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Anuj Choudhry explores 
Paris and its prints.  

By Susi Belianska

168
Printed in Paris
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TO BREAK THE RULES,
YOU MUST FIRST MASTER
THEM.

THE VALLÉE DE JOUX. FOR MILLENNIA A HARSH, 

UNYIELDING ENVIRONMENT; AND SINCE 1875 THE 

HOME OF AUDEMARS PIGUET, IN THE VILLAGE OF 

LE BRASSUS. THE EARLY WATCHMAKERS WERE 

SHAPED HERE, IN AWE OF THE FORCE OF NATURE 

YET DRIVEN TO MASTER ITS MYSTERIES THROUGH 

THE COMPLEX MECHANICS OF THEIR CRAFT. STILL 

TODAY THIS PIONEERING SPIRIT INSPIRES US TO 

CONSTANTLY CHALLENGE THE CONVENTIONS OF 

FINE WATCHMAKING.

DELHI
KAPOOR WATCH CO.
243-A EMPORIO MALL 1ST FLOOR TEL: (9111) 4676 7777
MUMBAI
TIME AVENUE
189 TURNER RD TEL: (9122) 2651 5858
AUDEMARSPIGUET.COM

ROYAL OAK 
CHRONOGRAPH
IN YELLOW GOLD
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Letter
from the 

Editor

 afew months ago when I visited Kolkata for the launch of 
designer duo Shantanu & Nikhil’s new menswear store, 
I was hectored by locals inquisitioning me about why its 
citizens didn’t feature on GQ’s pages more often. I was taken 
aback – then countered that the winners list of the 2015 Men 

of the Year awards was stacked with native sons: Leander Paes, Sabyasachi 
Mukherjee and ITC head honcho YC Deveshwar. I even facetiously slipped 
in Rahul Bose, who recently revealed on Twitter that he’s checked into the 
Taj Bengal over � fty times, as well as our Agony-Esctasy Uncle columnist and 
La Martiniere old boy, Suhel Seth. Yet despite my attempted riposte, I knew 
there was truth to their charge. 

Suitably provoked, we set up a Gentlemen’s Club roundtable conversation 
in Kolkata, inviting a group of interesting GQ men to weigh in on their city: the 
perils, the joys, the challenges, the past, the future and the opportunities – all 
over a bottle of � ne whisky. If you haven’t been to Kolkata recently, this feature 
serves as an insightful city guide, presenting the once-imperial city through 
the lens of GQ gentlemen, from the hyper-local to its position within the global 
context. For instance, did you know that Kolkata’s consumer economy is 
buttressed by hundreds of the wealthiest Bangladeshi families who � ock to the 
city in droves for whirlwind shopping sprees?

Spurred by the quality of this story, we’ve decided to roll out the Gentlemen’s 
Club series across India this year. Next month we go to Jaipur, and the following 
one to Hyderabad. And since we’re on the road, who knows where our journey 
will take us: we may even land up in Chandigarh or Ludhiana – where I suspect 
not a drop of our whisky will be wasted.

CHE KURRIEN
Editor

not a drop of our whisky will be wasted.

CHE KURRIENCHE KURRIEN









  

CONTRIBUTORS

 SUSI BELIANSKA

WHO: Photographer. Instagram @susibelianska
WHAT: Puts the City of Love into fashion focus, 
page 168
PARIS, JE T’AIME: There was something otherworldly 
about shooting Anuj Choudhry at the Moulin Rouge at 
night. It’s got a magical, intriguing air about it, and the 
character that came out of these shots was spot-on.

 VIVEKANANDA NEMANA

WHO: Writes on obscure topics. 
Twitter @vnemana 
WHAT: Uncovers Andhra’s illegal 
cockfi ghting ring, page 162
FIRST CAME THE EGG: I knew cockfi ghting 
was big in AP’s East Godavari district, 
so I went about fi nding characters the 
old-fashioned way: by reaching out to 
family and friends of friends. I fi rst met 
Vijay, who’s been fi ghting cocks for over 
50 years, at his fl at in Hyderabad. He 
offered me a glass of Rémy Martin and 
showed me a slideshow of his birds 
from previous years. He was incredibly 
passionate about it.

 ANISH BHATT

WHO: Founder of Instagram sensation @WatchAnish
WHAT: Brings his perspective to GQ’s SIHH watch 
special, page 127
A-LISTER: The H. Moser & Cie Swiss Alp watch is 
a really alternative swipe on the Apple Watch and 
smartwatch trend, and I appreciated the humour as well 
as the craftsmanship in the piece. 

 HARSHO MOHAN 
CHATTORAJ

WHO: Graphic novelist, illustrator, 
storyboard artist. Twitter @harshomohan
WHAT: Illustrates “A day at the cockfi ghts”, 
page 162
UNLEASH THE TALONS: It’s fascinating 
how these deadly cockfi ghts start off. 
The cocks will mildly peck at each other 
in a jovial way, but that’s more than 
enough to incite their inner, pumped-up 
Wolverines. Which leads to a fi ght to 
the death. It’s amazing, gruesome and 
incredibly weird.
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 BEN WATTS

WHO: Photographer. Instagram @wattsupphoto 
WHAT: “Body Issues”, starring Cristiano Ronaldo and Alessandra Ambrosio, page 116
READY, SET…: We hit the ground running for this shoot – everyone was on a very tight 
schedule, especially Cristiano. Which only made the energy during the short time we 
had with him more electric.
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A CLASS APART
WHAT: A private watch collectors’ event 
hosted by Vacheron Constantin 
WHERE: Lukshmi Villas Palace, Vadodara
The world’s oldest Swiss watchmaker 
recently showcased some of its most 
iconic timepieces, including rare watches 
from the Historiques, Patrimony and 
Malte collections, at an intimate gathering 
hosted by Maharaja Samarjitsinh & 
Maharani Radhikaraje Gaekwad at the 
historic Lukshmi Villas Palace. Cricketers 
and royalty mingled and chatted over 
drinks and hors d’oeuvres before making 
their way upstairs to the Aaina Hall to 
feast on royal Sailana cuisine, including 
gosht ka halwa. 

