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THE GET DOWN

P160

It’s the gym-to-the-office 

hybrid of designer style and 

sporty comfort — get ready to 

embrace the athleisure trend
105

REGULARS

OBJECT OF DESIRE

P178

The humble peacoat reworked 

and upgraded by Prada

STYLE

P55

Patek Philippe; Jeremy 

Langmead; new coat trends; 

smartwatches; rag top 

roadsters; Russell Norman 

cooks; winter scents; top 

trainers; Bordeaux guide; 

Chinese wine; Moncler goes to 

sea; Zegna shoes; fashion news

CULTURE

P105

The Beatles’ magical history 

tour; flame-grilling Swedish-

style; Bon Iver come in from 

the cold; new war movie 

Anthropoid; MIA turns up fit 

and well; the hellish true story 

behind Deepwater Horizon; 

our future — for and against 

AA GILL

P47 

Esquire’s agony uncle on the 

transgender universe and how 

best to name triplet sons 

WILL SELF

P51 

The award-winning writer gets 

particularly anal this month

October 2016

Richard T KellyWilliam GilchristTim Lewis

“Writing novels is a famously tough way 

to make a living,” says Kelly, “but in person, 

Robert Harris makes it seem simple, even 

though his own books are utterly ingenious. 

He’d resist the compliment, I’m sure, but 

he’s a very cool guy.” The contributing editor 

gets tips from the author on how to write 

a bestseller, on page 146. Kelly’s latest novel, 

The Knives, is available now.

Having worked with Jude Law for 20 years, the 

stylist was well-equipped to dress the actor for 

Esquire’s cover. “Like cooking, photo shoots 

are as much about preparation as the act of,” 

he says, “and this one flowed excellently, like  

a glass of chilled Brouilly on a summer’s day.” 

Consulting for countless labels and magazines, 

Gilchrist has also styled Kanye West, The 

Rolling Stones, Colin Firth and Ethan Hawke.

“The Hart brothers — Sam, Eddie and now 

James — are so nice and affable that it’s easy 

to forget what shrewd, killer businessmen 

they are,” says the contributing editor, 

who profiles the restaurateurs on page 138. 

“If they think a restaurant is a good idea then it 

almost certainly is.” Lewis is a features writer 

at The Observer. His book, Land of Second 

Chances, is out now.

FASHION

THE SEVENTIES ARE BACK

P152

Who said it was the decade style 

forgot? Here are the big looks 

making a comeback this season

69

55152
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As Jude Law readies his new 

TV series The Young Pope, 

Editor-in-Chief Alex Bilmes 

is granted an audience with 

the revered acting icon

VIRTUAL REALITY
P120

Esquire’s Johnny Davis 

experiences the future 

of home entertainment

HELLO, CLEVELAND!
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On the presidential campaign 

trail with Donald Trump in 

Ohio and Scotland. By Sanjiv 

Bhattacharya and Dan Davies

BARRA BOYS
P138

Fancy a Lebanese-Mexican? 

Dining dynasty the Hart 

brothers make their next move 

THE WRITER’S SECRETS
P146

Multimillion-selling novelist 

Robert Harris reveals how he 

crafts his brilliant blockbusters

October 2016

Jooney WoodwardDan DaviesSanjiv Bhattacharya

“As a fan of Robert Harris, it was a privilege to 

photograph him and see his incredible study 

where he writes,” says the British photographer, 

who captured the writer for his interview on page 

146. “I attempted to photograph him with his cat, 

which unfortunately wasn’t as patient as Robert!” 

Woodward won the Taylor Wessing Photographic 

Portrait Prize in 2011 and her work can also be 

seen in Esquire’s upcoming The Big Black Book.

“I spent eight years listening to a narcissistic 

sociopath,” says Esquire’s contributing editor 

and author of the award-winning In Plain Sight: 

The Life and Lies of Jimmy Savile, “so a day in 

Scotland with Donald Trump felt like it should 

be a busman’s holiday.” Surreally, it took place 

the day after Britain voted for Brexit. Explains 

Davies: “It felt like by voting to leave Europe, 

we had endorsed Trump — and he loved that.”

This month, we really put our US correspondent 

on the frontline: a week in Cleveland, Ohio 

among the Trump faithful at the Republican 

National Convention. “The most startling thing,” 

he says, “was Trump’s supporters aren’t some 

awful ‘other’, but regular Americans who are not 

going away if he loses. Nationalism has arrived 

in America. It’s not pretty.” Bhattacharya’s book, 

Secrets & Wives, is out now.
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Christopher Guest on comedy, 

art, acting — and Stonehenge!
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The fact that Donald Trump is a racist, sexist, mendacious ignoramus 

is not funny. Demagoguery is not funny. But it’s a hell of a story

coronation as the official Republican Party nominee for President 

of the USA. And to meet the people who had gathered to celebrate 

and remonstrate. Meanwhile, Dan Davies went to Turnberry, in 

Scotland, on that fateful Brexit morning, to see Trump break off 

from campaigning for a day to open a golf club. In the words of 

Richard Littlejohn (a potential Trumper?), you couldn’t make it 

up. Nor would you wish to. And, what’s more, you don’t have to.

As the staff of Esquire will confirm, I plan each issue with 

painstaking care, months in advance, holding each word, each 

photo up to the light and inspecting it for flaws, and only after the 

most agonised consideration do I press “print”. Never, ever have  

I waited until the last moment and then chucked a load of random 

stuff from my inbox at the sub-editors and the designers and said, 

“Come on, you lot, make a magazine out of this!”

So when it was pointed out to me, fairly late in the process 

I must say, that this month we have two big features pegged to two 

new works, one a novel, the other a TV show, both of which are 

concerned with the election of a new Pope, I was able to say, with 

full confidence: “Yes! I know that. It’s a Papal Special Issue, obvi-

ously! Can’t you see that?” And then tiptoe back to my office and 

quietly shut the door.

The novel is Conclave, by Robert Harris. In Richard T Kelly’s 

conversation with Harris, the master of the literary thriller says 

that a writer should know the ending of his book before he starts 

it. Perhaps a magazine editor could take a hint from that. 

The TV show is The Young Pope, in which Jude Law plays Pius 

XIII. Before I met Law to talk about that, among other things, 

I watched the first two episodes. And I’m keen to see the rest. 

Which tells you a lot, because usually I get distracted after a few 

minutes and start checking my bad news feeds for the latest polit-

ical turbulence, celebrity car crash or obscene football transfer.

Possibly not as scary as Trump or the Vatican but fairly terrify-

ing to me, Johnny Davis’s story on virtual reality posits a situation 

just round the corner in which we sit at home with our loved ones 

— or, at least, alongside our loved ones — with our nerd helmets 

on, each of us immersed in a private virtual world so lifelike it 

makes actual existence seem utterly zzzzz. (Yes, I know it doesn’t 

make sense: any “virtual reality” that came even close to the real 

thing would involve putting on a headset that gave one the illu-

sion of sitting at a desk all day staring at a screen before head-

ing home to an evening of… sitting on a sofa staring at a screen.) 

Whatever your attitude to VR, Johnny’s 

piece offers a fascinating glimpse of  

a game-changing technology.

More up my own alley: Tim Lewis 

profiles the Hart brothers, among Brit-

ain’s best restaurateurs. What they offer 

is something technology can’t, at least 

until VR can supply smells and tastes, 

and convivial company. Unless the 

world ends tomorrow, their new place, 

El Pastor, will be the hottest opening of 

the year. I’ll be in the queue.  

Alex Bilmes, Editor-in-Chief

Not that I want to come over all Captain Complacency but 

I’m happy to tell you that, contrary to reports pretty much every-

where, the sky is not falling in. You’ll remember the story. Chicken 

Little — a free-range hen, not that it does her much good — is hit 

on the head by a falling acorn, or nut. (Not a nut-job, a nut.) Pan-

icked into an apocalyptic hysteria she speed-waddles about the 

farmyard recruiting all the other birds into her fantasy of immi-

nent catastrophe. They flap themselves into such a feathery 

frenzy that they forget themselves entirely and are eaten by a fox.

The reason it resonates is that throughout history there have 

been moments when it seemed that things had got so bad that 

the world was about to end, in a gigantic fireball or some-such 

cinematic meltdown. Actually, it’s not so much that there have 

been moments like that, it’s more that there always has been and 

always will be a constant background buzz of anxiety and para-

noia, and occasionally some appalling development causes the 

buzz to escalate to a deafening red-alert roar. If you are concerned 

that social media and the 24-hour news cycle have not helped 

calm this tendency, you may be on to something.

I’m not going to tell you that horrifying, evil events have not 

occurred lately, nor that they won’t continue to occur. (No, Brexit 

does not count.) For some people these evil events really are the 

end of the world, or the end of their worlds, which might be said to 

be the same thing. The rest of us will keep buggering on.

Esquire is intended as a sometimes civilised, often silly, always 

stylish refuge from the doom and the gloom, a place to escape, 

for a moment, the barbarism of the real world. But occasionally  

a real-world story is too outrageous to resist. Donald Trump’s elec-

tion campaign is one of those. The fact 

that the tacky, blowhard New York real 

estate guy once derided, in the pages of 

Spy magazine, as “the short-fingered 

vulgarian” is now fighting Hillary Clin-

ton for the leader of the free world gig: 

it’s just too phantasmagoric, too hal-

lucinatory, too blindingly awful for us 

not to want a piece of it. The fact that 

he’s a racist, sexist, mendacious ignora-

mus is not funny. Demagoguery is not 

funny. But it’s a hell of a story. With that 

in mind, we sent Sanjiv Bhattacharya 

to Cleveland, Ohio, to witness Trump’s Donald Trump: it’s not this big
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AA Gill is Esquire’s

UNCLE

DYSFUNCTIONAL

>

My girlfriend is up the duff. It’s triplets. All boys. She’s in shock. I’m trying 

to concentrate on the important shit like what are we going to call them? 

She wants Athos, Porthos and Aramis (she did A-levels)

Dear Uncle Dysfunctional,

My girlfriend is up the duff. It wasn’t planned but we’re 

thrilled. Thing is, we’ve just had a scan and it’s fucking tri-

plets. Oh my God, three of them. And all boys. She’s in shock. 

Spends her whole time laughing and then crying. I’m trying to 

be practical, concentrate on the important shit like, obviously, 

what are we going to call them? She wants Athos, Porthos and 

Aramis (she did A-levels). That sounds like a fucking perfume 

shop. I said, “Absolutely no way.” So then she said Plácido, 

José and Luciano. I’m from Hull, not fucking Rimini. Appar-

ently, they’re opera singers. The kids’ll be fat knicker-sniffers, 

bellowing “just one Cornetto”. No. Absolutely not. No Johnny 

Foreigner names. We’ve had Brexit — they’ll get deported. So 

she sobs for a bit and says, “I’ve got it: Robin, Maurice, Barry.” 

Fucking fuckety fuck, fuck, shit the bed. She wants to give 

birth to The Bee Gees. “Oh, but Saturday Night Fever’s my 

favourite film,” she sobs. “And ‘Stayin’ Alive’ is such a hope-

ful theme to play in the delivery room for giving birth to tri-

plets. It’s the harmonies.” She can’t think straight, obviously. 

They’ll be born with rabbit teeth and ridiculous hair. “No, 

OK,” she howls, “you choose.” Well, I’ve thought about it, and 

I’ve got fucking brilliant names — worth having triplets for. 

Almost worth living with my fucking mentalist girlfriend for. 

OK, are you ready? Clint, Lee and Eli. Eastwood, Van Cleef 

and Wallach. Get it? Oh, come on. The Good, the Bad and the 

Ugly. It’s genius. They’d go to parties dressed as cowboys: “I’m 

the good one, he’s the ugly one, he’s the bad one.” That’s a gag 

that keeps on giving, that will never not be funny; at passport 

control, school registers, magistrates’ court. Clint, Lee, Eli. 

She’s just run out of the room and locked herself in the bog. 

I don’t know what the matter with her is. That is the single, 

or rather triple-best idea I’ve ever, ever had. (After forgetting 

that the condom was in my other jeans.) It’s so good, I had 

to write to you and tell you. Can you help? Can you improve? 

And don’t say Groucho, Harpo and Chico — I’m not having 

them circumcised. 

Jules

Dear Jules,

There was a fat prat who begat, 

Bloke triplets named Nat, Tat and Pat.

It was fun in the breeding, but hell in the feeding,

There wasn’t a spare tit for Tat.

This month, our chief of grief consoles a dad-to-be on his 

impending triple-whammy, and welcomes all-comers into 

the lexicon of the transgender agenda



Email questions for AA Gill to
agonyuncle@esquire.co.uk

For more  

AA Gill, go to 

esquire.co.uk

Dear Uncle Dysfunctional,

I’m a neutrois person, sometimes identifying as “a gender”. 

Though people always ask, “What’s next on the agenda?” 

And laugh, like they’re the only person who’s ever said it. And 

I either have to gender shame them and walk out, or just smile 

and pretend I’ve never heard it before. The thing is, my part-

ner is gender fluid. Although, actually, ze is being a bit sluggish 

at the moment. The fluidity gets stuck in the blokey quad-

rant when it comes to tidying up and folding things. What is 

it about the Y chromosome that means you can’t fold a towel? 

OK, that’s not what I’m writing about. I’m comfortable with 

my self-identification, and I’m basically happy with my gen-

der-sluggish mate, but what I can’t stand is not being able to 

have a conversation about anything else. It’s all my cis friends 

talk about to me. In fact, all my LGBTQ friends talk about it 

endlessly. It’s not that I’m not interested, up to a point, in gen-

der, it’s that we all have to be so careful and polite and wor-

ried about saying the wrong word. It’s like talking about sex 

in church. Did you know, there are more than 50 gender iden-

tifications? You need to be a genital trainspotter to get them 

all right. What, for instance, are “spicvak pronouns”, for 

fuck’s sake? Or “two-spirited”? Actually, that’s quite interest-

ing: it’s a Native American (not Indian) Zuni term for someone 

who swings both ways. It’s called “he man eh” in Cheyenne, 

which sounds funny in English but, of course, you can’t laugh 

because that’s transgender-shaming someone’s sensibilities. 

And it’s white colonial insensitivity, humour hegemony. I’m 

fed up with having to pussyfoot around all this stuff. And, of 

course, you can’t say “pussyfoot” because that offends abso-

lutely everybody, including foot fetishists. I’m all in favour of 

political gender correctness — safe spaces, non-discrimina-

tory language — but it all becomes about the grammar and 

finger-wagging snobbery. It’s not like being free and open 

and just what you like, it’s like being a member of some terri-

ble, stuffy club. And it’s not about the really important stuff, 

like housing and benefits and schools and job discrimination 

and what’s on your passport. There is no end to the language 

and the pronouns, and it’s become my identity when my whole 

fight was to lose my identity. I’d like to talk about football and 

Game of Thrones, and Theresa May’s kitten heels, and quinoa. 

Anything but gender definitions. The only thing I envy about 

all you cis folk is that you never talk about it, your gender. It’s 

like the colour of your front doors — just there. Whether you 

cook on gas or electric, full fat or diet; it’s what you are. I want 

to be like that. Do you know what the definition of a bio queen 

is, by the way? It’s a person who identifies as a woman, dress-

ing as a man who dresses as a woman. For fuck’s sake, which 

communal dressing room do they use?

Sam

Dear Sam,

There was a non-binary neutrois from Khartoum,

Who took a gender neutral ace to ze room.

They argued all night, about who had the right,

To name what and which and then whom.  

Agony
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Did you know, there are more than 50 

gender identifications? You need to be a 

genital trainspotter to get them all right
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It’s a delicate matter, a sore point and a sensitive subject 

— of all major body parts, this is the one which, while remain-

ing fully accessible, nonetheless determinedly shuns the lime-

light (or indeed any light at all). It lurks in a narrow and hidden 

defile, like some malevolent troll — and we know it mostly by its 

importunate behaviour. It embarrasses us in public with child-

ish noises and mephitic odours; then forcing us, in lock-step, 

towards often pained and peevish privacy. Yes, gentle readers, 

this month it’s time for us to cast all prudery aside and confront 

the organ which put the “fundament” into fundamental: our 

arseholes. (Or, as Derek and Clive, the puerile comic alter-egos 

of Dudley Moore and Peter Cook, significantly styled them: our 

souls…) We must look them in the eye, for do they not provide 

our ulterior window on the world? Let’s face it: if your arsehole is 

Each month, Will Self ponders a significant part of the male anatomy. 

Here, he probes the place where the sun doesn’t shine

SELF 

EXAMINATION
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playing up then nothing else is going good, while conversely, if 

your arsehole is in fine fettle, you’re on your mettle.

Let us return to Papa Sigmund, that great scryer of the 

human psyche. For Freud, all of human civilisation is simply  

a massive collective effort to get up off of all-fours and smell the 

coffee rather than each other’s arseholes. No, really: for Freud, 

the close association of cocks, cunts and bums was a sort of cos-

mic biological solecism, one only compounded by our semi-re-

cumbent posture. It was this doggy gait, compelling us to 

associate nice penetration with nasty evacuation, which we 

sought to mitigate by becoming bipedal — everything else, from 

the ancient Ziggurat of Ur to home makeover TV programmes, 

follows on quite naturally. (Apropos the latter, why do we never 

get contestants that can do something truly impressive with 

their back passages?) It’s arguable — and I’m arguing it — that 

the liberalisation of homosexual practices in society represents 

a decisive rejection of this view. Although we don’t shout about it 

from the rooftops, ours has become a culture that effectively cel-

ebrates anal sex. Not, of course, that gay men are the only peo-

ple having it. I well remember the shocked silence which greeted 

Mr Robinson’s assertion during our sex education lesson (there 

was just the one in the mid-Seventies) that sooner or later, boys, 

you will come to enjoy kissing women’s genitals.

What a guy! We sat there, aged 14 and dumb with 

un-spunked come, marvelling at his insouciance, as he lec-

tured us while openly engaging in a vigorous game of pocket 

billiards. Now, I’m not about to say that sooner or later every-

body will come to enjoy kissing women’s or men’s arseholes, let 

alone putting their penises into them, but I’d wager a great num-

ber of us will. Just as a significant proportion will enjoy being 

bottom; and I’m not talking A Midsummer Night’s Dream here, 

although the one practical point I will make about sodomy — 

besides the obvious one concerning hygiene — is that the night 

time is emphatically the right time. Yes, we celebrate anal sex 

in a restrained, British sort of a way, yet I’m not aware of a con-

comitant rise in the numbers of people undergoing anal bleach-

ing. Anal bleaching, for those of you not au fait with the nether 

regions of body-modification, consists of just that: applying 

bleach to the anus so as to mask its naturally browny-pink col-

ouration. I remember seeing this delicate operation performed 

on an extreme makeover show. The “patient” crouched on the 

examination table, for all the world like some pale and hairless 

hound, while the “beauty therapist” dabbed at that malevolent 

troll of an orifice with what appeared to be a small paintbrush 

dipped in bleach. Ouch! And when the job was done, the happily 

whitened one parted his cheeks and asked the viewers at home 

to admire his… “starfish”.

I dare say my arsehole was once a dear little starfish but, gen-

tle reader, those days are long gone, and while I’m by no means 

averse to what Daffyd, “the only gay in the village”, terms “bum 

fun”, I’m not so sure there’s anyone else in the village — straight 

or gay — who’s that keen on entering the treacherous defile 

where my swollen and veiny sea monster currently resides. 

Actually, in my experience, women are generally far less enthu-

siastic about that sort of thing than men are. Indeed, the only 

female who’s been any distance up my back passage in years was 

a doctor who gave me a prostate exam about a decade ago. Did 

I find this arousing? Did I fuck — but I was enormously grate-

ful for all that. Anyone male and under 30 may avert their eyes 

at this point: you don’t need to know… yet, but you older boys 

really do. The reason why your GP sends you off for a prostate 

biopsy with such alacrity when you report troubles with your 

plumbing, is simply because he cannot face putting his finger up 

your bum. No, really — this squeamishness on the part of highly 

trained medics means thousands of men undergo a painful sur-

gical procedure. It’s one which produces many false positive 

results that only compound their anxieties, when a poke about 

up the jacksie would settle the matter in seconds. I actually had 

another prostate exam fairly recently, and was so impressed by 

the no-nonsense approach of the young male doctor who did it 

that I bought him a present. “Why’ve you got a bottle of Glen-

morangie, Dad?” one of my own little starfish asked me when he 

saw it. “I’m giving this bottle of 12-year-old malt to Dr James,”  

I replied, “because he put his finger up my bum.” 

So, there you have it — or at least as much arse-factual mate-

rial as I can cram into my allotted space. In truth, I could hap-

pily go on about my arsehole — and arseholes in general — at 

much greater length. Sod Pelé and Alastair Campbell, there’s far 

more shame surrounding our arseholes and their ailments than 

there is either erectile dysfunction or mental illness. Arguably, 

Hearst Magazines should have an entire publication devoted 

solely to the hole — granted, it’d be difficult to get advertisers, 

but there’s such a thing as performing a public service. (Or is it 

serving a performing public? I always get the two confused…)  

Sod Pelé and Alastair Campbell, 

there’s far more shame surrounding 

our arseholes and their ailments 

than there is either erectile 

dysfunction or mental illness
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Global reach
Patek Philippe’s World Time Chronograph 

ticks all the boxes for voguish voyagers

Ï There are few watch brands 

held in equal esteem by 

both the public and watch 

experts. Where the former 

could be said to sometimes 

value style over substance and 

the latter vice versa, one brand 

on which both parties can 

agree is Patek Philippe. Take 

the historic marque’s brand 

new World Time Chronograph. 

Aside from the elegant blue 

finish on the strap and dial 

(which is very now — blue was 

everywhere at this year’s Basel 

watch fair), this chronograph 

is one of the most beautifully 

crafted world timers we’ve seen 

to date. This is the first 

example of Patek Philippe 

including its chronograph and 

world time complications in the 

same watch, and the best thing 

about it is it’s surprisingly easy 

to use (extraordinary, given 

that the majority of world time 

watches require a Haynes 

manual to get your head 

around). A discreet pusher at 10 

o’clock controls the hour hand 

and the two world time scales 

smoothly, without disrupting 

the precision of the movement. 

Housed in a white gold case 

and featuring a dark blue 

guilloche inner dial, this is the 

only watch to wear this winter.

ESQUIRE 

RECOMMENDS
 

White gold 5930G World Time 

Chronograph on navy alligator 

leather strap, £53,500

patek.com
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THE STYLE COLUMN

Jeremy 
Langmead

A pair of contrasting 

footwear trends will test your 

extremities this season

Ï Our feet must sometimes wonder 

what the hell is going on. One minute 

we’re keeping them carefully encased 

in a heavy pair of heritage brogues, 

derbys or oxfords; the next we’re 

setting them loose in a carefree pair of 

Flyknit sneakers or a sockless sandal.

The rules for shoes seem to have 

gone out of the window. Brands are 

positively relishing testing our toes to 

the extreme. I’ve recently returned 

from a hike in the mountains of 

Bhutan as the guest of a Philippine 

brand owned by some friends. They 

invited me and a few others on the 

trip, providing we trudge up the 

3,000ft-high terrain to visit the clifftop 

monasteries, wearing nothing but 

their new range of canvas caminos on 

our feet. The other hikers, all dressed 

sensibly in hiking boots, looked on in 

disbelief as we skipped and slid on the 

rocks and mud in our new espadrilles. 

You’ve got to love the fashion industry. 

However, it’s unlikely our feet 

love the fashion industry — especially 

over the coming months. If it wasn’t for 

the fact that they’re smothered by socks, 

we’d be hearing toe-curling screams 

of terror rising from below as they spot 

what’s heading their way. This season, 

the most fashionable men’s shoes look 

as if they were designed by some 

committee of Elton John, David Bowie 

and Prince — with help from Katy 

Perry and Helena Bonham Carter. 

In short, they’re eccentric. If you want to 

be kind, you’d say they have character.

They tend to fall into two camps,  

so to speak. One is Seventies playboy 

meets glam rock star; the other is 

construction worker meets Sister 

Wendy Beckett. Take your pick.

heavy shoes always look better when 

worn with narrow trousers — the 

contrast enhances both items — and 

work equally well with smart wool 

strides as a pair of jeans.

Now, if you found those trends 

exhausting, don’t think you can relax 

quite yet, because an equally eccentric 

committee helped create some of the 

other accessories for the coming 

months. The creature feature bags 

this autumn appear as if they were 

designed by the teams behind Life on 

Earth and Natural World. Animal 

lovers will be thrilled. Highlights 

include Gucci monogrammed totes 

embellished with enormous bees; 

raspberry leather attaché cases from 

Berluti embroidered with snakes; and, 

at Thom Browne, doggy bags in the 

shape of the designer’s pet dachshund. 

There aren’t many style columns 

where you get to cite Bowie’s “Life on 

Mars?” and Attenborough’s Life on 

Earth as influences on the season’s 

menswear. Now you know why all 

those Game of Thrones boys look so 

mournful when they mutter, “Winter 

is coming”. They knew what the 

fashion world was preparing for us.  

Saint Laurent 

Lanvin

The first group is to complement 

the more elaborate trends I warned 

you about in last month’s column — all 

those brocades, velvets and florals. 

There are gold snakeskin ankle boots 

by Yves Saint Laurent; embroidered, 

rabbit fur-lined, snaffle-topped 

slippers from Gucci; and multi-hued, 

strap-laden, fringe-fronted designs 

from Prada. Worn in context, they 

somehow make sense. Context being 

the Yves Saint Laurent boots need to 

be worn with skinny black jeans, the 

Gucci slippers teamed with polka dot 

silk trousers and the Prada shoes with 

slim button-cuff flannel trousers.

If the above sound a little too fancy, 

then perhaps you’ll prefer the second 

group. These are heavy, serious shoes 

that’d look at home on a construction 

site or monastery floor, if it weren’t for 

that little bit of embellishment. 

For instance, the tough-looking Dr 

Martens-style shoes from Valentino 

have the brand’s signature spiked 

studs on the backs; the heavy leather 

rubber-soled examples by Lanvin have 

swatches of blue suede sewn onto the 

top; and Dries Van Noten’s army boots 

have both laces and zips. Incidentally, 

Foot loose: Marty 

McFly gives his 

fingers a rest in 

self-lacing sneakers
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The insider’s 
guide to 
overcoats
 

Your winter coat might be the most 

important addition to your wardrobe  

this month. Here’s how to get it right 

without breaking the bank

1 of 4

THE BELTED 
GREATCOAT
—
It’s the winter version of summer’s 

pyjama top trend. Designed to be 

worn like a dressing gown, a good 

belted overcoat should have 

oversized lapels (to differentiate 

it from said dressing gown); be 

cut from a sumptuous fabric like 

a bouclé wool or alpaca-mix; 

and be worn over smarter items 

to prevent it from looking too 

laid-back. This style suits long, 

tall frames best as the beauty 

comes from the slight synch in 

the waist produced by the belt.

Dark grey wool-mohair belted coat, £150, 

by H&M Studio

Black/white Italian wool belted coat, £300, 

by Topman Design

Camel wool-polyamide double-breasted 

belted coat, £160, by Zara

Navy wool-blend belted 

coat, £130; light brown 

blended ribbed roll-neck, 

£25; grey blended slim-fit 

trousers, £25, all by  

River Island
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2 of 4

THE MILITARY-

INFLUENCED 

OUTER LAYER
—

Right now, high end military-style 

menswear can be seen in the multi-

pocketed, oversized trench coats shown at 

Lanvin and the impeccably cut dress coats 

by McQueen. The easiest affordable way 

into the trend is with a classic army-green 

parka. Go for something in a light gabardine 

or cotton in autumn months and move to an 

example with a fur or quilted lining as the 

temperature cools down. For an unexpected 

look, team a double-breasted navy suit with 

a parka — the contrast is surprisingly good. 

Khaki polyester anorak, £90; grey  

cotton-blend jumper, £35; blue cotton-

blend stretch chinos, £20, all by Next

Khaki/green cotton-polyester-nylon parka, £275, 

by Pretty Green

Green wool parka, £65,  

by Asos

Beige cotton twill double-breasted mac, £125, 

by Superdry
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3 of 4

THE OVERSIZED 

OVERCOAT
—

The oversized overcoat has been doing 

the rounds for a few winters now but for 

autumn/winter 2016 the look has become 

more doable. Where last season sleeves 

were chimney-sized and shoulders 

dropped to the point of falling off, right 

now it’s about looking like your coat is just 

a little bit too big — like you’re wearing 

something your granddad might have 

passed down. Ideally go for one in 

a classic check or subtle houndstooth, 

ensuring it has a raglan sleeve, and wear 

with slouchy basics. 

Black/white dogtooth Italian wool 

overcoat, £300, by Topman Design. 

Light grey cotton jumper, £22; navy 

stretch-cotton chinos, £35, 

both by Topman

Navy wool overcoat, £225,  

by Cos

Grey/black wool double-breasted overcoat,  

£325, by Jaeger

Grey wool overcoat, £625,  

by J Crew
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4 of 4

THE 

SHEARLING 

BOMBER

JACKET
—

A good shearling number is a winter 

essential. If you don’t think you can go full 

football pundit, opt instead for a style that is 

chic and close-cut with a shearling lining or 

collar. This one from Marks & Spencer will 

work well with most outfits due to its muted 

shade. A shearling-lined parka will work 

just as well, as will a classic shearling car 

coat — the woollier, the better.

Black cotton-polyester mix shearling-

collar bomber jacket, £80, by  

Marks & Spencer Limited Edition.  

Navy Merino wool-blend roll-neck, £45, by 

Marks & Spencer Autograph. Black 

cotton-blend straight jeans, £35, by Marks 

& Spencer Blue Harbour

Khaki wool-mix fleece-collar flight jacket, £160,  

by John Lewis

 

Red/navy checked wool fleece-collar mountain jacket, 

£320, by Timberland

 

Black recycled wool jacket, £50,  

by David Beckham for H&M
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Clever 
clocks
New smartwatches focus 

on innovation, personalisation 

and slick design

Ï The smartwatch market has hit its 

stride now, with brands figuring out 

the way to go is the fashion route, not 

the tech one. Meaning: where tech 

categories typically have two or three 

big players, in the watch world there’s 

room for myriad different designers 

and price points, so long as your 

product stands out and you have a USP. 

Nixon’s new The Mission (that’s what 

it’s called) is a fine example. Military-

grade dust- and shock-resistant, it’s the 

first smartwatch that can be submerged 

to 100m so it can be used for diving, 

snorkelling, as well as swimming and 

surfing. Equally impressive are debut 

wearables from designer labels Michael 

Kors and Salvatore Ferragamo.

2

The Mission by Nixon
Water-resistant to 100m, partnered 

with Trace sports tracker so you 

can monitor snow, watersport and 

biking activity, Gorilla glass.

£350, nixon.com

3

Access by 

Michael Kors 
Changeable Michael Kors display 

faces, social media updates and 

email alerts, voice-activated 

Google, built-in fitness tracking. 

£300, michaelkors.com

1

F-80 Motion by 

Ferragamo 
Swiss-made movement, functions 

include activity tracking, adaptive 

coaching, sleep pattern monitoring 

and time zone synchronisation. 

