Indian who suddenly 
speaks to Jack Nicholson’s startled character 
in One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest, a film 
Koonz calls a pretty accurate depiction of life 
in the bughouse. One day this spring, LBJ 
sidled up to his coach and asked in a deep 
voice, braids striping his head, “When you 
going to put me in some real classes?”

“Now,” Koonz told him. “I was just wait-
ing for you to ask.” 

Koonz is 58. Like a lot of guys in this 
league, he talks with the hard-earned 
bemusement of somebody who’s been up 
and down in a game filled with $100 hand-
shakes, recruiters trying to sneak a kid out 
to a parking lot to talk, Division I schools 
dangling jobs to juco coaches when they’re 
interested in a player.

Yet his ruddy face and watery blue eyes 
soften as he talks about LBJ, who just this 
semester went on his first o∞cial school 
visit, to Cincinnati. A limo took him to the 
airport, where he flew on his first airplane. 

“I love him,” Koonz says. “He’s a unique 
individual. And I guess what I like is,  
I know he needs me. They all have that look 
in their eyes.”

Koonz grabs his plate and cup and  
plastic fork. He has another practice in 
about an hour. Maybe by then the buzzards 
will be gone.

“I’ve seen it before,” he adds of LBJ Jr. “If 
the switch goes on, that knucklehead just 
might make it to the NFL.” 

drew jubera spent a season with 
America’s winningest high school football 
program for his 2012 book, Must Win. 
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PROJECT UPGRADE

YOU CAN ALWAYS
COUNT ON MICHAEL 
KORS’S CLOTHES
TO DELIVER HIGH-
FASHION POLISH AT
A HUMANE PRICE.
AND YOU CAN
ALWAYS COUNT
ON MICHAEL KORS
HIMSELF TO SAY 
EXACTLY WHAT HE’S 
THINKING. SO WE
TEAMED UP WITH 
THE SHARPEST
MIND AND TONGUE
IN FASHION AND
FOUND FIVE
REAL CITY GUYS
WHO NEEDED A 
SARTORIAL LIFT

J A R I C K 
W A L K E R

A g e :  2 6

O c c u p a t i o n :

T E A C H E R

When Kors asked 
teacher and onetime 
reality-show 
contestant Jarick 
where he saw himself 
in ten years, Jarick 
said, “I want to be 
president of my own 
company—or be 
president.” So… The 
swagger is there, but 
first he’s got to quit 
hiding under baggy 
layers and clashing 
trends. To transform 
him, Kors swapped 
out Jarick’s “before” 
clothes for minimal 
versions in neutral 
colors. “Winter white 
jeans are glamorous, 
like you’re thumbing 
your nose at the 
elements,” Kors says. 
“And this is just a 
hoodie—but it’s a 
heavy, luxurious knit. 
We made Jarick look 
powerful without 
giving up comfort.”
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MICHAEL 
KORS EDITION

SEBASTIAN KIM

WILL WELCH
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+
jacket $495, hoodie 
$495, jeans $145, 
belt $128, boots 
$498, sunglasses 
$196, watch $250: all 
by Michael Kors. 

B E F O R E
The guy  
wearing  
every trend  
at once

A F T E R
He’s got  
a signature 
look—and  
he’s stickin’ 
to it
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His net worth is  
over a billion dollars. 
He’s dressed Beyoncé 
and FLOTUS, become 
a household name on 
Project Runway, and 
emerged as the king 
of “affordable luxury.” 
But what is Michael 
Kors doing on a 
Tuesday night during 
Fashion Week? 
Talking about why 
men’s clothes have 
never been better. 
He should know; he’s 
finally planning his 
first menswear store.

“I might look at 
a photo of Steve 
McQueen or Warren 
Beatty,” Kors says. 
“But re-creating 
those clothes makes 
a man feel like he’s 
in costume.” Kors 
believes—and we 
agree—that you 
can now get screen-
idol style without 
sacrificing the one 
thing we all value 
most: comfort. 
“Clothes have trim, 
flattering silhouettes 
again,” Kors says, 
“but they’re lighter, 
easier, more 
comfortable. The 
fabrics stretch and 
move. Even if it  
looks heavy, it’s not.  
Those days are gone.

“People talk about 
how casual men are 
now,” Kors continues. 
“But if you put on 
a great watch, a 
fabulous pair of 
sneakers, and a great 
pair of aviators,  
it’s clear you care.”  
So the challenge we 
threw at Kors was 
to take five dudes 
with so-so style and 
transform them into 
modern Beattys and 
2014 McQueens.  
The result? They look 
like a billion bucks.

+
suit $795, shirt $98, tie 
$175, portfolio $368: all by 
Michael Kors.

A R O N  B .  
S C H R E I E R

A g e :  3 8

O c c u p a t i o n :

C O M M E R C I A L 
R E A L  E S T A T E 
A G E N T

It’s become a cliché: 
the businessman 
trying to stand out 
with his colorful tie. 
“Here’s an idea,” says 
Kors. “Stand out for 
the way your suit fits 
instead.” The jacket 
Kors chose for Aron 
fits him perfectly in 
the shoulders—and 
the rest was easily 
adjusted by our tailor. 
“Forget the size you 
have in your head  
and try suits on until 
the shoulders fit.  
And have your friend 
or the salesperson 
take pictures. Even 
an untrained eye  
will instantly know  
the right one.”

B E F O R E
Another corporate 
suit in a loud tie

A F T E R
The 2014  
power broker
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“Charles is a trainer. 
He’s in great shape. 
So why the pseudo- 
dressed-up look?
If you’ve got a casual 
life, learn to wear 
casual clothes with 
just the right amount 
of polish.” 

— M I C H A E L  K O R S

C H A R L E S 
J U S T O

A g e :  3 4

O c c u p a t i o n :

P E R S O N A L 
T R A I N E R

“Charles was missing a big opportunity,” Kors 
says. “He’s a trainer, so he doesn’t need that 
royal purple bib. Upgrade your sweats instead 
of wearing a tie for no reason.” After finding 
Charles the right slim-fitting cashmere joggers, 
Kors put all his attention on finding him a killer  
coat. “This long peacoat makes Charles look  
trimmer. You throw the right tailored piece over  
casual clothes and—” here Kors snaps his 
fingers—“suddenly the whole look is special.”

+
peacoat $595, hoodie $495, 
t-shirt $36, pants $395, 
sneakers $298, backpack 
$298: all by Michael Kors.

B E F O R E
The “Would 
you like to 
upgrade your 
data plan?” 
salesguy

A F T E R
The pro trainer 
whose slim 
look is his best 
business card
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“Connor was giving 
me Werewolf of London: 
messy hair, messy 
layers. So we replaced 
‘everything messy’ with 
‘one thing relaxed.’ ”

— M I C H A E L  K O R S

+
jacket $495, henley $145, 
corduroys $125, belt $128, 
boots $498, sunglasses 
$196, bag $378, watch 
$275: all by Michael Kors.

B E F O R E
The struggling 
actor

A F T E R
They call him:  
the audition  
destroyer

C O N N O R 
H I N E S

A g e :  2 6

O c c u p a t i o n :

A C T O R - W R I T E R

Kors didn’t take 
Connor out of his 
Henley and put him in 
a fancy suit; he simply 
improved the pieces 
Connor was wearing. 
“I translated his 
rugged but shapeless 
jacket to an urban 
take on camouflage,” 
Kors says. “He was 
in a Henley in a color 
that washed him out. 
But in olive, suddenly 
his skin comes alive. 
Improve the quality 
and the fit, and  
the transformation  
is instant.”

1 7 8   GQ . C OM   N O V E M B E R  2 0 1 4

THE 
MICHAEL KORS 

GUIDE  

TO A MORE  
HANDSOME SMELL

Because  
the designer’s 

expertise (and,  
um, opinions)  

don’t stop at the 
way you look

1

“If you dress 

casually but wear 

a fragrance, it 

shows you pay 

attention to detail 

without being too 

self-involved.”

2

“Men’s fragrance 

is either so citrusy 

it’s almost edible 

or too heavy and 

musky. That’s 

why my new scent 

[Michael Kors for 

Men] is a blend.”

3

“A good scent isn’t 

just for Friday-

night dates.  

It’s something you 

wear every day  

as a signature.”

4

“You don’t 

have to douse 

yourself. You want 

memorable,  

not overpowering.”
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“Morgan came 
in looking like a 
junior-high-school 
boy. It’s time to 
let go of all the 
familiar stuff you 
know from the 
past. Embrace 
your future.” 

— M I C H A E L  K O R S

M O R G A N 
F A L L E R

A g e :  2 2

O c c u p a t i o n :

E N E R G Y  A N A L Y S T

Morgan’s got a desk 
job, but he doesn’t 
have to wear a suit. 
(“He’s not giving you 
Gordon Gekko” is 
how Kors puts it.) 
So how do you lend 
business casual that 
Kors panache? You 
mix jeans with a tie 
and a snappy coat. 
“I used to ask my 
mom for a ride,” Kors 
tells us. “She’d say, 
‘God, do I have to get 
dressed?’ Then she’d 
put a fur on over her 
nightgown. Since 
then I’ve always said: 
Invest in outerwear. 
With a great coat, you 
can fudge anything.”