HH Radhikaraje Gaekwad, Yusuf Pathan 
& Vacheron Constantin’s Rishab Suresh

Riddhirajsinh of Danta, Bhavna Kumari, Karamveersinh 
of Jambughoda & Divyajyoti Kumari of Danta

The Hathi Hall

Vacheron Constantin timepieces on display

Royce’ chocolates and bespoke cigars capped off the evening

Irfan Pathan

The 126-year-old Lukshmi Villas Palace

Devina Kumari &
Yograjsinh of Mandsa

Sweta & 
Anurag Maheshwari

HH Samarjitsinh
Gaekwad

Smita Jatia, Anubha
& Abhishek Tapuriah

HH Alaukikaraje of Jasdan with
Chhaya Momaya & Kiran Sippy











LOCATION,
LOCATION

EDITED BY NIDHI GUPTA EVERYTHING YOU NEED TO DO THIS MONTH

� TV 
� TRAVEL
� FILM
� MUSIC
� ART
� DATING
� HUMOUR

Danny 
Rayburn from 
Bloodline; 
(below) the 
Florida Keys

Call it fanscaping, set-jetting or whatever lame pun you come up with – there’s a reason pop culture-
inspired travel has been a thing for a while now; more precisely, since Lord Of the Rings did for New 

Zealand tourism what Brancott Estate’s best vineyards and Stephen Fleming couldn’t. Because now you 
can discover, for yourself, the real places – the landscapes, jungles, castles and beaches – that piqued your 
curiosity while that CGI-enhanced murder dragged out on screen. Here, three location vacations that should 

be on your radar. Because FOMO, YOLO – and honestly, aren’t you bored of Netfl ix & Chill yet? 

APRIL 2016  — 47

LOCATION

WHERE: SOUTH FLORIDA, USA
BECAUSE: BLOODLINE
FOR: THE IDEAL BEACH VACATION
Yes, the Rayburn Mansion is a phat piece of real estate – but wouldn’t it be nicer 
without those spoiled, fucked-up Rayburns bloodying up the whole place? In real 
life, it’s actually the serene Moorings Village & Spa on Islamorada, one of the islands 
that make up the Florida Keys, and a far cry from the pomp and bling of Miami. Also 
worth a visit is the Long Key State Park, a jetty’s ride from ground zero. One look 
at the teal waters and lush mangroves might just help you forget what John did 
there. For sundowners, head to either the Caribbean Club or the grungier Alabama 
Jack’s (a pub that’s been around since 1947) on Islamorada – yes, they’re totally real. 
Bartender talk? “Danny totally had it coming, amiright” might be a good start. 
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FROM THE MOVIES

WHERE: Wadi Rum, Jordan
BECAUSE: After shooting 
The Martian in this red desert, 
Ridley Scott declared that it 
must be designated the eighth 
wonder of the world. 
’Nuff said. 

WHERE: Skeleton Coast, 
Namibia
BECAUSE: Namibia’s crimson 
sand dunes, dried-up riverbeds 
and empty open cast mines 
were perfect stand-ins for the 
post-apocalyptic Australia of 
Mad Max: Fury Road – and 
mankind’s future, most likely.

WHERE: Satpura jungles, 
Madhya Pradesh
BECAUSE: While Jon 
Favreau’s live action animation 
was shot in a little studio in 
downtown LA (CGI FTW!), you 
might as well take this chance 
to relive Kipling’s Jungle Book 
in a, er, real forest.

TV/ TRAVEL

WHERE: COLOMBIA, 
SOUTH AMERICA
BECAUSE: NARCOS
FOR: THE PABLO 
ESCOBAR SHOW

You know a TV show 
has done its job when 
it manages to convert 
a notorious criminal, 
responsible for ruining 
an entire generation of 
Americans by way of 
cocaine, into a veritable 
national treasure. 

Narcos, along with the 
2015 Benecio del Toro fi lm 
Paradise Lost, has certainly 
set Colombia sizzling – and 
not in the violent, bloody 
way that El Patron did in 
the Seventies. Medellin, 
the erstwhile home of the 
drug kingpin, has at least 
three different companies 
running “historical” tours, 
with pitstops at El Catedral, 
the “prison” Escobar built 
for himself; the Monaco 
building, which was 
bombed by his enemies in 
1988 in an assassination 
attempt; and Escobar’s 
grave in the heart of 
the city. 

Meanwhile, Hacienda 
Napoles, Escobar’s 
headquarters and luxury 
estate up in Antioquia, 
is now a theme park, 
complete with hippos and 
giant dinosaur installations, 
a museum and his private 
car collection. 

And you thought the 
Ambanis were lavish.