£1100, ferragamo.com 
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Open season
A new wave of convertibles worth driving all year round, whatever the weather

Ï It has always seemed slightly odd 

that a country with a climate as 

unpredictable as ours should also 

have one of the world’s highest 

convertible ownership rates. Because, 

let’s face it, as we head into autumn 

there are going to be plenty more days 

when the roof is up than there will  

be when it is down. 

So, are we a nation of born 

romantics? Natural optimists? Or have 

we just cottoned on to the fact that in 

recent years there have been massive 

improvements in how convertibles are 

engineered — to the extent that in 

many cases you might not know you’re 

in one until you press the button. 

It’s in a two-seat sports car, though, 

that a convertible still makes the most 

sense, as three new tuned-up and 

spec’d out models show.

AUDI TT RS 
ROADSTER

The most powerful 

TT ever produced is 

predictably loud in every 

sense of the word, from 

the throbbing of its 

395hp engine through 

a double-pipe exhaust 

to its familiarly aggro 

RS styling and big, 

bulky wheel arches. 

Performance-wise, 

it certainly has the 

numbers to back up its 

attitude. Even though the 

fabric-roofed convertible 

is heavier than the coupé, 

it still offers up supercar-

level acceleration of 0–62 

in less than four seconds.

Not bad for £54,000. 

 –

audi.co.uk

>

Words by Will Hersey
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FIAT ABARTH 124 SPIDER

Abarth, Fiat’s tuning division, has finally got its 

hands on a two-seater sportscar and the result 

is a faster and more fiery version of the brilliant 

Mazda MX-5 that it’s based on. Though not quick 

quick (it hits 62mph in 6.8 seconds), it certainly 

feels it thanks to the low ride, direct steering and 

— yes — lack of roof. Throw in a snug but 

well-designed cabin, some quirky styling and 

a Sport button, and this is a car that you’ll be 

finding excuses to take out all year round. 

—

From £29,000, fiat.co.uk

RANGE ROVER EVOQUE

On the face of it, the Evoque isn’t an obvious choice of car to take the roof off, but 

in other ways it makes perfect sense. Filling a niche for those who want to add 

wind-in-the-hair driving to SUV ride height and Range Rover comfort, its popularity 

shows just how much we want convertibles of all different shapes and sizes. 

—

From £31,000, landrover.co.uk

AND IN CASE YOU NEED TO FIT PEOPLE IN THE BACK SEAT...

MERCEDES C43 CABRIOLET

The convertible version of Mercedes’ compact C-Class saloon has some clever 

features with open-topped driving in mind. Aircap is a draught limiter that promises 

to keep hair neatly coiffed and, when rain comes, you can put the roof up in 20 seconds 

and at speeds of 30mph. Now that’s a convertible that makes sense in Britain.

—

From £47,000, mercedes-benz.co.uk

JAGUAR F-TYPE 

SVR

Jaguar’s Special Vehicle 

Operations team has 

locked itself in a factory 

and gone to work A-Team-

style on the already 

rapid-enough-for-most-

people F-Type R. The 

result is lighter, more 

aerodynamic and 

more powerful (575bhp) —  

a phenomenally quick and 

capable supercar when 

driven on the edge, which 

somehow still manages 

to feel driveable and 

comfortable on a quick 

trundle to the shops. And 

that’s got to be impressive 

for a model that can 

squeak past 200mph. 

—

From £110,000,  

jaguar.co.uk







Style  / Food

Photographs by Chris Leah 73

>

THE ACCIDENTAL COOK

Flight of fancy
Bin boring burgers at your next barbecue 

and stick to Russell Norman’s rustic Italian 

hunters’ kebabs

Ï Writing a restaurant menu requires 

a particular skill. I’m not talking 

about dreaming up the recipe, 

experimenting, testing, tasting and 

presenting, although that demands 

talent, too. No, I mean choosing the 

right words, punctuation and turns-

of-phrase to make the dish sound 

appetising and ultimately sell.

Some menus are exercises in 

economy and restraint, with dishes 

being described simply using comma-

separated ingredients. Fergus 

Henderson does this to great effect 

at St John in Clerkenwell where 

a recent menu included a dish 

written as: “Rabbit, mustard, bacon”. 

Not much room for fat there.

But there are menus that go the 

other way, over-describing and 

chronically mansplaining. One 

restaurant recently handed its 

staff a list of preferred words for 

describing its daily specials. Here’s 

the list: “magic, dollop, beautiful, 

awesome, scrummy, lively, 

proper rustic, rocking, hearty, 

mega, harmonious, dished up, 

classic, feel-good, bliss, fancy, 

marvellous”. Quite. There is no 

Skewered vision: 

rejuvenate your 

banal barbecue 

with Italian 

hunters’ kebabs
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‘Escaped birds skewers’

Serves 4

• 250g boneless pork or veal

• 250g boneless lamb

• 250g calves’ liver

• 100g pancetta

• Large handful sage leaves

• 1 radicchio

• Extra virgin olive oil

• Flaky sea salt

• Ground black pepper

• 8 wooden skewers, soaked in water

Method 

1. With a very sharp knife, cut the pork/veal into 

16 large cubes. Do the same for the lamb and 

liver. Cut the pancetta into 16 smaller cubes. 

Wash and roughly chop the radicchio before 

placing it in a bowl. Add a tablespoon of olive 

oil and a few pinches of sea salt for dressing. 

Set aside until serving.

2. Push two of each of the meat chunks, mixed 

up and alternating, with a sage leaf after every 

cube, onto the skewers. Sprinkle with salt, 

pepper and a drizzle of olive oil. Grill on 

a medium-hot barbecue for 6 to 8mins, 

turning frequently. Alternatively, grill on a very 

hot, oiled griddle pan over a high heat, or 

simply roast in the oven at 180ºC for 10-12mins, 

turning once. Much better on the barbecue, 

though. Serve with the radicchio to finish.

question that a skilfully described 

plate of food can increase orders, but 

there are other tricks, too. Throwing 

in a foreign word on a menu will often 

pique diners’ interest and encourage 

them to ask the waiter exactly what it 

is. The act of verbally describing the 

dish works like a little sales pitch and 

is frequently effective at selling it.

There are certain words that tend 

to work very well. “Crispy” is a good 

example. It communicates texture 

and the promise of crunch. (The food 

writer/chef Simon Hopkinson hates 

it, however. He thinks we should 

be using “crisp” instead.) Particular 

ingredients can also really sell. 

I can never resist anything that comes 

with a “soft-poached egg” and, in 

summer, dishes containing 

“broad beans, peas and mint” get 

me every time.

There is another category, though, 

and that is menu items that tell a 

story. If you can engage the diner in 

a narrative that puts the dish beyond 

the paper and ink of the menu, the 

chances are they will order it. This 

week’s recipe is a barbecue dish with 

an intriguing tale of failure and 

triumph behind it.

Everyone loves a barbecue, me 

especially. But as the summer has 

in failed hunting trips in decades gone 

by. When the huntsmen were unlucky 

— or terrible shots — rather than 

return home empty-handed, they 

would visit a butcher for his last scraps 

of the day. These chunks of offal, veal, 

pancetta would be handed over to 

disappointed wives with the excuse, 

“Sorry, love, all the birds escaped.”

I put these on the menu at Polpo, 

too, and everyone asked what they 

were. The waiter’s little story about 

the hunter, the butcher and the wife 

seemed to do the trick, and the dish 

flew out. No pun intended.

Russell Norman is the founder 

of Polpo and Spuntino; 

Instagram: russell_norman; 

russellnorman.net

  This week’s recipe is 
a barbecue dish with an 
intriguing tale of failure 
and triumph behind it

worn on, I’ve found myself a little 

bored with all the usual barbecue 

suspects. I recently made these 

kebabs, which originate in the Veneto 

region of Italy, specifically from the 

foothills of the Dolomite mountains. 

I have seen them described as 

oseleti scampai spiedini (“escaped 

birds skewers”). Their name originates 
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Warm 
regards
Get set for the big chill with 

a winter-friendly fragrance

Ï Though a summer fragrance is important (nothing feels better  

than spraying on a spot of Tom Ford Neroli Portofino following  

a post-beach shower), a winter scent is a life essential. In the 

coming months, tans will fade, skin will dull and your body will 

be hidden beneath layers of wool, cashmere and tweed (we 

hope), so it’s a requirement that you find a bold winter fragrance 

to give yourself an edge. Here, we’ve selected the best new winter 

fragrances. From the soaring elegance of Cartier’s L’Envol de 

Cartier to the off-key brilliance of Prada’s new L’Homme, there’s 

something for every man. 

01 

Honey
L’Envol de Cartier by Cartier

Imbued with gaïac wood and 

vaporised musk, Cartier’s new 

cologne is housed in a beautiful 

double layered glass bottle, 

where the inner “capsule” can 

be removed from the outer glass 

container and carried separately.

£97/100ml

02 

Black leather
Uomo Intense by Valentino

The mix of black leather, mandarin 

and tonka bean is sweet, deep and 

surprisingly fresh. Our tip is to 

apply sparingly for instant effect.

£72/100ml
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06

Ebony 
Icon Elite by Alfred Dunhill

So smartly packaged you’ll want 

to keep it in your bathroom cabinet 

for ever, Alfred Dunhill’s new 

scent is both simple and strong. 

Ebony dominates, with notes of 

cardamom and vetiver adding  

a woody depth.

£77/100ml

08

06

03

04

07

04

Pepper 
Man Intense by Jimmy Choo

Jimmy Choo’s latest scent is 

one of the lightest of the bunch 

(despite the name). Soft lavender 

is punched up by melon and 

mandarin, meaning this is a good 

shout for the slightly warmer 

autumnal months.

£65/100ml

07

Russian leather 
Dark Rebel Rider  

by John Varvatos

Built around notes of Russian 

leather, Sumatran bark resin and 

bitter orange, this new fragrance, 

from rock’s favourite designer, 

is as manly as you’d imagine.

£50/75ml

08

Wood
Uomo by Salvatore Ferragamo

Much like a really good whisky,  

this fragrance is as complex 

as it is addictive. Notes of black 

pepper and cardamom soften 

down to masculine cashmere 

wood and sandalwood. 

£66/100ml

03 

Spice 
Gentlemen Only by Givenchy

This latest addition to Givenchy’s 

Gentlemen Only stable features 

notes of saffron, nutmeg and 

cinnamon — what more could you 

want in the winter? Just be sure 

not to drink it. 

£71/100ml

05 

Amber 
L’Homme Prada by Prada

Containing Prada’s classic notes 

of amber and iris, this fragrance 

is characteristically enigmatic. 

Bright, with the addition of 

geranium, the scent dries  

down to wintry notes of cedar  

and patchouli.

£70/100mlS
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Ï Great gym kit should start from the bottom up, 

beginning with apt footwear. Trainers must be tailored 

to how you specifically train — you wouldn’t wear flip 

flops to trek up a mountain, so you shouldn’t work out in 

the wrong shoes. However, London’s College of Podiatry 

have found that 65 per cent of Brits select the wrong 

footwear for their chosen sport. So, to put your feet first, 

I’ve selected the top five trainers out there right now 

— and the type of training they’re best suited to.

Short-distance running 

Asics fuzeX Lyte
 

A super-lightweight shoe 

with all the cushioning 

and support of a classic 

Asics runner, but with 

next to none of the weight. 

Perfect for short runs over 

a distance of 5–10km. 

£80, asics.com

Weightlifting 

Reebok CrossFit 

Nano 6.0
 

Designed for CrossFit, 

the Nano 6.0 possesses 

a Kevlar-infused upper 

that allows for greater 

durability and support, 

while the wide footplate 

provides a stable 

platform, perfect for 

pumping iron. 

£90, reebok.co.uk

In the gym 

Adidas Ultra 

Boost ST
 

The new Ultra Boost ST’s 

Continental™ Rubber 

outsole adds greater grip, 

and the Primeknit upper 

provides adaptive support.

£130, adidas.co.uk

Sole purpose
Harry Jameson puts your best foot forward

The all-rounder 

Nike LunarEpic 

Low Flyknit
 

With an outsole that 

disperses the impact 

of movement across the 

foot, Nike’s LunarEpic 

has been designed 

for optimal comfort.

£130, nike.com

Long-distance running

New Balance Fresh 

Foam 1080v6
 

The 1080v6 offers the most 

cushioning of any long- 

distance running shoe, and 

comes in wide sizes, as feet 

expand the longer you run.

£110, newbalance.co.uk
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 With three different 

compartments and 

several pockets, 

this premium  

full-grain calfskin 

laptop backpack 

by Piquadro is the 

perfect go-anywhere 

travel accessory.

 piquadro.com 

Ï If there’s one thing we can all agree on when it comes to 

travelling — whatever form of transport you take — it’s that 

we want the journey to be as hassle-free as possible. 

Hassle-free as in avoiding the shock of realising that the 

train pulling out of the platform still has your overnight bag 

resting snugly on an overhead rack. Or that you’ve managed to 

misplace your luggage trolley in the airport. Or that a fellow 

traveller has “accidentally” plucked your bag off the carousel.

Now, thanks to Piquadro, the luxury Italian luggage brand,  

such travel mishaps will be a thing of the past. Not satisfied 

with producing a range that is as handsome, lightweight and 

functional as you’d expect from Italian design, every bag in the 

Piquadro business travel range boasts its premium intelligent 

technological accessory, Connequ. It works by linking directly 

with your smartphone — via its dedicated app — to warn you if 

you’re separated from it. Find out more at our upcoming event.

It’s in the bag
Experience next-generation travel security with Italian 

luggage brand Piquadro at Esquire’s exclusive reader event

ESQUIRE EXCLUSIVE READER PRESENTATION
 

Esquire is hosting an evening at Piquadro’s flagship London store to celebrate 

its Connequ intelligent travel system. Join Esquire’s Style Director Teo van den 

Broeke for a presentation with complimentary drinks from 6.30pm, 6 October 

at 67 Regent Street, London, W1. Sign up for free at esquire.co.uk/piquadro

Photograph by Kat Pisiolek
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THE BARBER DOSSIER

Bordeaux
Welcome to la cité du vin, 

a gourmand’s paradise of fine 

vintages and fabulous food 

at every historic turn

>
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Stay 
The best hotel is Les Sources 

de Caudalie, 20mins from 

the centre, surrounded by the 

famous Château Smith Haut 

Lafitte vineyards. The owners 

pioneered vinothérapie, spa 

treatments based on the healing 

properties of vines and grape 

extracts. So, enjoy a Merlot wrap 

or cabernet scrub, or simply 

overindulge in the two excellent 

restaurants before a drink in 

wine bar Rouge.  

sources-caudalie.com

Lunch
La Brasserie Bordelaise is 

a Bordeaux institution with a 

classic three-course lunch menu, 

along with cheap and very 

cheerful wines. Copy what the 

locals gorge on here and choose 

delicious oysters, roast pigeon 

and Simmental rib steak. 

brasserie-bordelaise.fr

Dine 
Le Quatrième Mur is a restaurant 

owned by two-Michelin-starred 

Philippe Etchebest, ex-rugby 

player and boxer, whose career 

as a celebrity TV chef spawned 

the name (“The Fourth Wall” 

of TV/cinema). Pray the pork 

loin is on when you go.  

quatrieme-mur.com

Drink
Gordon Ramsay’s Le Grand 

Hotel already has a Michelin 

bauble but you’re here to enjoy 

Night Beach rooftop bar. Order 

a Remember Me cocktail of rum, 

raspberries, lemon and ginger 

beer and watch the city at night.  

bordeaux.intercontinental.com

Party
The city’s Bassins à Flot (wet 

docks) on the Garonne River 

are transforming into a hub of 

contemporary housing, cultural 

and retail spaces. At 1 Quai 

Armand-Laland you’ll find La 

Dame, a huge barge that’s now 

a restaurant, art space and 

nightclub with international DJs. 

Shop
You’ve drunk the wine, now 

eat the cheese: Jean d’Alos 

Fromager-Affineur has 150  

or so on display in one of the 

finest cheese shops in Bordeaux 

(therefore one of world’s finest). 

See the three medieval ageing 

caves in the cellars, then snaffle 

some Saint-Nectaire Fermier.

Do
Wine tasting, either at Château 

Smith Haut Lafitte, or on an 

urban wine trail using its 

dedicated app to navigate 

through the winding alleyways 

of the city from wine bar to bar, 

each offering a new take on  

the city’s premier industry. 

smith-haut-lafitte.com; 

bordeaux-tourism.co.uk

See
Brand new La Cité du Vin, an 

extraordinary building that 

resembles Frank Gehry’s 

Guggenheim in Bilbao. Its 

curvaceous metallic exterior has 

been designed to mirror wine 

swirled in a glass. Inside, enjoy 

(inevitably) wine tastings, 

interactive winemaking displays 

and advice on pairing wines with 

food. Also, eat at one of its three 

restaurants and choose from 

800 wines available to buy. 

laciteduvin.com

When in…
Eat oysters in the Marché des 

Quais on Quai des Chartrons. 

Ask for Arcachons from nearby 

Arcachon Bay, home to 

France’s finest oyster beds 

and also Europe’s highest 

sand dune at 107m.

Avoid
Telling a Bordelais how 

much like Paris their beloved 

hometown looks. They will point 

out that Baron Haussmann was 

inspired by Bordeaux in the 19th 

century to transform the French 

capital into a city of wide 

boulevards and magnificent 

municipal buildings.

Why now?
Because it’s vendage (harvest), 

when the population goes into 

grape-picking overdrive, lending 

a palpable sense of tension and 

excitement to the atmosphere.

Ï We love a city which has recovered its mojo, and Bordeaux has most 

certainly done so. The grand 18th-century boulevards and buildings 

— built with the proceeds of the wine industry — spent decades 

down at heel until a sense of urban renewal recently lured young 

entrepreneurs back. Now, with the imminent (and long overdue) 

arrival of a direct TGV high-speed train link from Paris, the capital’s 

Gallic hipsters may well also migrate to France’s west coast. They’ll 

find a city that’s hipper, and more chipper, than any in France. 

Put another way, it would be damn difficult to be bored in Bordeaux. 

Tom Barber is a founder of the award-winning originaltravel.co.uk

Get there: BA and easyJet fly direct daily to Bordeaux. Eurostar is considering adding the city as a direct destination. 

britishairways.com; easyjet.com; eurostar.com

Drink more
C’mon: you’re in Bordeaux! 

To come to the capital of quaffing 

without sampling the finest 

wines would be a crying shame. 

Aux Quatre Coins du Vin wine 

bar offers 40 dispensers filled 

with top vintages — which you 

can sample by the glass.  

aux4coinsduvin.com

Arcachon oysters

Vendage

Les Sources de Caudalie
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THE LIST

Theo James
The actor is a champion of American bars, 

British bikes and German sports cars

Travel

Hometown: Aylesbury, 

Buckinghamshire. It’s where 

A Clockwork Orange is set. 

Take from that what you will. 

Destination: I love New York for 

its anything-can-happen energy.

Hotel: The Wythe, New York.

Style
 

Shoes: Tom Ford. 

Jeans: Levi’s.

Hat: A nondescript, unbranded cap.

Suit: Hugo Boss.

Socks: Marks & Spencer.

Scarf: My dad’s.

Tuxedo: Whatever I borrow! 

Grooming 

Toothpaste: Tom’s of Maine.

Moisturiser: Whatever’s free.

Shower gel: Old Spice. I don’t 

know why...

Face wash: Basic soap.

Hair product: Whatever I can steal 

from the set.

Fragrance: The Scent by Hugo Boss. 

Food and drink 

Wine: A good Rioja.

Spirit: Grey Goose Vodka.

Beer: Blue Moon, but I should probably 

say something more British.

Dish: Oysters.

Snack: Peanuts.

Restaurant: L & E Oyster Bar, 

Los Angeles.

Bar: Broome Street Tavern, New York. 

You can always sit at the bar. 

Technology 

Phone: iPhone.

Tablet: iPad.

Laptop: Mac. I’m an actor: which 

means I’m the least technology-

literate person ever.

Camera: Nikon.

Soundsystem: My grandfather’s 

refurbished record player.

Car: 1969 MGB GT — but it constantly 

breaks down. My dream car is a 1967 

Porsche 911.

Bike: Triumph Bonneville.

Home

Chair: Ikea couch.

Lamp: Loaf.

Bed linen: John Lewis.

Pet: I’d love a dog, but I can’t 

have one.

Work of art: I don’t have 

enough money. 

Tools 
 

Watch: IWC.

Pen: Bic biro.

Tool: Electric drill.

App: WhatsApp.

Website: The New York Times.

People
 

Style icon: Paul Newman, with a bit 

of Sean Connery in Dr No.

Fictional icon: George Smiley 

in Tinker Tailor Soldier Spy.

Artist: I used to be obsessed 

with Vincent van Gogh.

Musician: Jimi Hendrix.

Film star: Marlon Brando.
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Ï Calisthenics is a bodyweight workout that’s 

(usually) free from equipment and apparatus. 

Originating in 400BC, its popularity grew in the 

noughties via urban street workouts, and now 

gyms nationwide are introducing bodyweight 

classes and bespoke PT sessions to keep up with 

increasing demand. These focus on fundamental 

moves such as pull-ups, dips, squats and press-

ups to more advanced techniques. To get you 

training on-trend, I’ve selected the best facilities 

out there.

Human engineering
Slave to the gym’s machines? Let your body take  

the strain with calisthenics, suggests Tom Macklin

Capital gains: best London gym memberships for calisthenics

Equinox
 

Perfect your calisthenics skills, 

left, whatever your experience 

level. Membership from £200 

per month, equinox.com

Third Space
 

Functional training that combines 

a range of moves for strength and 

mobility. Membership from  

£150pm, thirdspace.london

Gymbox 
 

Using indoor park frames and 

Olympic rings, the Bartendaz 

class aims to burn fat and build 

muscle. £65pm, gymbox.com

THE MACKLIN REGIME

The Compound, 

Northamptonshire
 

Group sessions are high-intensity street workouts 

focusing on the basics. Expect pull-ups, push-ups, 

dips, squats, as well as abdominal crunches and 

sit-ups. £2–5 per class, thecompound.co.uk

Spartanfam, London
 

Athlete and PT Chakabars Clarke holds classes 

that incorporate general bodyweight training, 

biometrics and power moves. Clarke’s philosophy 

to calisthenics is “anytime, any place, anything”.

£10 per class, spartanfam.com

Bar Mob, Brighton
 

A community group that offers outdoor calisthenics 

and bar training to increase strength and flexibility 

from movement alone (bending, jumping, swinging, 

twisting or kicking), while using bodyweight for 

resistance. From £8 per class, barmob.co.uk

Outdoor group 
classes and PT

Specialist strength

Motus Strength, west London 

One-on-one PT sessions and classes aimed 

at focussing on bodyweight training and the 

acquisition of technical proficiency. PT rates 

start at £85 per hour, motusstrength.com

SB Fitness, Bristol

A sports and performance gym that offers 

calisthenics and frame fit classes: equipment 

includes a Barstarzz rig, ropes, Olympic rings 

and frames. £7 per class, sbfitness.uk.com

Muscle up Gym, Southampton

A gym that is solely dedicated to calisthenics, 

free-running and movement. Using gymnastic 

strength training, hone your skill set with PT 

sessions and classes.  

£7, muscleupgym.co.uk

Pay-as-you-go classes 

Core Collective, west London

The resistance class combines strength and 

stamina in the form of TRX (suspension) training, 

featuring hundreds of circuit-style exercises. 

£28 per class, core-collective.co.uk

Stretch, east London

A calisthenics class (lasting 75mins) that includes  

dips, pull-ups, push-ups, L-sits and planks 

— where you’ll use only bars and Olympic rings.

£14 per 75min class, stretch-london.com

Blok Gym, east London
 

Try the hour-long group circuit class, which 

provides muscular and aerobic conditioning, while 

also improving balance, agility and coordination.

£15 per class, bloklondon.com

The weight escape: 

Steve McQueen 

in the Paramount 

Studio gym, 1963

Calisthenics at 

Bar Mob, Brighton
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Style  / Drinks

Alcohol by volume 
Oskar Kinberg’s London bar, Oskar’s in Fitzrovia, oozes 

casual cool without being at all pretentious. Now he’s 

poured his knowledge into a cocktail recipe book 

that keeps things simple enough for use at home while 

retaining his novel approach. It’s arranged by 

ingredient: from apple, pineapple and rhubarb, to olive 

oil, condensed milk and tea. We’ll have the Pea & Tonic.

Cocktail Cookbook by Oskar Kinberg (Frances Lincoln) 

is out on 6 October, £18

More bang for your bubbly 
Opting for non-vintage Champagne makes the fizz from the finest houses more affordable. Here are three that always impress...

Bollinger Special Cuvée Brut NV

£40; waitrose.com

Laurent-Perrier Cuvée Rosé

£43; 31dover.com

Louis Roederer Brut Premier NV

£47; selfridges.com

Down the hatch 
Your New World order and more

Ï Allow us to introduce you to the 

newest of New World wines: a 

beautiful, rich and lively red made in 

the foothills of the Himalayas, near the 

Chinese city of Shangri-La (really). 

Ao Yun translates as “flying above 

the clouds”, which is appropriate since 

the vineyards from which it’s produced 

sit at a vertiginous 2,600m above sea 

level, in four remote villages. It’s a 

nightmare when it comes to harvesting 

the grapes, but worth it for the warm 

days, cool nights and dry mountain air 

that produce the wine. “It’s probably 

the furthest south of any vineyards in 

the northern hemisphere,” says 

Jean-Guillaume Prats, president 

of Moët Hennessy’s estates and wines. 

“It’s a unique place in the world, with 

pure farming land, so the wine is very 

strong but extremely fresh.”

As there was no precedent for 

winemaking in this area, Ao Yun was 

a sizeable gamble for the French 

brand, which has hit the jackpot on its 

very first attempt with the 2013 vintage 

that is now on sale. Made of 90 per 

cent Cabernet Sauvignon grapes and 

10 per cent Cabernet Franc, it packs 

a punch but, served on the cooler 

side (around 18°C), is by no means 

overpowering. It will appeal to fans of 

fine Bordeaux and Burgundies while 

opening eyes and taste buds to the 

wonders of the Mekong Valley.

Eastern 
promise
Tasty new red is a game-changer 
for Chinese wine

ESQUIRE 

RECOMMENDS
 

Ao Yun 2013 is available at 

Berry Bros & Rudd en primeur, 

£930/case of six; bbr.com

Season to taste
Ease from summer’s G&Ts into a light whisky cocktail 

for autumn. Ernest Hemingway, above, and F Scott 

Fitzgerald were both fans of the Whisky Sour, which 

they enjoyed together at the Dingo Bar, Paris. Simply 

combine the following over ice:

•  50ml Buffalo Trace Bourbon

•  25ml fresh lemon juice

•  10ml sugar syrup, or 1 tsp 

of caster sugar

•  2 dashes of 

Angostura Bitters

•  1 maraschino cherry  

(to garnish)
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Time flies
Breitling displays its aeronautic DNA at the 

Reno National Championship Air Races

Ï Many watch manufacturers align 

themselves with a pastime, a sport, 

an endeavour, but few do it with as much 

genuine dedication as Breitling does 

with aviation. The Swiss marque, 

founded in 1884 by Léon Breitling, has 

been making exceptional chronometers 

for discerning pilots for as long as 

aircraft have been in the sky. Breitling 

is renowned for accuracy, reliability, 

toughness and legibility: all crucial for 

pilots, of course. In 1952, the company 

unveiled the Navitimer chronograph. 

Its circular slide-rule allowed for 

navigation-related calculations, 

and its technical nous was proven 

when astronaut Scott Carpenter wore  

a Navitimer on an orbital flight in the 

Aurora 7 capsule, in doing so making 

the watch the first wrist chronograph to 

go into space. The Navitimer has been 

in continual production ever since, 

and is the cult watch for professional 

pilots to this day. 

Breitling’s timepieces are not for 

pilots alone, though. Take the 

Emergency, featuring a Personal 

Locator Beacon triggered when the 

wearer finds himself in the kind of 

trouble only international emergency 

services can help with. Then there’s the 

Superocean II 42, a simple chronometer- 

certified diver’s watch that will still  

tick at 500m beneath the surface. 

Last year in Reno, Esquire witnessed 

the Breitling Unlimited Gold Race, >
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CLOUD 

FORMATION

The Breitling Jet Team, 

seven Aero L-30 

Albatros aircraft piloted 

by civilians, displays its 

precision aerobatics 
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Style  / Watches

1 | Cockpit B50
A multifunction chronograph  

with second time-zone display, 

perpetual calendar and in-house 

SuperQuartz movement.  

Titanium Cockpit B50 with 

black dial, £5,280

2 | Navitimer 01
The Navitimer has long been  

a pilots’ favourite thanks to its 

easy-to-read dial, dual time 

function and self-winding 

chronograph movement. 

Steel Navitimer with silver dial,  

brown calf leather strap, £5,600

3 | Colt Chronograph 
Favoured by the armed forces for 

its ease-of-use and toughness, 

the Colt has been reissued as  

a self-winding chronograph.  

Steel Colt Chronograph with  

blue/white dials, £2,910

Wrist assessment 
Three top-flight timepieces by Breitling

1 2 3

the highlight of the Reno National 

Championship Air Races. Some of 

the most impressive flying of the 

weekend came courtesy of the 

Breitling Jet Team, the largest 

professional civilian flight team in 

operation. “We are civilians and we 

are supported by Breitling,” says 

team leader Jacques Bothelin, who 

has logged more than 11,500 hours 

flying time. “There is no equivalent 

to what we do anywhere in the 

world.” Bothelin has led the other 

six pilots in the team in up to 60 

aerobatic demonstrations a year 

since it was established in 2003. 

During the 18–20-minute sorties, the 

seven Czech Aero L-39 Albatros jets 

stun crowds by jinking around at over 

430mph, often only 3m apart. Clearly, 

the pilots need kit they can rely on. 

“We are governed by timing,” says 

Bothelin. “It’s important that the 

watch we wear when we fly is easy to 

Anybody can sponsor an event, 

but not everybody can set up a jet 

team in the long term. And we’re 

not the only ones — [the company] 

sponsors wingwalkers, acrobatic 

pilots, competition pilots. Aviation 

really is in the DNA of Breitling.”

breitling.com

read, accurate and strong — we can 

be a little aggressive in the cockpit 

sometimes. The fact that we perform 

as the Breitling Jet Team is a way to 

prove to spectators, to the aviation 

world and to customers that the 

involvement and culture of aviation 

in Breitling is something true. 

Plane sailing: 

Breitling’s daring 

Wingwalkers 

mid-air

Left: US astronaut 

Scott Carpenter 

chose to wear  

a Breitling 

Navitimer in orbit

 ‘It’s important that the watch we wear when we 
fly is easy to read, accurate and strong — we can 
be a little aggressive in the cockpit sometimes’
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Gone fishing
Moncler’s Off-White collaboration sets sail

Ï Off-White is one of the super-cool brands currently 

setting an “anti-luxury” trend — selling stylised versions 

of basic clothes at high fashion prices. Called Moncler O, 

the zeitgeist label’s new collaboration with the outerwear 

megalith strikes a chord between sumptuous luxury 

and fashion-forward edginess. Inspired by North Sea 

fishermen, Off-White designer Virgil Abloh’s mainly 

monochrome capsule collection features puffa jackets, 

track pants and sweaters punctuated with orange flashes. 

Waxed sailing jackets are winter-ready and wearable, 

while a shearling hooded jacket would look just as 

intimidating on a North Sea rig as it will on the slopes. 