+
trench coat $495, shirt  
$145, tie $95, jeans $175, belt 
$128, boots $498, backpack 
$798: all by Michael Kors, 
at Michael Kors, SoHo, N.Y.C.; 
michaelkors.com.

where to buy it? go to gq.com 
/go/fashiondirectories

grooming by johnny 
hernandez for fierro agency. 
prop styling by juliet jernigan 
at clm. casting by urban 
productions casting.

B E F O R E
A sheep in 
sheep’s clothing

A F T E R 
The million-dollar 
man (even in jeans)
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• Years of running drugs and boosting cars left FRANK BOURASSA thinking: There’s got 

to be an easier way to earn a dishonest living. That’s when he nerved up the idea to  

make his fortune. (Literally.) Which is how Frank became the most prolific counterfeiter in  

American history—a guy with more than $200 million in nearly flawless fake twenties 

stuffed in a garage. How he got away with it all, well, that’s even crazier  BY WELLS TOWER

SECURITY FEATURES LIKE THESE ARE ENOUGH TO FRUSTRATE YOUR STANDARD 
KINKO’S COUNTERFEITER. BUT NOT FRANK BOURASSA, WHO DELIGHTED IN  
THE MICROSCOPIC DETAILS OF HIS MEGA-MILLION-DOLLAR CRAFT PROJECT.  

T I N Y  T E X T :  
Designed to foil 
amateur printers  
and crap scanners, 
microprinted lettering 
here reads “UNITED 
STATES OF AMERICA 
20 USA 20 USA."

G E T T I N G  T H E  F E E L  R I G H T:  Real bills, made on complex 
presses, have raised ink. To fake this on the cheap, Frank 
slid his through an embosser to add a hint of texture. 
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 W A T E R M A R K  P O R T R A I T  

B Y  T I M  T O M K I N S O N

WAT E R M A R K I N G:  As the paper is made, a faint portrait is stamped (of onetime 
lawmaker Andrew Jackson, not longtime lawbreaker Frank Bourassa). Frank 
figured his Swiss mill wouldn’t recognize Jackson as the guy from the twenty.

FA N CY  I N K:  Applying cheap foils, Frank phonied the 
so-called color-shifting ink that makes green ink 
appear to change to copper when the note is tilted.

D I S T I N C T I V E  D I G I T S : 
To make his  
bills unique—like 
real currency—
Frank added 
alphanumerics 
with a desktop 
printer and  
shiny green ink.   

S E C U R I T Y  T H R E A D I N G :  Before the paper leaves the mill,  
a minuscule band (not visible here) gets worked in.  
On it there’s a tiny U.S. flag and “USA TWENTY.” Frank got his 
phony facsimiles via a ruse about a $20 bond he was printing.  

P E R F E C T  PA P E R:  The cotton-and-linen  
recipe for currency paper is so well-known  
to paper mills that merely asking around  
to buy some can put cops on your doorstep. 
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W HEN YO U G E T R IG H T  
down to it, even a mega-
million-dollar interna-
tional criminal caper is 
mostly boring shitwork. 
As Frank Bourassa tells 

it, his own criminal masterpiece hinged 
on the events of one morning in early 
December 2009, a morning he says he 
spent freezing his ass o≠ in a parking lot, 
staring through binoculars at the Port of 
Montreal. On the face of it, the shipment 
he was waiting for was also dull stu≠: 
boxes of blank paper, nothing more. If the  
customs agents were to crack into the car-
tons, Frank was praying that mere paper 
was all they’d see.

Frank’s buddies, in two separate cars, 
had been surveilling the parking lot for two 
days, and though they didn’t see anything 
out of the ordinary, he says he was uneasy, 
knowing that at any time, a bunch of law-
enforcement people might swoop down out 
of nowhere and snatch him up. Frank was 
right to be paranoid. Indeed, a day would 
come when a bunch of law-enforcement 
people would swoop down out of nowhere 
and snatch him up—but not today. Sensing 
the moment was right, Frank made a call 
to another of his guys, a runner he’d hired, 
and gave him the green light to pull his box 
truck through the security gates and into 
the port to load up the shipment. 

Before long, the vehicle came rumbling 
out through the exit lane, and Frank, watch-
ing from a distance, got about as excited  
as a person can get at the sight of a box 
truck. He had been anticipating this day for 
nearly two years, though in a larger sense  
he had been anticipating it since adoles-
cence, when Frank Bourassa launched his 
varied and profitable career in the law-
breaking sector. His résumé so far, he says, 
included but was not limited to petty larceny, 
grand larceny, and grand dope smuggling. 
But this day marked the real beginning 
of the grandest, riskiest, most potentially 
enriching scheme of Frank’s life. The con-
voy now on the move, he and his crew fell  
in behind the truck.  

Everything seemed to be cool. No chop-
pers. No black SUVs. But who was to say 
that invisible cops might not be in tow? 
Frank ran a few cautious spy moves just 
to be sure: At the on-ramp to the highway, 
one of the cars in the procession shammed 
a breakdown, halting tra∞c behind it and 
stymieing any would-be tails. The runner 
sped the box truck to a parking lot outside 
Montreal and left it there. Three days of bin-
ocular work ensued. No cops. So the runner 
drove the truck to a freight lot in Frank’s 
hometown of Trois-Rivières, a small city 
of 130,000 on the St. Lawrence River, and 
left it. Frank and his team spent three last 
unthrilling days on binocular detail. 

Finally, when he was fairly certain that 
the cops weren’t onto him, Frank says he 
called another friend of his who showed 
up with scanners and radio wands to check 
the shipment for bugs. The crew opened the 
truck. On five wooden pallets sat the future 
of Frank’s criminal enterprise. It was paper 
of a special kind, made with the same rare 
cotton-and-linen recipe used for printing 
American currency. It also bore water-
marked images of Andrew Jackson’s face 
and security strips reading usa twenty in 
minuscule type.

The paper was the essential ingredi-
ent for fabricating high-grade counterfeit 
bills that the Canadian police would later 
describe as “basically undetectable” from 
the real thing. As soon as the security 
sweep pronounced the shipment clean, 
Frank welled up with optimism. “There 
was no way to stop me from there. I knew 
I was rich,” Frank recalled. “It was the 
best day of my life.” Frank now had what 
he needed to print hundreds of millions of 
dollars’ worth of fake U.S. currency—and 
to soon become the most prolific counter-
feiter in the history of the trade.

FRANK BOURASSA is an amused, 
easygoing man of 44 whose stan-
dard answer, when you ask him 
why he beat up such-and-such a 
person, or got stabbed by so-and-
so, or committed this or that fel-

ony, is “I don’t know, I guess for fun.” On a  
website he recently launched, Frank 
describes himself as an “insane million mak-
ing Master earner,” though he does not nec-
essarily look like an insane million-making 
master earner. He is a shortish guy with 
a nocturnal, indoorsy complexion and a  
faux-hawk hairdo that sometimes looks 
fussed over but usually not. He has a big 
belly that started coming into focus a few 
years back, during his house arrest for 

a pot charge. He favors old T-shirts and 
complicated jeans with lots of pockets 
and zippers, which, actually, probably did 
set him back a buck or two. He drives an 
aging Mitsubishi Eclipse in which I think 
I counted three di≠erent apparatuses for 
a∞xing Oakley-style sunglasses to the 
flip-down visors. You see, an insane mas-
ter earner who makes his millions by ille-
gitimate means “can’t just drive around 
in a Ferrari,” Frank explained. “If I need a 
luxury car, there are luxury cars I can use, 
but most of everything I buy, I have to go 
through somebody else. You have to have 
discipline, or otherwise you get caught. I’m 
a silent partner in many things.” 

Frank’s self-image may be described 
as not merely healthy but hyperpituitary. 
When I asked him where he found the luna-
tic gumption not only to enter into the risky 
business of counterfeiting but to do so at the 
unheard-of scale of hundreds of millions of 
dollars, Frank replied with a shrug: “I can 
do anything I want. I can go to the moon. 
I’m good at figuring out stu≠. I could do a 
heart transplant if I wanted to.” 

Are we to take Frank at his word? Should 
he be allowed by NASA to attempt a lunar 
landing? Should he perform your father’s 
triple bypass? I will say only this: Do not dis-
count someone who apparently launched 
a currency-fraud scheme so cunning that 
he was able to rook the Secret Service  
and the Canadian government and then 
walk away from the whole mess a free  
and wealthy man. 

Possibly out of bureaucratic discre-
tion, possibly sore from their humiliat-
ing dealings with the counterfeiter, the 
legal authorities here and abroad would 
say very little on the record about the 
Bourassa case. So what follows is largely a 
tale straight from the mouth of the guilty 
party, who was only too delighted to relate 
the long career of outrages he has visited 
upon the law. 