Pablo Escobar in 
Narcos; (below) DEA 
agents Steve Murphy 
and Javier Pena; (right) 
The Metrocable in 
present-day Medellin
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WHERE: NEW MEXICO, USA
BECAUSE: CURRENTLY, 
BETTER CALL SAUL
FOR: THE REAL JIMMY McGILL
AND WALTER WHITE FANS
Any time anyone in Hollywood wants a vast, 
unoccupied stretch of arid land on which to 
crash a spacecraft/land a transformer/fi ght a 
superhero/abandon an astronaut, they turn to 
the wild topography of New Mexico’s desert. 
When it comes to real-life, very human struggles 
on this planet, such as that of Saul Goodman 
or Walter White, the spotlight falls on the 
southwestern state’s largest city, Albuquerque. 
When you aren’t gazing fondly upon the homes 
of Walter, Mike, Jesse or Chuck (Saul’s elder 
brother), or searching for The Candy Lady to 
score some “meth rock”, grab some guacamole 
at Loyola’s, Denny’s or Garduno’s, or hit Arno’s 
(the German-American club in real-life) and 
cross your fi ngers that you’ll catch Slippin’ 
Jimmy in action. And if you get caught drinking 
and driving, you know who to call. 

Jimmy McGill and Kim Wexler in Better 
Call Saul S2; (left) the spot in Albuquerque 

where White and Pinkman sold meth
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music

They’ve made movies out of board games, action figures and obscure TV shows, 
so it was only a matter of time before Hollywood got around to classic albums. 
And Straight Outta Compton was so good, we started rifling through our record 
collection and wondering which Hall Of Fame records would make killer movies

Hollywo d
Straight Outta

1989 
 Joseph Kahn

THE ALBUM: Taylor 
Swift’s post-country pop 
juggernaut. Perhaps you’ve 
heard of it.
THE PITCH: It’s The 
Umbrellas Of Cherbourg-
meets-TV’s Nashville! 
In this jukebox musical, 
spunky singer-songwriter 
Taylor (Léa Seydoux) leaves 
Nashville for New York City, 
falls hard for a boy-band 
pinup (Robert Pattinson) 
and makes a frenemy of 
Katy Perry (Lizzy Caplan). 
To keep the good-girl faith 
in pop’s fast lane, she’ll 
need all the help she 
can get.

WISH YOU 
WERE HERE 

 Stephen Frears

THE ALBUM: English 
prog-rock gods Pink Floyd’s 
1975 follow-up to The Dark 
Side Of The Moon and tribute 
to troubled original frontman, 
Syd Barrett.
THE PITCH: Academy-
bait tearjerker, with acid 
flashbacks. Seven years after 
Barrett’s deteriorating mental 
state forces Roger Waters 
(Adam Driver) and David 
Gilmour (Taylor Kitsch) to 
kick him out of the band, an 
almost unrecognizable Syd 
(a Method-fat Michael Cera) 
turns up during the “Wish You 
Were Here” sessions, stirring 
up memories of his decline 
and fall.

LEGEND 
 Phil Lord and 

Chris Miller

THE ALBUM: The 
15-times-platinum Bob 
Marley greatest-hits 
collection, without which 
no dorm room is ever 
complete.
THE PITCH: It’s Hot 
Tub Time Machine-meets-
The Harder They Come! 
When stoners Jesse 
(Jaden Smith) and Sam 
(Asa Butterfield) attempt 
to turn a halogen lamp 
into a weed vaporizer, 
they accidentally invent 
time travel. Everything 
is jammin’ until they 
stumble upon a 1976 CIA 
plot to assassinate Bob 
Marley (Lenny Kravitz).

STREET SURVIVORS 
 David Gordon Green

THE ALBUM: The Lynyrd Skynyrd album recorded before a 1977 plane crash killed lead singer 
Ronnie Van Zant, guitarist Steve Gaines and backup singer Cassie Gaines.

THE PITCH: It’s Almost Famous-meets-The Buddy Holly Story. When a legendary southern rock band 
led by Van Zant (Charlie Hunnam) finds itself in need of a third guitarist, Cassie (Jennifer Lawrence) 

recommends her brother Steve (Nicholas Hoult). But a charter flight from Greenville to Baton Rouge is 
about to turn Steve’s unlikely success story into a tragedy.
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TAKE CARE 
 Steven Soderbergh

THE ALBUM: Drake’s navel-gazing, hater-
silencing 2011 mega-hit.
THE PITCH: Remember Locke, the Tom 
Hardy movie where it’s just him driving 
for 85 minutes, trying to hold together his 
exploding marriage and career with nothing 
but a cellphone? This is like that, except it’s 
two hours of Drake (Jussie Smollett) “running 
through the 6” (film-maker-friendly Toronto, 
that is!) in a Bentley Mulsanne while listening 
to upset voicemails from all the girls he’s loved. 
Self-indulgent and improbably compelling, just 
like most of Drake’s stuff.

EXILE ON MAIN ST 
 Martin Scorsese

THE ALBUM: Hounded by personal demons 
and British tax collectors, the Rolling Stones hide 
out in the South of France and emerge with an 
album as torn and frayed as they feel.
THE PITCH: Upstairs, the Villa Nellcôte is 
a never-ending cocktail hour where Mick (Ben 
Whishaw) mingles with artists and criminals alike; 
down in the basement, Keith (Andrew Garfield) 
is making some of the greatest music of his life 
while sliding into heroin addiction with Anita 
Pallenberg (Elle Fanning). It’s the best of times, it’s 
the worst of times – and that’s before the French 
police show up.