The new 

faces of 

avant-garde 

fashion

1.  Grey cotton  

trousers, £435

2.  Black polyester-

shearling coat, £435

3.  Grey cotton 

jumper, £350

4.  Black patent leather 

boots, £500

5.  White hooded 

shearling 

jacket, £785

5.

1.

2.

3.

4.

1. Vetements
Headed up by Georgian designer 

Demna Gvasalia, Vetements 

produced the popular DHL-branded 

T-shirt. With collaborations based 

around what the designers wear, 

features include oversized suits and 

tracksuits paired with cowboy boots.

2. Gosha Rubchinskiy
Inspired by the skateboard culture  

in his native Russia, Rubchinskiy’s 

approach to producing clothing is 

personal, energetic and far from 

traditional luxury. Think shirts 

emblazoned with Cyrillic text and 

retro sports vests in pastel hues.

3. Balenciaga
Overseen by Vetements’ Demna 

Gvasalia (him again), the designer’s 

first menswear collection for the 

Spanish luxury brand features 

double-breasted suits, flight jackets 

and single-breasted car coats with 

Herman Munster shoulders.
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Photograph by Benedict Morgan

Ï Few brands have mastered fabric 

innovation better than Ermenegildo 

Zegna. From its factory in Trivero, 

northern Italy, it spins waterproof 

cashmeres, silky, crease-resistant wools 

and stunning soft cloths imbued with 

stain-repelling nanotechnology. 

Visiting Zegna’s factory is rather like 

stepping into Q Branch. Appropriately, 

there’s more depth to the brand’s latest 

“La Pelle Tessuta” leather range than 

meets the eye. The capsule collection 

of trainers, loafers, backpacks, holdalls, 

briefcases and gloves is crafted from 

2.22mm-wide strips of graphite-hued 

nappa leather woven into a supple fabric 

as soft as cashmere and equally as 

comfortable. Our pick is the footwear. 

Breathable, comfortable and slick as 

you like — if Q Branch developed luxury 

shoes, they’d probably look like these. 

zegna.co.uk

All about weave
Ermenegildo Zegna’s intricately woven footwear 

is overtly elegant and outrageously comfortable

Black nappa leather 

loafers, £605

Black nappa leather 

trainers, £520

Black nappa leather 

driving shoes, £520
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Your month 
in menswear

Modern essentials, crumple-free travel, 

minimalist elegance, vintage valuables 

and outdoor gear

“You have to understand who you are 

designing for. Always.” It’s a simple 

mantra and one that has served 

creative director Zaim Kamal well 

since joining Montblanc three 

years ago. The world has changed, 

he acknowledges, and the brand’s 

customer is changing with it. No 

longer do our lives run like clockwork. 

“We work, we play, we eat, we drink, 

we go to the gym or out for dinner 

with friends and if we’re lucky we’re 

home by 11:30pm,” Kamal says.

Using Kamal’s philosophy, the 

maison’s new Urban Spirit collection 

fully delivers in its attempts to 

match the lifestyle of the modern 

man by combining luxury form with 

exemplary function. On its backpack, 

for example, the shoulder straps can be 

secreted away at the slide of a zipper, 

creating a boardroom-friendly 

document case. Smaller pieces, such 

as the bi-fold wallet and cardholder, 

all feature a lining that blocks RFID 

skimming, the cybercrime of stealing 

bank details off your contactless card. 

A statement of modern luxury, the 

22-piece collection is sleek, simple 

and lovingly cut from supple Italian 

leather at Montblanc’s own pelletteria 

in Florence. A collection as useful as 

it is beautiful, we’re sure you’ll agree. 

Montblanc Urban Spirit collection 
Dressing you to climb every mountain 

/

ESQUIRE 

RECOMMENDS

Black leather backpack, £895;

duffel bag, £1,305; pen pouch, 

£190; card holder, £140, all 

by Montblanc  

montblanc.com

01
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03
Hackett Art of Travel range
Because we should all travel right

/
If you travel often, you’ll know how hard it is 

to stay stylish en route. Cashmere sweats 

might be just the thing when you’re stretching 

out at 30,000ft, but you can’t wear pyjamas 

to the meeting at the other end. Step forward 

Hackett’s new Art of Travel collection. The 

key piece is the travel suit, which keeps its 

slickly tailored shape after even the longest of 

hauls. Egyptian cotton shirts are treated with 

an anti-wrinkle finish, while a quilted flannel 

blazer allows for warmth on trips to chillier 

climes. Colour-wise, it’s typically Hackett, 

so there’s lots of blue — always a good thing.

04
Gant Diamond G 
technical outerwear
Less fuss from preppy stalwart

/

05 
Christopher Ward 
C9 DB4 ‘1 VEV’
Ward revs it up with a very rare Aston

/
Motor racing and fine watchmaking rely on 

intricate engineering, so it’s no surprise 

when star names from each discipline 

unite. With Christopher Ward’s new C9 

automatic, each watch is embedded with 

bodywork from a 1961 Aston Martin DB4 GT 

Zagato. The car in question (one fetched 

almost £10m at auction last year) was raced 

by Ray Salvadori at Goodwood in 1961 with 

the registration number 1 VEV. Only 19 DB4 

Zagatos were built, thus there is 19 iterations 

of the C9 DB4 1 VEV. You’re not going to own 

the car, so you may as well get the watch.

02
Solid Homme
Excellent Korea opportunities

/
Founded by Woo Youngmi creator Madame 

Woo, South Korean label Solid Homme has 

been prominent among the country’s brightest 

menswear labels since 1988. Now launching in 

the UK, it should be welcomed with open arms. 

The aesthetic is one of clean lines, minimalist 

silhouettes and elegant detailing, and its 

autumn/winter 2016 collection is the perfect 

illustration. We’re taken by the smart-casual 

pieces in muted colours, such as this beige 

patterned sweater. Keep things minimal with a 

white shirt and black trousers, it works in Seoul...

Cream-beige  

wool sweater, £260; 

white cotton-poplin 

shirt, £245; black 

wool trousers, 

£230, all by Solid 

Homme 

mrporter.com 

Grey down quilted parka, £445; white 

sateen shirt, £95; black leather-

nylon laptop bag with removable shirt 

bag, £265, all by Gant Diamond G

gant.co.uk

Navy wool suit, £700; light-blue cotton shirt, £135; 

blue silk tie, £75; brown leather shoes, £375; 

black-white nylon umbrella, £60, all by Hackett 

hackett.com

Marine-grade stainless 

steel C9 DB4 ‘1 VEV’ 

watch on brown camel 

leather strap, £3,995, 

by Christopher Ward 

christopherward.co.uk

As Gant Diamond G — one of the 

newly established pillars of the US 

sportswear brand — progresses into 

seasons new, it’s injected the idea of 

pared-down, minimalist Ivy League 

style into accessories and outerwear. 

This quilted parka is cut from fabric 

that’s waterproof and breathable, 

and features interior straps so you 

can hang it over the shoulders when 

you get hot. In terms of accessories, 

the range’s travel bag fits a 15in 

laptop and has space for, you’ve 

guessed it, three folded shirts.
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Style and speed 
Michael Kors sets the fashion pace by joining the McLaren-

Honda Formula One team as its new lifestyle partner 

Ï Some pairings just work: comté 

cheese and champagne, for instance, 

or a suntan with a white T-shirt. 

Take the new partnership between 

American designer Michael Kors  

and British Formula One racing team 

McLaren-Honda. Launched at the 

European Grand Prix in June, the 

fledgling relationship will see Michael 

Kors take its place as McLaren-

Honda’s official lifestyle partner.  

In all forthcoming F1 races, the label’s 

branding will be emblazoned across 

the McLaren-Honda team’s overalls 

and the McLaren-Honda MP4-31 car. 

A heady mix of Michael Kors’ slick 

stateside styling and the masculine 

sportiness of McLaren-Honda —

which, founded as McLaren, has 

competed in Formula One since  

1966 — the partnership has opened 

up a new audience to the American 

label by presenting an exciting 

opportunity for the brand to reach  

a new European audience with  

an appetite for Kors’ distinctive 

high-lux aesthetic. 

Famous for producing supremely 

wearable men’s basics with a fashion-

forward twist (think classic roll-neck 

sweaters woven from super-high 

quality Merino wool and beautifully 

simple shearling flight jackets in 

full-grain leather), Michael Kors has 

— since launching in 1981 — become 

one of the most desirable brands in 

the menswear world.

“This partnership is about the 

convergence of style and speed, which 

is inherent to both the Michael Kors 

and McLaren-Honda DNA,” says 

Michael Kors. “There is an energy, 

sophistication and confidence to  

both of our brands.”

To give you a taste of what the 

Michael Kors label is all about,  

we asked Jenson Button, McLaren-

Honda’s British Formula One driver 

(and a personal friend of the fashion 

house’s owner), to take his pick of the 

Kors’ key autumn/winter 2016 pieces 

out for a road test. 

The collection is available now at all 

Selfridges stores and selfridges.com

Brown leather bomber jacket, £1,120; maroon 

wool jumper, £105; white jersey T-shirt, £45; 

black denim jeans, £110, all by Michael Kors. 

Available at Selfridges stores and selfridges.com

Grey houndstooth 

woven blazer, £345; 

black wool roll-

neck, £110; black 

twill trousers, £110, 

all by Michael Kors

at Selfridges
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Fab Four play: Ringo Starr, 

George Harrison, Paul McCartney 

and John Lennon rehearsing in 

a hotel room, Sweden, 1963
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What happens on tour…
…IS REVEALED IN RON HOWARD’S INSIGHTFUL BEATLES DOCUMENTARY
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Ticket to ride: Ringo, let, 

with press men, Beatles 

producer George Martin 

and Lennon on a train 

from Washington DC 

to New York, 1964

Ï So, John Lennon walks into a reception-

cum-party for The Beatles, at the British 

Embassy in Washington DC, in February 

1964, and a TV interviewer proffers his mic 

and says, “Which one are you?” “Eric,” replies 

Lennon, in his best disinterested deadpan. 

Both men are distracted for a moment, then 

the interviewer begins, “Eric, here is the 

American public.” “I’m John,” interrupts 

Lennon, “it was only a joke.” This exchange is 

one of many, many standalone pleasures in 

Ron Howard’s new documentary, The Beatles: 

Eight Days a Week — The Touring Years. Taken 

with several other laugh-out-loud instances, 

it’s a reminder of how funny the band were 

— the wittiest member here but all four had 

their moments — before life in the biggest, 

greatest band ever became not much fun at all.

Howard, director of Apollo 13, A Beautiful 

Mind, three Tom Hanks/Dan Brown capers 

and Rush, does not seem the obvious choice 

for a film like this, but he is also the director 

of Made in America, a 2013 documentary about 

a music festival curated by hip hop artist Jay 

Z. Howard was asked to make that film at the 

last minute by a producer he’d worked with, 

who also had a hand in a project collecting 

fan footage of Beatles concerts. Rare and 

unseen film of The Beatles is one thing; 

using it to weave a new thread in one of pop 

culture’s most familiar tales is quite another.

“I began by having conversations,” 

Howard tells Esquire, while driving down the 

West Side Highway under a blue sky in New 

York City. “A talk with Paul, a talk with Ringo, 

with Yoko and Olivia [Harrison], and I began 

to see in all this an ingenious approach, 

because by focusing on the touring years, 

it created a narrative structure. That was 

a story I could tell built around this 

exciting approach to the live performances. 

Essentially, it’s an ensemble adventure 

survival story. As soon as I began studying it, 

I realised they were forced into a remarkable 

gauntlet. I compared it to my movie Apollo 13 

and to Das Boot [Wolfgang Petersen’s epic 

German war film].” 

They all live in a German submarine, then, 

but Howard isn’t living in a dream world 

when he makes these comparisons. His film, 

as well as shedding more light on The Beatles’ 

abilities as live performers (a focus on Ringo 

during a bombastic rendition of “I Saw 

Her Standing There” puts paid to any the-

drummer’s-no-good nonsense), also uses 

off-stage archive footage and some insightful, 

emotional new interviews with Paul and 

Ringo to convey just how tightly packed the 

world was for The Beatles from 1963–’66. 

Lennon was almost lost for words trying 

to wind back his “bigger-than-Jesus” crack; 

the overwhelming pressure of the world’s first 

stadium tour; unprecedented fame and 

media scrutiny. “We were force-grown, like 

rhubarb,” says Harrison, in an interview long 

after the band broke up, and you feel for him.

“This is a story of exceptionalism,” Howard 

continues, “not a story of guys who were in the 

right place at the right time. There have been 

a lot of talented, brilliant people who have 

‘By focusing on 

the touring years, 

it created a 

narrative structure’

Given his penchant for high-

profile spats, one of the sweeter 

music business stories of recent 

years has been that of the mutual 

devotion of Kanye West and 

Wisconsin indie-folkie Justin 

Vernon, beter known by the name 

of his main band, Bon Iver. Vernon 

has appeared on two West 

albums, was at his side during 

a slightly chaotic Glastonbury set, 

and was described by West as his 

“favourite living artist”. Taylor eat 

your heart out. Which means at 

least one person we know is going 

to be very excited that, five years 

ater a critically acclaimed, 

self-titled sophomore album, and 

nine years ater debut For Emma, 

Forever Ago, with its astonishing 

1

2

Ater winter…
 
BON IVER’S NEW ALBUM HAS A SPRING IN ITS STEP
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found a way into rock’n’roll, but four of them 

together who were that smart, that funny, 

with such a sense of the world and clarity of 

thought and integrity? I came away really 

admiring their single-minded commitment 

to the music and their involvement with it. 

That, and the brotherhood, which 

was clear. Later, things got stormy, but in 

this period they were making it through 

the adventure by leaning on each other.” 

Hardcore Beatles obsessives may not feel 

there’s much new in Howard’s film. The rest 

of us, though, can enjoy a surprisingly fresh 

reminder of pop culture’s biggest and 

best biography — and the music, of course.

—

The Beatles: Eight Days a Week — The Touring 

Years is out in cinemas on 15 September

Burn ater 
reading

THE SWEDISH 
COOKBOOK THAT’S 

ABOUT TO SET YOUR 
WORLD — OK, YOUR 
DINNER — ON FIRE

So, it turns out there’s another 

world-renowned Swedish Chef who 

likes to set stuff alight, only this one 

has a trendier hat (and is a bit less of 

a Muppet). Niklas Ekstedt runs the 

Michelin-starred Ekstedt in 

Stockholm, where all the food is 

cooked with — and in some cases in 

— Scandinavian wood fires; with his 

new cookbook he’d like to help you do 

the same. Food From the Fire explains 

everything from building a fire pit 

to selecting wood (apparently you 

can tell a lot about a man from his log 

pile) and the merits of cooking with 

a cast-iron pot, all to equip you to 

make “cast-iron pan-fried lobster, 

saffron mayonnaise and pickled 

vegetables”, “rhubarb-glazed pork 

ribs” and other deliciously carbonised 

things. Fire, according to Ekstedt, 

adds a depth of flavour — and for 

Swedes, nostalgia for summers spent 

skitering around Nordic woodlands 

— that natural gas can never achieve. 

On the side, Ekstedt recommends 

smoked buter or pickled elderberries. 

We recommend a bucket of sand. 

—

Food From the Fire by Niklas Ekstedt 

(Pavilion) is out on 8 September

heartbroken-in-a-log-cabin back 

story, Justin Vernon’s Bon Iver 

project finally has a new record. 

(And though West didn’t work on 

it directly, “Ye” gets a shout-out in 

the credits.) Bon Iver are a band 

that inspires fervent devotion 

among fans, as made clear when 

Vernon took the decision in August 

to debut the new album in full, live 

at the Eaux Claires festival in 

Wisconsin that he co-curated with 

The National’s Aaron Dessner. His 

following also means he’s an artist 

who can take an “if it ain’t broke, 

fix it anyway” atitude to new 

music, knowing the faithful will 

hear him out even if he takes an 

unexpected turn. Certainly, new 

album, 22, A Million, seems 

hell-bent on ensuring the Bon Iver 

project hasn’t stagnated. There’s 

sinister crazy frog sampling, 

noodling saxes, pacing that’s so 

loose it sounds like songs might 

stuter to a stop, and even — shock 

horror — a lessening use of the 

falseto that was so bewitching 

coming from a beardy in a trucker 

cap. It’s no surprise to learn this 

album is something of a reaction 

to a bout of crippling anxiety 

during which Vernon nearly 

abandoned Bon Iver. But what 

makes 22, A Million stirring and 

compelling — despite cryptic lyrics 

and symbol-filled song titles such 

as “666 ” and “22 (OVER S∞∞N)” 

that will make copy editors queasy 

— is that, despite the experiments, 

it’s still rooted in a bluesy, folky 

American songbook sensibility 

that’s inherently beautiful and 

makes you feel something, even 

if you’re not exactly sure what. 

Existential melancholy? 

Heartbreak? A yearning to return 

to the shady creek you never 

paddled in with your non-existent 

childhood sweetheart? Whatever 

it is, you’ll want to dive right in. 

—

22, A Million (Jagjaguwar) by Bon 

Iver is out on 30 September 3
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MIA takes AIM
 
THE BRITISH MUSICIAN’S NEW ALBUM SHOWS HER SOFT SIDE, BUT IT’S ALL RELATIVE…

Ater hearing her new album, AIM, the 

rumours that rapper MIA is done as 

a musical firebrand (rumours she has 

fuelled in recent interviews) seem shaky. 

Admitedly for an artist whose comments 

on the persecution of Sri Lanka’s Tamils, the 

“Black Lives Mater” movement and the 

plight of refugees have got her as much 

atention as her four previous albums, AIM 

— despite the hypnotic, heavy production 

and seductively tuneless vocals that rightly 

keeps MIA among today’s most daring and 

original musicians — has surprisingly sugary 

moments. There’s the love song “Ali r u OK”, 

a paean to a lover who’s too busy to hang 

out: “Ali, I haven’t even seen you since we 

let Calais…” Oh wait. Well, there’s the ode 

to bezzies, “Foreign Friend”: “I’m gonna be 

your foreign friend, all the way to the end”. 

Maybe not. Even the zany “Bird Song”, 

which namedrops cuckoos, eagles, turkeys 

and more, breaks down into a menacing 

chant of “Watch the sky”, so the 

metaphorical subtext of overhead 

observation and warfare becomes 

clear. AIM is a smart and provocative 

record, and if it has saccharine tendencies, 

there’s a clever atertaste of arsenic. 

—

AIM (Interscope/Polydor) is out 9 September

4Assassin’s creed: Cillian 

Murphy as Jozef Gabčík, 

the Czech patriot and 

resistance fighter sent to 

kill SS General Heydrich 

in Prague in 1942

5

Twin films might be a film-maker’s worst 

nightmare. You’re making your film, say 

about Truman Capote or defending the Earth 

against a giant asteroid or the assassination 

attempt on SS grandee Reinhard Heydrich in 

Prague in May 1942, and you find out there’s 

a rival movie on the same subject on the go. 

Worse still, it’s due out at the same time 

as yours. What do you do? Film productions, 

like oil tankers, are too expensive and 

awkward to put in reverse, so you plough on 

and hope to win the race to screen, because 

the first-born tends to be the stronger.

And so we have Anthropoid, about the 

Heydrich assassination attempt, in cinemas 

this month, ahead of HHhH, on the same 

topic and due before the end of 2016. 

Anthropoid, named after the “Operation 

Anthropoid”, has Jamie Dornan and Cillian 

Murphy as its special agents charged with 

killing “the Butcher of Prague”. Their film is 

a slow-burning and possibly therefore highly 

realistic tale of wartime patience that takes 

a dramatic turn for the exciting in the final 

half-hour, when Dornan, Murphy and four 

resistance pals defend their cathedral hiding 

place against dozens of Nazis. It’s genuinely 

stirring stuff, which Jack O’Connell and Jack 

Reynor will have to be on best form to outdo 

in HHhH (which, with a starrier cast 

and higher budget, could prove an exception 

to the first-born rule).

Poor Toby Jones. When he delivered, 

by his own high standards, an outstanding 

performance as Truman Capote in 2006’s 

Infamous, hardly anyone saw it because the 

year before they’d seen the academy award-

winning performance by Philip Seymour 

Hoffman as the essayist and writer in Capote. 

Here in Anthropoid, Jones is the leader of 

the Czech resistance in Prague. If you’re 

planning to make a movie any time soon, you 

might want to check-in with Jones’s agent.

—

Anthropoid is out on 9 September

Trooper 
twofer

 
IT SEEMS BLOODY FILMS ABOUT 
KILLING NAZI BOSS REINHARD 

HEYDRICH ARE LIKE BLOODY BUSES
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Fire in the hole: 

Deepwater Horizon 

director Peter Berg, let; 

the oil rig on fire in the 

Gulf of Mexico, 2010, 

right; Mark Wahlberg in 

the film, botom

If recent summers are indicative of those 

forthcoming, an increasing number of 

Hollywood movie directors will have to learn 

how to bounce back after a failed blockbuster. 

Peter Berg, maker of 2012’s very damp squib 

Battleship, rediscovered his mojo in unique 

and surprising fashion: by only making 

based-on-true-story action-dramas starring 

Mark Wahlberg. Three in a row. The first 

in 2013, Lone Survivor, recounted a failed US 

Navy Seals mission in Afghanistan. The 

third, coming soon in Oscar-movie season, is 

Patriots Day, a retelling of the manhunt after 

the Boston Marathon bombing. 

Between the two, he has Deepwater 

Horizon, with Wahlberg as Mike Williams, 

a survivor of the 2010 explosion on the BP oil 

rig that titles the film. It is a terrific piece of 

work, absorbing and tense, a true tale that, 

despite the extreme situation, feels very real, 

thanks in no small part to a minimum of CGI 

and shooting most of the film on a replica-rig 

set. Berg’s crew built this platform in a giant 

water tank in the car park of an abandoned 

amusement park outside New Orleans.

ESQUIRE: Is it cheaper to build sets now that 

good CGI requires hundreds of technicians?

PETER BERG: It’s certainly as expensive to go 

practical and really do it. If we had just gone 

with computer effects, the movie would not 

You’re going to need 
a smaller boat

 
BATTLESHIP DIRECTOR PETER BERG DISCUSSES DEEPWATER HORIZON, 

MARK WAHLBERG AND THE MERITS OF THE ANTI-BLOCKBUSTER 

have had the same visceral muscle to it. 

We could light real fire and hit the set 

because it was made of metal. We also had 

snakes, alligators and wild pigs; it was just 

outside New Orleans. We had people working 

24-hours-a-day, a night crew and a day 

crew, pulling snakes out of the water tank 

and making sure alligators didn’t get under 

the trucks. They couldn’t deal with the wild 

pigs. They just ran around.

ESQ: Why have you turned to films based 

on true stories?

PB: I found that I like things that are not 

too presentational and too artificial. I prefer 

working in this space and I’m more 

comfortable in it. But these are real 

stories about people that really died. For 

Deepwater Horizon, we met with the families 

of the 11 men who died, we invited them all 

on set: the widows, children, grandchildren. 

The real Mike Williams was on set pretty 

much every day. He had licence to walk 

anywhere he wanted, say anything to anyone 

— including myself, Wahlberg and the set 

designers. If he saw anything wrong, he had 

freedom to call out “bullshit” and we would 

stop and then fix it. 

ESQ: You also have non-actors in scenes to 

add authenticity, too?

PB: I love actors, I am an actor and I believe 

in actors, but if you can get six coastguards 

to really do the response the way they would 

do it, it’s very hard for an actor to compete 

with that without going to coastguard school 

for six months. When guys come in and 

play themselves, it can be very compelling. 

I do it often. There will always be one who 

comes up to me and I can see what he wants 

to say, and I always say the same thing: 

“I do not want to hear that you want to give 

up your job, leave your family, move to 

Hollywood and become an actor. It’s not 

going to happen.”

‘If you can get six 

coastguards to 

really do what they 

would do, it’s very 

hard for an actor to 

compete with that’ 
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ESQ: What do you like so much about working 

with Mark Wahlberg?

PB: It’s rare as an adult that you make a really 

good friend and, on Lone Survivor, Mark and 

I became friends. I never had a brother 

and he’s as close to a brother as I’ve ever had. 

And it’s nice to know that you can trust the 

guy you’re going to be working with every day. 

ESQ: With the message that fossil fuels can 

kill you, is this a green action movie?

PB: This film is not intended to be an 

indictment of fossil fuels. It’s looking at the 

reality of them, and they are what the entire 

planet is running off at this very moment. 

To me, oil is a little like sausage. A lot 

of people want it, but nobody wants to 

acknowledge how we get it. It is dirty work 

and it is fucking hard. 

—

Deepwater Horizon is out in cinemas on 

30 September 7

With apologies to Charles Dickens, a tale of two new books tells us 

that, in fact, right now is the best of times and the worst of times. 

In one, reasons to look forward to the future because today is the 

best time ever to be human. In the other, tomorrow is imperilled 

because freedom is a myth and mankind must take back control. 

Reasons to be cheerful for ever, or are we just a jelly bath and 

spinal implant away from The Matrix?

We’re saved/
doomed!

 
TWO NON-FICTION BOOKS MAKE 

RADICALLY DIFFERENT PREDICTIONS 
FOR THE FUTURE OF MANKIND

Norberg’s glasses could not 

be more rose-tinted if they 

were grown in horse manure 

and shown at Chelsea. But 

his unfailing optimism and 

well-argued points generate 

powerful good-news vibes

Raoul Martinez, 

documentary maker, 

portrait painter, TEDx talker

That due to the lotery 

of birth, concentration of 

wealth and illusion 

of consent, “the language 

of freedom has been  

used… to justify poverty, 

erode democracy” and 

legitimise barbarism

And we’ve only got ourselves 

to blame: “Humanity has the 

resources to eradicate 

starvation, illiteracy, 

extreme poverty… 

Deprivation and inequality 

simply reflects the great 

imbalance of power”

Despite his pessimism, 

Martinez does hope true 

freedom can come if more of 

us “create, share and 

experience beauty” rather 

than get stuck in the rat race of 

competition and accumulation

     OK, THAT MAKES SENSE

HIS THESIS IN A NUTSHELL

     WHO’S THE SOOTHSAYER?

Johan Norberg, 

documentary maker, 

libertarian think-tank fellow 

To tell “the great story of our 

era… [about the] greatest 

improvement in global living 

standards ever to take 

place”, thereby seting 

bad-news-loving media 

and fear-obsessed 

humans straight

And we’ve only got ourselves 

to thank “that things are 

geting beter — 

overwhelmingly so… progress 

is the result of hard-working 

people, scientists, innovators 

and entrepreneurs with 

strange new ideas”

THE BOTTOM LINE

PROGRESS 

(Oneworld), 

out now

CREATING 

FREEDOM 

(Canongate), 

out 29 

September



At the Republican National Convention.
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Hello, Cleveland!

 Donald Trump addresses delegates at the Republican 

National Convention, Quicken Loans Arena, Cleveland, 

Ohio, 21 July, 2016
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They’re lovely people, the Schen-

bergs. I’d best say that up front. I met 

Susan on Facebook on the Latinos/Hispan-

ics for Donald Trump page. I sent an email 

to the administrator asking if any mem-

bers wanted to meet up at the Republican 

National Convention (RNC) in Cleveland, 

Ohio. Susan was the only taker.

“So lovely to meet at last!” she beams. 

She’s tall and lean, she runs ultramara-

thons. “This is my husband Gene, and this 

is Andrew our son. He’s 16!” Big smiles, big 

handshakes. They don’t seem very Latino, 

though. More like a nice white family from 

St Louis. Susan’s mum is “full Mexican”, 

but Gene’s Jewish and no one speaks much 

Spanish. They’re diehard Trumpers, though, 

and eager to be interviewed. But it’s too 

noisy in the outer halls of the Quicken Loans 

Arena, commonly known as “The Q”. The 

third night of the convention is underway so 

we’re up against the band and the roar of the 

crowd. We sneak behind a curtain into an 

empty lounge and find a corner table where 

a small television broadcasts the convention 

on mute. And against the muffled sound of 

the arena, Susan and Gene go issue by issue, 

while Andrew fiddles with his phone. 

“Deporting 11m people doesn’t mean 

dragging them out of their homes and herd-

ing them onto trains,” says Gene. “There are 

compassionate ways. You can cut off their 

benefits and force them to self-deport.”

I scribble furiously. Don’t argue. You’re 

here to listen. 

“And the Trump University scandal, 

that’s a non-story,” says Gene. He’s referring 

to a string of lawsuits by aggrieved former 

students who say they’ve been scammed. 

“It’s just a licensing deal. At Trump’s level, 

I’ll bet he didn’t have anything to do with it.” 

But he did. Trump said he handpicked 

every instructor. Let it go. 

“And the Judge Curiel thing?” I ask, 

referring to the time Trump said the judge 

overseeing his university case couldn’t be 

impartial because “he’s a Mexican”. (Judge 

Curiel is an American citizen from Indiana.)

“Well, he’s a big liberal donor,” Susan 

says, sweetly. “And he’s a member of that 

group — La Raza?”

Right. So Latinos can’t be impartial 

judges, according to Latinos for Trump. 

Fine. And the birther campaign, when 

Trump accused Barack Obama of not being 

an American? It sounded like a prolonged 

racist dog whistle to me, but... 

“Oh, that was about race?” Gene laughs. 

“That didn’t occur to us. That’s how unracist 

we are! We see Obama as much more racially 

divisive. We live near Ferguson, we saw how 

he expressed sympathy for Michael Brown’s 

family and ordered a special investigation. 

He didn’t do that for Kate Steinle.” 

Kate Steinle is a name I hear over and 

over: a pretty white woman murdered in San 

Francisco by an illegal immigrant who had 

been repeatedly deported, but kept return-

ing. She is the angel in whose name they 

fight, a symbol of the immigrant threat. 

And where would Trump be without the 

immigrant threat? He was a middling can-

didate before “the wall”. I want to say so 

many things. That Obama has deported 

more illegal immigrants than any president 

before him. That walls don’t work. That you 

can’t compare Steinle with Michael Brown 

because Brown was killed by the police. 

That’s the whole point.

“The trouble is political correctness,” 

says Gene. “Civil discourse has been lost in 

this country under Obama.”

I’m sorry?

“But we’re going to get that back under 

Donald Trump.” 

And that’s it. I just... I can’t. Trump, who 

mocks disabled people, calls women bimbos 

and men pussies, who brags about his cock 

on the debate stage — he’s Mr Civility now? 

I can hear Chris Christie, the Governor of 

New Jersey, on stage — he has whipped up 

the mob into calling for Hillary Clinton to go 

to prison: “Lock her up! Lock her up!” 

“He’s just blazed a trail for us to speak 

more freely,” Gene says. 

I start sputtering. “B-b-but…” I often 

I don’t know any Trump supporters in my 

regular life. We’ve been siloed into opposing 

echo chambers and confined to our curated 

feeds. The heels dig in, we become entrenched
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“Empty your bag, sir.” It is 6:15 on the morning 

Britain has woken to the stark, numbing reality 

that it has voted to leave the European Union. 

I  am standing on a disused runway bordering 

a famous golf resort on the west coast of Scotland, 

being faced down by a burly, unsmiling member 

of the United States Secret Service. Behind me, 

scores of journalists, photographers and cam-

eramen — from the UK, the US and all points in 

between, it seems — are being corralled into lines 

before being put through the same ordeal.