Frank’s criminal ambitions, he tells us, 
began taking shape in the eighth grade 
when he launched his first racket, a shop-
lifting ring. “I started making good money. 
Hundreds a week, which for a 14-, 15-year-
old kid, that’s huge!”

Around the age of 15, he says, he moved 
out of his parents’ house, quit school, and 
got his own place. Frank found legal work, 
mechanicking at a garage. He also found 
illegal work running stolen automobiles. 
“I had two or three guys who I’d give the 
orders to, and then they’d go jump the 
cars,” Frank said. His adventures in hot-car 
tra∞cking went on for a few years, over the 
course of which Frank oversaw the theft of 
“I don’t know, maybe 500?” vehicles.

In his late twenties, Frank committed 
what he generally describes as the most 
regrettable error of his professional life: He 

“I CAN DO ANYTHING  

I WANT,” FRANK SAID 

WITH A SHRUG. “I CAN 

GO TO THE MOON.  

I’M GOOD AT FIGURING 

OUT STUFF. I COULD  

DO A HEART TRANSPLANT  

IF I WANTED TO.”
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S A T O S H I  H A S H I M O T O

tried to get rich by legitimate means. On 
the western side of town, he opened a small 
factory specializing in the manufacture of 
brake pads and shoes. The factory was mod-
erately successful. Honest success made 
Frank Bourassa miserable.

“I was working twenty hours a day, not 
sleeping. It was completely crazy,” Frank 
said. Before long he was diagnosed with an 
acute stress disorder and prescribed anti-
anxiety pills, which “I was taking like crazy.” 
He sold the brake business, but the experi-
ence led Frank to a crucial resolve: “I said, 
‘Fuck it. I’ll never work legit again.’ ”

And so Frank went back to breaking 
the law. “People were making good money 
smuggling pot at the time, so I said, ‘Well, 
I’ ll give this a shot.’” The cannabis trade 
treated Frank nicely, until one day in 2006 
when the police raided the grow operation 
of one of his suppliers. Frank was convicted 
on a drug charge and had to do some time. 
His sentence was twelve months, of which 
Frank says he was required to serve only 
three. Canada being Canada, they let him 
serve it in his living room. 

After this brush with the law, Frank 
began to wonder what he was doing with 
his life. He’d known the pot thing couldn’t 
go on forever. Mexican reefer was flooding 
the market, driving down prices. Then an 
epiphany of sorts came to Frank. Across 
his wide-ranging career, his fundamental 
strategy for turning labor into cash, he 
concluded, had been indirect and flawed. “I 
realized: The end result is always the same. 
You do all this work just to get money. So 
fuck it: Why not skip everything and just 
start making currency?” 

W HEN MOST PEOPLE look 
at a dollar bill, we don’t 
see a material object; 
we see magic—a totem 
embodying luck, labor, 
destiny, and one’s essen-

tial value compared with that of the guy next 
door. Or if we look at money practically and 
technically, we see such a profusion of secu-
rity features as to make the notion of faking 
one a ludicrous impossibility. But as Frank 
began delving into the matter, his research 
bore out a simple but life-altering revelation: 
Limitless wealth was a craft project. Frank 
started loitering in counterfeiters’ chat 
rooms. He paid a few visits to the U.S. Secret 
Service’s website, which, handily, o≠ers an 
in-depth illustrated guide to serial numbers, 
watermarks, plate numbers, and all the 
other fussy obstacles to the counterfeiter’s 
art. “It would be di∞cult, but obviously cur-
rency is made by human hands, so it would 
be physically possible to do,” Frank said. 
“But I thought, if I’m going to do this, I’ll go 
big or go home.”

IT TAKES MONEY TO 
MAKE MONEY 
-
Also, it takes the patience of a craftsman and the 
talents of a bullshit artist. To get his boutique 
counterfeit opera tion up and running, Frank Bourassa 
needed two years, $300,000, and a clever plan. 

• To outfit his secret workshop, Bourassa 
dropped about $150,000 on two offset  
printers—plus thousands on printing plates, 
inks, embossing presses, and more. 

• Perfecting printing plates to get the color just 
right was a surprise challenge (“complete pain 
in the ass”) that took weeks of trial and error. 

• Once the bills were printed, Bourassa ran them 
through an embossing press, applying texture 
that would mimic the subtle relief on real notes.

• Bourassa and his crew would all take test 
sheets home each night and pick the one 
sheet that looked best. The day each guy 
chose the same image, they quit tinkering.    

• To get the perfect paper—a cotton-linen 
blend—Frank claims he conned a Swiss 
mill with a story about needing it to print 
counterfeit-proof bonds. The custom  
paper cost $50,000.

• For research, Bourassa turned to the 
government websites that tout the security 
features of U.S. currency. There he found a 
handy primer on what he’d need to overcome.

• The finishing touch was the eleven-digit 
serial numbers Bourassa generated with 
invoicing software and printed on ink-jet 
printers using a gel ink. All told, the process 
could produce millions of dollars a month.

• To create iridescent foils, Bourassa  
needed a printing die. To get one, he told  
a foundry that he worked for a company 
called MEI and needed casts featuring  
“20," “MEI," and an eagle. “After I picked 
them up, I just grinded the ‘MEI’ off."

(continued on next page)
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Serious counterfeiters do not spend their 
money themselves but instead sell in bulk, 
and the going rate for a good bill, the Internet 
informed Frank, was 30 percent of face value. 
He reasoned that if he was going to put him-
self through the hassle and expense of buying 
supplies and so on, he should print enough in 
a single batch to leave himself set for life. He 
figured something in the $200 million range 
would su∞ce. It should be stated plainly 
that by the standards of most counterfeit-
ers, printing $200-plus million is not going 
big—it is going insane. In fact, the hubristic 
volume of the operation would prove, in ways 
Frank did not intend, to be a major blessing 
in later days, when Frank’s fortune would 
take a turn for the worse. 

Drawing on cautionary news reports of 
failed counterfeiters, Frank sketched out a 
set of best-practice guidelines for his new 
concern. First, “don’t ever try to pass the 
money yourself. You want to be as far away 
as possible from where the money’s being 
spent.” Second, “don’t sell your stu≠ to any-
one who’s going to be passing it locally. I 
knew from the beginning, I needed to sell 
my bills to Europe or Asia.” Third, resist 
the temptation to print big bills. “Do twen-
ties. It’s stupid to try to pass hundred-dollar 
bills anymore. People look at them all day 
long, hold it up to the light and everything. 
Nobody looks twice at a twenty.” Fourth, 
don’t cheap out. Most of the people who try 
their luck at counterfeiting do so by breath-
takingly broke-dick means, with stu≠ you 
can buy at O∞ce Depot. 

“Can you make bills on a $50 ink-jet? Sure, 
if you want to get busted right away,” said 
Frank. “All the security features in a bill are 
basically there to stop broke fucking-moron 
assholes who are trying to do their thing on an 
ink-jet. I knew if I wanted to succeed, my bills 
had to be as perfect as possible, as close as pos-
sible to the way the bills are actually made.”

•  •  •

F R A N K  D R O V E  H I S  P A P E R  to a garage 
outside of town. The place belonged to a 
farmer who rented it to Frank no questions 
asked. The farmer “knew a bit of what I was 
about,” says Frank. Inside, Frank had set up a 
printshop that would make a desktop coun-
terfeiter swoon with envy. Financed with 
proceeds from his cannabis endeavors, the 
workshop testified to Frank’s sophisticated 
ambitions and had been outfitted with the 
help of an expert consultant. Before embark-
ing on the caper, Frank had zero knowledge 
of professional printing. But it had come to 
his attention, he says, that a casual acquain-
tance who ran the presses at a printshop in 
Montreal had done some prison time. This 

tweaked and refined his order over many 
months, nudging one felonious tidbit after 
another onto the papermaker’s plate. He got 
them to add linen to the recipe. He asked 
them to mix in chemicals to thwart security 
pens and black-light tests. He persuaded 
them to sew in a security strip reading, in 
near microscopic print, usa twenty. (“I 
told them it was, you know, for a $20 bond.”) 

Artoz, he says, also agreed to imprint his 
paper with a watermark, an image etched 
into a cylindrical printing drum and pressed 
into the paper while the pulp is still wet. To 
get the equipment Artoz would need to do 
this, Frank paid $15,000, routed under a sur-
rogate’s name through a Swiss bank account, 
to a company in Düren, Germany, that manu-
factured a drum etched with the likenesses 
of Andrew Jackson’s face. How did he man-
age that, exactly? “It was easy,” said Frank. 
“To you, he’s Andrew Jackson. To some guy in 
Germany, who the fuck is it? Some guy’s face. 
He doesn’t know.”