NO STRINGS ATTACHED 
 David O Russell

THE ALBUM: ‘NSyNc’s 2000 sophomore album – c’mon, it’s basically their Rubber Soul.
THE PITCH: Paul Giamatti brings his Unscrupulous Rock Svengali Figures trilogy to a close 

with a magnetic performance as Lou Pearlman, the former blimp salesman whose Orlando 
boy-band factory gave the world ‘NSyNc, the Backstreet Boys and a slew of other TRL-era 

pop replicants – almost all of whom later sued Pearlman for fraud.

MAGGOT BRAIN 
 F Gary Gray

THE ALBUM: Before Funkadelic 
begat P-Funk, they made this 1971 
psychedelic masterpiece.
THE PITCH: It’s the story of 
a funk legend and his friendship 
with the greatest guitarist you’ve 
probably never heard of. Everything 
changes for New Jersey teenager 
Eddie Hazel (rapper Future, in 
his movie debut) when George 
clinton (Kevin Hart) taps him as a 
backup guitarist for his soul band, 
the Parliaments. Soon the backup 
band discovers Marshall stacks and 
morphs into Funkadelic, the first 
black acid-rock group – and Hazel 
begins spiralling towards his doom.

RUMOURS 
 Paul Thomas Anderson

THE ALBUM: Fleetwood Mac’s Seventies rock landmark.
THE PITCH: A huge rock band enters the studio to begin 
work on a new album – only, nobody’s on speaking terms. 

christine McVie (Elizabeth Banks) and her husband, John 
(Bret McKenzie), have just split up; Lindsey Buckingham 

(Jason Segel) and Stevie Nicks (Zooey Deschanel) are about 
to. can Mick Fleetwood (Will Ferrell) hold the band together 

long enough to finish 11 tracks? Will a superabundance of 
high-quality cocaine help? (Spoiler alert: yes, no.)
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LIVE THROUGH THIS 
 Jared Leto

THE ALBUM: Hole frontwoman Courtney Love goes pop on her own terms, with an 
album of catchy, scabrous songs so undeniable even the death of Kurt Cobain the same 
week couldn’t overshadow it.
THE PITCH: Jared Leto stars as Courtney Love in a bizarre unauthorized biopic written 
and directed by Jared Leto. Questioned about the project during a Thirty Seconds To Mars 
press conference in Shanghai, Leto admits, “I’m not sure why I did this – even by my 
standards, it was a terrible idea, and I’m ashamed that I did it.” Leto subsequently becomes 
the first director ever to take his name off a movie he wrote, directed and starred in.

MY BEAUTIFUL DARK TWISTED FANTASY 
 Kanye West

THE ALBUM: The one after 808s & Heartbreak.
THE PITCH: In an intense Bergman-esque drama written and directed by Kanye West, a 

troubled genius goes into a tailspin after his mother dies and his drunken misbehaviour at an 
awards show turns him into a meme. He sequesters himself in Hawaii with a handpicked team 

of collaborators – but can he conquer grief, self-doubt and South Park parodies to make his 
masterpiece? Through the magic of CGI, Kanye West plays everyone – Rick Ross, Bon Iver, Nicki 

Minaj, Amber Rose, the topless swan lady from the “Runaway” short film and Taylor Swift – except 
for Kanye West, who’s played by Leonardo DiCaprio.
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ENTER THE ZENANA

why the royal families of India, 
with all their wealth, power and 
eccentricities, have always been 
so fascinating.  

Tasveer’s tenth-anniversary 
exhibition has a different take: 
Instead of yet another tome 

dedicated to kings, vintage cars 
and estates, curators Abhishek 
Poddar and Nathaniel Gaskell 
present a stunning photo 
exhibition and book about the 
unsung “better halves” who lived 
equally fabulous lives behind the 
proverbial (and literal) veil.

Take, for example, Indira Devi 
of Cooch Behar in a Marilyn 
Monroe-esque shot; her daughter 
Gayatri Devi in jodhpurs atop a 
horse at the Hustings; Rajkumari 
Tillotama Raje Bhonsle of 
Sawantwadi posing with her 
kill. Read of all-female courts, 
of dining rooms modelled as 
aviaries, of whole rooms going 
quiet when these women walked 
in because of their legendary 
beauty, of powerful alliances, 
even-handed governance and 
mingling with the swish set in 
London and Paris. 

Prepare to be awed by their 
majesty of course, but also to 
lament the utter banality of the 
modern-day selfie as a form 
of portraiture. How’s that for 
#WCW?

Maharanis: Women Of Royal India is showing April 15-24 at 
NID, Ahmedabad. The photobook, published by Mapin, is on 
sale for 3̀,950 at major retailers and online booksellers

R emember the Maharaja 
of Bharatpur who bought 
out an entire Rolls-Royce 

showroom in London in the late 
19th century, only to use the cars 
as garbage trucks? Stuff of legend, 
that; and just one example of 

PHOTOGRAPHY

tasveer gallery’s maharanis: Women of royal india zooms in on 
the lives of the queens of india’s erstwhile princely states

maharani 
gayatri devi 
on her horse; 
(above) Kanchi 
Bada maharani 
Balkumari devi 
rana of nepal

rajkumari 
shrimati 

tillotama raje 
Bhonsle of 

sawantwadi, 
later rani 

hemalata raje 
sahiba of Jind
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humour

 S he says, “I think my iPhone  
is broken.”

He says, “You don’t have  
an iPhone.”

And he says, “You’re killing me.”
She says she doesn’t know why he has to 

be so condescending about this sort of stuff, 
and he says he’s sorry, but it’s just not an 
iPhone, and it’s really confusing when she 
calls it one, and she says but he wasn’t really 
confused, though, was he, and he says, oh, 
never mind, what’s wrong with it, anyway?