The global media has not assembled on this 

picturesque stretch of the Ayrshire coastline to 

witness the official reopening of a golf course. 

No, we are here because the owner of the recently 

renamed Trump Turnberry has decided to take a 

short break from his campaign to become the 45th 

President of the United States to cut the ribbon 

himself. And, as luck — or his proven genius for 

publicity — would have it, he’s chosen to do so on 

the day when Britain must reckon with the most 

momentous decision it’s made in decades; a deci-

sion that confirms to Donald J Trump he is right.

Once bags have been searched, names 

checked and lanyards distributed, buses ferry 

us the few hundred yards to the grand hotel 

on a  landscaped terrace overlooking the links. 

Below, a giant Scottish saltire flutters from a vast 

pole and ribbons of emerald fairway meander 

defriend anyone who subscribes to the wrong 

side. And the rifts between blue and red grow 

deeper. Only now they go beyond left versus 

right. As insurgent movements transform 

both Democratic and Republican parties 

(Bernie Sanders and Trump respectively), 

the splits are also nationalist versus globalist, 

and authoritarian versus libertarian. Which 

is how the Trumpies and the liberal media 

so often end up on opposite sides of gorilla 

glass, trying but failing to break through. 

To his supporters Trump is a thrilling 

outsider and a return to common sense — 

a strong, unapologetic CEO who puts coun-

try first and speaks for the working Joe. He 

inspires emotion, a primal sense of safety 

and gratitude. He precedes reason. And he 

shatters norms without fear, creating possi-

bility. He’s an authority figure, a firm hand. 

And yet the rest of us see a fascist, an 

infant, a bigot, a braggart and a conman off 

late night infomercials. He’s hilarious and 

terrifying, the way tyrants often are. His 

hairpiece flaps up in the wind like a “Sieg 

Heil!” His name is worthy of a Martin Amis 

character. He has “the best words” (those are 

his words). His catchphrase is “you’re fired” 

even as he promises to create jobs. And while 

we know he is a looming tyrant and destroyer 

of worlds, he also has, as Chris Davis of the 

Memphis Flyer newspaper says, “resting 

anus mouth”. How can we not laugh?

What I discovered in Cleveland was that 

his supporters are very different to the Don-

ald. They’re actually quite nice. They may be 

pushing America off a cliff but I didn’t meet 

a mean one all week. They were friendly and 

warm and glad to talk; their man may just 

win, as he promised, and they have room 

to be gracious. “I’m everything you hate,” 

Randy told me, laughing. “Second Amend-

ment, pro-life, you can go right on down that 

list. But I love you like my brother. We’re all 

sinners in the eyes of the Lord.” 

The niceness was a surprise. I’d envis-

aged the convention as a poultice on the 

body politic, extracting all the toxins under 

one marquee. Like tribalism — we had a lid 

on it for so long, but now it’s coming loose 

again and words like fascist, nationalist and 

racist flare like serpents from their nests, 

with Nigel Farage and Donald Trump as 

the snakecharmers. 

We were expecting violence in Cleveland. 

It had been a tense few weeks. Two inno-

cent black men were killed by cops in two 

The day ater Britain 

voted to leave 

Europe, Donald Trump 

descended on 

Scotland to open his 

Turnberry golf resort.  

Dan Davies witnessed 

a hair-raising  

morning unfold

>>

Let: a Trump supporter festooned in campaign 

slogan badges in Cleveland, July 2016. Right: 

Donald Trump making a speech at Turnberry to 

open his new golf course in Scotland, 24 June 

reached this point in Cleveland, talking 

to the Trumpies. Like the delegate couple 

from Reno who knew for a fact that Obama 

was a Muslim: “What Christian calls them-

selves Hussein?” Or big Randy from Missis-

sippi who wanted primary school teachers 

to carry guns: “If that teacher at Sandy 

Hook was armed, those little angels would 

be alive today.” B-b-but... 

We’d begin promisingly enough. A chat 

and a chuckle and, “Oh, you’re English, 

what do you think of Brexit?” (Trumpies 

love Brexit.) But then we’d hit a wall, to use 

a fitting metaphor, at which we’d realise a 

meeting of minds was not on the cards, after 

all. We were so far apart that US politics, 

and certainly Trump himself, amounted to 

a live-streaming Rorschach test. Like many 

journalists who venture pith-helmeted into 

Trumpistan, I don’t know any Trump sup-

porters in my regular life. We’ve been siloed 

into opposing echo chambers and confined 

to our curated feeds. The heels dig in, we 

become entrenched. There are even apps to 

“An 

unconvincing 

toupée of 

white cloud” 
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days, and in response eight cops, also inno-

cent, were murdered in Dallas and Baton 

Rouge. White nationalist groups were gath-

ering their guns. Black Lives Matter was 

expected to take a stand. I joked about pack-

ing a  flak jacket and how the RNC wasn’t 

issuing wristbands this time but hoods. 

Haha! Because of the Klan! But my friends 

weren’t laughing. “Be safe, dude,” they said. 

When strangers at parties told me I was 

brave, I’d reply, “Just doing my job, ma’am,” 

like a brave person. But I wondered. 

Thankfully, the rest of Cleveland was 

wondering, too, and it brought out the 

friendly in most of us. Those few protest-

ers who showed up were far outnumbered 

by media — 15,000 media credentials were 

issued, a ludicrous number (and yes, I was 

one of them). And in the designated protest 

zones, we were all outnumbered by cops. 

Twenty states sent divisions to support the 

Secret Service. Downtown Cleveland was 

ready for war with cops patrolling in pos-

ses and black cage walls blocking off streets. 

An amuse-bouche for our fascist future? Per-

haps. But nothing happened. I heard Rudy 

Giuliani’s security tackled a reporter to the 

ground at the Buzzfeed party, but that was 

about it. And you could feel the relief in the 

air. Republicans have a fetish for cops at 

the best of times, so this week was off the 

scale. “Blue Lives Matter” was the slogan 

of the convention. Everyone wanted a selfie 

with the Secret Service. And whenever cops 

walked past a bar or restaurant, the patrons 

would break into applause. 

“Hillary sucks but not like Monica!” 

A T-shirt vendor pushes his new design, flip-

ping it around to show the back: “Trump 

that bitch!” An old dear in a “Make America 

great again” cap, encrusted in red, white and 

blue rhinestones, takes a picture and giggles. 

“Yeah, Trump that bitch!” 

This is where the fun starts, at East 4th 

Street and Euclid Avenue, a narrow strip, as 

packed as the Suez Canal. It’s not the con-

vention proper, it’s just a side street full of 

bars, but since half the convention flows 

through here, it’s heaving with vendors and 

all sorts. There are stacks of Trump T-shirts 

Right: scenes from around the RNC including, 

near right, Donald Trump and wife Melania 

following the la�er’s speech (soon slated for 

plagiarising Michelle Obama). Elsewhere in 

Ohio, anti-Trump protesters mingle with 

supporters in the area around East 4th Street; 

while delegates pledge their backing to Trump 

>
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between the dunes. In the distance is the famous 

Turnberry lighthouse and beyond it the volcanic 

outcrop of Ailsa Craig, sporting an unconvincing 

toupée of white cloud. We line up against a tem-

porary crash barrier and wait.

All the talk is of Brexit and what it will mean. 

“He’s spent £200m on this place and there’s lots 

of spin-offs,” pipes up a photographer from a local 

paper. “Even the local fishing club is getting busi-

ness from all the people staying at the hotel.” 

It’s not much consolation when news is filtering 

through that sterling is tanking. Word spreads 

that Trump is on his way; a tweet has appeared 

in his timeline: “Just arrived in Scotland. Place 

is going wild over the vote. They took their coun-

try back, just like we will take America back. No 

games.” Nobody seems to have told him 62 per 

cent of the Scottish electorate voted to remain. 

Standing next to me is a respected golf jour-

nalist. We discuss the improvements Trump has 

made to this superb links course and the specu-

lation his ownership of Turnberry might result in 

it being removed from the exclusive rota of Open 

Championship venues. If Muirfield, whose mem-

bers voted to continue excluding women, has lost 

its place, how will building a wall to keep Mexi-

cans out of the US, or implementing a blanket 

ban on Muslims entering it, play with those who 

make such decisions at the Royal and Ancient 

Golf Club of St Andrews? Or, for that matter, the 

stories in the US press that Trump — a man who 

boasts he “can sink the three-footer on the 18th 

hole when others can’t” — has been known to use 

a “magic pencil” when filling in his scorecard?

It’s almost ten past nine when the nasal whine of 

bagpipes fills the air, duelling with the sound 

of an approaching helicopter, which does a wide 

circle of the site before landing below us. As its 

rotors slow, the star attraction steps out onto the 

grass. He is taller than I had expected and his 

trademark copper mist is wisely restrained 

underneath a white baseball cap. The employees 

of Trump Turnberry clap and cheer. Their leader 

acknowledges them with a raised fist of triumph.

“It’s brilliant,” barks Trump in response to 

a question about Brexit from the scrum of report-

ers who thrust microphones and cameras into his 

face. “They’ve taken control. Other European 

countries will do the same. People are angry all 

over the world.” He peels off to shake hands with 

the people who have overseen the renovation of 

this latest addition to his portfolio of luxury golf-

ing resorts, before disappearing inside the hotel. 

We are told to repair to the Caledonian Suite for 

complimentary coffee and small but very tasty 

bacon and haggis rolls. As we do so, Prime Minis-

ter David Cameron emerges from No 10 Downing 

Street to announce his resignation. 

Soon we are back on the buses and driven 

to the far end of the course where white plastic 

seats have been arranged for a press conference 

against the backdrop of the iconic lighthouse. 

Tanned American TV news reporters fill time by 

doing preparatory pieces to camera. British jour-

nalists shuffle from foot to foot, channelling the 

doom. One checks his phone and relays the news 

that Nicola Sturgeon has announced a second 

Scottish referendum is on the agenda. “The coun-

try’s falling apart and we’re titting around on 

a golf course,” mutters his colleague. “By the time 

we get back from this, there literally might not be 

a country,” replies another. They laugh, thinly. 

After what seems like an age, a column of peo-

ple appears on the horizon and walks towards 

our spot on the rocky outcrop housing the tee of 

the newly remodelled ninth hole. Trump’s white 

baseball cap is evident, prompting the Secret >
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and badges and socks (the socks are quite 

the draw). The TV network MSNBC has set 

up a studio on the corner. And look, there’s 

a man in a nappy yelling “Kick me for Don-

ald!” And a man in a dress playing a tuba. 

And a fat man in a cowboy hat with a guitar 

singing the same old folksy anthem he plays 

every night: “Donald Trump can, Oh Donald 

Trump can, yeaaah, make us great again...” 

If you wait a while “make us great again” 

comes right after “Trump that bitch”. 

It’s not the Wingnut Woodstock that 

I expected but it’s more of a party than the 

convention itself, a couple of blocks away. 

Trumpapalooza, it turns out, is a bit lame. 

The Donald had promised to be hands-on 

with it: “It’s going to be fantastic, beautiful, 

classy, that I can tell you.” But where were 

the Trumpian touches? No gold bikinis on 

roller skates, or motorbikes whizzing around 

a cage. No Tony the Tiger in a baseball cap: 

“make America grrrreat again”. None of 

the pressure groups came: no NRA booth, 

no creationists, no Koch Industries. And for 

a Trump event, a little cheap. To enter the 

arena, we pass through a mist of cholesterol 

veiling the entrance like a hijab; while speak-

ers in The Colosseum throw red meat to the 

masses, the concession stand women throw 

cheap meat into the fryer. “Everything my 

father does is first class,” Donald Jr says in 

the voice-over to a hokey film about his dad. 

The convention floor itself is a scrum, so 

many media, there’s barely room to stand. 

Aisle monitors shove dawdlers to the side, 

and charging camera crews knock petite 

Japanese tweeters over like skittles. And the 

desperation mounts. Each time the band 

belts out some dad rock classic, and the dele-

gates party like it’s 1959, cameras cluster and 

reporters lunge their devices, especially if 

anyone’s wearing a silly hat. And when the 

iPhone batteries run out, conventioneers 

retreat to the halls that ring the arena, where 

they orbit like space junk in search of a wall 

socket. They sit on the floor like refugees in 

a straggle of wires, staring at the television.

You may have read the notices by now. 

“Hot mess” (The New York Times), “Disaster” 

(Salon). At the convention itself, “shit show” 

was the general consensus. In a week’s time 

from this convention, the Democrats will 

roll out two presidents, plus Meryl Streep 

and Bryan Cranston. In Cleveland, Trump 

managed Chachi from Happy Days, one of 

the Duck Dynasty beards and a couple of 

old soap stars from The Bold and the Beau-

tiful. (Sad!) It must burn the right that their 

conventions are so celebrity light — all that 

cool and glamour and hardly any of it for 

them. But even the RNC’s A-list stayed away: 

no Bush, Cheney, Romney or McCain. The 

Governor of Ohio, John Kasich, was too 

busy to make the two-hour drive. And the 

scheduling was a shambles. Every night, 

support acts followed headliners. After his 

wife Melania’s speech, an unknown general 

took the stage. After the primary candidate 

Ben Carson, one of the Republican primary 

also-rans, gave a mad speech linking Hillary 

with Lucifer, some nice lady from Califor-

nia told an emptying hall about her avocado 

business. And, according to CNN, that’s 

how Trump wanted it.

The energy in The Q, though. With all 

that death and God and terror and weeping, 

it was like Game of Thrones, only Joffrey Bar-

atheon had turned 70. (Can’t they see they’re 

electing Joffrey?) Evil stalks the Earth but 

heroes are here to save us. Soldiers and cops 

and good guys with a gun like Mark Geist of 

the Benghazi security forces. He sprinkled 

the crowd with gore like holy water, stories 

of legs chopped off and arms hanging by the 

skin. “Killing bad guys,” he said, “is like that 

arcade game Whac-a-Mole. Guy sticks his 

Never have we seen so clearly the boy behind 

the candidate, the pouting bully in short 

trousers, and yet, at The Q, they see no such 

thing. They see strength
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head up, you take him out.” Whoo! “Another 

guy sticks his head up and...” Bam! Whack 

that mole! Whack him for America! 

The theme of day one was “Make Amer-

ica Safe Again”. But really, that was the 

theme of the whole convention. Any men-

tion of “blue lives” or “veterans” or “torture” 

and the crowd went wild. Isis were going to 

get it and those rapists from Mexico, too. 

They booed and cheered panto-style, the 

atmosphere building and building, until 

by the time Rudy Giuliani came on (from 

the Transylvania delegation), he was on the 

brink of rapture. Overwhelmed by his love 

for the police, he wailed: “It doesn’t matter 

if you’re straight or gay, black or white! They 

just come and save you!” 

The true saviour, though, is Trump. 

In this crowd, he’s seen as an archetypal 

Service men to visibly straighten and whisper into 

their lapels. Camera shutters whir as a lone piper 

strikes up for the new king of Scotland, who takes 

his time to survey his pristine new kingdom. 

When Trump finally approaches the lectern, 

a scruffy-looking man jumps to his feet from the 

front row. “Thank you,” says the man, “for allow-

ing me this opportunity to unveil the new range 

of Trump Turnberry golf balls.” He turns to the 

massed reporters and reveals a box of six red golf 

balls emblazoned with Nazi swastikas. “Get rid of 

him,” growls Trump, and the man (comedian Lee 

Nelson, it later transpires) is bundled away.

Flanked by his two sons, Eric and Donald Jr, 

and his daughter Ivanka, Trump quickly recov-

ers his composure and declares: “This is a historic 

day and not only for Turnberry. We have had one 

of the big votes in the history of Europe, Scotland, 

everywhere.” He embarks on a rambling mono-

logue about how today’s opening is “in honour of 

my mother and my children”. He thanks his chil-

dren, the local council, Turnberry’s members and 

his many, many “friends” from all walks of life. 

His offspring then deliver paeans to his brilliance: 

“We love you to death,” says Eric; “I’d like to thank 

you for letting me sprout and grow,” beams Don-

ald Jr; “Thank you, Dad,” gushes Ivanka.

And then it’s time for questions, which are 

dominated by the US media. The first is about 

whether Trump sees parallels between his stand-

ing in the US polls and the Brexit vote in the UK? 

“I do,” he booms. “I see a big parallel. People want 

to take their country back.” He will repeat this 

phrase 10 times over the next 45 minutes. 

Beyond the predictable bombast on borders, 

immigration and the “dumb decisions” made by 

politicians, what’s most revealing about Trump’s 

performance is the detail — or the lack of it. He 

states the falling pound will mean better busi-

ness for him in terms of more overseas visitors to 

Turnberry. When asked whether he and Russia’s 

President Putin will be the main beneficiaries of 

Brexit, he brags that Putin has “said some very 

nice things about me”. He claims to be an “honest 

politician, one of the few”, and refers to himself 

in the third person when describing the rebuild-

ing of Turnberry as a “big love-fest”. Accounts 

of his properties are laden with hyperbole but 

figures on his political fundraising are deliber-

ately vague. He bristles when a Scottish journal-

ist lists all the British politicians who regard him 

as “toxic”, and rails at those “who truly hate me”. 

It is a surreal environment in which to witness an 

advertorial for Brand Trump.

Trump takes more questions from one pretty 

but clearly critical female US reporter than he 

does from anyone else, and this same reporter 

gets to ask him the final one: “Do you see Brexit 

as an endorsement of your ideas on immigration, 

and is the vote evidence your extreme rhetoric is 

working and will continue to work?”

He juts his jaw, purses his lips and looks at 

her through narrowed eyes. “All I do is the right 

thing, and what’s right for our country,” he says. 

“Obviously it resonates. I don’t think I have 

extreme rhetoric. I’m not sure if it matters… but 

I think it does show something about the people 

wanting their country back… I have a feeling the 

same thing has happened over here.”

Brightening quickly, Trump declares he loves 

us and cuts the ribbon before departing with his 

clan. A piper plays, the sun beats down and waves 

lap the cliffs to the west. “We’re on the other side 

of that ocean,” he had said a few minutes earlier, 

pointing at the North Atlantic. “But we’re not so 

different.” I’m left to reflect that Britain, or what’s 

left of it, has never felt more like an island.   

Let: Trump on stage making his keynote 

speech at the Republican National Convention 

at ‘The Q’ arena in Cleveland, in which he 

announced to Americans, ‘I am your voice’

American tough guy. Look at the T-shirts 

on East 4th Street: Donald as Muhammad 

Ali standing over a knocked-out Clinton (as 

Sonny Liston); as Clint Eastwood’s Dirty 

Harry, “Go ahead, Isis, make my day”; and 

also as Captain America. Look at the gal-

lery of machismo he has tried to assemble 

around him. There were rumours that Mike 

Tyson was invited to speak, which Trump 

denies. But he did approach NFL stars Tom 

Brady and Tim Tebow, and the hard-driv-

ing coach Mike Ditka, who all declined. But 

Dana White of the UFC didn’t — “I know 

fighters!” — and Don King was in the crowd, 

waving his little flags. 

The GOP (Grand Old Party) has some-

times confused talk for walk when it comes 

to toughness. Like George Bush Jr, Trump 

is another draft-dodging rich kid (five defer-

ments) with baby soft hands and a thing for 

cheap machismo. Only Trump wounds so 

much more easily. He has reporters thrown 

out of press conferences. He sets his law-

yers on the little guy, like Tim O’Brien, the 

author of TrumpNation, who allegedly mis-

stated his net worth (and was vindicated). 

Never have we seen so clearly the boy behind 

the candidate, the pouting bully in short 

trousers, and yet at The Q, they see no such 

thing. They see strength. 

One morning by the canal, a bunch of 

tough guys arrives en masse, engines roar-

ing. The Bikers for Trump are here, and their 

leader, Chris Cox, takes me aside. “I’m kind 

of nervous,” he says. “Every group has its rot-

ten apples and I don’t want anyone taking 

the law into their own hands.” 

He needn’t have worried. He was expect-

ing “anywhere from one to 10,000 bikers to 

be a calming force and support the cops.” 

But this morning, I can count barely 25. “It 

rained last night, and a lot of these guys don’t 

like getting their bikes wet,” he explained.

Chris is a gentle bear, 47 years old with 

kind eyes and frizzy hair, he makes chain-

saw sculptures for a living in Charleston, 

South Carolina. “Stuff like a 500lb peli-

can, wildlife mostly.” But lately, he’s been 

running biker rallies for Trump up and 

down the country. It’s a standard format 

— the national anthem, a prayer, and then 

speeches about radical Islam and closing 

Continued on page 168
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If you thought box sets, social media and wearing headphones in bed 

was coming between you, get ready for the virtual reality revolution, 

when a night with your beloved means a solo journey to a sci-fi warzone 

(for you) and an evening spent coral diving in the Maldives (for them). 

It’s not a mater of if, it’s a mater of when. Johnny Davis puts on the 

headset to get an exclusive glimpse of the future of home entertainment
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Andy Harris is talking about the future 

of shopping. “We are able to drive a better 

in-store experience for the customer,” he tells 

a hotel conference room. “VR, as a platform 

for shoppers, is going to be the way that man-

ufacturers, and the ecosystems around them 

— Google, Facebook, Apple, et cetera — are 

going to be interfacing customers. This is the 

way that people are going to be interacting 

with the world, going forward.”

Harris is speaking at the Augmented 

& Virtual Reality Applications in Retail & 

e-Commerce Marketing Conference, in 

a Marriott hotel next to Heathrow Airport. 

“My response to people who say, ‘Well, is VR 

just a passing fad?’ No, it’s not.”

Earlier this morning, Jingyi Zhang, 

from “virtual makeover” company Modi-

Face, showed us how augmented reality was 

impacting on the beauty industry. “People 

don’t have to go into a store and try on things 

to find out what they like any more,” she 

explained. “You don’t need some model or 

some celebrity. You are the new model.”

Then it’s the turn of Karl Herkt, from 

a company in Germany called Dassault Sys-

tèmes 3DExcite GmbH. The thrust of his 

talk — that VR can be a powerful platform to 

tell a brand’s story — being somewhat under-

cut when it’s time for questions from the 

audience. Here, one man volunteers a query 

that’s never too far away from any discussion 

concerning virtual reality. 

“My question is about sex,” he says, in 

a thick Italian accent. “What do you think 

about porno as a new perspective of VR?”

“Um, well, I think… How shall I put this?” 

fumbles Herkt, to sniggers in the room. “So: 

the sex industry has always been a great 

driver for technology and the internet, in 

terms of streaming video or different inter-

faces, so I think it’s only a matter of time 

before it… Matter of time.”

This year, virtual reality has become 

a reality. In March, the US company Oculus 

finally launched its much anticipated Rift 

headset, the hype around it having grown 

steadily since the company was bought by 

Facebook for $2bn (£1.3bn). In April, the 

Taiwanese gadget company HTC launched 

Vive, a virtual reality headset developed in 

conjunction with the PC gaming company 

Valve. Prior to that, Samsung unveiled Gear 

VR, a headset that allowed you to experience 

virtual reality by slipping one of the South 

Korean phone giant’s products into a visor. 

This October, PlayStation will launch Play-

Station VR, an add-on that will bring VR 

gaming into the living rooms of the 43m peo-

ple who already own a PlayStation 4. The 

New York Times has already given away one 

million sets of Google Cardboard, the budget 

goggles — literally made out of cardboard — 

that turn any smartphone into a  VR-ready 

device. In July, Sky TV confirmed that it, 

too, was on a VR push, launching a virtual 

reality app, compatible with content from its 

freshly established Sky VR Studio. 

A good chunk of this summer’s Olympics 

was broadcast in VR. Car companies like 

Toyota have announced VR schemes aimed 

at promoting safer driving. Aaron Puzey, 

a British cyclist, is attempting to ride the 

length of the UK from his front room, using 

a stationary bike and a VR headset linked up 

to Google Maps Street View. At the time of 

writing, he’s just north of Manchester. Per-

haps inevitably, Björk is touring a VR Album 

Exhibition, inviting fans to don headsets 

and experience her videos in a new way. 

Meanwhile, in Tokyo, there was the 

world’s first adult virtual reality festival. 

July’s Adult VR Fest 01 was shut down vir-

tually immediately due to overcrowding, 

resulting in a premature evacuation for the 

thousands of punters who’d turned up to 

sample a machine in which a virtual woman 

lay down on top of them, and a cardboard 

box that blew air in such a way it allowed 

them to fondle “breasts”.

Industry experts predict VR will have its 

first billion-dollar year in 2016, with $700m 

(£525m) of that in hardware sales, and the 

rest in software. They estimate sales of about 

2.5m VR headsets and 10m games. PlaySta-

tion VR has already sold out on pre-order.

Yes, this is the year virtual reality has 

become a reality. But what is it? Do we really 

need it? And is it any good?

Lots of things get described as having 

to be seen to be believed. It’s hard to think 

of anything that fits that description bet-

ter than virtual reality. It sounds like a joke. 

The goggles make you look like a dick. And 

things like Adult VR Fest 01 aren’t exactly 

great PR. It’s almost impossible to describe. 

The fact is, you really do have to try it. Play-

Station, for one, recognises this as an issue. 

When PlayStation VR launches on 13 Octo-

ber, it will take it on the road to shopping 

centres and the like, so people can have a go.

“If VR is done well, then the sense of 

presence, where you actually feel like you’re 

there, is a phenomenon,” says Dr Dave 

Ranyard, an independent virtual reality 

developer. “And it’s something that is very, 

very hard to describe. I can tell you what 

it’s  like, and you can try and put it into 

words in a magazine. But actually doing it is 

a transformative experience.”

All virtual reality devices are headsets 

worn like glasses: inside each one is a screen 

that can display 3D images. The VR head-

set tracks your head movement and the 3D 

image moves accordingly. This makes it 

appear as if you’re wholly inside a  3D “vir-

tual” world. The other thing is that you’re 

cut off from everything outside virtual real-

ity — RR, or “real reality”, as some devel-

opers actually call it. (Life, to you and me.) 

With a basic VR headset, like Google Card-

board, you can watch stereoscopic videos 

on YouTube, or scan around a potential hol-

iday location that’s been photographed in 

360 degrees, like a fancier version of Google’s 

Street View. With a more advanced headset 

like HTC’s Vive, which requires connect-

ing to a powerful PC, you can effectively be 

placed into the action of an arcade game, 

your RR movements being replicated in the 

VR world inside the headset.

Back at the Heathrow Marriott Hotel, 

we break for lunch and I talk to Andy Har-

ris, who works for the company Fifth Dimen-

sion. It specialises in customer experience 

in the retail sector and tells shops how they 

can increase their profit margins and cus-

tomer loyalty. In his Twitter bio, Harris 

describes himself an “evangelist for retail 

VR solutions” and he’s here today demon-

strating a VR programme called StoreView. 

It allows retailers to build virtual 3D versions 

of their shops and then play around with the 

VIRTUAL REALITY CHECK

—

From toddlers’ toys to 

Schwarzenegger sci-fis, 

the history of VR... 

‘PEOPLE SAID OF BOOKS, “WHY READ WHEN 

YOU CAN TALK?” THE POINT OF READING 

IS TO DEEPLY IMMERSE YOURSELF IN A 

PERSON’S PERSPECTIVE. SOON IT WILL BE VR’
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floor plan and try out new ways of stacking 

shelves. He’s got a demo up and running on 

his stand and encourages me to have a go. 

The programme runs on Oculus Rift, which 

was the first of the current wave of VR head-

sets and seems to have set the aesthetic for 

all the others: big, boxy goggles secured to 

the back of the head by thick, rubbery straps. 

 Harris helps me in. It’s weird immedi-

ately. It feels as if I’m wearing a frogman’s 

mask. Harris needs to give me two control-

lers, but because I can’t see him he has to 

open my hands and physically place them 

there. On screen I can see a computer ren-

dering of a generic supermarket: aisles 

stocked with replica everyday items. When 

I move the controllers into my field of vision 

they become replica hands. Everything is 

angular, like I’m in Max Headroom world. 

It’s disorientating. Harris encourages me to 

pick something up and I reach out with my 

new virtual appendages to try to grab a jar 

of coffee. But I’m not doing it right and my 

computer hand flails about uselessly. Even-

tually, Harris, who can see what I’m seeing 

on a TV monitor, takes the controller from 

me and nimbly plucks the jar from the shelf, 

rotating it in front of my field of vision. 

This doesn’t much feel like the future 

of anything. But Harris really is evangeli-

cal about the possibilities. Once replica vir-

tual stores are linked with e-commerce, he 

says, it will be possible to wander the shops 

on a  Saturday afternoon without leaving 

your sofa.

“Because we can collaborate in the same 

spaces,” Harris says, “you can also do it with 

your mate at home. ‘I want to do something 

fun. Want to go shopping? I’m looking for 

a new phone, let’s go together.’”

I set off back to the office feeling con-

fused. And nauseous.

People have been excited about virtual 

reality for a long, long time. A 1935 short story 

by American sci-fi author Stanley G Wein-

baum, Pygmalion’s Spectacles, considered 

a  goggle-based virtual reality system with 

holograms that provided smell and touch. In 

1957, the pioneering Hollywood cinematog-

rapher Morton Heilig developed his Senso-

rama experience theatre — “the cinema of 

the future!” — a bulky appliance that resem-

bled an Eighties arcade machine and gave 

the player the experience of riding a motor-

cycle through Brooklyn. The Sensorama 

was able to display stereoscopic 3D images 

in a wide-angle view, supplied stereo sound 

and even rocked the player about in a vibrat-

ing seat, while blowing wind and smells 

into their face. (Heilig was unable to secure 

financial backing to take the project further.) 

The classic children’s toy View-Master, in 

which thin cardboard discs containing pairs 

of photographs are inserted into a plastic 

headset and viewed as a single image, sim-

ulating depth perception, is considered an 

early VR device and dates back to 1939.

Virtual reality became a buzz-phrase in 

the Eighties and Nineties, thanks to cyber-

punks, who championed its possibilities as 

a means for social change; books like Neal 

Stephenson’s Snow Crash; films such as 

The Lawnmower Man, Total Recall and The 

Matrix; and arcade games like Battlezone, 

which combined wireframe pseudo-3D vec-

tor graphics with a rubber “viewing gog-

gle” that the player placed their face into. 

In 1991, the magazine Computer Gaming 

World was confidently 

predicting “affordable 

VR by 1994”. The fol-

lowing year, Nintendo 

released the Virtual Boy, 

the first portable video 

game console to “totally 

immerse players in their 

own private universe”. It 

was capable of displaying 

“true 3D graphics” out of 

the box but only in mono-

chrome and with a head-

set so heavy it required 

a harness. Nintendo 

declared it game-over six 

months later, withdraw-

ing Virtual Boy after 

complaints it caused nausea and maybe 

worse. One website warned of “sickness, 

flashbacks, even permanent brain damage”.

As a boy growing up in Long Beach, Cal-

ifornia in the Nineties, Palmer Luckey took 

these warnings with a pinch of salt. A video 

game and sci-fi obsessive, by the age of 18 

Luckey was taking apart friends’ phones and 

fixing them for money. Before that he experi-

mented with Tesla coils and lasers.