This core insight—that most people have 
no idea whose faces are on the banknotes of 
a foreign nation—was the essence of Frank’s 
counterfeiting philosophy and is the source 
of Frank’s confidence that without too much 
di∞culty, any enterprising citizen can find 
someone, somewhere, with the technical 
know-how and solipsistic deficits to unwit-
tingly help him dodge just about any security 
measure a national treasury can devise. 

Sitting at a bar with him one afternoon, I 
handed Frank an array of bills—a fifty-euro 
note, a U.S. $100, a Canadian $20, and a New 
Zealand $10—and asked him which one of 
them would be most di∞cult to counterfeit. 
“None of them,” he said. He picked up the 
hundred and poked Benjamin Franklin’s face 
with his fingertip. “I could get them to make a 
watermark of this guy, no problem.”

“Really? Ben Franklin?”
“You’re somebody way back in China, you 

wouldn’t think twice about printing this ass-
hole. Who is that? They don’t know. He looks 
like a clown, for all I care. I’d say, ‘Yeah, I’m 
from a circus. We’re having this production. 
We’d like to do some flyers, so I need a die for 
this. He’s our clown. Bozo.’ ”

Frank’s gifts as a conniver were confirmed 
by the sample sheets he says Artoz mailed to 
him in the fall of 2009. “The paper was per-
fect,” he said. “The exact same paper the cur-
rency is printed on.” He promptly ordered 
$50,000 worth (Frank provided us with what 
appeared to be an invoice, but the company 
didn’t respond to queries about the transac-
tion) and, before long, got a call from a buddy 
of his in the import trade: “Your shipment’s 
here. It’s at the docks. Come pick it up.” 

•  •  •

N O W  T H A T  H E  H A D  the paper, the equip-
ment, and the guy to operate it, Frank fig-
ured the fabrication of his fortune would be 
a simple matter of flipping a switch. And sure 
enough, after several weeks of tinkering to get 
the color just right, he was moved by what he 
saw coming off the Heidelberg. “I’m not an 
emotional guy, but when I looked at that first 
perfect sheet, it sort of rang home. After all 
of those years of dodging the police and run-
ning around and chasing money, it really rang 
home: I’m fucking rich! Right now! Oh yeah!” 
Frank claims that his little shop in the farmer’s 

was auspicious news for a man in need of  
an offset-lithography specialist willing to 
work outside the law. 

With his new press operator advising, 
Frank dropped $125,000 on a four-color 
Heidelberg offset printer, a complex piece of 
machinery not too unlike the one that printed 
the magazine you’re holding. His arsenal of 
equipment also included a $24,000 single-
color Heidelberg (for test batches); two 
platen presses for embossing and applying 
color-shifting foil; an industrial paper cutter; 
platemaking equipment; counting machines; 
strapping machines; twenty or so Ricoh ink-
jet printers, whose particular brand of gel ink 
is ideal for printing serial numbers; ink; and 
lots of other stuff. 

The total tab for gear and materials came 
to roughly $300,000. This seems like a very 
serious chunk of change, until you consider 
that this equipment would turn out a run of 
phony bills that Frank intended to sell for  
$80 million or so. “So what’s $300,000? It’s 
nothing!” But acquiring the paper itself had 
posed a complex nest of problems mere money 
could not solve. It had required tremendous 
criminal deviousness—and also money.

The recipe for the rag paper U.S. notes are 
printed on is deceptively simple—75 percent 
cotton and 25 percent linen—a distinctive 
composition every American unconsciously 
knows by feel. Simple though it may be, the 
recipe is also so widely known that dialing a 
paper mill and asking for a batch of 75/25 is  
a speedy way to get raided by the Secret 
Service (which was created expressly to bust 
counterfeiters—POTUS tending came later).

And even if you could somehow chef up 
a few reams of the cotton-linen blend, you’d 
still need to add to it a whole host of secu-
rity elements: the watermark—the translu-
cent face of Jackson, Franklin, et al.—which 
appears when you hold the bill up to the light; 
the security strip; the tiny red and blue fibers 
embedded throughout the paper; and so on. 

In the fall of 2008, Frank says he began 
reaching out to paper mills across Europe 
and Asia under the alias Thomas Moore, 
an employee of The Letter Shop, a fictitious 
Quebec stationery concern. He purported to 
have a special client who wanted some special 
paper manufactured. What kind of paper? 
Well, rag paper with cotton, maybe some 
linen thrown in there. “Cotton and linen? 
Like, for currency?” suspicious papermak-
ers would often respond, and Thomas Moore 
would be heard from no more.

But Frank had faith that somewhere—
maybe in Poland, Slovakia, or Bulgaria—his 
avatar could flush out a papermaker stupid 
or crooked enough to make his recipe. In 
January 2009, he says, his search ended at 
the Artoz paper company headquartered in 
Lenzburg, Switzerland. By now, Frank had 
adopted the nom de plume Jackson Maxwell, 
of the Keystone Investment and Trading 
Company, a securities firm whose letterhead, 
suspiciously, bore no street address. 

In correspondence included in court docu-
ments that Frank shared with me, Maxwell 
told his mark that Keystone was looking 
to print bond certificates on secure rag 
paper—customized with one or two security 
measures designed to, um, foil counterfeit-
ers. Frank says that after Artoz accepted 
the basics of his bond-brokerage story, he 
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garage began pumping out tens of millions of 
dollars’ worth of flawless twenties a month. 

Now Frank’s attention shifted to finding 
somebody to sell them to. He hired a market-
ing director of sorts, an old friend, who’d dig 
up customers.

“We’d been talking to some drug guys, 
heavy workers who were moving cocaine,” 
Frank said. But to his surprise, guys who 
were perfectly comfortable shipping cocaine 
by the container load drew the line at phony 
bills. “No thanks, and be careful” was where 
that conversation ended. This bewildered 
Frank Bourassa. “I was saying to myself, Jesus 
Christ! These guys were doing a lot worse 
than moving counterfeit bills, and they’re tell-
ing me to be careful? Are they screwed up?” 

Still unable to find buyers, Frank brought 
on a second customer-outreach man whom 
we’ll call George. For months, Frank did 
nothing but pack sample boxes—hundreds 
of thousands, face value—for his guys to 
take to potential clients. Frank’s spirits were 
flagging. “I wasn’t getting paid. I was just 
sending out free shit.” 

At last Frank’s sales agents located some 
customers. These were four buyers of the 
ideal kind, guys with import-export connec-
tions who wanted to sell the bills overseas. 
But they weren’t interested in the sort of 
volume Frank was keen to unload. “Their 
first orders were $10,000,” Frank said. “I 
thought, ‘Jesus Christ, it can’t be! I might 
as well go to McDonald’s with $20 bills and 
change ’em that way.’ It was ridiculous.” But 
soon their appetites grew. Frank says they 
started taking a million a week apiece, which 
he was selling them for thirty cents on the 
dollar. Just like that, Bourassa recouped 
his $300,000 investment. Still, at this rate, 
it would take over a year to unload the full 
press run—ample time, Frank worried, for 
the cops to get wise to the garage.

(According to a short ABC News piece on 
Frank and his adventures, the authorities 
began spotting the bills in both Florida and 
Las Vegas. But exactly how wise the cops were 
getting to Frank’s operation, the authori-
ties won’t say. O∞cials from the U.S. Secret 
Service, Interpol, and the Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police refused to discuss details of 
the investigation.) 

In search of new business, Frank began 
flying George all over the world. “He was talk-
ing to all sorts of people, a guy who had casi-
nos, other guys who said they were interested, 
but nothing panned out.”

you’re happy about that?’ On the other hand, 
I knew I was in shit. So I was thinking both at 
the same time. Mainly I was thinking: Shit.”

•  •  •

T H E  V I D E O  O F  Frank Bourassa’s interroga-
tion makes for solemn viewing. The footage, 
later turned over to Frank and his lawyer, all 
three hours of it, shows the accused sitting 
in the corner of a purgatorial white room, 
hugging himself against the chill and the 
prospect of a prison sentence. The charges 
arrayed against him include seven counts 
of possession of an unauthorized firearm; 
three counts for possession of methamphet-
amine, marijuana, and hashish (trace quan-
tities of which were discovered in Frank’s 
car, left there, he claims, by other people); 
and of course, circulating counterfeit bills. 
Throughout his chat with the police, Frank 
looks like a freshly beaten dog.

A tall, avuncular RCMP o∞cer plies Frank 
with questions, and Frank says little more 
than I’m keeping silent. Or this is what he 
says until the o∞cer works his way around 
to the subject of Frank’s girlfriend, who owns 
the house where the money was found. The 
o∞cer tells Frank that his girlfriend has been 
arrested. Her house will probably be seized. 
Here lies Frank’s weak spot. His girlfriend is 
a schoolteacher, an innocent, he proclaims. 
She knew nothing of the business, Frank 
says, and presumably never once wandered 
into her own basement and asked what all 
of those fake American twenties were doing 
scattered around. 