“It’s not doing the thingy,” she says.
“Righto,” he says, carefully. 
“It won’t send,” she says. “There’s not 

enough wireless. The apps are fine, but  
not working.”

This could be dangerous, he thinks. So 
he asks if she’s tried to fix it. 

“I’m too busy,” she says. “I’ll have to go 
to the Apple shop.”

“That’ll take even longer,” he says. 
“I don’t mind waiting,” she says. “I’ll 

have a bit of peace and quiet. Check  
my emails.”

“On what?” he wants to say, but he 
doesn’t have the nerve. Plus, he feels it’s 

in the battle of the sexes, 
digital savvy will only get you 
so far. nowhere, to be exact
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important that he point out she can’t go to 
the Apple shop, which is for Apples. She 
needs to go to Nehru Place. 

She says, “Isn’t that for pirated DVDs?”
He says, “I feel like you only say these 

things to upset me.”
And she says, “I feel like you do.”
He’s pretty sure he could fix it. The 

thought of her walking around with a 
poorly configured smartphone in her pocket 
upsets him. Or anybody doing this, really. 
Sometimes, on the bus, he starts thinking 
about how many of his fellow passengers 
have their Gmail set up as a POP3 account, 
and starts feeling so edgy he has to get off 
and walk. He couldn’t possibly tell her this. 
He genuinely fears it might stop her from 
fancying him.

“So do you want me to have a look?”  
he says.

“Who do you think I’ve been texting?” 
she says.

“Excuse me?” he says.
“Nothing,” she says, quite quickly. 
“That thing you just said…” he says. 
“Forget it,” she says. “But no. No, I 

don’t want you to have a look. And I’m not 
hiding anything. It’s just, there’s nothing 
less attractive than a man trying to fix  
your phone.” 

This was his fear. Although, also, he 
wonders if it can possibly be true for 
George Clooney fixing Amal’s phone, say. 
Surely that would be quite sexy.

“Yeah,” he says. “But mechanics are sexy, 
aren’t they?” 

“You fancy mechanics?” she says.

“No,” he says, and then he remembers 
Kylie Minogue, and the way that, in 
Neighbours, her character worked in a 
garage. “Well, not usually. But fixing a 
phone is the same thing, really. Isn’t it?”

She says, “Wouldn’t work in a porno.”
He says, “I beg your pardon?”
She says, “Nothing.” 
And he says, “I’m really beginning 

to wonder what you do with your 
smartphone.”

Then he says, “Would it make a 
difference if I was George Clooney?”

And she says, “What?” 
He says, “Would I be allowed to fix 

your phone if I was George Clooney?”
And she says, “What?”
He says it’s a serious question. If a man 

fixing a smartphone is so damn unsexy, 
does that mean fixing a smartphone 
would be enough to make George 
Clooney unsexy? Or is George Clooney 
so sexy that he could fix Amal Clooney’s 
smartphone and still be sexy afterwards? 
In a nutshell, is his own problem really 
that he’s good at fixing smartphones?  
Or is it that he’s not George Clooney?

“I’m not seeing him as a mechanic,” 
she says.

“In one of your pornos?” he says. 
“Niche,” she says. 
Then she says, “Anyway, I bet Amal 

fixes his smartphone.” 
“She’s an international lawyer,” he 

says. “So she’s probably too busy.”
She says, “Like me.”
And he says, very firmly, “Yes.” 

He 
said,
She 
said





festivals

Powering every Jesus-posing tween millionaire DJ is usually an 
audacious stage. Here are some worth the trip alone

base effect

 Alfa Future 
People  
A massive futuristic stage 
with a hollow-eyed head at 
its heart, a DJ booth in its 
mouth, crazy laser lights, 
3D zones and a virtual 
reality platform make this 
festival’s line-up almost 
irrelevant. Which is saying 
a lot, since this year’s 
headliners include Dimitri 
Vegas & Like Mike and 
Axwell ^ Ingrosso.
On July 22-24 at Bolshoe 
Kozino, Russian Federation

 Sensation White  
Budweiser Sensation’s stage at its India debut last month 
was arguably the most exciting thing we’ve witnessed 
this festival season. Gachibowli Stadium in Hyderabad 
transformed into the Pleasure Dome for an evening, with 
mammoth, skimpily clad inflatable dolls; dancers in top 
hats and pink feather skirts swinging from eight massive, 
LED light-studded extendable metal arms; unending 
pyrotechnics; and a line-up featuring resident spinner Mr 
White, Lost Frequencies, Axwell, Afrojack and Laidback 
Luke – who also played that Sunny Leone item number 
from Ragini MMS 2. This is what it takes to make a banging 
marathon dance session, as the 15,000+ white-draped 
festival junkies swarming about the stadium would attest 
to. And it wasn’t just the DJ booth that wowed the punters: 
At the Bud Hotel, there were pre-party brunches featuring 
chef Aditya Bal’s burgers and DIY beer cocktails, and after 
parties that lasted until brunch. If we’ve succeeded in giving 
you #FOMO, worry not: It’s all back next year.
Sensation’s Pleasure Dome heads to Moscow on June 18 
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 Time Warp  
For 22 years, Time Warp has 
been Techno Central. And not 
just because it gets the best 
German beatsmiths behind 
the console; it’s also how 
the organizers convert bare, 
crumbling warehouses into caves 
of wonder, laser lights bouncing 
off elaborately decorated ceilings. 
Basically, look up even when 
Solomun or Richie Hawtin are 
playing – that’s where the real 
action is.
On April 2 in Mannheim, Germany