He was also collecting his own personal 

graveyard of failed head-mounted VR dis-

plays, which he’d pick up at auctions. Using 

a mobile phone and two plastic lenses, and  

carting a load of computer hardware around 

in a bucket, he’d drive from his parents’ 

house to tech shows, where he’d demo his 

own VR contraption by draping a black 

T-shirt over users’ heads. In 2012, he sought 

to raise $250,000 in development money on 

Kickstarter and wound up with $2.4m. “It’s 

nice to find out I wasn’t the only nutter,” he 

said. Two years later, aged 21, he sold Ocu-

lus VR to Facebook for the aforementioned 

$2bn. The company now employs more than 

360 people with offices in South Korea, Hong 

Kong, Seattle, Dallas and Silicon Valley. 

Why did Facebook value it so highly?

“The thing about Facebook is that they’re 

looking at different ways of being able to 

interact with people and create that social 

1939 1957

The Sensorama experience theatre displays 3D images, 

and blows wind and smells into the user’s face

The View-Master children’s 

toy simulates depth 

via duplicate photos on 

cardboard discs

Sci-fi short story 

Pygmalion’s Spectacles 

features goggles that 

enable ‘a movie that 

gives one sight and 

sound, taste, smell and 

touch… the story is about 

you and you are in it’
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ecosystem,” Andy Harris tells me. “They 

purchased Oculus VR, and then used some 

of their technology in partnership with Sam-

sung for the Gear VR, so they’re trying to get 

both the high-level ‘prosumer’ but also try-

ing to conquer the standard smartphone 

environment. Facebook are betting on an 

increased social experience with VR down 

the line. Sharing content and suchlike.”

Still, to anyone outside Silicon Valley 

it might be hard to approach VR without 

some degree of scepticism. The graveyard 

of under-loved gadgets seems to have got 

particularly cluttered in recent years. The 

reality is that 3D TV has died a death (Sam-

sung, the biggest TV maker in the world, 

says none of its 2016 models will support the 

format). Google Glass has been retired. The 

Apple Watch is conspicuous by its absence. 

The Internet of Things, where our fridges 

and ovens are meant to talk to us online, 

hasn’t exactly set the world alight. And for 

all the big talk, have you ever met anyone 

who’s actually used a 3D printer? Even tablet 

usage doesn’t seem to be what it was, down 

from a time when every work meeting began 

with the clatter of iPads hitting tables. We 

already know we have a problem with our 

smartphones and the amount of time we 

spend online: an Ofcom survey, undertaken 

this summer, found over a third of respond-

ents had taken a self-imposed break from 

the web, while 59 per cent considered them-

selves regrettably “hooked” on their devices.

Virtual reality would appear to be an even 

harder sell. It seems weird — antisocial, and 

weird. It’s expensive, too. The Oculus Rift 

costs £500, the Vive £760, and that’s before 

you factor in owning a gaming PC powerful 

enough to pump out graphics at 90 frames 

per second, the rate required to make VR 

a fluid, enjoyable and non-nauseous experi-

ence. Your existing PC certainly isn’t good 

enough; if you’re on a Mac, forget it. Apple 

doesn’t make a machine powerful enough. 

“If they ever release a good computer we 

will do it,” Palmer Luckey has said, respond-

ing to the question of when Oculus will come 

to Apple. (No surprise: Apple is said to be 

working on its own VR device. In the past 12 

months it has filed patents, hired VR experts 

and bought several VR-related companies.)

Then again, genuinely game-changing 

new gadgets are always met with suspicion. 

“I think people tend to be worried about 

every new technology that comes along,” 

Mark Zuckerberg said recently. “Critics 

worry that if we spend time paying atten-

tion to that new kind of media or technol-

ogy instead of talking to each other that that 

is somehow isolating. But humans are fun-

damentally social. So I think in reality, if 

a technology doesn’t actually help us socially 

understand each other better, it isn’t going 

to succeed.

“You could probably go all the way back 

to the first books,” he continued. “I bet peo-

ple said, ‘Why should you read when you 

can talk to other people?’ The point of read-

ing is that you get to deeply immerse yourself 

in a person’s perspective. Right? Same thing 

with newspapers or phones or TVs. Soon it 

will be VR, I bet.” 

“We’re at the stage we were when the first 

iPhone came out,” Harris says. “We’re stand-

ing at the precipice of a real step change in 

how people interact with these platforms. 

It isn’t just a platform for one element. It’s a 

platform for multiple experiences, multiple 

approaches. It will affect the way that you 

shop, the way that you interact with peo-

ple… This isn’t virtual reality from the Eight-

ies. It’s not Lawnmower Man-style virtual 

reality.”

Still, prophecies such as Snow Crash and 

The Matrix all posted VR as a warning from 

the future: dystopian worlds in which what-

we-perceive-as-reality is actually a computer 

programme created by sentient machines to 

enslave the human race. Nobody suggested 

it was any kind of Utopia. Plus, as discussed, 

the headsets make you look really silly.

To that point, last year Time magazine 

ran an in-depth profile of Palmer Luckey, 

photographing him for the cover, apparently 

on a beach, but posing as if lost in rapture, 

arms aloft, bare feet off the ground, joyful 

head boxed into his Oculus Rift. It spawned 

so much Photoshopped mick-taking online 

— Luckey superimposed on the “Gangnam 

Style” video, Luckey being held by Leonardo 

DiCaprio off the bow of The Titanic, Luckey 

as the Grinch — that the magazine ran a fol-

low-up article, “Here are 37 of our Favourite 

Time Virtual Reality Memes”.

And yet… there is Pokémon GO. The run-

away craze of the year isn’t virtual reality, 

it’s augmented reality — Squirtle, Wartortle 

and the rest are superimposed over the real 

world, they don’t appear in their own fan-

tasy world — but given that it took Pokémon 

GO six days to become bigger than Tinder 

or Uber, it would at least suggest an appetite 

for this kind of thing. The immersion could 

be key: VR as a well-timed balm against the 

evils of the world. It also commands com-

plete attention from the user. You can’t 

check emails or post to Instagram when 

you’re in it. In our increasingly multitasking 

lives, might VR offer calming respite?

“It’s only when people put the headset 

on, they get it,” Brynley Gibson says.

I’m at PlayStation’s offices in London, 

‘IF YOU DID A HELMET, IT’S IN PLASTIC, 

NOBODY CARES. IF YOU SAY, “HEY, I DID 

SOMETHING FOR VR IN CARDBOARD,” 

EVERYBODY IS, LIKE, “WHAT THE FUCK?”’

1968 1987 1990

MIT professor Ivan 

Sutherland and student 

Bob Sproull create ‘The 

Sword of Damocles’, 

the first head-mounted 

VR headset. So heavy, 

it has to be suspended 

from the ceiling Nintendo releases 

then bins Power Glove: 

it registered gamers’ 

finger movements

Total Recall, based 

on a Philip K Dick 

story, sends Arnold 
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about to be given a demo of PlayStation VR 

Worlds, the almost-finished set of five games 

that will come with its VR headset.

“The inhibitions go,” Gibson says. “Peo-

ple forget the world around them. It happens 

a lot, when they’ve had something that’s so 

beautiful, so awe-inspiring that they’re just 

lost in it. It’s one of VR’s magic things.”

Gibson tells me the first game I’ll try is 

a passive one. I’ll just stand there and look 

around in 360 degrees, to get a sense of 

immersion. He helps me on with first a head-

set, then some headphones. Compared to 

the Oculus, PlayStation’s device has more 

of its weight distributed around the back, 

apparently as a concession to Japan where 

too much weight on one’s nose is deemed 

a problem. It’s certainly more comfortable. 

The game starts and I’m in the sea, 

in a  cage, slowly, slowly descending. It 

doesn’t actually look like the sea, because 

everything is rendered in computer graph-

ics. It’s believability over realism. And the 

feeling of descent is absolutely believable. 

My head functions as the camera, as adver-

tised. Everywhere I look — behind me, to the 

floor of the cage beneath me, and the roof 

of the cage above me — marine life seems to 

come alive: dancing shoals of tropical fish, 

gently swaying coral reef. But Gibson hasn’t 

been entirely honest with me. The purpose 

of the cage becomes apparent as a 12ft great 

white shark hoves into view. First it glides 

past the cage — I follow as it goes behind me, 

and turns back — then it bumps the cage. 

Then it rams the cage. Then it pulls the door 

off. I yell out, the cage starts to ascend and 

the game ends. 

I don’t mind that I’m in a room with peo-

ple I don’t know having been tricked into 

yelping at a computer shark. I no longer care 

about what the headset looks like. It’s the 

most incredible fun.

“We had someone in the other month 

and they really lost it,” Gibson 

smiles. “I looked into her eyes and 

said, ‘Do you want to come out?’ 

And she was, like, ‘No! I’ll go back 

in!’ She was shaking at the end.”

Oculus VR 

founder Palmer 

Luckey and his 

much-derided 

Time cover

The shark bit is part of a bigger game 

called Ocean Descent. When it comes out, 

PlayStation says it will be clearly named.

“We’re calling it Shark Encounter, that 

version,” advises Gibson. “So it’s really clear.”

I try further games: The London Heist, 

where I’m a passenger shooting from a  car 

window as rival gangs screech past all 

around me (amazing). Danger Ball, in which 

I bat a ball back and forth in a futuristic 

arena using my head (fun). And Scavenger’s 

Odyssey, the most hardcore gamer-y of the 

offerings, where I’m manoeuvring an alien 

craft along treacherous alien terrain (tricky).

PlayStation has been working on its 

VR offering, until recently known as 

Project Morpheus, since at least 2011. 

Because a global audience of millions owns 

a PlayStation 4, a powerful gaming machine 

already designed to pump out the same high 

frame rate required to make the VR experi-

ence fluid and enjoyable, and which also has 

the controller and tracking camera Oculus 

and Vive users will require, it’s got an enor-

mous head start. After an hour using it I also 

don’t feel sick. (Which is a plus.)

“It’s been a focus for us to try and make 

the experience as comfortable as possi-

ble,” says Gibson. “You’re doing a lot to your 

brain. We’re doing 3D, so there’s potential 

strain when you’re focusing your eyes. If 

you drop below a certain frame rate you will 

1991 1993

Sega develops Sega 

VR, a head-tracking 

VR unit. Discontinued 

ater the games 

company suggested it 

was ‘too realistic’
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make people nauseous. Also: different peo-

ple are triggered by different things, it’s not 

like there’s some hard and fast rule.”

The way the car swerves around the road 

in The London Heist may look random or 

thrown together, he says. In fact, it’s a care-

ful balancing act between what looks cool 

and what feels comfortable.

Later, I visit SIE London Studio, Sony’s 

in-house developer, which has spent the past 

few years developing PlayStation VR Worlds. 

Inside, under subdued artificial lighting, 

dozens of programmers, artists, designers 

and engineers sit at low desks littered with 

computers, soft drink cans and VR head-

sets. There I meet Russell Harding and Joel 

Smith, the project’s creative director and 

art director.

“I’ve had great moments in traditional 

gaming where I feel exhilarated or sad or 

happy but the emotional impact you get with 

VR is different, it’s almost like a multiplier,” 

Harding tells me. “Ocean Descent is kind of 

awe-inspiring at first. I mean, Joel cried.”

“It’s about that feeling of true immer-

sion, that feeling of, ‘Yes, I am in this world’,” 

Smith says. “That was where the tears were 

coming from. Not just visuals, which were 

mine, but the sounds and all the emotional 

triggers. That was the thing for me.”

Harding highlights something rather less 

dramatic but equally affecting, from The 

London Heist. (It sounds a bit mad but by 

now I’d come to understand what he means.)

“There’s a scene where you get to open 

drawers in a desk, which in itself is really 

powerful, weirdly. In a game we normally 

say, ‘Press X to open drawers’. This is, like, 

‘I’m opening drawers. I’m looking inside.’”

Simon Adderley is a self-confessed serial 

entrepreneur. He was the first person to 

bring car flags to this country. Now he’s 

opened the UK’s first virtual reality centre, 

Tension VR. It looks like a converted church 

that someone’s painted black because that 

is what it is. It’s in Lincoln next to a fishing 

tackle shop. We stand outside and admire it. 

“I was fairly certain I wanted to be in Lin-

coln,” Adderley says. “It’s got the cathedral 

and the cutting-edge university, that blend 

of history and technology. In a way, Tension 

is a  microcosm of what Lincoln is. I  like to 

think we’re a great complement to it.”

Inside, there are sci-fi paintings by a local 

artist on the walls, blue strip lighting that 

recalls a TV spaceship set and four themed 

rooms each containing an HTC Vive VR 

machine. The overall effect is reminiscent 

of a karaoke club: somewhere you can rent 

a room (£40 an hour per group) and take it in 

turns pretending to be somebody else, while 

your mates look on.

“My son is a massive gamer,” Adderley 

says. “It’s how we get quality time together. 

He’s got no interest in anything I do, so I’ve 

got to go where he’s at.” 

Five years ago, they went to Gamescom, 

a  Cologne-based video games conference, 

and saw the Oculus Rift prototype.

“I said to someone from the company, ‘It’s 

a game-changer.’ I wasn’t sure what I could 

see, but I could see it was a game-changer. 

I wanted to be the first and I wanted to have 

the knowledge that no one else had.”

Adderley is as keen on the potential ther-

apy, healthcare and education possibilities 

of VR — he’ll soon be off to America, to pick 

up some Google Expeditions kits, designed 

to give kids virtual tours of everywhere from 

coral reefs to the surface of Mars — but for 

now he’s all about the games.

While the PlayStation VR is stationary, 

designed to be played sitting down, or some-

times standing up, but not necessitating too 

much moving about, HTC Vive demands it. 

It requires you to be hooked up to a PC and to 

remain physically attached to it by a cable. It 

also requires an empty room measuring 15sq 

ft, since this is the tracking space measured 

out by laser sensors, placed in the corners 

of the room, that will track your movement 

with precision, allowing you to move around 

in a virtual game space. (The headset alerts 

you when you are near a real-world wall.)

This is the moment I’m totally sold on VR. 

The fact that you’re physically in the game, 

jumping around, is extraordinary. In Long-

bow Tower Defense I become an archer fir-

ing arrows from a quiver, the tension of the 

bow and arrow felt in the controller’s haptic 

feedback. In Audioshield, my hands become 

glowing shields as I bat away colour-coded 

flaming balls, streaming towards me in 

time to the beat of pop songs. It’s exhilarat-

ing, a more physical take on Rock Band. (I’m 

sweating.) Finally, in The Brookhaven Exper-

iment, I become a zombie hunter, shooting 

the undead as they stagger towards me from 

all directions, including — arggh! — behind.

“Tension is here to bring VR to the peo-

ple,” says Adderley, who envisages Tension 

VR centres up and down the country. “See-

ing people’s reactions, the pleasure they get 

from it, is amazing.”

Of course, VR isn’t just about games. It has 

already been used in applications as diverse 

as surgical training, where it’s been shown to  

improve operating room performance, or  

to highlight the plight of refugees, as in Clouds 

Over Sidra, an eight-minute film created 

for the United Nations in which a 12-year-

old girl guides you through her temporary 

home, the Zaatari Refugee Camp in Jor-

dan, housing 130,000 Syrians. VR has been 

used to help war veterans overcome PTSD. 

And to help stack supermarket shelves. And 

to simulate the feeling of a woman’s breasts. 

One of the most talked-up areas is business, 

where, instead of using the phone or Skype, 

it will be possible to converse in VR: to shake 

hands, pass one another documents, and for 

two parties to study the same 3D model. 

“We don’t know how it’ll flourish yet,” 

says Dr Dave Ranyard. 

“It’s a  bit like when you 

got the first computers, 

when home PCs came 

out. People bought big 

reference encyclopedias 

[on CD-Rom] for them. 

I  don’t think anyone 

used them, but clearly 

the excitement for the 
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possibilities was there. Now you can’t really 

live without a computer and the internet.”

But it seems likely that “the entertain-

ment space” — games, films and events, 

being able to be “there” at the Olympics 

opening ceremony, or front row at a Beyoncé 

gig, for instance — will drive VR forward. 

Damien Henry invented Google Card-

board with his colleague David Coz. Engi-

neers at the Google Cultural Institute in 

Paris, they had come up with the idea during 

“20 per cent time”, a scheme where employ-

ees are encouraged to spend a fifth of their  

salaried time on a creative project of 

their  choosing. Google Cardboard is the 

flip-side to HTC’s Vive. It’s so cheap, Google 

actually gives it away — the pattern for cut-

ting your own goggles is online. (Or Amazon 

will sell you a ready-made pair for a couple 

of quid.) What Henry and Coz grasped was 

something Steve Jobs apparently missed. 

That the tech involved in making a high-

end smartphone is also the tech required to 

make convincing VR. Most of us have been 

carrying a VR-ready machine around in our 

pockets for the past few years.

“The key is the high-quality screen,” 

Henry explains. “So that you can split the 

screen in two, and put two magnifying 

lenses in front of it. The other thing is the 

gyroscope. Your phone is already able to cal-

culate the position of where you are looking.”

Henry worked out that if you could sup-

port a phone in just the right position in 

front of two lenses then you could view ste-

reoscopic content. (There’s loads of it online, 

YouTube has a “360 degree” channel.)

Having found pizza boxes too greasy, 

they tried out other types of cardboard. “We 

were surprised how rigid it was. We said, 

‘OK, we don’t need plastic.’”

They presented it to Google HQ in Moun-

tain View, California, and Larry Page green-

lit it that day.

“If you did a helmet, it’s in plastic, nobody 

cares. If you say, ‘Hey, I did something for 

VR in cardboard’, then everybody is, like, 

‘What the fuck?’” Henry says. “Then you 

get attention.”

We are talking in the Cultural Institute, a 

magnificent former stables to an old Parisian 

mansion and a 340sq m dedicated annexe 

of Google France’s office. Amid the blue-

red-yellow-blue-green-red Google branding 

everywhere and the preposterously well-ca-

tered free staff canteen, the internet giant is 

creating high-definition copies of the world’s 

greatest artworks, using the 360-degree cam-

eras-on-a-stick recognisable from its Street 

View cars. In the five years since the pro-

ject began, Google has digitised more than 

six million photos, videos, manuscripts and 

other works of art, culture and history — you 

can zoom in on any of them online now. 

There are other projects, too. Such as 

inviting six artists to each create a new work 

using Tilt Brush, a 3D painting app that 

Google released in April. Henry invited me 

to have a demo, and in the foyer of the Cul-

tural Institute I was manoeuvred into an 

HTC Vive. Before me appeared a  work by 

the graffiti artist Tristan Eaton. It resem-

bled a floating head in a headdress and was 

the size of a child. But I could walk around 

it, examine it from all angles, reach out and 

put my hand into it. Henry encouraged me 

to go further, to step inside it. Then I was 

in the middle of the picture, surrounded by 

dazzling purples and neons. It was so aston-

ishing I cried out. Henry then cleared the 

picture away and invited me to have my own 

go. In VR, my left controller become a pal-

ette, my right controller a pointer. With my 

right hand I was able to reimagine painting 

on paper in a 3D environment. I could paint 

in 3D strokes, adding to what I was doing as 

I walked around and through my picture. 

Tilt Brush allows you to draw anything you 

want, even the impossible, with “brushes” 

for fire, snow, stars and smoke. 

Google talks of applications in the fash-

ion industry, where you could paint with 

textured fabrics and to scale, and in the 

industrial engineering field, where you could 

render, say, a concept car. The advantages 

over pen and paper would seem enormous.

As I danced around the foyer with my 

Tron headset on, tripping over the cable as 

I went, hands painting in thin air, I no longer 

cared if I looked like an ass in the real world. 

I no longer cared for the real world. I under-

stood VR entirely. I wanted to stay all day but 

Henry was making noises to leave. 

“I have a meeting,” he apologised.

This autumn, Google will release Day-

dream, a platform that will bring a host of 

everyday apps into virtual reality. It will also 

release its own new, non-cardboard head-

set designed to deliver high-quality VR con-

tent. The next generation of phones is likely 

to be more heavily focused on the creation 

and display of virtual experiences. And, no 

doubt, companies of all stripes will continue 

to court customers with the possibilities of 

the new tech, some more enticing than oth-

ers: Budweiser has offered customers VR 

tours of a brewery, McDonald’s has invited 

them to make a VR headset from a Happy 

Meal box. Plenty of people have signalled 

caution over VR, saying that the glasses will 

never be comfortable over long periods, or 

warning that it will only be a matter of time 

before someone creates extreme content 

along the lines of the Saw or Hostel movies. 

“The power of VR to induce particular 

kinds of emotions could be used deliberately 

to cause suffering,” as two German research-

ers wrote recently, publishing a series of rec-

ommendations on the ethical design and 

implementation of virtual reality. “Conceiv-

ably, the suffering could be so extreme as to 

be considered torture.”

But many, many more consider it the 

dawning of great things. 

“VR holds the promise to be even more 

transformative than the flat web was, reach-

ing into every segment of every market and 

remaking it to be virtually accessible,” as 

the CEO of one VR start-up has written. The 

result, he says, will be “a new wave of pros-

perity that will reach around the globe.”

Or, as Andy Harris puts it, “The fact that 

Google, Facebook, Apple and HTC are get-

ting on board with this means that it’s here 

to stay. No question.”  

Tokyo’s Adult VR Fest 01 was closed 

down within minutes of opening ater 

overcrowding prompted fears of rioting

MOST OF US ARE ALREADY CARRYING 

AROUND A VR-READY MACHINE IN 

OUR POCKETS. THE TECH INVOLVED IN MAKING 

A SMARTPHONE IS ALSO THE TECH FOR VR
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He’s been a playboy, a robot, a soldier, a spy, a Danish 

prince and an English king. But in The Young Pope, Jude Law 

takes on his most daring role to date

E X P E R I E N C E
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You have to say he looks good. So good, 

in fact, it’s hard to believe that, at 43, Jude 

Law is no longer the dazzling tyro who broke 

through in the mid-Nineties, blazing with 

talent, fizzing with energy and going on to 

become one of the most successful British 

movie stars of his generation. Not that he’s 

lost the talent or the energy, but he’s a father 

of five now, with a 25-year professional act-

ing career behind him as well as a long and 

tortuous period in the scalding glare of the 

media spotlight. You’d think he might show 

at least some small signs of wear and tear, 

even just out of politeness. But my good-

ness he’s still a handsome man, in the flesh 

as much as in photographs. The hairline 

has receded a little, that’s true, as if to give 

the rest of us something to cling to, and the 

famous blue eyes are now framed by faint 

lines — he’s a film star, not a superhuman — 

but that aside I really can’t see any evidence 

of war wounds.

It’s genetic, of course, the pulchritude, 

God-given, not that he believes in that stuff. 

But he works at it, too, five days a week in the 

gym, boxing training, hence the slim hips, 

the broad chest, the dynamic way he has of 

crossing a room, at speed, approaching my 

table in a half-crouch, offering a hand to 

shake and a solicitous, “How are you?” 

It’s a Thursday night in July and we’re 

at the Colony Grill Room, the clubby, New 

York-style restaurant at the Beaumont 

Hotel, in Mayfair. Law slides into our corner 

booth, dapper as ever in a dark blazer over 

a white T-shirt, dark jeans and smart leather 

oxfords. Then he pulls out his phone and 

asks if I mind if he checks the football score. 

As well as a film buff and a theatregoer 

and reader and a lover of fine things, Law 

is a  sports fan. He’s off to Wimbledon the 

morning after our dinner, where he’ll be 

photographed looking even more debonair 

than he does now, in a white double-breasted 

suit, sitting in the Royal Box with his girl-

friend, Phillipa Coan. But that’s tomorrow. 

Right now, France are playing Germany in 

the second semi-final of Euro 2016, and Law 

is doing a good job of pretending he doesn’t 

really mind that he can’t get a signal on his 

phone to follow the action.

It’s a measure of his commitment and 

enthusiasm for his new project, the one we’re 

here to talk about, that he has agreed to miss 

the football at all. But then Law, it seems to 

me, brings a level of commitment and enthu-

siasm to everything he does, and everything 

he talks about. He starts with the wine list, 

which he approaches with the intense con-

centration of a surgeon about to make an 

incision. At length, after much study, he 

orders a bottle of full-blooded Italian red 

and then agonises over whether he’s made 

the right choice, concerned that I won’t like 

it, that he should reconsider. He checks 

again with the waiter and only then settles.

His dedication to our interview is no less 

marked. At one point, he even follows me 

outside so I can have a cigarette break, just 

to keep the conversation going. Later, after 

a couple of hours of talk and with dinner 

dispatched, I offer him the chance to call it 

a night. “I was going to order another drink,” 

he says. And he requests a glass of Scotch, 

and keeps talking. 

Perhaps his relaxed air is the result of the 

fact that Law is “resting” at the moment. He 

hasn’t acted since February and has no firm 

plans to do so until next March, when he 

begins rehearsals on a new play. He hasn’t 

been entirely idle: he has three projects in 

various stages of development through his 

own production company, Riff Raff. And 

a  large family to keep up with. And a rela-

tively new relationship to nurture. But for 

the most part, he says, he’s just been living, 

and considering his next move.

“At the moment,” he says, “I’m not in any 

rush to do anything unless I really am moved 

by it and curious about it. I’m not particu-

larly interested in going over any ground I’ve 

already covered and I’m not flapping about 

the fact that there’s nothing on the horizon.”

Nothing on his horizon except an arrest-

ing, funny, complex and somewhat unprece-

dented eight-part TV series, beginning here 

in October. “Well, yes,” he says, swallowing 

an oyster. “There is that.”

If for nothing else, The Young Pope would 

be notable for a sensational casting deci-

sion: witty, provocative and mischievous. 

Jude Law is… the Pope! An actor whose most 

famous screen performances include a feck-

less playboy in The Talented Mr Ripley (1999); 

a robot called Gigolo Joe in AI Artificial Intel-

ligence (2001); the caddish womaniser Alfie 

(2004); and Hollywood swordsman Errol 

Flynn in The Aviator (2004), is playing the 

leader of the Roman Catholic church. There 

is, surely, a frisson for the viewer in watching 

a man whose public image is hardly that of 

an ascetic, addressing the faithful from the 

balcony of St Peter’s Basilica. 

A week or so before our dinner at the 

Colony Grill, in a screening room in Rome 

within walking distance of the Vatican, 

I was shown unfinished versions of the first 

two episodes of The Young Pope. A co-pro-

duction between Sky, HBO and Canal Plus, 

the series was written and directed by Paolo 

Sorrentino, the singular film-maker respon-

sible for The Great Beauty (2013), that rav-

ishing document of Roman decadence, as 

well as the eccentric road movie This Must be 

the Place (2011), with Sean Penn as a zonked 

pop star on the trail of a Nazi, and last year’s 

trippy Youth, in which Michael Caine’s com-

poser took the waters at an Alpine spa. We 

have grown accustomed to famous direc-

tors and big time movie stars working in tel-

evision, but The Young Pope feels unique: it’s 

arthouse TV, if there could be such a thing, 

from an auteur with a strange and uncom-

promising vision.

At its core, as its title suggests, is the por-

trait of one man: Lenny Belardo, an Ital-

ian-American abandoned by his parents and 

raised in the church by a nun, Sister Mary, 

a performance of steel-trap intelligence from 

Diane Keaton. In the first episode, aged just 

47, he becomes Pope Pius XIII. This is where 

the casting gets really clever. Because Pius 

XIII is not some libertine in priest’s vest-

ments, as one might expect from the fact he 

looks like… well, like Jude Law, with a lupine 

glint in his eye. He’s not a groovy, progres-

sive pope. He’s an ultra-conservative, an 

inflexible ideologue, combative, intransi-

gent and vindictive. It is quite the role and 

Law plays it with relish. “There’s a new 

Pope, now,” he announces, at one point, like 

John Wayne in a Western, or James Cagney 

in a gangster flick. 

I don’t want to give too much away — in 

part because in Rome I had to sign a docu-

ment promising I would not give too much 

away — but a central theme of The Young 

Pope is concerned with the profile of a pub-

lic figure, how one manufactures a persona, 

controls and manipulates an image, how 

one uses (or declines to use) the media to do 

that, and how the public reacts and relates 

to a very famous person. These are not con-

cerns that are unfamiliar, or of no interest, 

to a movie star who has been a household 

name for two decades. 

“This is where [Sorrentino] is so clever,” 

says Law. “I mean, there’s a gag already 

there [in his casting]. There are a lot of 

issues that Paolo deals with in this piece 

that I think are fantastically relevant and he 

‘At the moment, I’m not in 

any rush to do anything 

unless I really am moved by 

it and curious about it. I’m 

not particularly interested 

in going over any ground 

I’ve already covered’
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Jude Law as Pius XIII 

in the  forthcoming TV 

series, The Young Pope
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deals with them with great intelligence and 

with subtlety and wit.”

For his part, Sorrentino, reached by 

email, denies that Law’s own profile had 

anything to do with the decision to cast him 

as pope. “I frankly do not care much about 

the public image of the actors I work with,” 

Sorrentino wrote to me. “It is not a social 

exercise I’m interested in.” Instead, explain-

ing his decision to approach Law for the role, 

Sorrentino mentioned a scene in Road to 

Perdition, Sam Mendes’ atmospheric 2002 

crime movie, in which Law played a psy-

chotic photographer-assassin. “I only know 

that [in that film] Jude Law walked in a way 

that revealed all the inner world of that char-

acter. An actor who is able to say so much 

about a character through just a movement 

of the body is an actor out of the ordinary. 

It’s something phenomenal. That tired and 

inevitable gait totally amazed me.”

Still, though, there’s something to savour 

in the sight of it: Jude Law is… the Pope!

“I mean, it is odd, isn’t it?” Law says. 

“Especially at 43. And being an Englishman.”

I tell him I think it’s a delicious idea, and 

that I think audiences will be tickled by it, at 

the very least.

“Oh, good!”

I’m not surprised, as the lights dim and 

we tuck into our food, that Law is conviv-

ial company. I’ve interviewed him before, 

in the summer of 2006, over a steamy cou-

ple of days in New York City, where he was 

working on a film with the Hong Kong direc-

tor Wong Kar-Wai. Back then, he was at the 

height of his fame as a leading man in Hol-

lywood films — his name appeared on that 

year’s list of cinema’s 10 most bankable stars 

— and of his tabloid notoriety, too. 

He seemed to be everywhere: at the mov-

ies, on billboards advertising fashion and fra-

grances, on the covers of magazines like this 

one, the front pages of newspapers, on chat 

shows and red carpets and all over the less 

high-flown websites. My article was a scoop, 

of sorts, in that he talked about the personal 

upheavals that had been obsessively, almost 

pathologically documented in the press. It 

seems cruel, frankly, to rake it all over again 

but, briefly, for those who really can’t remem-

ber, these included: his marriage to Sadie 

Frost, mother of his three eldest children, 

and their 2003 divorce; his relationship with 

Sienna Miller, and their first break-up, in 

2005; the exposure of his affair with his chil-

dren’s nanny, that same year.

If that makes the experience of inter-

viewing him back then sound like it must 

have been fraught, it was actually anything 

but. I don’t suppose the interview itself was 

much fun for Law, who was being asked to 

account, in public, for actions that he regret-

ted, but afterwards we went out on the town 

with a gang of his friends and stayed up into 

the small hours, drinking on his penthouse 

balcony. He was a gracious host, an excellent 

storyteller, and a thoughtful interviewee. 