“It’s all mine,” he tells the cop. “She knows 
nothing. She knows nothing. All of it’s mine.” 

From the outset of Frank’s foray into 
counterfeiting, he’d built into his estimated 
costs of doing business that the enterprise 
might end with a prison bid. “I figured if I get  
hit real hard, I’d get six or seven years,” he 
said. “In Canada, you do one-sixth of the 
sentence. So maybe I’d do twelve to fifteen 
months. No one wants to spend a year in 
prison, but when it came down to it, I could 
do it. It’s manageable.”  

But for all of Frank’s shrewdness afore-
thought, he had, dangerously and naively, 
failed to consider that his caper would piss 
o≠ the United States authorities in a very 
serious way. Toward the end of the interview, 
Frank is astonished when two members 
of the Secret Service enter the room bear-
ing information he is wholly unprepared to 
receive. The agents don’t mess around with 
any small talk. They don’t threaten him or 
tease him. They simply tell Frank that they 
are getting ready to extradite him to the U.S., 
where he will serve lots and lots of time in 
a federal penitentiary. “It’s a twenty-year 
felony for each charge,” one agent says in a 
calm, informative sort of way. Based on the 
evidence retrieved from Frank’s girlfriend’s 
house that morning, Frank could face sepa-
rate charges for the possession of the coun-
terfeit plates, for the possession of the bills, 
and for transferring currency to Lefebvre. 
Sixty years, worst case. 

The suspect goes silent. You can almost 
hear a trapdoor give way in Frank’s solar 
plexus. “You’re crazy,” he murmurs. “Chill out.”

“This isn’t something we chill out about,” 
the agent replies. “This is what the Secret 
Service was started for—counterfeit currency.” 

At last George reached out to a local guy 
in Trois-Rivières who was operating a stolen-
heavy-equipment ring. For two years, the 
heavy-equipment man, whose name was Éric 
Lefebvre, had been unwittingly selling sto-
len dump trucks and front-end loaders to a 
man we will call Undercover Cop. One day in  
May 2012, Lefebvre asked Cop whether he 
might also be interested in some high-qual-
ity counterfeit bills. Cop said that he would 
indeed be interested. He ordered $100,000 
worth for $30,000, clean. And abandoning his 
usual caution, Frank stu≠ed the bills into a box 
and carried them, in person, to Lefebvre, who 
was waiting for him at the house of a guy they 
both knew. Lefebvre carried the bills to Cop, 
and Cop was so well pleased with the bills that 
he ordered another $100,000 the very next 
day. So Frank boxed up another 100K, and he 
set o≠ to meet Lefebvre, whom, it turned out, 
a helicopter had followed. It was flying at such 
an altitude that Frank neither saw it nor heard 
it. Yet something—some unarticulable misgiv-
ing—nagged at Frank’s consciousness that day. 
Ordinarily, he might have simply parked in 
the driveway and lugged in the boxes of phony 
cash. But today something told him to be care-
ful. Rather than tote the deliverables inside 
in plain view, he backed into the carport, an 
inadvertent act of caution that would prove 
helpful down the line. 

•  •  •

J U S T  B E F O R E  D A W N  on May 23, 2012, 
Frank Bourassa woke up in the worst sort of 
way. Sounds of men yelling. Heavy fists on the 
door of his girlfriend’s home. His girlfriend in 
bed beside him, losing it. “Wake up! Wake up! 
It’s the police!” she cried. 

Frank cracked an eye. It was 5 a.m. This 
isn’t good. No way is this good. 

“What do we do? What do we do?” his girl-
friend was saying.

“Say nothing,” Frank told her. “Do nothing. 
Don’t move.” 

Frank jerked on a pair of torn jeans and 
an old T-shirt and padded downstairs to get 
the door. A dozen or so representatives of the 
Royal Canadian Mounted Police were stand-
ing on the threshold, along with a pair of 
agents from the U.S. Secret Service.  

With Frank handcu≠ed in the kitchen, the 
police searched the house and found all sorts 
of things to get excited about: a slew of guns, 
five computers, a pen for testing counterfeit 
currency, and a foil press a∞xed with a copper 
die cut in the likeness of the iridescent “20” on 
a $20 bill. They also turned up printing plates 
and close to a million dollars in what looked to 
be U.S. twenties. According to a press release 
put out by the RCMP, the bills were “very high 
quality counterfeit bank notes that were basi-
cally undetectable to the naked eye.” 

The size of the haul was, for the authori-
ties, a source of joy. Nearly a million dollars 
in fake bills, stacked in a suburban basement, 
is a sight few cops see in the course of their 
careers. And so much equipment, too!  

“They were very, very happy,” Frank 
recalled. Though as far as the cops knew, the 
$949,000 was the extent of Frank’s opera-
tion. They were still wholly ignorant of the  
$200-plus million, stashed in the farmer’s 
garage. “They were so hyped up. I was think-
ing, ‘Jesus Christ, calm down. You got noth-
ing. These are samples. You got samples and 
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for sale is…in the Trois-Rivières area” and 
that an operation is under way in which cops 
will “go to inspect the equipment as potential 
buyers.” But something about the arrange-
ment didn’t feel right to Frank. He stopped 
returning e-mails, and the sting fell apart.

In the fall of 2013, after over a year of hag-
gling with Frank’s attorney, the Crown pre-
sented Frank with its final—and extremely 
lenient—proposition: three years in prison, 
of which term Frank would likely serve six 
months. Against his lawyer’s strenuous rec-
ommendations, Frank rejected the o≠er. And 
in December 2013, a year and a half after his 
arrest, the case of Crown v. François Bourassa 
was finally going to trial. 

Walking with his attorney into the court-
room before the opening gavel, Frank says 
he at last revealed a secret he’d kept hidden 
from his lawyer all along. “What if I could give 
them $200 million,” he murmured. “Do you 
think that would help my case?”

Frank says the attorney raised an eyebrow. 
“You’re telling me you’ve got $200 million?”

“Sure!” said Frank. And he would gladly 
give it up—along with his Heidelberg printer— 
provided that the Crown would stop trying to 
seize his girlfriend’s house and also give him 
back his Mitsubishi. Another thing: He felt 
he’d done enough time on the counterfeiting 
beef. He wanted his jail sentence reduced to 
the six weeks he’d already served.

Presumably it chapped the Crown’s ass very 
keenly to consider letting Bourassa skip with 
a slap on the wrist, but the opportunity to 
remove from circulation $200 million in high-
quality counterfeits was hard to refuse. After 
some negotiation, the Crown agreed, more or 
less, to Frank’s o≠er. If he could indeed pro-
duce the bills, he would pay a fine of $1,350 
on the drug-possession charges, and one of 
the biggest counterfeiters in the history of the 
trade would slip o≠ the hook after a month 
and a half behind bars. (For his equipment-
theft high jinks and his relatively minor part 
in Frank’s counterfeiting ring, Éric Lefebvre 
was sentenced to thirty-one months in prison.) 

Here it’s worth noting a tactical irony in 
Frank’s business plan: Had he not printed 
such an outrageous amount of money, desper-
ation to unload it might not have forced him 
to sell some to an undercover cop. 

But then, at the same time, if he’d printed 
a measlier number of millions, he would have 
lacked a big chip with which to bargain for his 
liberty. He would certainly have been jailed 
alongside Lefebvre. In other words, had Frank 
not gone big, it could have been quite a long 
time before he’d have been free to go home. 

•  •  •

A L T H O U G H  I T  A P P E A R E D  the Crown had 
agreed to let Frank Bourassa buy his freedom, 
Frank was still in a touchy spot. The govern-
ment wouldn’t let Frank simply hand over the 
money and be done with it. Instead, they set a 
drop date over a month hence, for January 31, 
2014. The delay seemed to buy the authorities 
some strategic leeway. If they could ferret out 
the stash themselves before Frank delivered 
the money, the plea deal would evaporate. 
The Secret Service would suddenly have all 
the uncontested evidence it would need to 
proceed with extradition, and Frank would 
likely find himself facing a very long prison 
sentence south of the border in a federal pen. 

Sure, okay, but in the real world, Frank asks, 
how much time was he likely to do?

“The one [case] that I’m familiar with was 
actually a guy from Montreal,” the agent says. 
“He received nine years.”

“Out of these nine years,” Frank asks, “how 
long did he do?”

“Down there, federal time, you don’t get 
good time,” the agent says. “He died in jail.”

Frank’s head seems suddenly to put on 
weight. His left eye begins to twitch. “Nine 
years,” he repeats. “Don’t ask for extradi-
tion,” he says in a tone of abject hopeless-
ness. “Please.”

The Secret Service agents quit the room, 
and Frank Bourassa is sent to jail without 
bond.