 Arcadia Spectacular  
Arcadia Spectacular is an analogue rendition of 
Hollywood’s worst apocalyptic nightmares, in which a 
giant spider made of recycled military and industrial 
hardware hulks over the masses. Except, this one’s 
benign: Within its web, EDM greats like Skream, Mickey 
Pearce, Benton & Chucky, Foreign Beggars and Groove 
Armada will be spinning yarns of bass. 
At Glastonbury Festival every night, June 22-26
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THE BOTTOM LINE
If non-monogamy is something 
you and your signifi cant other 
have a mutual interest in – not 
just something you bring up 
while she rolls her eyes – then 
maybe three’s company. Start 
by reading books like More 
Than Two by Franklin Veaux 
and Eve Rickert and checking 
out apps like 3nder. 

DATING

SHOULD YOU T RY AN

PEN RELATIONSHIP
WHY YOU’RE 
HEARING ABOUT IT
Open relationships have shed their 
swinging Sixties caricature, gaining 
acceptance from a new generation that 
views traditional marriage as antiquated 
and believes in more fl uidity around 
sex. In the United States, between 1.2 
million and 2.4 million have tried some 
form of non-monogamy, according 
to Psychology Today; and the media 
has eagerly given these adherents a 
platform, especially in fi lm and on TV, 
like Frank and Claire’s “unconventional” 
marriage on House Of Cards. Don’t 
expect to see a lot more of this on 
Indian Netfl ix, but we’re here to help.  

THE BIG PROMISE
Um, do we really have to say it? Of course, 
practitioners argue that sexual freedom 
is secondary to the personal growth that 
comes from negotiating multiple emotional 
connections (suuuuure it is). While 
polyamory is just beginning to be studied, 
some of those “in the lifestyle” report that 
they are happier, have better sex and are 
better communicators than they would be if 
they were monogamous.

HOW IT WORKS
Open relationships, non-monogamy and 
polyamory can mean different things. In 
general, the phrases “open relationships” and 
“non-monogamy” are used interchangeably; 
they signal that you can have sex outside 
of your primary partnership. Polyamory is 
more all-encompassing, allowing for sexual 
and longer-term attachments with more than 
just one person, with the possibility that 
you’d bring outsiders into the fold.

THE OPPOSITION
“People who have ventured into this 
arrangement often don’t spell out their 
expectations clearly enough, and when you 
open Pandora’s box, you experience all 
sorts of emotions. You might want to shut 
the door, but you can’t. Or you do spell out 
your expectations but can’t anticipate the 
permutations that occur.”
—MICHELE WEINER-DAVIS, marriage therapist and author of 
The Sex-Starved Marriage

WHAT THE EXPERTS SAY
“I love that this lifestyle makes it possible to 
have connections with people I would never 
dream of sharing a mortgage with.”
—DOSSIE EASTON, non-monogamist, therapist and co-author of the 
original free-love bible, The Ethical Slut

THE REAL-WORLD ACOLYTE
“Say you enjoy more aggressive, energetic 
sex, and your partner wants slower, more 
intimate sex. You’re always going to be 
at odds. But if your primary partner has 
someone who meets their needs, everyone 
mellows out.”
—TREVOR PITTS, 33, from Eugene, Oregon, who is in a non-
monogamous marriage

BACK TO THE EXPERTS
“If you don’t like talking about your 
feelings and the feelings of other people, 
you probably don’t want to be in an 
open relationship. It requires a level of 
communication that’s deep and intense and 
ongoing. Everyone thinks it’s all this sex; 
really, it’s all this talking. You’re constantly 
evaluating what love means to you, what sex 
has to do with love, what your desires are 
and what the other person’s desires are.”
—TRISTAN TAORMINO, author of Opening Up: A Guide To Creating And 
Sustaining Open Relationships

PILLOW TALK
READY TO BE MORE OPEN? HERE, A GLOSSARY OF 
TERMS TO BRUSH UP ON BEFORE YOU GET DOWN 

COMPERSION: Feeling pleased by the pleasure your 
girlfriend experiences with her other boyfriend/
girlfriend

CONSTELLATION: A polyamorous relationship with more 
than four partners

METAMOUR: Your partner’s other partner, vis à vis you 
(your wife’s boyfriend is your metamour)

V: A three-person arrangement in which one is the 
“hinge” (you might be the hinge between your wife and 
your girlfriend, but they wouldn’t have sex) W
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TV

The Queen Regent of Westeros has survived the walk of shame and weeks of captivity in a dungeon. But who 
is Cersei Lannister, really? We score an audience with her highness – but as usual, things don’t go so well

CERSEI IS THIRSTEI
(FOR YOUR BLOOD)

Your favourite journey?
Riding Jaime.  

What do you most dislike 
about your appearance?
I’m not too sure about this new 
crop cut.

What do you consider the 
most overrated virtue?
Virtue is the most overrated 
virtue. 

On what occasion do you lie?
The truth is what I make it.

Which words or phrases do 
you use most frequently?
“I will protect you.”

What do you consider your 
greatest achievement?
Mothering three beautiful 
children – with NO help from 
my whoring dead husband. Oh, 
and being the hottest widow 
in the world, as per the new 
Baelish poll. Suck on that, Dany.  

What is the quality you most 
admire in a man?
Yesmanship and navigational 
prowess. Particularly in the 
lands down under.  