He grew up in Lewisham, south Lon-

don, the son of teachers, with an elder sister, 

Natasha, who is an artist. His parents were 

keen amateur dramatists. “They had a pas-

sion for theatre, film and music, so there was 

a lot of that around the house. It was a very 

happy childhood, I had a lot of love. A lot of 

encouragement, enthusiasm.”

From an early age he was “a massive film 

nerd”. At 14, he was bunking off school and 

taking the train into central London, in his 

uniform, watching three films in a row at the 

Prince of Wales cinema, off Leicester Square 

— hallowed seminary for many a trainee 

London cinephile — and making it home in 

time to pretend he’d been at school all day.

Law’s professional career started early. 

He had already done a considerable amount 

of theatre when, at 17, he was offered a part 

in a TV show, Families, in Manchester. “It 

was an extraordinary learning curve,” he 

says, glowing at the memory (and, possibly, 

the wine). “I got myself a flat, I had a bit of 

money in my pocket for the first time. I was 

going out, socialising and then learning to 

curb that to get up at six and be on set.”

He was there at the height of Madches-

ter, when the city became briefly the coolest 

place on the planet. “Martin Glyn Murray, 

who played my brother in that show, was 

in [indie band] The Mock Turtles so I had 

a  kind of inroad with him. I went to the 

Haçienda a lot, saw Primal Scream live there 

in 1989, went to Spike Island for The Stone 

Roses, all of that. It was just a brilliant time.”

His name was made initially on the stage, 

where, at 22, he won the Olivier Award for 

1995’s Best Newcomer in Cocteau’s Indiscre-

tions, which later transferred to Broadway. 

By then, he’d already met Sadie Frost. He 

became a father for the first time in 1996, at 

24, to Rafferty (Iris followed, in 2000, and 

Rudy in 2002) and he and Frost married in 

1997, at which point he became stepfather 

to Finlay, her son with Gary Kemp of Span-

dau Ballet. International stardom arrived in 

1999, thanks to The Talented Mr Ripley, set 

in Fifties Italy, adapted from the Patricia 

Highsmith novel and directed by Anthony 

Minghella, with whom he would go on to 

work twice more before the director’s death, 

in 2008.

It is still perhaps his defining role. In 

Ripley, Law is magnetic. Blond and honey- 

tanned, he plays Dickie Greenleaf, the 

charismatic tearaway son of an American 

shipping magnate, and he perfectly captures 

the chilly self-possession and the frighten-

ing entitlement of the very young, very rich 

and very beautiful. Even among some of 

the brightest stars of his generation — Matt 

Damon, Gwyneth Paltrow, Cate Blanchett, 

Philip Seymour Hoffman — Law shines, 

trousering all his scenes with the dexter-

ity of a Neapolitan pickpocket. All despite 

the fact his character is killed off less than 

an hour into a film that runs for more than 

two. He won the Bafta for Best Support-

ing Actor and was nominated for an Oscar. 

His own image and that of the character he 

played — the bad boy, catnip to women and 

men — became indivisible. “People thought 

I was Dickie Greenleaf,” Law says. “They 

assumed I was on a yacht, playing a saxo-

phone.” Pause. “Me and Simon Le Bon.”

“Life-changing,” is how Law describes 

the film now. “Just in terms of the scale 

of  the attention, the calibre of the people 

I was suddenly rubbing shoulders with in the 

business: Anthony had won nine Oscars [for 

The English Patient], Matt had just won an 

Oscar, Gwyneth was about to, Cate, Philip… 

All of them had a lot of attention and I was 

in with them, and it intensified the spotlight 

on me. Work-wise it was extraordinary: sud-

denly all these directors who you hope to 

work with one day are calling you because 

you’re the new person on the block. You’re 

fresh meat.”

Fresh meat for the tabloids, too. It was 

around the time of Ripley, he says, that he 

became aware his public profile was no 

longer in his control. “I remember somebody 

showing me a magazine that had a photo 

of me and [his son] Raff walking down the 

street. I had this immediate feeling of being 

appalled. I used to look down on the peo-

ple in those magazines. I remember having 

a wonderful snobbery, when I was 19, 20: ‘I 

will never be like that, that is just despicable.’ 

“And there I was with this beautiful baby 

in my arms, this innocent little sprite. I sup-

pose I’d always assumed that was a  choice 

‘I lived alone for a long time, 

and I was all right with that. 

I was quite good at it. But I 

do love domestic life. I really 

enjoy running a house. I like 

the satisfaction of getting the 

kids off to school in the 

morning or getting them 

back and making nice food 

in the evening’

>
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that someone had made, to get into that 

magazine. And then I realised, ‘Oh no, no, 

no. They choose.’ And that scared me.”

Professionally, things were going well. 

Not every film was a critical and commer-

cial smash, but he had eye-catching cameos 

in AI, and in Road to Perdition. I saw him on 

stage, in Doctor Faustus at the Young Vic, in 

2002, and the buzz around him was close to 

deafening. At the 2004 Oscars, he was nom-

inated for Best Actor for Anthony Minghel-

la’s epic romance, Cold Mountain. 

But as his marriage broke down, sud-

denly the attention, which he’d found dis-

comfiting anyway, became unpleasant. 

“First it got crazy,” he says, “and then it got 

nasty.” He doesn’t know why, exactly. 

“Certainly it’s not some Bond villain 

sat somewhere going, ‘When shall I go to 

Phase Two?’ That’s not happening. I think 

things changed because of my divorce,” he 

says. “It’s almost like, ‘There’s a chink in his 

armour! Now we want to know the dirt.’”

When, following his split from Frost, he 

began a relationship with Sienna Miller, his 

Alfie co-star, the attention intensified. “One 

day I was anonymous,” Miller told me when 

I interviewed her in 2009. “The next day 

people were outside my flat.” The coverage 

of her and Law’s comings and goings was, 

she described to me, “complete saturation”.

“I do remember feeling slightly beaten 

down by it,” Law tells me now. “By the con-

stant presence of [paparazzi] outside my 

house. And the interaction with these peo-

ple you don’t want in your life. They’re trying 

to be chatty and friendly and you just want 

to punch them in the face. Don’t be chatty. 

Don’t give me, ‘Good morning, mate.’ Just 

because you’ve been sitting outside my house 

for four months doesn’t mean we’re mates.”

What neither he nor Miller knew at 

the height of the coverage of their lives — 

although they certainly suspected it — was 

that since at least 2003 they, and their 

friends and colleagues, among many other 

people, had had their phones “hacked” 

by journalists at Rupert Murdoch’s News 

International. When the scale of the hack-

ing, and News International’s attempts to 

cover it up, were revealed in 2011, the story 

became a national scandal, leading to a pub-

lic inquiry into press standards, chaired 

by Lord Leveson, as well as criminal trials 

and convictions.

Does Law feel that he was simply in the 

wrong place at the wrong time, his period 

of greatest fame happening to coincide with 

the period of the tabloids’ most rampant law-

breaking? Or is it something else that caused 

him to be apparently singled out for abuse? 

“I think I put people’s backs up a little 

bit,” he says. “I don’t know why that is, but 

I  feel like I do. I felt like [the newspapers] 

were waiting to put the boot in. And when 

they did, they did it with glee. I really don’t 

know, though. It might also be — and I say 

this with absolute seriousness — it might 

also be my own paranoia.”

Does he feel in any way responsible for 

the intensity of coverage of his private life?

“Am I responsible? How could I be? By 

my behaviour?”

Yes, I tell him. He provided the tabloids 

with ammunition. If he’d never done any-

thing newsworthy…

“No,” he says, “I don’t think I was respon-

sible. It’s funny. I’ve never really looked 

at it from that angle. Wow. No, I don’t.” 

He pauses, takes his time deciding what 

he  wants to say. “The reason I’m sort of 

mulling it over so much is I suppose when 

I look at it from [the newspapers’] point of 

view, you can’t blame them, in a way. They 

must have gone, ‘He hasn’t done that, has 

he? Fucking great! Let’s get it out.’”

Exactly, I say. It’s a story.

“OK,” he says, “there are obvious aspects 

to this that we’re sort of dancing around, to 

do with sex. The truth is, if those were the 

only instances [when he’d become a story for 

the papers] then maybe I would go, ‘Blimey, 

yeah. They really got me there!’ 

“But they could get a photo as random as 

me walking down the road pulling a funny 

face, and then write a piece saying, ‘Oh, he’s 

obviously really angry.’ You go, ‘So I’m sup-

posed to just stay inside and not move at 

all, otherwise I’m provoking them?’ Is that 

right? It’s bizarre. Do you see what I mean? 

You begin to think, ‘Where does this end?’ 

If everything I do is fuel, then the fire’s out 

of control.”

To what extent does he think the atten-

tion had a negative effect on his career? 

“I think it must have done,” he says. 

“Although having said that, the one check I 

always did was, ‘Am I still working? Yes, 

I am. Then I’m all right.’ The fact was, I man-

aged to keep getting jobs.” 

Researching my story on Law in 2006, 

I talked to Anthony Minghella. Law, he told 

me then, is “our most undervalued actor”. 

“Somehow,” he said, “the collision of his per-

sonal and private life with his work as an 

actor has obfuscated his quality.”

Michael Grandage, who has directed 

Law in two plays — Hamlet in 2009 and 

Henry V in 2015 — and in a new film, Genius 

(2016), takes a more generous view. “The 

public perception of Jude,” Grandage tells 

me, “is what we, the public, put on him. It’s 

not his doing. So it’s our problem, not his, in 

a weird way.” 

And in any case, Grandage thinks, “even 

[when it comes to] the most salacious aspects 

of his private life, I don’t think the public go 

all high and mighty and sit on top of some 

fantastic moral high ground, going, ‘Who 

does he think he is?’ I mean, he hasn’t mur-

dered anybody. He hasn’t stolen from any-

body. He hasn’t spied for another country. 

He’s had a fantastic time!”

“Isn’t there a little bit of all of us,” Grand-

age wonders, “going, ‘Christ, I wish I could 

have a bit of that’? That’s probably the real 

truth of it. I think one of the reasons he is 

so popular is he’s one of our bad boys, if 

you like. Deep down in the English psyche, 

I think we enjoy those people’s behaviour.”

Law chose not to appear before the Leve-

son Inquiry. “I took that decision very seri-

ously,” he says. “There were a number of 

reasons. It seemed to me that they already 

had a lot of people from my industry who’d 

suffered for the same reasons as me and did 

they really need another one? Second, after 

the court cases I’d just had enough. I also felt 

that I would be recounting stories that they 

had already written, only for them to then 

rewrite them.”

This did indeed happen: the Leveson 

Inquiry and the criminal trials allowed the 

papers to report again the personal details of 

the hacking victims’ lives. 

“It’s like the echo, you know: ‘He had an 

affair;’ ‘He had an affair;’ ‘He had an affair!’ 

It’s like, ‘Fucking hell, I thought I’d put 

that to bed.’ And then it comes back and hits 

you again.”

I couldn’t help noticing, I tell him, that 

The Young Pope will be shown on Sky Atlan-

tic, which is owned by Rupert Murdoch. 

Which means he works for the man whose 

company hacked his phone, and from whom 

he received £130,000 in damages and a writ-

ten apology for what Law’s lawyer called 

“a sustained campaign of surveillance, pur-

suit and harassment.”

“Yeah, I know, it’s a funny one.” He 

pauses. “I have to be a bit careful here.”

He considers for a moment.

“First of all, when I took the job, I don’t 

‘He’s fearless,’ says Michael 

Grandage, ‘and utterly 

un-vain, which is interesting 

in one so good looking. I can’t 

begin to tell you how much 

those qualities mean. Jude 

is prepared to go anywhere 

if it’s going to bring 

something meaningful to 

the character he’s playing’

>Continues on page 170
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Clockwise, from top: Jude Law 

and Gwyneth Paltrow in The 

Talented Mr Ripley (1999); with 

Robert Downey Jr in Sherlock 

Holmes (2009); in the titular role 

of Henry V at London’s Noel 

Coward Theatre (2013); with 

Haley Joel Osment in AI 

Artificial Intelligence (2001)
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Wisdom

Read more in our series of What I’ve 

Learned interviews at esquire.co.uk

‘There’s no mysticism. I’ve stood there at sunset 
touching the rocks of Stonehenge. It was a lovely 

evening but I didn’t feel any great vibration’

I just do what I do, and it doesn’t really influ-

ence me if someone likes it or not. 

If you can’t decide between insurance 

and jazz guitar, then you’re probably 

going into insurance — because if you want 

to be a musician, you’ll be one. 

When my daughter was learning to 

drive, she said, “I already know how to 

drive.” When you’re 17, you think you know 

everything. But you don’t. 

As I’ve gotten older, I have shrunk my 

expectations in terms of what I can influ-

ence. I cultivate my garden, as Voltaire said. 

People who try to fix the world are going to 

be disappointed. 

The only truly positive thing out 

there is art. Because artists might be pre-

tentious, some of them, but they’re never try-

ing to hurt people. 

I have experiences but I don’t know about 

wisdom. It implies elitism. I recently worked 

with an actor who was as talented a person as 

I’ve met in my life. And I felt as if he was my 

hero, even though I’m old enough to be his 

dad. That’s a far healthier way to look at it.

Comedy analysis is really a slappa-

ble offence. Five slaps, I think. If someone 

talks about comedy without any trepidation, 

there’s something wrong with them.

There’s no mysticism. I don’t pray. 

I believe in the natural laws of the world. And 

we should treat people and the world well. 

Bear in mind I’ve stood there at sunset touch-

ing the rocks of Stonehenge. It was a lovely 

evening, but I didn’t feel any great vibration. 

I’m the Right Honourable Lord Chris-

topher Haden-Guest, Fifth Baron of Sal-

ing in the county of Essex. Being in the House 

of Lords is as interesting as it is absurd. It’s 

like being in a movie from another time. 

This will make me sound like a cur-

mudgeon, but there’s a lot to see in the world 

that isn’t happening on a screen. People sit in 

the front row of the Wimbledon finals while 

Federer is serving for the match, and they’re 

texting. If it was up to me, I’d kick them out. 

I’ve been a football fan all my life 

— Manchester United, since you ask — and 

I know this much: England will never win. 

They can’t possibly. Just look at the history. 

I watched TV till I was 12 years old 

and then I never watched it again until a few 

years ago. So I’ve missed every famous show. 

Cheers, M*A*S*H, The Sopranos, all of them. 

I think the internet has lowered the 

bar on so many things. For Best in Show 

[2000], one of these internet journalists came 

to the interview in a dog suit. So, of course, 

the interview was about him, not me. And 

he said, “If you were an animal, what animal 

would you be?” I said, “That’s the end of the 

interview.” I’m the kind of animal that walks 

out of interviews. 

I wake up at 6am every day, I read The 

Independent, The Guardian, The New York 

Times, The Washington Post and Salon. But 

never television news. I gave up on CNN in 

the Eighties.

I’ve won awards and lost awards. And 

it is more fun to win than not win. But in the 

end, I would chuck it all. It’s not important.

My youth was insane. I bounced around 

doing different things. But I would never say 

to anyone, that’s what you should do. 

It all started with Beyond The Fringe 

[1960–’66]. My family were friends with Jon-

athan Miller and he came to stay with us in 

New York. You could make the argument that 

it led to Monty Python. Smart people doing 

smart comedy, but also being very silly.  

Mascots premieres on Netflix on 13 October

Whether it’s film-makers or thim-

ble-makers, the personalities are the same 

— the same dynamics, aspirations, the same 

emotional investment.

Success doesn’t always come the way 

you expect it. After This is Spinal Tap 

[1984], we were doing interviews and this 

journalist looked terribly confused. He said, 

“Excuse me, I don’t know what’s going on. 

But you’re not the people in the film. They 

were English rock musicians.” I’ll take it.

You have to trust your intuition. I can’t 

audition new cast members, because there’s 

no script to read from. So we just talk for 15 

minutes and at the end I make a decision. In 

the last 25 years, there’s only been one person 

who hasn’t been able to do what’s needed.

I like obscure things. I tie fishing flies. 

I  play and collect arcane musical instru-

ments. I’m just not very mainstream. 

I’ve played at Wembley and the Royal 

Albert Hall, and it’s the same feeling as 

a much smaller place, actually. It feels very 

cosy and nourishing to be playing and hear-

ing music. And it’s absolutely pure. 

As an actor, improvising is like playing 

music. You play in the same key, you have 

to establish a melody before you go off and 

come back. It’s not something that can be 

explained or taught, either. Which is fine, 

because nobody responds to a piece of art 

because it’s acrylic instead of oil. Once you 

disassemble something, you ruin it.

I’ll spend two or three years wander-

ing in the wilderness — literally, up in the 

mountains — before I start another project.

It probably sounds suspicious but ambi-

tion has played zero part in my life. In New 

York, people said, “Don’t leave town, this is 

when they do the casting.” But if I wanted to 

go backpacking, or skiing, I just went. 

A friend of mine did a film that got 

bad notices and he plummeted. I haven’t 

read reviews since 1986. And I feel freed by it. 

Christopher Guest, photographed for Esquire in 

Los Angeles, July 2016
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Imagine meeting the guy who invented 

the mosquito. Or the woman who came up 

with the idea for the cold sore. Well, I am 

huddled in a black cab, our knees clunking 

together as we careen round corners, with 

the two men who introduced the no-booking 

policy to central London’s restaurants. 

Instinctively, you might not think that 

waiting in line for 40 minutes or so for some-

one to serve you some delicious food has 

very much in common with malaria or with  

herpes. But you would be wrong. It’s mad-

dening and it’s unnecessary and any-

one who really enjoys eating well will have 

found their lives blighted by it these past few 

years. “A total pain in the arse” is how critic 

Jay Rayner described the no-reservations 

trend. Esquire editor-at-large Giles Coren 

has repeatedly gone full Coren on it, writ-

ing that it only works for “twentysomething 

hipsters who go out in the evening mostly to 

get drunk and have sex and for whom the off-

chance of being served a cheeseburger after 

a two-hour wait is a good enough reason to 

select a dinner destination”. OK, it’s demo-

cratic, we get it, but then so was the decision 

to leave the European Union.

So, Sam and Eddie Hart, the urbane, 

relentlessly cheery proprietors behind three 

Barrafina tapas restaurants, all within seven 

minutes’ walk of each other in Soho and 

Covent Garden, defend yourselves. 

“Yes, we were the first ones to do it, I’m 

afraid,” sighs the older brother Sam, 42. “But 

I actually believe the customer can and does 

benefit in many ways from no bookings.” 

Barrafina on Frith Street has a legiti-

mate claim for being the most influential res-

taurant to open in the United Kingdom this 

century. It arrived in 2007, just prior to the 

financial crisis, in a long, thin site on Soho’s 

least interesting street. It had a head chef 

that no one had heard of: a young Basque 

woman called Nieves Barragán Mohacho, 

whom the Harts brought across from their 

first venture, Fino in Fitzrovia. Barrafina 

served Spanish food that few people in Brit-

ain had eaten before: empanadas, para picar 

and torrijas, along with an uncompromising 

Iberian wine and sherry list. All dishes were 

designed to be shared. 

Then there was the problematic space it 

occupied. The main room was so tight the 

brothers calculated they could only fit 23 

diners, sitting along an L-shaped marble bar 

on burgundy leather stools, at any one time. 

The cooking would take place inches from 

the customers’ faces: at its best, it would be 

engrossing live theatre; but if anything went 

wrong it would be messy and acutely embar-

rassing. To make any dent on the steep rent 

they were paying, Barrafina would have to 

constantly “turn tables” — as soon as one 

group finished eating they would be replaced 

by another. Hence no bookings, so there was 

no time lag and no no-shows. The Harts 

were so committed to the idea that the res-

taurant didn’t even have a telephone.

Turning tables is a controversial concept 

in the hospitality trade: no diner wants to 

feel their waiter is desperate for them to chug 

their coffee and get out. The Harts, however, 

wanted to improve and streamline the oper-

ation at Barrafina. Although there were 

only 23 customers, they would be attended 

by six chefs and four waiters. This is a ratio 

you might expect to find in the world’s most 

exclusive, Michelin-starred restaurants, 

where you could expect to pay £150 per head. 

In Barrafina, the average spend would be 

nearer £40–45 each.

“So you’re getting all that service, all 

those people dedicated to you when you’re 

there, which we can do financially because 

of the no reservations,” explains Sam Hart 

as we zip across Blackfriars Bridge. “We’re 

forcing people to come early, we’re forcing 

them to come late and making sure we’ve 

got the turns. So although it’s very inconven-

ient if you want to turn up and have four peo-

ple at 8 o’clock, what we can produce for the 

price is much higher than if we just had one 

sitting and everyone comes at once.”

The Harts knew they were limiting their 

appeal: Barrafina is a disastrous place for  

a business meeting, for Granny Elsie’s 80th 

or for any time where there are more than 

three of you eating, really. “Oh, it was a mas-

sive gamble,” says Sam. “We were really 

nervous, because no one had really done that 

in London for that sort of restaurant before. 

We had no idea how it was going to work.”

Almost a decade on, Barrafina has 

exploded the London restaurant scene. The 

Frith Street branch won a Michelin star, 

Previous pages: Eddie 

and Sam Hart, whose 

three London Barrafina 

outposts include one in 

Drury Lane, below

‘ B A R R A F I N A  WA S 

A   M A S S I V E  G A M B L E . 

W E  W E R E  N E R V O U S 

B E C A U S E  N O  O N E 

I N  L O N D O N  H A D 

D O N E  T H A T  S O R T 

O F  R E S T A U R A N T 

B E F O R E  W I T H 

N O   R E S E R VA T I O N S ’

Opposite: the mini-chain’s 

excellent small, shared 

plates and no reservations 

policy have revolutionised 

the capital’s food scene
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a shock turn-up for such an informal dining 

spot. Its second outpost, on Adelaide Street, 

Covent Garden, which has 29 stools, was 

named best restaurant at the 2015 National 

Restaurant Awards. Successful restaurants 

might turn tables twice, maybe three times 

at a push, in a session; Barrafina on Frith 

Street will typically do it eight times a day. 

“Which is ridiculous,” acknowledges Sam. 

Inevitably, others followed in their path 

by eschewing bookings: notably the Polpo 

chain — run by Esquire’s man with a pan 

Russell Norman, a long-standing admirer 

of Barrafina — and the stylised Bombay 

cafés Dishoom.

The kerfuffle over reservations, though, 

almost obscures the really radical change in 

eating out that the Harts have contributed 

to. When the recession bit, one of the main 

casualties was the refined, stately restau-

rant. People still wanted to eat well, but there 

was little appetite any more for white table-

cloths and obsequious waiters. Barrafina 

has come to epitomise how we want to dine 

out now: excellent food, attentive but infor-

mal service in a place that, because it’s invar-

iably full, has an atmosphere. Small, shared 

plates are almost a cliché now, as are open 

kitchens. Soho, for so long a food desert, has 

in recent times become the most exciting 

gastronomic square mile in the country. The 

Harts can take a chunk of credit for that, too.

The cab pulls up outside a shuttered rail-

way arch on the edge of Borough Market in 

south London. We’re here to look at the Hart 

brothers’ new restaurant site: where they 

hope the food world will be clamouring to go 

next. The building used to be an oyster shack 

called Shuck, but the previous owners could 

never make the narrow entrance and cavern-

ous interior work. Sam Hart pays the driver: 

“And yes, sorry, this one is going to be no  

reservations, too.”

 

The story of the latest Hart brothers 

venture, El Pastor, goes a long way back, to 

Mexico City in the mid-late Nineties. Sam 

Hart, to this point, had lived a pretty shel-

tered existence. The brothers have called 

themselves “bumpkins” who “grew up in the 

middle of nowhere”. Their father, Tim, was 

an investment banker at Lehman Broth-

ers; Stefa, their half-Scottish, half-Bulgarian 

mother, was an interior designer. They own 

Hambleton Hall, an exclusive country-house 

hotel in Rutland that has protected its >

Michelin star for more than three decades. 

Sam went to school at Eton, then on to Man-

chester University to read economics. After 

graduating, he got a job at a foreign exchange 

brokerage and, aged 22, he volunteered 

to go out to a new office it was opening in  

Mexico City.

So far, so Bullingdon Club. But Sam 

Hart — and Eddie, too — is not the stuffed-

shirt, lookatmyfuckingredtrousers clone 

that you might take him for at a cursory 

glance. Within six months in Latin Amer-

ica, he’d quit the job at the brokerage, dis-

illusioned that his Mexican boss was 

embezzling money — “I was a central- 

office spy, so more or less consigned to the 

stationery cupboard” — and decided to open 

a jazz and underground house nightclub. It 

was called El Colmillo (The Fang) and could 

be found in a colonial house in the Juárez 

district. Cool Britannia was in full swing 

and Hart brought over one of the star bar-

tenders from Oliver Peyton’s Atlantic Bar 

and Grill for three months to teach his team 

to make cocktails. Absolut was the hot spirit 

back then and El Colmillo became its first 

flagship Latin American bar.

“It tended to be the slightly hipper, mon-

eyed Mexicans that would come,” Sam says. 

“Quite a lot of the TV, music and media lot, 

some of the cooler, well-travelled Mexican 

kids. So we’d have the president’s son one 
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Below: unfussy British 

cooking at Quo Vadis, 

the classic Soho restaurant 

owned by the Hart 

brothers since 2007

Right: James Hart, Sam 

Hart, Crispin Somerville 

and Eddie Hart outside 

Barrafina’s new home 

within Quo Vadis

day but we’d also have American A-list movie 

stars another day. You could say that anyone 

who was anyone in Mexico at that period 

did come. We had 500 people a night for 

10 years, so that’s a lot of people and, on  

a good night, they’d all be in.”

Hart’s partner in El Colmillo was Crispin 

Somerville, a friend from Manchester Uni-

versity. Somerville’s background was as 

eclectic as Hart’s was conventional: he had 

a bit-part in Chris Morris’ The Day Today 

in the yoof spoof Sorted with Graham Line-

han and had been a shambolic VJ on MTV 

(think: rocking up to interview Ash while 

seeming to have little idea who they are). He 

arrived in Mexico on the way to Colombia to 

write a book about professional hitmen, but 

when El Colmillo started up, he found him-

self staying for a decade. He would subse-

quently go on to manage Lily Allen’s record 

label, launch a book publishing house and 

become a registered naturopath, specialis-

ing in iridology, a technique that believes 

you can diagnose a person’s ills through 

looking into their eyes. Standing outside the 

site of El Pastor in Borough Market, I  tell 

Somerville — who has met us along with 

a new Hart brother, 34-year-old James, who 

has recently joined the family business after 

a decade as a derivatives broker in the City 

— that he’s packed a respectable amount 

into 44 years and he wrinkles his nose and 

replies, “Yeah, it is quite a disparate CV.”

Life in Mexico was rarely straightfor-

ward. The country typically features in the 

top three most corrupt places to do business 

on the planet. It was never easy telling the 

president’s son that he couldn’t bring guns 

into the club. Most of the team were robbed 

at some point. But it was fun. “As a 22-year-

old, we really enjoyed the lawlessness of it,” 

Sam Hart recalls. “If you did something 

wrong, drink driving or something, a police-

man pulls you over and you pay him $20 and 

go on your way. So, a real feeling that you 

could just do what you wanted.”

In their downtime from the club, 

Hart and Somerville became obsessed with 

a  local speciality called tacos al pastor. It is 

thought to have arrived in Mexico in the Fif-

ties and Sixties, along with a wave of Leb-

anese immigrants fleeing their homeland 

after the 1948 Israel-Lebanon war and the 

Six Day War of 1967. In many respects it 

is a tweak on the classic lamb shawarma, 

but instead of spit-grilled lamb, the meat is 

pork, which has been marinated in chillies, 

spices and is often topped with pineapple. 

It is carved from an upright grill, served on 

a fresh corn tortilla with salsa and a drizzle 

of lime juice. There are stands pretty much 

every 50m in Mexico City, but Hart and 

Somerville would cross the city trying to find 

the perfect pastor.

“We spent collectively 15 years of research 

— five years for Sam, 10 years for me — really 
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going across a city of 21m people in a search 

for the best pastor,” says Somerville. “They 

can vary wildly and one of our culinary 

pleasures was going to weird places because 

we’d heard it had a great pastor. When you 

really get into creating a very good pastor, 

it’s very complex. It is not a coincidence that 

this dish is not on the menu of any Mexican 

restaurants in this country. Because, until 

you’ve got the baseline, tacos al pastor is  

a really expensive, really work-intensive, 

laborious dish to create.”

The Hart brothers want to do this right: 

El Pastor will make its own corn tortillas 

on site, the only restaurant in London to 

do so; the pork will be shoulder and belly, 

marinated overnight in achiote and vine-

gar to tenderise it. Chefs from Mexico will 

come to supervise production in the early 

days, and cooks from Britain will gain expe-

rience over in Mexico. The place will just 

serve tacos al pastor, with maybe a couple 

of specials, and it will be cheaper than Bar-

rafina, at around £20 a head, depending on 

how hard you decide to hit the mezcal. “Sim-

ple things are often deceptively difficult to 

do,” Sam Hart says. “But the pastor is, in 

my opinion, Mexico City’s greatest dish by  

a country mile. The gamble is: can we do it 

to a level that we’re hoping to?”

“Can I talk about the first vom of the sea-

son?” asks Crispin Somerville, over lunch at 

Barrafina in Drury Lane, Covent Garden.

Eddie Hart, who is 39, giggles his assent. 

“So Eddie, the other day, was telling me 

about how traditionally there’s always the 

puking season, which begins in late Novem-

ber and runs through till just before Christ-

mas,” Somerville goes on. “And Eddie is 

known across the group to get his Marigolds 

on and clean up the first puke of the puk-

ing season. Now, this is quite a roundabout 

way of explaining it, but what this means is 

that the staff are looking at the owners and 

going, ‘This is a unique scenario,’ because >
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that doesn’t happen across other restaurants 

they’ve worked in. That’s something that 

becomes infectious to the diner but a lot fur-

ther down the line.”

At the heart of the Harts’ offering, at all 

their restaurants, is a kind of unfussy-yet-rig-

orous service. They seem reluctant to talk 

about this aspect themselves — perhaps 

modesty prevents them — but the stories 

spool out as soon as you ask anyone who 

knows the brothers to explain their success. 

Another legend is how particular Eddie is 

about the way that coffee and tea should be 

served. Even regulars at Barrafina and Quo 

Vadis, the 90-year-old Soho grande dame the 

Harts have owned since 2007, have probably 

never noticed it, but when the waiter serves 

it, the handle of the cup is just slightly angled 

so that it is in exactly the right place when 

your hand drops. The teaspoon sits on the 

saucer again in the most intuitive spot.

James Hart, who is smiley and charming, 

an apple not fallen far from the tree, clearly 

views his brother’s behaviour as lying some-

where between eccentricity and OCD. “I was 

going to see Eddie once when he was work-

ing and I noticed he’d put the coffee cup the 

wrong way round, with the spoon on the 

other side,” he says. “So I thought obviously 

he’d completely lost his marbles and fucked 

it up. And I pointed it out to him in a rather 

younger-brotherish type way and he said, 

‘No, no, no, I just noticed he’s left-handed.’ 

At which point I thought, ‘Hang on a second, 

I’ve got quite a lot to learn about this.’”

The root of this attentiveness appears to 

be hereditary. By all accounts their father 

was a hard task-master who made his three 

sons work in their holidays, and not a “do  

a couple of hours on reception before I make 

you the manager” nepotism, either. While 

Sam went to Mexico City, Eddie stayed home 

and did a series of jobs around Hambleton 

Hall, at Hart’s, the family’s boutique hotel in 

Nottingham, and at its events company for 

five years. 