•  •  •

T H E  C R O W N  (as the Canadian government’s 
prosecutorial body is known) declined to com-
ment on many of the details of Frank’s case, 
so here we’re relying on Bourassa’s word alone 
for the particulars of how he schemed for his 
freedom, both in and out of court. As Frank 
tells it, his salvation from extradition rested 
on a single card: Under Canadian law, the 
police need clear evidence to secure a search 
warrant. Because their surveillance footage 
showed Frank pulling into the carport at the 
rendezvous but not bodily muling the boxed 
cash into the house, the case could be made, 
Frank’s attorney argued, that the warrant 
the cops used for the raid had been issued on 
insu∞cient evidence and that the search of 
the house had been illegal. 

It was a pretty feeble argument, yet there 
was some chance that if Frank’s attorney 
used these grounds to file a motion to dis-
miss, the case could be thrown out of court. 
Frank wanted to negotiate: If the Crown 
suspended his extradition proceedings, his 
lawyer wouldn’t file the motion. Not wanting 
to gamble their entire case to please the U.S. 
prosecutors, Frank says the Crown took the 
o≠er. So in the end he would not be serving 
time in an American cell. After six weeks in 
jail, Frank’s lawyer swung a bail arrangement, 
and he walked on $10,000 bond. 

At this point, the prosecution—while 
thrilled with the hand they were holding—
knew for sure only about the million dollars 
turned up in the raid. But investigators were 
carefully sifting through Frank’s hard drive 
for clues as to how much counterfeit might be 
out there and where it might be hidden.

When Frank returned, provisionally, to 
the free world, he took a job working con-
struction. He spent his spare hours begging 
forgiveness from his girlfriend and made a 
point not to go anywhere near the farmer’s 
garage. The Crown, for its part, was doing 
all it could to bolster the case against Frank. 
Strange cars were tailing him. His phone 
was almost certainly tapped. He did not talk 
about the money, to anyone. He tried to put 
it out of his mind. 

In September 2012, Frank says, he received 
an e-mail from a mysterious buyer express-
ing a sudden interest in the Heidelberg press 
Frank had listed on an industrial-equipment 
site the previous year. The buyer, as it hap-
pened, was an undercover cop. Internal police 
reports on the sting, later given to Frank and 
his lawyer, declare the exciting news that “the 
counterfeiting equipment that Bourassa has 

“After the deal,” Frank claims, “every morn-
ing, [the police were] sitting in front of my 
house. They were tailing me, twenty-four–
seven. These guys, all of them were thinking, 
‘If we can find the money before the drop, we 
can fuck him.’ So everything I did, everywhere 
I went, they were watching. Jesus Christ, were 
they hard at work on me.”

His attorney, Frank says, warned him to be 
very careful how and when he made arrange-
ments for the drop. Frank didn’t want to bring 
down any heat on the farmer who’d leased 
him his shop space, so the handoff couldn’t 
be at the garage. At the same time, Frank 
obviously couldn’t make a trip to the shop 
himself or even arrange for someone else to 
do it, with the lawmen treading at his heels. 
But Frank had foreseen these complexities. 
Back in December, before he mentioned the 
$200 million to his lawyer, Frank says, he’d 
called a friend. This friend had loaded a box 
truck with the $200 million, plus a Heidelberg 
press, the cheaper one. He left the truck 
south of town in the parking lot of a hotel 
where another of Frank’s associates worked. 
And there, for nearly two months, protected 
by nothing but a padlock, the $200 million  
and Frank Bourassa’s freedom had been sit-
ting, awaiting the January 31 hando≠. 

When the day finally rolled around, Frank 
went to the RCMP station in Trois-Rivières 
to take the seat of honor in an uneasy law-
enforcement parade. Escorted by a motor-
cade of six black SUVs, Frank directed the 
police to the box truck. “The bomb unit came, 
the K-9 unit. It was crazy. They set up a whole 
perimeter there in the parking lot. They made 
me go open up the truck first to make sure 
it wasn’t going to explode.” He opened the 
truck. In the back sat the $200 million, tidily 
packaged in brown cartons, each a little larger 
than the size of a shoebox. 

There is a photograph of Frank Bourassa, 
taken just after the delivery. He stands by 
the back bumper as a policeman inspects the 
truck. The dark semicircles under his eyes 
betray a long period of worry and poor sleep. 
But the tension of a repressed smile skews 
his lips. A wash of churchly morning sun-
light brightens his face. His right hand hangs 
loose by his side, his thumb touching his 
forefinger in the A-OK sign. It is a portrait of 
a man who, after many long months of panic, 
duress, anxiety, and imprisonment, has had 
his life restored to him. 

So Frank was in a jolly mood that morn-
ing, but the police—the Secret Service agents 
in particular—were in notably sour spirits. 
“I tried to talk to them,” Frank recalled. “It 
seemed to me like a good day for everybody. 
They got the $200 million, I got my deal. We 
should all be feeling good. But they wouldn’t 
talk. They said, ‘If you’ve got something to say, 
say it through your lawyer.’ There was this 
pissed-o≠ ambience to the whole thing.” 

Frank says his attorney explained to him 
later that the Secret Service had reason to be 
cross. Following leads scoured from Frank’s 
computer, they had traced the paper order 
back to Artoz, the Swiss mill. Sometime after 
the deal had been struck, they had discov-
ered that, based on the size of Frank’s paper 
order, he had not printed $200 million; he 
had printed $250 million. But the plea agree-
ment had already been signed. “The deal was 
already done when they figured out that the 
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pounds, minus ten pounds—I can go bam, 
within a week. [Five minutes later, mid- 
conversation, McConaughey drops to the 
Oriental rug on the floor of the hotel room 
we’re in and begins absentmindedly doing 
push-ups, “just to wake up.”]

The leanness carried over really well to 
True Detective. Did you understand 
everything Rust Cohle said in that series? 
Yep. 

Really? 
I mean, I understood a lot. But then, I spent 
many, many, many, many, many, many hours, 
if not days, writing to Nic Pizzolatto and ask-
ing, “What are you saying here? What does 
this mean? Why is he saying it now?” And 
then I was able to take it and make it my own. 
I’ve seen a lot of detective scripts since then, 
but none of them could wear the jockstrap  
of Rusty Cohle. 

You’re about to go shoot The Sea of Trees, 
which is about Japan’s “suicide forest,” 
and one of your people said you’d be too 
depressed to talk during shooting...
Depressed? Who said that word? 

You don’t get depressed? 
No! There are times when I don’t like my own 
company. But depressed…

So how do you characterize those times?
I get lazy. My brain’s not wild enough, not in 
tune enough, to be finding things that inspire 
me. 

What do you do about it? 
Well, if I can sleep, I sleep. I find rest does 
wonders. But usually I go o≠ on my own. 
I’ ll go take a trip alone. Just to get to the 
point where I know that, like it or not, I’m 
stuck with myself. That I have to go through 
this and figure out what the fuck it is that’s  
bugging me. You know, there’s five things  
that take work to maintain. [ticking them 
o≠ on his fingers] Father, husband, health, 
career, friendship. You’ve got to maintain 
them, you’ve got to cultivate them, you’ve got 
to water them. 

And how are your five fingers doing? 
I’m happy to say I feel like I’m in the black. 
The one thing that’s gone into the debit is me 
being a good friend. Career, marriage, father-
hood—the others are doing good. 

Probably your most famous friendship 
has been with Lance Armstrong. Do you 
maintain contact with him? 
Yeah. Not as much. We e-mail here and there. 

M AT T H E W  M c C O N AU G H E Y

$50 million was missing, so there was noth-
ing they could do. So they’re pissed. They’re as 
pissed as pissed could be.” 

But as Frank sees it, the missing $50 mil-
lion (technically $49,051,000, minus the  
million or so the cops took from his girlfriend’s 
house) should not be a cause for sore feelings. 
“The RCMP did very nice police work,” he said. 
“They got $200 million o≠ the street, and they 
stopped me from ever, ever doing anything 
like that again. It’s fucking good business!”

•  •  •

T H E S E  D A Y S ,  Frank Bourassa’s life is more 
peaceful, honest, and dull than it has been 
since he graduated from kindergarten. 

The Canadian prosecutors would confirm 
for us that they have o∞cially withdrawn 
the counterfeiting charge, though the RCMP 
acknowledged that they continue to inves-
tigate the “counterfeiting ring” that they 
have referenced in public statements. As the 
RCMP has it, the operation was far too big, 
ambitious, and well funded to be the work of 
one man. Frank has heard this theory, but he 
points out, pretty convincingly, that it would 
be a strange sort of syndicate that would 
cough up $200 million in counterfeits so one 
of its pawns could be spared six months in jail. 

Like other counterfeiters before him, 
Frank is now pursuing lawful employment, 
consulting for governments and businesses 
in fraud-protection tactics, and has hung 
out his shingle at Mastercounterfeiter 
.com. He is also selling self-actualization 
instruction in what he calls his Paradigm 
Shift System™, a sort of life-coaching pro-
gram “so powerful, it can make the Berlin 
Wall literally look like a white picket fence.” 
While he waits for clients to materialize, 
Frank is also putting his manufacturing inge-
nuity to wholesome new ambitions and has 
begun a sideline as an inventor. His first idea 
is making its way through the patent process. 
Frank won’t disclose the particulars for fear 
that someone might counterfeit it, though,  
he assured me, it is nothing diabolical. “It’s in 
the hoist family,” he says, a device for moving 
cargo up and down stairs.