What is the quality you most 
admire in a woman?
Knowing how to use what’s 
between her legs.  

What is it you most dislike?
That little weasel Tyrion. Imps 
should be exterminated. 

What do you value most in 
your friends?
Not sneaking up from behind.  

What is your motto?
Sticks and stones may break my 
bones, but I’m going to hunt 
you down and skin you alive. 

Who has been the greatest 
in� uence on you?
My mother. She taught me 
all these ways to braid my 
hair – the only useful thing 
I’ve ever learned. 

Where would you like to live?
[Arches an eyebrow] King’s 
Landing, obviously.   

If you could change one 
thing about yourself, what 
would it be?
Careful, peasant. Your queen 
is perfect and you know it. 

How would you like to die?
[Grows suspicious] Why are 
you asking me that? Who sent 
you? Tyrion?!  

If you were to die and come 
back as a person or animal, 
what would it be?
Guards!! Take her to the 
dungeons!

Game of Thrones Season 6 begins airing 
this month
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What is your idea of perfect 
happiness?
Ruling upon all of Westeros, 
united with my children and 
Jaime, the one true love of 
my life. 

What is your favourite 
occupation?
Are you trying to be funny? 
You’re boring me.   
 
What is your current state 
of mind?
I’m thirstei – that’s how you make 
a joke – and very very annoyed. 
Imagine, I still have calluses on 
my feet from that walk. They 
could’ve given me slippers, right? 

What is your greatest fear?
To have to kneel before some 
bare-footed commoner and 
beg his forgiveness. And public 
flatulence. Wine can do that 
to you.  

What historical � gure do you 
most identify with?
The White Walkers. Yes, the 
whole lot. We have a mutual 
fondness for cold-blooded 
decisions, blonde, blue-eyed 
boys and general thick-
headedness. No wait, I 
mean strong-headedness.  

Which living person do 
you most admire?
Myself.  

What is your most treasured 
possession?
My children. And my floor-
length gowns from the House of 
Clemente. Now I have to make 
do with this dirty rag. Is poverty 
couture back in fashion? 

What is the trait you most 
deplore in yourself?
Empathy. It hurts, caring 
so much. 

What is the trait you most 
deplore in others?
Inability to hold one’s liquor.  

What is your greatest 
extravagance?
Nothing yet, but there’s this 
slick GRR S7 guillotine I’ve 
been eyeing. A lot of heads 
need to roll.  
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The strange tale of Yick Sen Ling and how he 
created a Bombay institution
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NOSTALGIA

F
or Chinese migrant 
Yick Sen Ling, the years 
following the Sino-Indian 
War of 1962 were fraught 
with danger. Even though 
he’d moved to Bombay 
a quarter century earlier, 
married a Mangalorean 

girl and put down deep roots, the national mood 
was insecure and unforgiving. Many ethnic 
Chinese living across India were being rounded 
up on suspicion, then deported or dispatched 
to a remote, isolated camp in Rajasthan – akin 
to the United States’ internment of Japanese-
Americans during WWII. No one knew when the 
authorities would knock on the door, so the Lings’ 
bags stayed packed, stuffed with woollens for 
their three boys in case they were sent away at a 
moment’s notice to some desolate, hostile zone. 
“Even my mother was treated like a foreigner,” 
recalls Ling’s eldest son Nini, who is now 70.

Ling had moved to Colaba from the Canton 
province in 1937, to assist his paternal uncle 
who was running an emporium selling Chinese 
artwork, silk, curios and furniture. When 
Chairman Mao and his comrades tightened their 
grip over the mainland in 1945, they turned the 
country inward, and sealed the border. Suddenly 
there were no products to sell anymore, and 
business came to a standstill. Returning home was 
not an option; Ling despised the Communists.

At the same time, across the street from the 
emporium, the owner of one of Bombay’s � ve 
original Chinese restaurants, Nanking, was on 
the verge of throwing in the towel. Crippled by 
gambling debts, the old proprietor was looking 
to sell out. Grasping at this lifeline, Ling bought 
him out, reinventing himself overnight as a 
restaurateur. 

With searing ambition and a watchful eye, Ling 
tranformed Nanking’s fortunes. He hired Chinese 
seamen who had ported at Bombay as cooks and 
staff, introducing delicacies like honey glazed pork 
spare ribs. A cast of living crabs were presented to 
diners at their tables so they could pick out their 
crustacean of choice – a grisly spectacle by today’s 
standards but decadent and innovative at the 
time. The restaurant was soon packed, enjoying 
the patronage of several prominent Bombay 
families. The Lings moved into a commodious 
� at behind the Taj in Colaba, a stone’s throw from 
the restaurant, and the boys were admitted to the 
prestigious Jesuit-run Xavier’s School. The Lings 
had become a family of a certain standing. 

Then on a sultry Saturday at the end of 
October 1962, while Yick Sen Ling was fussing 
over his weekend guests, the Red Army launched 
offensives in Ladakh and across the McMahon 
Line, advancing over Indian troops in both 
theatres. The war was over in a month, with the 
Chinese asserting complete dominance. 

Delhi was humiliated, and soon issued an edict 
stating no citizen would patronize Chinese 
businesses. Ling was crippled. For years after, 
the young family would sit at Nanking’s entrance 
with the the doors wide open, willing customers 
to enter. The occasional foreigner walked in, but 
locals stayed away. “So many Chinese suffered 
terribly during that time, and we had to live 
the most simple of lifestyles to get through it,” 
recalls Nini. 