“I pretty much worked my way through 

every department, from barman to house-

keeper to chambermaid to receptionist,” 

says Eddie Hart. “And I loved his business. 

Loved the business. My success at school 

was mixed, so actually to leave school at the 

age of 18 and embark on something where  

I felt useful and I was really passionate about 

what I was doing was a huge relief.”

From their mother, who was raised in 

Mallorca, came the obsession with Spanish 

food. Every summer, the family went to their 

house in Estellencs, a village on the north-

west coast of the island. They grew up eating 

red peppers and aubergines, which might not 

seem too unusual now but was wildly exotic 

for Seventies Rutland. This style of cooking 

was the backbone of the first restaurant the 

Harts opened, Fino, in 2003, and has subse-

quently been integral to Barrafina, too.

Eddie Hart, especially, is a master at mak-

ing sure a restaurant service runs smoothly. 

He’s often to be found at the door greeting 

diners — at Barrafina and Quo Vadis, there 

always seems to be a Hart on site, which is 

the beauty of having two, and now three, 

brothers — or flitting between tables to 

ensure standards are being maintained. 

“They won’t really talk about that, 

because it’s so in the blood,” says Somerville. 

“Hambleton is one of the most service-cen-

tric places in the country and none of them 

have picked up on the fact it was drilled into 

you because you came from that world. I’m 

really interested in the Malcolm Gladwell 
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toddle down the Thames to eat at The River 

Cafe. You’d imagine that Sam, with his back-

ground in economics and the City, would 

concentrate on the financial side of the oper-

ation, while Eddie, who studied interior 

design for a year at the Inchbald School of 

Design in London, would oversee the lay-

outs and details of the restaurants. But that 

doesn’t seem to be the case. They take deci-

sions collectively and rarely disagree.

“There were a couple of years when we 

used to beat each other up,” says Sam, “but 

by about the age of eight and 10 that was 

behind us and then we were best buddies 

ever since, I suppose.”

Sam Hart, especially, is easy to misread 

on a first meeting. He is polished, charm-

ing, clearly highly competent, completely at 

ease in Soho, but it is difficult to imagine him 

thriving in lawless Mexico City. Yet, over 

time, he proves to be full of surprises. He’s 

obsessed with music, especially old-school 

hip-hop (the week before we meet he took his 

13-year-old son to his first gig: Cypress Hill at 

Brixton Academy). “I’ve really learned not 

to judge books by their covers,” says Somer-

ville. “There’s definitely a glint in all three 

of the brothers’ eyes. They are very good at 

enjoying themselves and actually they are 

all quite surreal. You look at them at first and 

think they are going to be quite strait-laced. 

But some of the things that come out of their 

mouths are both extraordinarily compas-

sionate and then insanely funny.

“That’s the kind of person I want to be 

hanging out with,” Somerville continues. 

“They have an unexpected, broad, inclu-

sive and non-judgemental way of looking at 

the world. And that goes right through the 

teams who work with and under them.”

Even people who detest the no-reserva-

tions culture find it hard to dislike the Harts 

personally. If anything, they seem too nice, 

suspiciously affable and unfailingly genial. 

Can you really become so successful in 

the restaurant world without ruffling any 

feathers? Well, there is clearly a steel to the 

brothers. When Fino, their baby, stopped 

performing — certainly compared to Bar-

rafina, anyway — they wasted little time in 

closing it down last year. The decision was 

made easier by the fact that they could trans-

fer the staff, almost to a man and woman, to 

a new, third Barrafina.

“If you are having to pay every month 

to keep somewhere open, that does tend to 

dampen your love for it,” reasons Sam Hart. 

“So, just from a practical perspective we  

were not making any money, but more impor-

tantly than that, it felt that it was  becom-

ing not exactly irrelevant but it had 

become a little bit dated. There were lots of 

other tapas places around that were less  

formal and a bit more fun.”

There is a sense that now is a key strategic 

moment for the Harts. In September, they 

re-open Quo Vadis, after a dramatic six-week 

overhaul. Occupying three Grade I-listed 

and one Grade II-listed townhouses, it is per-

haps the grandest, most unwieldy money pit 

in Soho. Karl Marx lived there with his fam-

ily in the 1850s, but it has been a restaurant 

since 1926, most notoriously when Damien 

Hirst and Marco Pierre White owned it from 

1996 to 2007. The Harts admit that they 

have never made a penny during their nine 

years in charge, but this renovation plans to 

change that. On the ground floor, Barrafina, 

which has recently been evicted from its 

Frith Street home, will cosy up with a more 

intimate Quo Vadis. Upstairs, always one 

of London’s louchest after-hours members’ 

clubs will be reimagined as one of London’s 

louchest after-hours members’ clubs where 

the members actually pay their fees.

Then, in October, El Pastor arrives, with 

James Hart at the helm, Sam and Eddie 

looking over his shoulder. And if you want 

proof that Sam and Eddie Hart can be hard-

nosed, they only agreed to bring their little 

brother into the company when they were 

sure he could add value to the operation. You 

don’t give away equity for nothing. When  

I ask Crispin Somerville what his role is, he 

replies, “In terms of El Pastor, I can only 

describe myself as Bez, really.”

The Harts hope and believe they are on 

to something with their Lebanese-Mexican 

wraps. Their instinct is that Mexican food 

in the UK is about where Spanish cuisine 

was in 2007 when they opened Barrafina: 

ready to tip. The restaurant’s location, on 

the edge of London’s most famous food mar-

ket, feels right. But until people come, and 

come again, and tell their friends, and stand 

in line for an hour to get served, they won’t 

know if they are right. One thing they don’t 

worry about is the pastor itself. Sam Hart 

smiles, “If we can produce what we are plan-

ning to produce, we’re not worried that peo-

ple won’t like it. It’s one of the most delicious 

things you’ll ever eat.”  

10,000-hours thing [the theory this is how 

long it takes to achieve excellence in a field] 

and it’s like they’d done their 10,000 hours 

before many had got off the starting blocks.”

It can be hard sometimes to know where 

one Hart brother begins and another one 

stops. Sam is perhaps a fraction taller, and 

Eddie has floppy hair and sparkling blue 

eyes, but intentionally or not, they often 

dress almost identically. The effect is a lit-

tle Gilbert and George. Today, they are both 

in white shirts — Sam’s crisp, Eddie’s linen 

— blue jeans and loafers. For two decades 

they have had their suits made by an eccen-

tric Jamaican tailor called Sherlock Hart 

(no relation) who has a small shop on Kingly 

Street in Soho. Sherlock Hart seemed to be 

nearing retirement age when they met him, 

but he continues to cut and stitch, apparently 

ageless. Eddie favours fogeyish, military- 

cut trousers with a very high waist, just like 

his father.

“They are almost like twins,” says Jer-

emy Lee, the head chef at Quo Vadis and 

their partner in the business. “That’s why 

you do talk about them in the same sentence 

because they just think as one. They can 

look up and know instantly what the other is 

thinking and that’s quite something.”

If forced to separate them, you might 

think Sam was the more sober, grown-up 

of the pair. He lives in Acton, west London, 

with his wife and three children; Eddie, 

meanwhile, is single and has a houseboat 

parked underneath Battersea railway bridge. 

There’s a barge that delivers kegs of  beer 

and, on a clement summer’s afternoon, he’ll 
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As he prepares to publish his latest literary 

thriller, blockbuster novelist Robert Harris 

discusses the secrets of his success
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With 10 top-sellers from 10 books 

since 1992, it’s looking so far so good 

for Robert Harris. Ahead of his latest 

novel, Conclave (due to be published 

on 22 September), these are the 

stories so far...

“‘Inspiration’ is just a posh word for ideas,” Robert Harris tells me, 

with the easy authority that is his trademark. “You just need a couple 

of ideas each day to carry you through…” 

I am sitting with the man whom The Telegraph calls “Britain’s lead-

ing thriller writer” amid the wood-panelled plushness of London’s 

Simpson’s-in-the Strand, once a favoured haunt of those great literary 

entertainers Charles Dickens and Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. My mis-

sion is to glean some of the secrets of the writing game from probably 

the smartest bestselling author at work today. 

Harris’s own ideas, however modestly he rates them, have reached 

millions of readers through his chosen medium of the high-concept, 

page-turning thriller: “what if Nazi Germany won the war and became 

a superpower?”; “what if Stalin had a secret son and heir?”; “what if 

Tony Blair had been recruited by the CIA?”; “what if a self-aware com-

puter attacked the global economy?” The impeccable titles Harris pins 

on these books are proof of his superior instincts and appeal: Father-

land, Archangel, The Ghost, The Fear Index.

But Harris doesn’t do airport lounge wish-fulfilment — no bullet- 

proof tough guys pitted against a shadowy “system” — he doesn’t 

do Jack Reacher, in other words. The riveting plots of his novels are 

informed by a shrewd appreciation of the complex ways in which the 

world actually works. Readers rely on Harris to guide them confidently 

into inner sanctums, sites of power, influence and secrets. He learned 

his trade well enough — from Cambridge to the BBC, The Observer 

and  Sunday Times — but he comes from a Nottingham council 

estate, and journalism schooled him in how to get his hands dirty with 

the stuff of real life. His first published books were non-fiction, but they 

are as expertly assembled and grippingly narrated as the novels.

Occasionally, Harris takes history we thought we knew and trans-

forms it into fiction, as with Pompeii (2003) and An Officer and a Spy 

(2013), about the Dreyfus Affair political scandal in France (1894–

1906). He is obsessed by the special dramas of politics — the shabby 

compromise, the lesser evil, the dubious means that serve higher ends 

— and perhaps his most personal endeavour is his trilogy of novels 

about the Roman orator-statesman Cicero. 

For his latest book he is back in Italy, but for a modern-day story 

that explores the power, glory and skulduggery behind the pro-

cess of electing a new pope. “There’s something inherently dramatic 

about an election,” he muses. “It’s comparable only to an auction or 

the reading of a will.” The name of this papal process, and of Harris’s 

novel, is Conclave.

In person, Harris is a canny, witty, urbane man. Our conversa-

tion is interrupted briefly by another Simpson’s patron who wants to 

give Harris his regards, but not for one of the novels. It transpires this 

chap has been keenly following Harris’s Twitter campaign urging peo-

ple to register to vote in the upcoming Labour Party leadership elec-

tion. A relative newcomer to Twitter, Harris has swiftly mastered the 

platform, his clarity of thought and punchiness of phrase are perfectly 

displayed in 140 characters. But our chat is about his longer-form 

accomplishments: about Conclave and, more broadly, the path he has 

taken, the craft he has perfected, in the writing of bestselling fiction.

ESQUIRE: What lured you into the Vatican as a book setting?

ROBERT HARRIS: “My main preoccupations as a writer have been 

with power and history, and the two are almost perfectly fused in how 

popes are elected. As I was researching it, it just felt to me like a per-

fect story. You have 118 cardinal-electors coming to the Vatican from 

all over the globe to cast their votes, they’re locked up in the Sistine 

Chapel and there’s a series of ballots, at the end of which one among 

these men becomes pope. Outside, the whole world is waiting for their 

decision, particularly the world’s one-and-a-quarter-billion Catholics. 

And it all unfolds over 72 hours, within a space of something like 500sq 

yards. So the idea of going inside the Sistine Chapel after the doors 

slam shut, and describing what happens… the journalist in me just 

loved that.”

ESQ: Guiding readers into an enclosed, powerful, secretive world 

seems to have become a signature of your work.

RH: “Selling Hitler (1986), my biggest non-fiction book, was about 

a group of men who became obsessed with the belief that they had got-

ten hold of Hitler’s secret diaries, and they were almost literally locked 

in a room with those diaries. That book contains almost everything 

I’ve written about since. Group dynamics, power, men in rooms going 

crazy. It’s all there, really.”

ESQ: Writers are very often advised to “write what they know”, from 

their own experience, yet you very conspicuously haven’t done that.

RH: “Yes, I wasn’t a Nazi, I wasn’t a Bletchley codebreaker. My first 
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novel wasn’t published until I was 35, which 

is getting on in life. But if I’d started sooner 

I wouldn’t have had the material, I wouldn’t 

have travelled enough, or met enough inter-

esting people. What I had, from an early age, 

was a passion for history and politics and 

ideas. I had an unhealthy interest in World 

War II and Nazi Germany, in a way, that 

was ‘what I knew.’ So, just as my brother-in-

law [Nick Hornby] writes about football, I’ve 

written about Nazis. Each to his own obses-

sion. Perhaps the advice ought to be, ‘write 

what you feel passionate about.’”

ESQ: Having acquired so much experi-

ence in non-fiction, was there a moment 

you knew you wanted to leap into making 

things up instead?

RH: “Selling Hitler had banged at the win-

dow of fiction. Fatherland took me through 

it, and I never went back. It was the summer 

of 1987, I was a journalist for the BBC, travel-

ling in Germany a lot for a Panorama story. 

I took my then-girlfriend, now wife, to Sicily on holiday, and I was 

swimming at the beach one day and surfaced to hear all these German 

voices around me. And quite suddenly I thought, ‘This is exactly what 

the world would have been like if Germany had won the war. They 

would have been on all the beaches, efficient Lufthansa flights every-

where…’ The plot of Fatherland just floated into my head: Germany 

in the Sixties, 20 years after winning the war, the economically domi-

nant power in Europe. So I wallowed about in the water for another 20 

minutes, then I swam in and tried to find a pen and paper.”

ESQ: Did the actual writing of Fatherland come as easily as the eureka 

moment of inspiration?

RH: “No, it took me three years to produce a manuscript, and there 

were moments when I was absolutely certain I would never man-

age it. I had the classic experience of a first-time novelist. I wrote the 

first few pages perfectly happily, got my characters together in one 

room at Berlin police headquarters, then 

the book just ground to a halt. I put it away 

and did other things. But my wife had given 

up work, we had a child, a huge mortgage, 

I  had a newspaper column which was half 

the money we needed to live on, but the other 

half had to come from me writing a book 

a year….”

ESQ: So you knew you had to finish it. How 

did you get out of that rut?

RH: “My agent sent me an essay by John 

Irving, who said that in writing a novel you 

have to know the end before you begin. Oth-

erwise the book is a fraud and a lie. Novels 

are like news stories one can approach as 

a journalist — a crash, say, or a scandal. The 

events have already occurred and your job is 

to tell the story. For me, that transformed my 

material. I wrote the first third of Fatherland 

and sent it to my American agent. Two weeks 

later he said he had 12 publishers interested. 

There was an auction, it sold for more money 

than I’d earned in all my life, and everything changed.”

ESQ: With that success, did you feel you were off and away into your 

new profession?

RH: “Actually, it was a tough period that followed with Enigma (1995). 

The line about the ‘difficult second novel’ is right. A lot of people have 

one story in them but with the second one you’ve got to try painfully to 

do it all again. Fatherland hadn’t been based on any reservoir of tech-

nique. I was like a tennis player who’d managed to take down a cham-

pion without having learned to serve and volley. But you have to 

develop a game and proper strokes, you can’t just fluke it. And Enigma 

wasn’t even the end of that. It took me four novels, and all four were 

absolute bastards to write.”

ESQ: So how long did it take you to feel like a fully qualified novelist?

RH: “With Pompeii (2003). I was convinced it would be a disaster, in 
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fact, it was the one where I thought, ‘OK, 

I can do this now.’ It was September 2002, 

I had given up journalism, it was a horri-

ble grey day and I was trying to solve a dif-

ficult problem in the novel. But, I realised, 

I was happy, happier in the misery of nov-

el-writing than I would have been success-

fully writing some piece of journalism. It 

was like trying to solve a chess puzzle, find-

ing pleasure in the pain of it. And I was 

fine thereafter.”

ESQ: How much stress do you put on find-

ing the right beginning for a novel?

RH: “I really believe that 50 per cent of 

the whole effort of writing a novel is in the 

first paragraph. Essentially, it is like tell-

ing a  joke, a matter of hooking your audi-

ence in from the start. ‘Three men walk 

into a bar’ isn’t a bad opening line, ever. 

Once you’ve got the first paragraph right — 

if you’ve picked the right situation, the right 

point of view to describe it from — then 

you’re fine, and it becomes fun. But you’re very lucky if you get that.

“A lot of my books I’ve begun and then realised that’s not where 

the story should start. Fatherland I planned to open with a televi-

sion broadcast showing the first men landing on the moon, plant-

ing a swastika there… which isn’t a bad start, but it wasn’t right, it 

belonged to a different book. Fatherland needed to be a grimy police 

noir, not science fiction. 

“The thing is, nobody embarks on a joke without knowing the 

punchline, which is why I think you have to be the master of what 

you’re going to tell before you start. Not too much — books can’t fol-

low a rigid grid — otherwise it becomes boring to write every day. You 

need to be surprised by what happens when characters become more 

rounded and new possibilities occur… It’s a bit like flying a glider. 

You’re up there, the journey’s pleasant, and you hope, broadly speak-

ing, you’ll be able to put it down. But you’re not necessarily certain 

what field you’ll be landing in.”

ESQ: So, when it comes to endings, do you 

always know in advance? Or do you ever sur-

prise yourself when you get to the last page?

RH: “I didn’t know the final twist in The 

Ghost (2007) until quite a way through the 

writing. And the twist in Conclave, I wasn’t 

sure I’d have the nerve to write it until I got 

quite near the end. There was a more conven-

tional way to do it, and I did think that was 

what I’d do. But, instead…”

ESQ: The protagonists of your books are 

often complicated men: in Fatherland, say, 

the Nazi policeman who has an uneasy con-

science, or the brilliant but neurotic code-

breaker in Enigma. Do you need to find 

some element of yourself in your hero? 

RH: “In the end, every writer writes about 

themselves and their preoccupations. I like 

my central characters to be full of doubts 

and contradictions, I’m not one for great 

macho heroes. But my job as a novelist, also 

the great pleasure, is to try to put myself 

inside the heads of people who are nothing like me, be it codebreakers, 

Roman senators or French army officers. With Conclave, I knew the 

most interesting character would be the dean of the college of cardi-

nals, an elderly celibate whose responsibility is running the papal elec-

tion. Trying to get inside that man’s head became another challenge.”

ESQ: Is it vital your readers find your lead characters sympathetic? 

RH: “I think if the reader’s going to spend time with them, they have 

to find them likeable. The only book of mine that has a slightly unsym-

pathetic figure is The Fear Index (2011), and a lot of readers didn’t like 

that — it was noticeable. I was trying to be honest, and a ‘quant’ of that 

kind [quantitative analyst, ie, a maths whiz who designs computer 

models to help hedge funds bet on the markets] is a pretty cold fish; 

he’s not a villain, just rather remote from the rest of us. But then that 

book was an attempt to rewrite Frankenstein, and Victor Frankenstein 

is also not a very attractive figure, yet that’s still a successful book.”
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ESQ: The action in The Fear Index unfolds over 24 hours, even fewer 

than Conclave. Fatherland and Enigma both take place over just four 

days. Is this kind of pacing important to you?

RH: “Yes, my advice for a thriller writer is to choose a tight time-frame, 

and then shorten it. Just ruthlessly cut any stuff that isn’t necessary.  

I don’t always do it; the Cicero trilogy is set over 25 years. But my ideal 

would be to write a book almost in real time. For me, the power of the 

novel is the human drama of elapsing time that you can feel around 

you. In life, we’re constantly caught in the great flux of some story 

like, ‘Who’s going to win this election?’ And I constantly want to know 

what’s going to happen next.”

ESQ: You now write a novel a year. Are you a stickler for regular work 

routines? Or is your process a bit more laissez-faire? 

RH: “I don’t understand writers who work through the night, because 

I’m utterly exhausted by then. I get up quite early, I start by going back 

over what I did before. And, by and large, my working day finishes 

around lunchtime, then I go and do other things. But I do believe in 

what Stephen King has said about the value of starting to write early 

in  the morning, while your brain is still in that sleepy, half-dreamy 

state where things are plastic. You’re willing to trust your subcon-

scious, and the night thoughts that can linger on into the first min-

utes of the day. Stephen King calls them ‘the boys in the basement’ 

who do the real work on a book. Very often I find problems get solved 

that way, things get knitted together. And it’s happened while I’ve 

not been thinking about the book. I’ve been asleep, or walking the 

dog, whatever.”

ESQ: Another thing fledgling writers are forever told is to ditch any 

ideas they can’t get to work, to “kill their children” in the frightening 

parlance. Are you that ruthless?

RH: “Actually, my number one rule is, ‘Never throw anything away.’ 

I’ve learned that material can come back and be used years later. 

After Archangel in 1998, there was a five-year gap in my résumé,  

during which I had lots of ideas that I gave up after a year or so. 

One was an idea for a play about a ghost writer and an ex-fa-

mous person, but I couldn’t make it work. A few years passed and 

then I heard on the  radio something about Tony Blair maybe hav-

ing to go to live in  America in case he might be prosecuted for war 

crimes, and suddenly my old idea resurfaced: an amoral ghostwriter 

for  hire, who  falls into a world of lunatics and power-crazed, cor-

rupt individuals. I loved writing The Ghost, it was the easiest of all my 

books, took me three months. But it had been in the back of my mind  

a long time.”

ESQ: Your novels have been successfully adapted for movies and  

television, most prominently Roman Polanski’s 2010 film of The 

Ghost. Did working with such a genius of cinema teach you anything 

about novel-writing?

RH: “Roman is very good on pure storytelling, and his greatest movies 

— Chinatown being the pinnacle — are stories that illuminate some-

thing much bigger. We have a shared love of reaching an audience, and 

a disdain for what he calls ‘art-house schmart-house’. He’s very rigor-

ous, very sharp-eyed. I actually sent him the manuscript of An Officer 

and a Spy (2013) and he read it with immense care, then called me from 

Biarritz and gave me 300 notes down the phone; it must have taken 

three hours. He started off, ‘OK, page one, “I go in to see two generals 

in a room, they are standing warming their backsides by the fire, they 

turn to look at me…” Are they coming down the fucking chimney or 

what?’ That’s the ruthless eye of a director.”

ESQ: Speaking of directors, I’ve heard you mention elsewhere that as 

a novelist you have a special admiration for Stanley Kubrick?

RH: “I certainly don’t seek to compare myself. But I do really admire 

that tremendous thing Kubrick could do, to make stories set in the 

future [2001: A Space Odyssey, 1968; A Clockwork Orange, 1971], or 

World War I [Paths of Glory, 1957], or the Roman era [Spartacus, 1960], 

or the 18th century [Barry Lyndon, 1975]. Each of them is ‘a Kubrick 

film’, and they’re about his imagination, really, rather than just the 

genre. It was with Pompeii that I realised if you can break away from 

writing about your own time then you can write about anything in the 

world. You can set a story in the Middle Ages or the future, it wouldn’t 

matter, it would just be a story. And what that means is I’m not going 

to run out of subject matter in the way other writers might. I’ve enjoyed 

being in Ancient Rome and 19th-century France and the Vatican. 

With each book I feel like I’ve slipped into that world, and it’s been 

a pleasure, like being a child, really. I feel like a grown man who’s paid 

to be a child.”  
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Long after 
tonight is over

Photographs by 

Jesse Laitinen
Fashion by

Catherine Hayward

Seventies style takes another turn out on the floor

Gucci

Black vintage leather 

jacket, £3,680; blue/

gold/red wool-Lurex 

argyle knit waistcoat, 

£260; salmon/ivory 

stretch twill pyjama 

trousers, £355; black 

leather fringed 

horsebit-detail boots, 

£665; gold aviator-

frame spectacles, 

£210, all by Gucci

October 2016
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Coach

Brown leather-

shearling jacket, 

£1,250; purple 

plaid wool zipper 

shirt, £225, both 

by Coach

October 2016
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Fashion



Lanvin 

Bo�le green technical 

wool-gabardine two-

bu�on jacket, £2,005; 

khaki wool zip-up shirt, 

from £900; pale pink 

fine Merino wool 

roll-neck, £420; bo�le 

green technical wool-

gabardine trousers, 

£505, all by Lanvin

October 2016
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Prada 

Brown/beige tweed-

shearling hooded coat, 

£3,520; green/black/

grey diamond alpaca 

knit vest, £570; blue 

striped moulin-velvet 

trousers, £800; black 

co�on socks, £70;

maroon/black leather 

buckle shoes, £820, 

all by Prada

October 2016
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Bo�ega 
Veneta

Pacific blue leather 

trench coat, £4,175; 

forest green cashmere 

jacket, £2,395; gold 

cashmere-silk pullover, 

£1,125; forest green 

cashmere trousers, £970, 

all by Bo�ega Veneta

October 2016
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Fashion



Canali

Brown woven faux 

fur coat, from £1,470; 

mustard wool funnel-

neck sweater, £420; 

blue co�on trousers, 

£310, all by Canali

October 2016
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Oliver 
Spencer

Brown/caramel patchwork 

suede bomber jacket, 

£750; purple printed 

co�on T-shirt, £85, both 

by Oliver Spencer

Fashion assistant: Emie James-Crook 

| Grooming: Anna Chapman using Mac 

Cosmetics | Model: Max Townsend 

@ Elite | Location: Town Hall Hotel, 

Bethnal Green, London E2

October 2016
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Topman 
Design

Lime/off-white  

zigzag-pa�ern jacket, 

£200; gold floral-

pa�ern silk shirt, 

£100; black denim 

cropped jeans, £100, 

all by Topman Design

October 2016
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Burberry

Light taupe co�on 

trench coat, £1,395; 

dark green jersey 

tracksuit jacket, £395; 

black/yellow jersey 

slim-fit trousers, £295;  

black/yellow nylon-

mesh trainers, £395, 

all by Burberry

Right

Givenchy by 
Riccardo Tisci

Brown Prince of Wales 

check wool coat, £POA; 

brown/gold co�on 

hooded top, £425; brown 

co�on polo-neck jumper, 

£285; brown Prince of 

Wales check wool 

trousers, £POA, all by 

Givenchy by Riccardo Tisci

October 2016
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THE 

GET 

DOWN

Photographs by 

Rick Guest

Fashion by

Gareth Scourfield

Make your move in premier athleisure wear
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Dior Homme
 

Black co�on-nylon trench 

coat, £2,600; red/black 

micro-check wool two-

bu�on jacket, £1,500;  

red/black micro-check 

wool trousers, £910, all 

by Dior Homme. Orange/

black/white Air Presto 

Ultra Flyknit trainers, 

£125, by Nike. Orange/

black striped co�on 

socks, £12, by Falke 
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Victorinox

Teal check-print 

polyester jacket, 

£425; black/teal 

ombre wool 

sweater, £130, 

both by Victorinox

October 2016
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Dolce & 
Gabbana

Black silk-jersey bomber 

jacket, £POA; grey 

co�on-jersey T-shirt, 

from £135; black fleece 

jogging sweatpants, 

from £595; black/white 

silk print scarf, from £85, 

all by Dolce & Gabbana. 

Black canvas All Star 

Hi-Top sneakers, £50, 

by Converse. Black co�on 

socks, £12, by Falke

October 2016
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H&M

Green polyester bomber-

style coat, £80; red 

co�on-mix track top, 

£30; burgundy co�on-

silk T-shirt, £15, all by 

H&M Studio. Brown/grey 

co�on-mix jogging 

sweatpants, £30, by 

David Beckham for H&M.

Burgundy suede All Star 

Hi-Top sneakers, £75, 

by Converse

October 2016
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Belstaff

Blue/black down blouson, 

£750; black wool-

cashmere knit jogging 

sweatpants, £750, both 

by Belstaff. Grey/white/

black 580 Re-Engineered 

Jacquard trainers, £90,  

by New Balance

October 2016
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Louis Vui�on

Navy/green co�on 

reversible military 

parka, from £2,000; 

green co�on patch 

pocket blouson, £2,000, 

both by Louis Vui�on

October 2016
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the border, with a lot of WWE-style yelling. 

Today, it’s an Infowars crowd, the news site 

of Alex Jones, a barking 9/11 “truther” who 

believes that “lizard people” are in charge of 

the one world government. And the consen-

sus here is clear: Muslims need to assimilate 

or leave. No more refugees, America can’t 

afford to go the way of Europe. Don’t they 

have Sharia law in London now? 

I sat with James Morrison of Truck-

ers for Trump, a gentle, sad-eyed man who 

lost a child and never fully recovered. “My 

wife’s Hispanic, we’re not haters, man!” 

he says. “We just love America like Donald 

Trump does. Ain’t nothing wrong with that.” 

Though Jim didn’t go to college, what he 

says about Trump is almost indistinguish-

able from Ginny Greiman, a Harvard Law 

School professor I met at The Q. 

“He’s for the people,” Ginny said, adjust-

ing her stars and stripes top. “He could have a 

much easier life outside politics.” They agree 

that Trump sometimes speaks inappropri-

ately, but he had to fight for the nomination 

and that’s exactly what they need, a fighter. 

Trump makes them feel proud and strong. 

“He reminds me of Bill Gates or Steve Jobs,” 

she said fondly. “Yes, he boasts, he’s insecure, 

but still he speaks to us. I just love him.” 

Chris isn’t a hater, either. He recoils when 

I ask if there are any racists in his group. “I 

wouldn’t stand for it!” he says. “My brother’s 

black. Kevin, we call him ‘Burger’ because 

he’s like 300lbs, my parents adopted him 

when he was 10. It’s just like that Sandra 

Bullock movie The Blind Side, but Burger 

can’t play football. He has asthma.” 

Push Chris a little, though, and the par-

anoia pours out. He thinks George Soros 

is funding Black Lives Matter “and other 

paid agitators. I’ve seen the ads on Craig-

slist!” He sent me the ads; one was Photo-

shopped, and the other merely offered paid 

work to campaign staff, distributing leaf-

lets. “I heard reports of guys holding Mexi-

can flags but they were speaking Arabic,” he 

says, outraged. It’s that Trumpian language: 

“I’ve heard”, “someone told me”, “people 

say”. He also read somewhere California was 

trying to give illegal immigrants the right to 

vote, and Obama swore on a Quran when 

he took the oath of office. “There’s a sec-

ond book. It’s all over the internet.” (Things 

Trump actually said: “All I know is what’s on  

the internet.”) 

So I sent Chris some links: FactCheck, 

Snopes, PolitiFact and others. I didn’t hear 

back. But at the rally, I manage to tell him 

that I looked up the things he was concerned 

about. For instance, illegal immigrants can’t 

vote in California, they just have driving 

licences so that they can buy insurance. 

“It’s ID now, but you watch,” he says. 

And the second book Obama swore on? 

That was Martin Luther King’s Bible. 

He looks sceptical. “OK, well, if you say 

so. But it still doesn’t make up for all the ref-

ugees coming over and not calling it radical 

Islam and...” 

While the bikers rallied by the canal, 

a rabble of conservative activists scuttled 

from room to room in the Halle Building 

on Euclid Avenue. Their mission: to stop 

Trump from becoming the nominee. “You’re 

in the middle of an insurgency!” exclaimed 

Andrew Lee, one of the organisers of the 

Delegates Unbound movement. Only 29, 

he worked on Capitol Hill for four years on 

a house committee before retreating into 

health products marketing in Washington, 

DC. But today, he’s back in the thick of it, 

juggling three news crews and maybe influ-

encing the course of history. “Oh man, you 

can’t make this stuff up!” 