Despite the turbulence of the past few 
years, Frank reflects on his career as a coun-
terfeiter with fondness and satisfaction. In 
the end, it all turned out rather well. While 
he did not make the big $80 million sale, the 
odd millions Frank shifted before the cops 
nabbed him covered his expenses and left 
him in comfortable shape. “People will spend 
a lifetime working and make 10 percent of 
what I have,” Frank says. “It’s good. I’m set. 
I’m home. I’m out. It’s all fun.” 

The story of Frank Bourassa turned out 
a little less merrily for the Secret Service, 
who may still have Frank’s missing $49 mil-
lion to remove from circulation. As to the 
whereabouts of the money, Frank Bourassa 
is unforthcoming. 

“I don’t know” is what he said when I asked 
him where it was. “I guess let’s say I sold it all.”

“So that’s your story?” I said. “Before you 
got busted, you sold all of the missing money? 
All 49 million?”

“I don’t know,” said the counterfeiter 
through a grin. “Maybe I sold it all, and maybe 
I didn’t.” 

wells tower is a gq correspondent.
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How is he doing? 
He seems to be doing well. I don’t know any-
one who can shake hands—meaning look at 
their situation realistically and deal with it—
as quickly as him. He honestly has looked it in 
the eye and is on the road to recovery. 

So many actors just hang out with  
other actors. What was your  
relationship with Lance based on? 
I like people who are great at what they do. At 
that time, we were two single men who were 
doing good in their careers and came from 
di≠erent places. We would get together and 
have a steak dinner and philosophize—talk 
about life, talk about what it meant to be a 
man, what our responsibilities were, what it 
meant to be a father. You try to gain a little 
wisdom from each other. That’s mainly what I 
do with my male friends. We get together and 
talk about life. 

Did you feel like you needed an apology 
from him for lying to you? 
To put my own emotions in front of this 
and go “You didn’t tell me the truth” would 
be arrogant. And you know what? This is a 
friend. Who I know to be a good man. If there 
was an apology, it was said and I heard it.

Are you ever called Matt? 
Never. Never, ever, ever. Some people do it 
online just to fuck with me. If anybody’s like, 
“Hey, Matt!” I don’t even turn around. 

Is there some foundational experience  
that made you hate it? 
Yeah, the foundational experience of being on 
the playground in kindergarten. My buddy 
John says, “Hey, Matt, you want to go play on 
the monkey bars?” I’m like, “Sure,” and I’m 
going out there, and all of a sudden—wham—
I’m on the ground. I look up and my mom says, 
“What’s your name?” “Matthew.” “Don’t you 
ever answer to ‘Matt’ again.” From that day on, 
it’s always been, “Call me Matthew, please.”

Whoa. I didn’t expect a full-on scene of 
violence. What was her problem? 
She named me Matthew for a reason. 

Last night at dinner, someone said, “Things 
have been going so well for McConaughey, 
it’s probably time for him to step in shit.”
That’s funny.… “Step in shit.” See, I love to see 
other people’s success. I never wait for anyone 
to step in shit. 

But do you feel the pressure of increased 
expectations? 
There hasn’t been any pressure. I know what 
hand I had in all this. It didn’t just fall o≠ and 
happen. Did I have the whole hand? No. But I 
know what choices I made. And I sure didn’t 
make them for the guy who says, “It’s time for 
him to step in shit.”

I’ll tell him. 
Let him know: I step in shit all the time. 
It’s just that I don’t get that pissed o≠ when 
I step in it. I just scrape o≠ my boots. I’ve 
stepped in plenty of shit and will continue to. 
And by the way: Sometimes stepping in shit 
is good luck. 

brett martin is a gq correspondent.
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Let’s go back to what you said about your 
father and his last words. If you could 
script your last words—
You know what John Barrymore’s last words 
were? He was in a coma, and they had a death 
watch on him.

He was an alcoholic. 
Severe. And he came to consciousness and 
went [makes crazy gargling noises]. And the 
guy sitting beside him said, “What did you say, 
John?” And he said, “You heard me, you son of 
a bitch.” And died.

How do you navigate disappointment?
I think you just kind of idle and hope that it 
drifts away. I haven’t been very good about 
dealing with disappointment. I suffer it, and 
then when that suffering becomes a kind of 
predation, then it’s gone. Because the disap-
pointment is not always realistic. It too is very 
subjective, and it has to do with hopes that 
weren’t realistic. 

You know, for example, with Fellini—it’s a 
huge regret. Working with him [on Casanova], 
it was so sensual. I’ve said it so many times—
I was his concubine. He would tell me what 
to do, and I would know instantly how to do 
it. For me it was wonderful. He said he felt 
it was the best film he had ever made—the 
Italian version, not the English version—
and afterwards, after I had left that screen-
ing, I didn’t see him again, except in very 
formal circumstances. It was as if I had left 
a lover and didn’t know how to deal with it— 
I didn’t know how to deal with him if I  
wasn’t working for him, and that was incred-
ibly disappointing.

I’m going to throw out a theory: There’s 
part of you that keeps saying no to 
authority figures.
Authoritarian figures. There’s a difference.

What’s the difference between directors 
and your dad? The way you push them away.
There’s no difference.

You can joke that you’re a concubine to 
Fellini, but one could say you found in 
Fellini someone who loved you, cared for 
you, nurtured you…
Exactly, exactly, exactly! Which is why I 
couldn’t have a fucking relationship with him 
afterwards. 

Because you were afraid of it.
God! And that breaks my heart. For me to des-
troy that. Ohhhhh. Shit. 

You didn’t destroy anything! You did a 
fantastic movie with one of the greatest 
directors of the twentieth century. Isn’t 
that enough?
[long pause] The first five weeks of the shoot 
were the worst of my life, and then something 
happened. I don’t know what. But suddenly 
we were [in sync]. He’d say, “We need to shoot 
another scene,” and he’d hand me two pages of 
dialogue. I’d say, “When do you want to shoot?” 
And he’d say, “Now.” I’d say, “Okay.” I’d look at 
it, and I would know it. I would know it. 

So hold on to that. Working with Fellini,  
it’s like getting painted by El Greco.  
Now, tell me who inspires you. 

D O N A L D  S U T H E R L A N D
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Francine Racette, the French-Canadian actress 
who is the mother of Sutherland’s three young-
est children, emerges from the kitchen.

Francine: How would I know? I’m not your 
child. Why don’t you ask me, “Am I a good 
husband?” [laughs] Listen, he is a good father, 
because everybody knows—

DS: My children love me. [to Francine] You 
know something, darling? 

Francine: Quoi? 

DS: I’ve never had this much food at lunch in 
my life. [tastes wine; pauses] Brodsky. Joseph 
Brodsky— 

I went to his grave in Venice.
DS: Fuck! He’s my hero. That line he said, 
“Try to stay passionate, leave your cool to 
constellations. Passion, above all, is a remedy 
against boredom.” If you want my mantra, 
that’s it.… As an actor, you risk yourself every 
time you start. For me, it’s quite frightening. 
So much so that it makes me physically sick 
before I begin.

Are there some mornings you don’t want to 
get out of bed?
Francine: Tell him about making the film with 
Marlon Brando. A Dry White Season.

DS: I was in the shower at four in the morn-
ing, and his producer phoned and said, “We’re 
not shooting today. Marlon doesn’t think he’s 
ready.” I said, “We’re closing down produc-
tion for the day because Marlon doesn’t think  
he’s ready?” He said, “Yes.” I said, “Tell Marlon 
I admire him. Because if I had that power,  
I  would never go to work.”

But no, I just—I love my job. I love doing 
it. It’s a passionate endeavor. And sometimes 
you can get close to something that you 
believe is the truth. The truth of something. 
Not all the time, but sometimes. 

When you were doing roles that were 
provocative, such as Don’t Look Now…
I don’t think my parents ever saw that.

Filming those scenes with Julie Christie, 
you didn’t think, “What will they think?”
No. But it’s curious that you ask. Because 
I think of people doing sex films and think, 
Don’t they think of their parents?

So when you’re creating, you never see 
your parents over your shoulder?
No. I don’t see them at all, ever. Never. It’s 
completely and utterly disassociated from 
that. I never see anybody. 

[another long pause] When people ask me 
where I live, I say, “I live with my wife.” I don’t 
know whether I live in Paris, New York, or 
Miami. I live with my wife. My inspiration, my 
judgment, it comes from my wife. She has…
truth. And it’s humbling. And so it’s necessary 
that whatever exertions I make meet with 
her…not necessarily her approval, but at least 
her acceptance. Would you say that’s true? 
[looks to Francine] Oh, I so love you. God! 
[back to me] Come, let’s look at the garden.

We walk through the garden Francine has 
planted and, after a bit more time, bid farewell. 
A week later, I get an e-mail from Sutherland 
saying he’s finished my book and that it “is 
inside me, running around like crazy.” A few 
days after that, he sends me a letter pointing 
out similarities that struck him, images that  
triggered memories. He writes, in part:

Your grandmother saying that she should 
go out trick-or-treating and “scare ’em all 
good.” I did that. I’d broken my leg. It was in 
a cast. But we always went out with my grand-
daughter, Kiefer’s daughter, on Halloween, so 
away we went into the inner reaches of Santa 
Monica. But they got tired of pushing my wheel-
chair, so they stopped and they put me on the 
lawn. I was wearing a black jacket, black pants, 
my stiffened right leg stuck out straight on the 
wheelchair support. Francine took off her panty 
hose and put them over my head. She put a bowl 
of candies on my lap and they all went into the 
house, sat at the windows and waited. The side-
walk was a good fifteen feet away. I didn’t move 
a muscle. People walked by. Children pleaded for 
candies in the bowl. Mothers cautioned. Some 
kids dared. They got to the bowl. Reached in. 
And I grabbed their arm. The child let out a huge 
scream and I let go. They peed and wept as they 
ran to their mothers, but I guarantee those kids 
will remember it with pleasure forever. 

Your mother playing solitaire at the kitchen 
table. My mother, too. She once told me she 
could go to Las Vegas and make a lot of money. 
But I don’t think she ever played solitaire, just 
blackjack at the Sahara. My father played rou-
lette. The wheel would turn. The black ball 
would drop and he’d lose. Always. Until he got 
Parkinson’s. Then he’d hold a stack [of chips] in 
the palm of his hand and try to lay them down 
one at a time, his hand would go squirrelly, the 
chips would spray every which way, and he’d win. 

A blonde with a ponytail? “Come over, 
baby”? A naked silhouette in a phospho-
rescent light? I was with Jane Fonda at the 
Chelsea Hotel in 1970, maybe ’71. It was a room 
with a big bed and, to the right, four or five stairs 
to a landing that led to the bathroom. There was a 
little oval window on the landing and there was a 
streetlight shining through that window though 
it seemed more like moonlight so maybe it was 
the moon, I like to think it was the moon. I was 
lying on my back on the bed when Jane came 
out of the bathroom. She, too, was naked, and 
when the moonlight caught her perfect breasts 
I stopped breathing. Everything stopped. And 
then it started again. Now, when I see it in my 
memory, I stopped breathing again. 

michael hainey is gq’s deputy editor  
and the author of After Visiting Friends:  
A Son’s Story.
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We are winding down, because it’s time for 
Nicki to go rehearse. For this performance, she 
has incorporated male dancers. “I went in yes-
terday, finally saw the dance for the first time, 
and I saw the guys doing all this sexy stu≠ that 
I wasn’t a part of. And I said, ‘Hello, why aren’t 
they humping me on the stage?’ ” The choreog-
rapher didn’t realize that this was something 
she might want. She does: “We’ve got to give 
them something to talk about again.”

So it’s all for shock, it’s all for talk, it’s all 
for hashtags and memes. Not even a contrived 
statement—which is fine, it’s just that most 
people at least pretend there’s something 
they’re trying to say. And so I’m left to won-
der, where is the woman who pronounced in 
an MTV documentary that she won’t stand 
for disrespect, that she won’t accept being 
given pickle juice at a photo shoot? Where is 
the philosophy and the fire? And there in the 
DeKalb, where it is so hot I can see sound, I 
start to wonder if I’m losing it. I look over to 
ask Nicki, to suggest that maybe I should take 
a nap, too, and we can let our unconsciouses 
figure this out—I could be her hype man, but 
for naps!—except she is out again. 

•  •  •

T H E  N E X T  N I G H T ,  at Fashion Rocks, J.Lo 
went on before Nicki. The song she performed 
was called “Booty,” and the only lyrics I could 
discern were Big, big booty / what you got a big 
booty again and again, J.Lo marking her terri-
tory. If you could troll Nicki Minaj through a 
song, this was it. J.Lo wore a short dress and 
did a move you mostly see strippers do on cop 
shows—I’ll call it the squatted twerk: knees 
bent, up down up down up down, butt close to 
the ground but never touching it. We clapped 
loudly for this. A woman behind me who has 
no idea how the record-promotion business 
works panted to her companion, “I hope Nicki 
does ‘Anaconda.’ ” 

Right before I left her the previous night, 
Nicki had stopped me, and maybe because she 
felt bad for me and maybe because she, too, 
is generous, she had given me two things—a 
ticket to this show and this tiny morsel: 

“I’m chopping up the banana. Did you real-
ize that?” 

What? What banana? 
In the “Anaconda” video, she says. “At first 

I’m being sexual with the banana, and then 
it’s like, ‘Ha-ha, no.’ ” I ask if she’s referring 
to how the Drake scene immediately follows 
the kitchen scene. “Yeah, that was important 

“I knew that I wanted a gym theme.” Shrug. 
“And that’s that.” That’s that, guys. That’s that. 

She sees me grasping, and maybe she feels 
a little sorry for me, so she o≠ers me this: “I 
think the video is about what girls do.” She 
is poking at a salad that hasn’t been tossed. 
(The dressing came on the side.) “Girls love 
being with other girls, and when you go back 
to us being younger, we would have slumber 
parties and we’d be dancing with our friends.” 
(I’ll take her word for it; the slumber parties 
were not jungle-themed in Canarsie.)

Okay, the “Anaconda” cover art, then. It 
was almost an afterthought, she says, the 
product of a photo shoot on the day that the 
“Anaconda” video was shot. “I just said I’ll 
put it out, never thought in a billion years 
that people would be putting [other] people’s 
heads on it. It’s the craziest shit.” I tell her 
that online I’d seen it as a rocket, jet fuel and 
fire being released from her undercarriage.  
“What hasn’t it been?” she says. “They’ve 
made it everything.” 

You heard it here first. “Anaconda” is 
about a snake, and also about a woman’s 
ex-boyfriends, and the video is just one big 
slumber party. You can release a record 
cover into the atmosphere that makes all 
who see it so shocked and discomforted that 
their only way to metabolize it is to turn it 
into the world’s fastest-spreading meme, to 
the point where her squatting form ends up 
on a polo shirt, right where the little croc-
odile usually goes. You can do all this, and 
still you can look someone in the eye and say 
that it’s not cynical in the least, that it’s not 
a comment on gender or sex or the culture 
or anything. Double shrug. These are not the 
droids you’re looking for. 

“I don’t know what there is to really talk 
about,” she says. “I’m being serious. I just see 
the video as being a normal video.”

for us to show in the kitchen scene, because 
it’s always about the female taking back the 
power, and if you want to be flirty and funny 
that’s fine, but always keeping the power and 
the control in everything.” 

Maybe she had been messing with me all 
along. 

Or maybe she was simply telling me that 
it is not her job to explain herself. I had been 
warned before the interview that I shouldn’t 
ask about her ass, that she finds it degrading, 
and I had chalked up her reticence to that. 
But maybe this is what she finds degrading: 
to work day and night to get those features 
down, to make actual magic and to make it 
come out in full articulation, every syllable, 
every accent, meticulously applied to save 
someone else’s song in the third act, to enter-
tain you, only to have some asshole come 
down to the DeKalb dressing room in the two 
hours that she could have spent taking a real 
nap, not an upright one, and ask her what she 
means when she’s doing the thing she does. 
Must she do everything? She’s not hiding any-
thing—look at her, she literally isn’t hiding 
anything. It’s all there for you to see. Do some 
of the work yourself, people. She’s busy run-
ning her brand. She’s inspiring a meme that 
will keep us busy for months. She is tasting 
the Moscato and smelling the Nicki Minaj per-
fume that comes in miniature busts of Nicki 
Minaj. She is not here for your gender-studies 
symposium. It is not her job to tell you who 
the e≠ she is. And she’s exhausted. She is only 
made of carbon after all, just like you and me. 

She came out in her sparkle bra, tearing 
fiercely across the stage. “Bwoy twoy named 
Trwoy used to live in Detrwoit.…” J.Lo was 
already re-seated and watching the perfor-
mance, and at first she clapped along lazily, 
but then stopped. For a variety of reasons, 
it is hard to parse what might be going on 
in J.Lo’s mind by looking at her face, but 
when Nicki launched into her own dancer-
backed squatted twerk—a younger twerk,  
a bouncier twerk—I swear I saw J.Lo’s left 
eyelid blink out of sequence with her right 
one, a subdermal twitch indicating that per-
haps she’d had a rage stroke. 

Meanwhile, onstage, Nicki was hoisted up 
by the male dancers, arms in the air in full 
expression, and the sunshine of her smile 
shone into the arena. She was all rested up. 

taffy brodesser-akner is a gq 
correspondent. 
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