Delegates Unbound seeks to free repre-

sentatives from each state, who don’t like 

Trump, to “vote their conscience” rather 

than be bound by tradition and state party 

rules, which typically apportion their votes 

to reflect the popular vote (though some 

states are winner-takes-all). It’s part of the 

#NeverTrump movement, a hashtag for dis-

senting Republicans. “We need a majority of 

signatures in 10 to 15 states, and then we’ll 

present it to the convention secretary,” says 

Dane, a campaign veteran with white hair 

and an amused smile. “But the RNC won’t 

even tell us who the secretary is. We think we 

know but she’s hiding. It’s all been premedi-

tated! We wanted to have special hats so that 

delegates would know who was on our side. 

But the RNC said they’d confiscate hats with 

disruptive messages.” 

It’s all a bit Monty Python.

“It is! But we might actually win. We’re 

fighting for the soul of the Republican Party. 

Our country is at stake!” 

It was always a long shot. The offices were 

threadbare, the volunteers young rather 

than experienced. In The Q, they gathered 

near the elevators where the stretchers were 

kept — what screenwriters call foreshadow-

ing. And ultimately, after a lot of scrambling 

and huddles and “never mind, we’ve still 

got options!”, the Delegates Unbound move-

ment turned out to be a cheap lawn chair. 

On the floor, they were cowed into submis-

sion. Their calls for a “roll call vote!” were 

drowned out by “Do-nald Trump!” And in 

the end, the few that dared speak up were 

physically shoved to the side. I watched as 

Washington’s Trump contingent crowded 

the microphone, building a wall of sorts, 

to shut out dissenting delegates like Eric 

Minor. “Welcome to America!” he said, to 

the gathering journalists. “This isn’t democ-

racy, it’s thugocracy!” 

Delegates Unbound was largely loyal to 

Ted Cruz, the Grandpa Munster-looking 

Christian conservative from Texas who lost 

the nomination to Trump. There was a brief 

moment of high school drama on the floor 

when Cruz refused to endorse Trump in his 

speech, to boos, and Trump came onto the 

floor with Donald Jr and glowered at him. 

But #NeverTrump goes well beyond Cruz. 

Scores of rank and file congressmen and 

senators conspicuously skipped Cleveland. 

Nebraska senator Ben Sasse said he was tak-

ing his family on a tour of “dumpster fires”. 

(Isn’t that a reason for attending?)

This is the silver lining for liberals. Repub-

licans are divided, and the Trumpnado, if he 

loses, may leave a pile of rubble where the 

GOP once stood. For Mike Lofgren, author of 

The Party is Over, it’s about time. “The party 

leaders have no discernible principles,” he 

says. A once-proud Republican, he worked 

in Congress for 28 years, before abandon-

ing ship in disgust in 2011. “To see Paul Ryan 

[Speaker of the House] admit Trump is a rac-

ist and back him anyway. And John McCain 

giving his tepid endorsement after Trump 

insulted him for being a PoW in the Hanoi 

Hilton. Where’s the dignity?”

After decades of being let-down, the 

Republican base no longer trusts party elites. 

“They’re voting for Trump to punish the 

party,” Lofgren says. “They don’t care about 

conservatism. Trump flouts conservative 

dogma on all sorts of stuff. They’re not buy-

ing trickle-down any more. Instead, there’s a 

tribal thing going on. And tribes are defined 

less by what you love than what you hate.” 

Lofgren is one of many defections. In 

recent months, major columnists David 

Brooks (The New York Times) and George 

Will (The Washington Post) left the party in 

a kind of pearl-clutching horror. How could 

this happen to the party of Abraham Lin-

coln! And yet, Trump is partly their creation. 

The GOP Frankenstein: “A culmination of 

the party’s worst traits,” says Lofgren. 

Here’s one: over the past 20 years, the 

Donald Trump

Continued from page 119
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GOP has consistently positioned itself 

against facts and evidence, whether on cli-

mate change, gay conversion therapy, or cre-

ationism. The electorate’s feelings were what 

mattered, not the facts, even if those feelings 

were grounded in no more than religion. In 

Anti-Intellectualism in American Life, Rich-

ard Hofstadter, the Nostradamus of right-

wing lunacy in America, wrote of a “folkish 

dislike of the educated classes” in favour 

of “the plain sense of the common man”. 

(Things Donald Trump actually said: “I love 

the poorly educated.”) Ginny Greiman, the 

Harvard professor, told me, “The people are 

the experts in this election. We tell Donald 

what we want, and he repeats it back!”

So now the GOP has nominated Trump, 

who is even more fact-free than Sarah Palin, 

their last champion of “the common man”. 

We blame the internet for the demise of 

facts, the clicks economy that lends legit-

imacy and velocity to fantasy. But before 

Facebook and Twitter were born, Republi-

cans went to war on faith, rather than evi-

dence. The roots run deep. 

“I’ll tell you why facts don’t matter,” says 

Russell, a lobbyist for a hedge fund. We’re at 

a breakfast discussion with Donald Trump 

Jr, hosted by The Wall Street Journal. He is 

here to lobby for intellectual property rights, 

and that means schmoozing, getting some 

face time and dangling his cheque book in 

front of legislators. “It’s all about money. 

I  lobby in Europe where you’re judged by 

the quality of your arguments. Imagine that! 

Here, money is what makes facts compel-

ling.” Needless to say, the proliferation of 

money in politics is a Republican idea. 

Donald Jr rattles through his interview in 

his hard, cocky style. His confidence is fire-

proof. There’s already talk of him as a future 

presidential candidate. At the end, I man-

age to get a question in. There are so many 

options: “What kind of asshole likes to shoot 

elephants for fun?” “Isn’t it ironic that the 

GOP’s symbol is an animal you like to mur-

der?” But instead, I ask him: “Why is a lack of 

experience considered a liability in business, 

but an asset if you’re running for president?”

He nods. “That’s simple. Look at all the 

years and years of experience in government 

and where we are now. What has it gotten 

us? Nothing.” 

“People just assume we’re hicks and 

morons. But look at me — I’m young, blonde. 

I have a normal job.” Lauren Casper, 29, is 

a Republican fundraiser from Philadelphia, 

and we’ve been hanging out for an hour or 

so, throwing beers back. And I still haven’t 

got to that point with her yet — the b-b-but…. 

“I get why you think he’s an egomaniac,” 

she says. “I mean I support him but I still get 

the joke.” She loves all the usual things about 

Trump — how unpolished he is, how off the 

cuff. She loves how he puts America first, 

and how terrorism and immigration are at 

the top of his agenda. And she likes how he’s 

changing the GOP. “We need to rebrand. 

Be nice to gays and forget Roe versus Wade 

[The Supreme Court ruling that made abor-

tion a right], it’s never going to be repealed. 

Trump’s doing all those things.” 

Now, hold on. Mike Pence, Trump’s run-

ning mate, is a “pray away the gay” Christian 

who has said that Trump’s next Supreme 

Court pick would overturn Roe versus Wade. 

But still, there’s common ground. We agree 

that the Republican obsession with country 

music is weird. And that Fox News is hope-

lessly biased. OK, her go-to sites are the spin 

factories of Drudge Report and Breitbart 

News Network, two firmly right-wing news 

platforms. But she listens to National Pub-

lic Radio (NPR), America’s BBC-like organ-

isation, and she’d rather her fellow Trumpies 

weren’t so rude about Obama. “Also, shoot-

ing elephants for fun is fucked up,” she says. 

I like Lauren. She gives me hope.

We join the stream of delegates into 

The Q for the last night. It’s time for Donald 

Trump’s grand address and the floor is more 

crowded than ever. The agenda tonight is to 

humanise, to depict Trump as a saint reach-

ing down from his golden throne to soothe 

the afflicted with his fun-size hands. It’s not 

very convincing. None of the sick children 

he supposedly helped showed up. None even 

have names. But the crowd doesn’t care. 

They’ve come to dream tonight. 

It’s Ivanka Trump’s speech that will 

make the headlines: “all things will be pos-

sible again!” Without any proper celebri-

ties, the Trump children are the main draw, 

every one gets their turn. But it’s Tom Bar-

rack of Colony Capital who best captures 

the strange longing in the hall. A friend 

of Trump’s for 40 years, he first conjures 

a  gladiatorial image: “The man, without 

his armour, his weapons, walking down 

the tunnel toward the arena — who is he?” 

Then he frames Trump’s story as an Amer-

ican legend, the big-hearted visionary who 

became a real estate icon, a job creator, a tel-

evision superstar and a father of five pho-

togenic children. “Imagine how perfect it 

would be if he became president,” he says. 

It’s like a backstory video on American Idol. 

He’s exhorting the crowd to make Donald’s 

dreams come true, it’s Make-A-Wish for bil-

lionaires. “It’s up to you to make once upon 

a time, once upon this time....” 

And then: Trump. He stands at the 

podium, before a wall of flags, his vast face 

on the screen above — the camera appears 

to have zoomed in extra close. He doesn’t 

enjoy the teleprompter; he’s so much better 

when he’s winging it, when anything can 

happen. But today, he’s presidential Trump. 

And that means, no light relief. America  

is on its knees, humiliated and broken. 

Hordes of criminal immigrants stalk the 

streets. The world is laughing behind its 

hands as terrorists pour across the bor-

der. It’s not morning in America so much 

as mourning for America. And in this dark-

ness, the only light is orange. “Only I can fix 

it,” he says. And “I’m with you”, jabbing his 

finger at the crowd. And most ominously of 

all, “I’m your voice.”

It’s so transparent, so unsophisti-

cated. And yet, when I find Lauren later 

in her delegation, she’s almost teary-eyed. 

“He just crushed it,” she says. “He was 

so presidential.”

By any rational assessment, the con-

vention has been a shambles — the D-list 

speakers, the stolen speeches, the haywire 

schedule — and yet, none of it seems to mat-

ter. The bar’s so low for Trump that “pres-

idential” just means he didn’t insult the 

Jews or do a Chinese accent. After his wife 

Melania read sections of Michelle Obama’s 

speech like a marvel of AI, Lauren felt she’d 

done well just to read from a prompter at all. 

“When people say Trump’s operation is 

a mess, they miss the point,” Lofgren says. 

“Dictators aren’t efficient. They just have 

a certain charisma that can move a crowd. 

And they’re often comical. They laughed 

at Hitler, too, with his silly moustache like 

Charlie Chaplin. So I’m concerned. Human 

nature is fragile, underneath we’re all the 

naked ape. And when someone constantly 

appeals to the brute in us like Trump is... No 

good can come of it, even if he loses.”

Whatever happens in November, the likes 

of Lauren and Chris and the Schenbergs 

aren’t going anywhere. Trump didn’t create 

Trump voters but vice versa. Under a Hillary 

government, they’ll try even harder to elect 

a Trump-like nationalist. And under Trump, 

if the country descends into chaos, they will 

be even more vulnerable to his promises to 

impose order through strength. A corner has 

been turned in America. There’s no putting 

Trumpism back in the bottle. 

But today, Lauren is joyous. She believes 

victory is in sight. She may be right. Tonight, 

as the Trump family wave below a shower 

of balloons, Donald’s neck and neck with 

Hillary in the polls. (Later, as Esquire went 

to press, Clinton had edged five points 

ahead.) It’s been a night of grand promises, 

to fix crime, fix immigration, terrorism —  

“I guarantee it, be-lieve me” — and yet now 

Mick Jagger is singing “You Can’t Always Get 

What You Want”. Is he singing for us or the 

Donald? All over the hall, balloons are pop-

ping like a fire fight.  
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think [Sky] had bought [the show]. When 

I  heard they had, I thought, ‘Well, in my 

opinion he’s supporting something great 

here.’ Do I have an issue with the other 

areas of [the Murdoch empire]? Well, yeah, 

I do. But what’s your question? ‘Does that sit 

uncomfortably with me?’”

Yes; did it give you pause?

“No, I wanted to work with Paolo. I liked 

the piece.” 

I tell him that if I were writing this for Pri-

vate Eye, I’d say that makes him a hypocrite.

“Yeah, maybe,” he says. “Maybe. Jesus. 

I’m trying to think of who I can work for that 

I haven’t had problems with. Fucking every-

body. Maybe I need to take up gardening.”

He looks momentarily deflated but then 

quickly rallies. “You know what? I don’t feel 

like it necessarily erodes my moral stance on 

the way another area of [Murdoch’s] empire 

treated me. I think I had a right to complain, 

I got an apology, I got a payout. I bet Pri-

vate Eye probably would call me a hypocrite. 

But in answer to your question: no, it didn’t 

really give me pause.

“Anyway, if I turn down the role in The 

Young Pope, I don’t think that Rupert Mur-

doch’s going to suddenly feel slighted.”

No, I say, he would have found another 

actor instead. 

“And he’d probably have hacked them 

as well.”

Understandably, perhaps, Law has been 

more circumspect, in recent years, in his 

dealings with the media. Interviews are rare, 

TV appearances few and far between, red 

carpet appearances kept to a minimum.

He has, however, continued to act 

in mainstream Hollywood films, most 

famously as Watson to Robert Downey Jr’s 

Holmes in Guy Ritchie’s 2009 action-bro-

mance, Sherlock Holmes, and its 2011 sequel. 

He has worked as part of a starry ensem-

ble in two Steven Soderbergh thrillers, Con-

tagion (2011) and Side Effects (2013), and in 

character roles for many other leading direc-

tors, including Martin Scorsese, in Hugo 

(2011); Joe Wright, in Anna Karenina (2012) 

and Wes Anderson, in The Grand Buda-

pest Hotel (2014). He had a funny cameo, as 

a smooth British agent, in last year’s com-

edy blockbuster, Spy, and he has starred in 

smaller, more o	eat indies. 

Completed and awaiting release, mean-

while, are two films that demonstrate 

Law’s range, and the variety of projects he 

attempts. Genius, which has already played 

in the US but is yet to find a distributor here, 

is a period drama about the relationship 

between the novelist Thomas Wolfe and the 

editor Max Perkins, adapted by John Logan 

(Gladiator, Skyfall) and directed by Michael 

Grandage, with Law starring alongside 

Colin Firth and Nicole Kidman. 

Set in Thirties New York, at times the 

film looks as dusty as an old manuscript, 

but, as with the contents of dusty old man-

uscripts, there is much to admire, especially 

in the performances: Firth’s punctilious 

Perkins counterpointed with Law’s manic, 

grandiose Wolfe. Then, next spring we’ll 

see Law in chain mail as the warlord  

Vortigern, in Guy Ritchie’s King Arthur:  

Legend of the Sword. 

Perhaps most gratifyingly, in recent 

years Law has consolidated his position as 

one of the London stage’s most popular and 

respected leading men, in some of the most 

demanding roles in the canon. Michael 

Grandage first met Law when they worked 

together on Hamlet. I asked him what he 

learned about Law from that experience.

“I learned that he’s fearless,” says the 

director. “And utterly un-vain as well, which 

is very interesting in one who’s so good look-

ing. I can’t even begin to tell you how much 

those two qualities mean in the theatre, or in 

film. Jude Law is prepared to go anywhere, to 

investigate any part of himself if it’s going 

to bring something meaningful to the char-

acter he’s going to play.”

I wondered if Grandage ever felt that 

Law’s celebrity inhibited what they were try-

ing to do, or distracted the audience from 

the work?

“I think he’s enormously aware of that,” 

Grandage says. “I think he sees it as his pri-

mary job to get rid of all the perceptions and 

possibly prejudices that might come with 

people who are viewing him as Jude Law 

and to get them to be absorbed in the char-

acter as quickly as possible. It makes him 

even more determined to go, ‘I’m going to 

get you to engage with somebody called 

Hamlet now.’” 

Grandage thinks there’ll be more oppor-

tunities for Law to show his range as he 

ages: “I think as he continues into his forties, 

the idea that he will get to display the huge 

reserves of character-based talent he’s got is 

incredibly exciting.” 

These days Law lives in Highgate, in north 

London, with Phillipa Coan, a psychologist. 

He shares custody of his three teenage chil-

dren with Sadie Frost. They live with him 

for a week, then her for a week, and so on: “It 

really depends on their mum’s work sched-

ule and my work schedule, but it’s kind of 

half and half. And I live opposite their school 

so even when they’re coming up from mum’s, 

they’re usually at mine picking up stuff.

“I lived alone a long time,” he says, “and 

I was all right with that, actually. I was 

quite good at it. But I do love domestic life. 

I really enjoy running a house. I like the  

satisfaction of getting the kids off to school or 

getting them back and making nice food in 

the evening.”

Being a dad has, he says, “always been 

an amazing anchor in my life. My kids came 

first and I never felt like they were hold-

ing me back. Quite the opposite.” His eld-

est son, Rafferty, 19, has been dipping a toe 

in his father’s world. I mention to Law that 

I watched Rafferty modelling in the Dolce 

& Gabbana catwalk show in Milan in June. 

Does he worry about Rafferty following him 

into the spotlight?

“Well, he’s 19. He doesn’t really neces-

sarily want to hear from me on that. But yes, 

I do worry,” he says. “I went in without any 

guidance. On numerous occasions I’ve won-

dered, ‘Gosh, did I ask for this? Did I milk it? 

What could I have done differently?’ From 

that point of view there are pieces of advice 

I would like to give. But he’s got to find his 

own path and make his own mistakes, and 

have his own triumphs. Those lessons are 

best learned in the field. And I think he’s 

a really lovely, smart, talented kid. And he’s 

going to be fine.”

As well as his kids with Frost, he has two 

very young children. “Two babies, yeah.” 

Sophia, who will turn seven in September, is 

the daughter of Samantha Burke, an Amer-

ican model. Ada, who was born in March 

2015, is the daughter of a British musician, 

Catherine Harding. This, I guess, must 

make his life quite complicated.

“It does,” he says. He seems philosoph-

ical about this, as about so much else. “I’m 

certainly not in the situation where I have 

to throw my hands up and go, ‘God, life’s 

impossible!’ You’ve got to learn to deal with 

everything life throws at you. And you try 

your best to make everything work. That’s 

all you can do.

“This is the last I’ll say on it,” he says. 

“I  think about all of them every single day, 

pretty much all day. And in some way, any-

thing else I’m doing, whether it’s at work or 

anything, they are the reason I’m doing it, 

or  they are what I’m thinking about that’s 

giving me some sort of motivation or inspira-

tion to do what I do.”

Jude Law

Continued from page 134
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It seems like a mad question but I ask it 

anyway: would he like to have more kids? 

“Gosh, yeah, maybe.” 

Does he have regrets? 

“I do,” he says. “I regret hurting peo-

ple. It’s an awful thing. And trying to gain 

the forgiveness or the understanding of 

someone you’ve hurt, or heal a pain that 

you may have inflicted, that’s where regret 

hits hard. But regret is really interesting. 

It’s something I think about in terms of les-

sons learned. In a way, to regret something 

is almost to regret the lesson learned from it. 

And if you’ve learned your lesson then it was 

probably a good thing in some way. Fucking 

up or being an idiot and having to pay the 

consequences for that? It’s how you learn.”

It’s a trite question to ask someone who’s 

just spent seven months playing the Pope, 

but does the idea of confession and absolu-

tion appeal to him?

“It does, actually,” he says. “But I don’t 

necessarily think that it’s something that 

you can go to someone else for. I think con-

fession is facing yourself and saying, ‘You 

did this and this is the consequence.’ And 

absolution is going, to yourself, ‘I know I did 

and I learned my lesson.’ Or it’s going to the 

last person on the planet you’d want to admit 

it to, and saying, ‘I think I’ve done this and 

I think I have to admit it.’”

Next March, he’ll begin rehearsals for 

Obsession, at the Barbican in London, with 

Ivo van Hove, who is among the most in- 

demand theatre directors of the moment. It 

is a  stage adaptation of Luchino Visconti’s 

neorealist classic Ossessione, from 1943, itself 

based on James M Cain’s novel of desper-

ate sexual infatuation, The Postman Always 

Rings Twice. Law plays Gino (Frank in the 

book), the magnetic drifter who begins an 

affair with the bored, beautiful wife of the 

owner of a rural roadside truck stop. It’s an 

opportunity, he says, to create another fasci-

nating, flawed man, in concert with another 

gifted director. Which is, after all, what Law 

does best.

“I’ve always said that acting’s the great-

est therapy of all,” Michael Grandage says, 

“because the process of getting to build 

a  character means you have to talk about 

yourself, your background, your prejudices, 

your dark places. You have to open all sorts 

of doors that I guess is what should hap-

pen in a good therapy session. And then  

you have to pack it all up together again, 

create a person out of all of that stuff and 

then go out on stage in front of hundreds of 

people and be that person. I think he sees 

that as part of a process of dealing also with 

his life.”

“Jude Law,” Paolo Sorrentino writes, 

“is not only a great actor, but a real star... 

A star is someone who leaves intact the mys-

tery of himself as a man and, at the same 

time, along with the work on the charac-

ter, releases doses of authenticity and truth 

about himself.” 

“He is somebody who has an insatia-

ble appetite for life in every part of it,” says 

Grandage. “He’s undoubtedly one of those 

men who walks down the street and looks 

up. And sees things that the rest of the world, 

who are looking down, don’t see.”

A bit like the Pope, perhaps. Maybe that 

casting isn’t so surprising, after all.  

The first episode of The Young Pope airs on 

Sky Atlantic in October

Beige wool/canvas military 

jumper, £430; black wool 

trousers, £285, both by 

Vivienne Westwood. Black 

leather double monk strap 

shoes, £425, by Mr Hare
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Directory
Wrapping up shouldn’t mean dressing 

down — opt for quilted coats and padded 

jackets to keep your cool in the cold

Edited by Emie James-Crook

Look 1

 

Charcoal/grey speckled wool suit 

jacket, £695, by Gieves & Hawkes

 

Navy padded cotton quilted-down 

gilet, £155, by Hackett

 

White cotton shirt, £100, by 

Tiger of Sweden

 

Navy/cream striped knitted silk tie, 

£95, by Alfred Dunhill

 

Charcoal/grey speckled wool suit 

trousers, £250, by Gieves & Hawkes

Black leather lace-up derby shoes, 

£350, by Tod’s

 

Black canvas-box calf leather 

document holder, £925, by JM Weston

 

Steel Aquaracer 300m Calibre 5 

ceramic bezel watch, £1,950, by 

Tag Heuer
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Look 2 

 

Green polyester quilted coat, £275,  

by Gant 

 

Charcoal/ash wool-cotton double-

faced jersey polo shirt, £235, by 

Richard James

 

Off-white cotton roll-neck jumper, 

£25, by Topman

 

Blue denim 505C jeans, £85, by Levi’s

 

Brown waxed leather boots, £195, by 

Russell & Bromley

 

Grey/black canvas-cotton backpack, 

£110, by Timberland

 

Stainless steel 4810 TwinFly 110 Years 

Edition chronograph on black alligator 

leather strap, £5,200, by Montblanc 
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GWC watches
 

The Gentlemen’s Watch Co is home to 

an unrivalled collection of unique 

affordable timepieces. The strikingly 

minimal Mesh Chrono from Megir 

boasts a steel mesh band, precision 

stopwatch and calendar wheel at  

4 o’clock. Three variations, £49.

Shop Minimal at gwcwatches.com 

Quote “ESQOCT” for 10 per cent off, 

expires 30 September

TRX2 Molecular Food 
Supplement for Hair
 

TRX2 Molecular Food Supplement for Hair is an 

innovative development of Oxford scientist Dr Thomas 

Whitfield, DPhil (Biochemistry) and his team of Oxford 

BioLabs scientists.

TRX2 is based on organic compounds which, when 

compared to some medicinal products, has no side 

effects. It’s the first hair-loss treatment to contain 

potassium, Carnipure™ tartrate (L-carnitine–L-

tartrate), BCAA and nicotinamide, and is delivered via 

a proprietary potassium channel-stimulating complex.

It is one of Europe’s best-selling hair supplements and 

is sold in over 100 countries. TRX2 is suitable for all 

adults and is produced in the EU.

Oxford BioLabs has now also introduced an advanced 

TRX2 topical range to complement the effect of the  

food supplement.

Also containing zinc, selenium and biotin, give your 

hair a boost and help keep your hair healthy with TRX2.

Pricing starts from £39.99 and you will be able to get a five per 

cent discount using the coupon code “ES”, when ordering at 

tiny.cc/TRX2-ES

Advertisement / Feature

Lifestyle Essentials

British design, 
beautifully different

 

Hartley Watches is exactly that, 

different. Very few brands use the face 

of a watch as a canvas for art, but 

Hartley seamlessly combines timeless 

design with modern flair. This 

emerging brand from Kent, 

balances marine quality materials 

with affordability, and offers a range of 

watches that stand out from the crowd.

hartleywatches.co.uk

Rear View Prints
 

You’re never closer to the world of 

gasoline culture and iconic art than 

when you’re on rearviewprints.com. 

Founded by film industry artist Patrick 

Redmond, Rear View Prints specialises 

in high-quality prints, apparel, and 

other items celebrating classic design. 

From luxury cars to jet-setting gear, 

it’s your source for memorabilia 

acclaiming minimal and sleek, but also 

rugged and dirty. With our recent 

debut, you’ll have a chance to pay 

tribute to what fuels the modern man.

Discover your drive with us. 

rearviewprints.com 

Twitter: @rearviewprints 

Instagram: @rearviewprints 

Facebook: rearviewprints



The kiss of  
life for hair

 

Watermans’ hair growth Grow Me 

Shampoo and Conditioner is sulfate 

and paraben free, and is made in the 

UK for men and women. 

Grow Me Shampoo and Conditioner 

stimulates hair re-growth, increases 

hair density and natural DHT blockers 

for hair loss prevention. Watermans’ 

Hair Growth Shampoo and 

Conditioner are not only designed to 

make your hair grow and feel thicker, 

it’s made to help with underlying, 

undiagnosed scalp problems and 

hormonal imbalances that can cause 

hair loss.

Roll back time and give your hair 

a kiss of life.

Search Amazon’s No 1 best-selling shampoo 

and conditioner, Watermans Grow Me® 

Shampoo and Watermans Condition Me® 

Conditioner. Buy direct with the 20 per cent 

off code “esqu20” at watermanshair.com

For teeth that sparkle
 

Teeth will dazzle with Janina Ultra White! The unique combination of natural fruit enzymes from pineapple and papaya safely 

whitens teeth without harming delicate tooth enamel. The clinically proven low abrasion formula, Janina Ultra White Toothpastes, 

Foam and Spray effectively remove stubborn surface stains from coffee, tea, nicotine and red wine for visibly whiter teeth.

For more intensive whitening, Janina Maxiwhite Whitening Strips and Janina Maxiwhite Professional Teeth Whitening Pre-Filled 

Trays, provide safe and effective teeth whitening in the comfort of your own home — without the use of harsh ingredients or abrasives 

such as hydrogen peroxide.

For more information, visit janina.com   

The range is available to purchase from Boots, RRP from £10
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Photograph by Simon Emmett

A      Alfred Dunhill +44 20 7853 4440 

dunhill.com 

Asos asos.com 

B  Belstaff +44 20 7495 5897  

belstaff.co.uk 

Bottega Veneta +44 20 7838 9394 

bottegaveneta.com 

Breitling +44 20 7499 8596 

breitling.com 

Brunello Cucinelli  

+44 20 7287 4347  

brunellocucinelli.com 

Burberry +44 20 7980 8425 

burberry.com

C  Canali canali.com 

Cartier +44 20 7408 5700  

cartier.co.uk 

Coach +44 20 3141 8901 

uk.coach.com 

Cos cosstores.com

D  David Beckham for H&M  

+44 344 736 9000 hm.com 

Debenhams debenhams.com 

Dior Homme +44 20 7172 0172 

dior.com 

Dolce & Gabbana  

+44 20 7495 9250  

dolcegabbana.com

E Ermenegildo Zegna zegna.com 

G  Gant +44 20 7042 9680  

gant.co.uk 

Gieves & Hawkes  

+44 20 7432 6403 

gievesandhawkes.com 

Givenchy by Riccardo Tisci  

+44 800 044 5417  

givenchy.com 

Gucci +44 20 7235 6707 gucci.com

H  H&M +44 344 736 9000 hm.com  

Hackett hackett.com 

Harrods harrods.com 

House of Fraser  

houseoffraser.co.uk

J  J Crew +44 808 234 3686  

jcrew.com 

Jaeger +44 845 051 0063  

jaeger.co.uk  

Jimmy Choo +44 20 7495 8007 

jimmychoo.com 

JM Weston +44 20 7629 9494 

jmweston.fr 

John Lewis +44 345 604 9049 

johnlewis.com 

John Varvatos at selfridges.com 

L  Lanvin lanvin.com 

Levi’s +44 20 7292 2500 levi.com 

Louis Vuitton +44 20 7399 4050 

louisvuitton.co.uk 

M  Marks & Spencer Autograph 

+44 333 014 8000  

marksandspencer.com 

Marks & Spencer Blue Harbour   

marksandspencer.com 

Marks & Spencer  

Limited Edition  

marksandspencer.com 

Moncler O moncler.com 

Montblanc montblanc.com 

Mr Hare mrhare.com 

N  Next +44 333 777 8000 

next.co.uk 

O Oliver Spencer +44 20 7269 6444 

 oliverspencer.co.uk 

P  Prada +44 20 7647 5000 prada.com 

Pretty Green +44 845 539 2109 

prettygreen.com 

R  Richard James +44 20 7434 0605 

richardjames.co.uk 

River Island +44 344 576 6444 

riverisland.com 

Russell & Bromley  

+44 20 7499 2621 

russellandbromley.co.uk

S  Saint Laurent ysl.com 

Salvatore Ferragamo  

+44 20 7629 5007 ferragamo.com 

Sandro uk.sandro-paris.com 

Selfridges +44 800 123 400 

selfridges.com 

Sunspel sunspel.com 

Superdry +44 333 321 2222  

superdry.com

T  Tag Heuer tagheuer.co.uk 

Tiger of Sweden  

tigerofsweden.com 

Timberland +44 800 023 2478 

timberland.co.uk 

Tod’s +44 20 7493 2237 tods.com 

Topman +44 344 984 0265  

topman.com 

Topman Design topman.com

V  Valentino valentino.com 

Victorinox victorinox.com 

Vivienne Westwood 

viviennewestwood.com

Z Zara +44 800 030 4238 zara.com 

Jude Law wears brown virgin wool 

Coram jacket, £310; brown virgin 

wool pleated trousers, £170, both 

by Oliver Spencer. White cotton 

oxford shirt, £105, by Sunspel. 

Brown leather double monk strap 

shoes, £425, by Mr Hare
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No 63 
 

 

£2,170

prada.com

Prada peacoat
 

The humble peacoat has been notably absent from the world’s runways over the 

past few winters. The double-breasted style — originally worn by sailors — was 

overlooked in favour of slouchy bombers, oversized greatcoats and puffa jackets. 

But now, thanks to Prada, the peacoat is making a comeback. This particular 

piece, part of the Italian fashion house’s autumn/winter ’16 collection, features  

a detachable collar, and dark denim patches on the sleeves. Fitting neatly with 

Miuccia Prada’s theme for the collection — romantic and steeped in historical 

references — it wasn’t only the coats that carried a nautical edge, as accessories 

included sailor hats and oversized carabiner-style key chains. However, should 

you find yourself all at sea this winter, this peacoat is the perfect place to start.