Yet with the passage of time, the tension 
dissipated and Nanking bounced back. 
Through the Seventies and early Eighties it was 
arguably Bombay’s leading Chinese restaurant, 
with regular customers like the Tatas and the 
Mistrys. Once a month, the � lm industry’s 
most prominent clan, the Kapoors, would drive 
in from the suburbs en masse for a languid, 
elaborate feast. The cuisine was authentic 
Cantonese and consistently excellent. The style 
of décor is what we would describe today as 
Chinoiserie, with paintings of Chinese village 
life adorning the kitschy walls. The plates and 
soup bowls had blue and red dragons painted 
on them. This was all part of the charm, and 
no one viewed the ambience with a trace of 
cynicism. In fact, the whole Nanking experience 
– replete with Chinese motifs, Mandarin-

No one did comfort Chinese 
food better than Nanking; 
(below) Proprietor Yick Sen Ling

“SO MANY 
CHINESE-
INDIANS 

SUFFERED 
TERRIBLY 

AFTER
 THE WAR”
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speaking staff and old man Ling at the till – 
immediately transported you out of India.

Yet what Yick Sen Ling did not anticipate was 
the rise of Bombay’s new rich – a � amboyant 
crowd that came of age in the hedonistic Eighties, 
all prowling around town looking to be noticed. 
Where they ate and partied really mattered. 
This brash class were instinctively drawn to the 
offerings by � ashier, hungrier entrepreneurs like 
Nelson Wang. When Wang opened China Garden 

in 1986, hosting global celebrities like Imran 
Khan and Goldie Hawn, the city had never 
seen a restaurant as opulent or seductive; 
creaky Nanking now looked like a poor cousin.  

B
y then Nanking’s 
physical decay 
had become an 
embarrassment for 
the Ling family. “The 
restaurant was in bad 
shape, a pig sty, with 
water dripping all 

over, and a wall caving in. We begged Dad 
to renovate, but he said our customers came 
for the food and easy prices – not the décor,”  
recounts Nini, “and although the space was 
being propped up by pillars and scaffolding, it 
didn’t seem to bother the die-hard fans.”  

Yick Sen Ling passed away in 1994, 
and Nanking was shuttered a year later, 
exactly half a century after the industrious 
man from Canton had put it back on its feet. 
“Till the very last day we were serving a big 
bowl of soup for 45 bucks, rice for 45, prawns 
for 60… My dad wasn’t interested in money, 
it was never the driving force. Business was 
just a part of service, of what he did, and that 
was it.” 

But the sons had families of their own, and 
wanted more, even if it meant going against 
their father’s will. So by the time Nanking 
wheezed to its end – with Indigo Deli taking its 
place – Nini and his younger brother Baba had 
launched an imperious new restaurant down 
the road called Ling’s Pavilion, which instantly 
turned into Bombay’s hottest table. 

And just like that, the Lings were back. 

NOSTALGIA

WHEN NELSON WANG 
OPENED CHINA GARDEN 
IN 1986, HOSTING GLOBAL 
CELEBRITIES LIKE IMRAN 
KHAN AND GOLDIE HAWN, 
THE CITY HAD NEVER SEEN 
A RESTAURANT AS OPULENT 
OR SEDUCTIVE; CREAKY 
NANKING NOW LOOKED 
LIKE A POOR COUSIN

(Above) Nanking’s goodwill 
helped spawn Ling’s Pavilion, 
which has become an 
institution of its own
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(Part II of this series will trace the story of Ling’s 
Pavilion. Look for it in our June issue)
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SHARE your 
questions 

for Suhel at: 
GQadvice@

condenast.in

Are you having naughty dreams about a 
pubescent? Worried about how to text 
your boss? Is your life in meltdown? Our 
jet-setting agony uncle Suhel Seth rides 
to your emotional rescue





‘Masterpiece with the Master Blender’, a set 
of unforgettable bespoke evenings, hosted 

by Chivas Regal’s Master Blender, Colin Scott

Mastering 
the blend

Chivas Regal, the world’s first luxury blended scotch, 
played host to the discerning elite with sophisticated 
evenings that showcased the art of scotch blending 
by Master Blender Colin Scott at two iconic 
properties – The Taj Mahal Palace, Mumbai and ITC 
Maurya, Delhi. In keeping with the Chivas brand 
philosophy of generosity and giving back, the 
evenings were co-hosted by Prema Sagar, who works 
relentlessly to provide world class medical care to 
underprivileged children through her trust – Genesis 
Foundation. While the art of scotch blending has long 
been restricted to master blenders, guests in both 
cities were given the opportunity to become master 
blenders for one magical night.



Both venues were aesthetically decorated with a 
theme that showcased the brand’s heritage, since its 
inception in the 19th century. These bespoke 
evenings began with conversations over scotch 
cocktails and canapes. Colin then introduced guests 
to scotch blending by presenting a variety of scotch 
malts – Speyside, Highlands, Lowlands, and Islay, 
along with grain spirits, which were artistically 
blended by each one present to create their very 
own, unique blend.



LUXURY CRUISING
THE NEW RULES OF

Once the preserve of empty nesters and retired Americans enjoying the captain’s gala dinner in black tie, the 
all-inclusive mega cruise has gotten a lot sexier. With unconventional ships, modern bars and restaurants 
helmed by the world’s trendiest chefs, offbeat routes (read: closer to home) and rooms bigger than some 

Mumbai hotels, there’s never been a better time to rock the boat
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FOUR SEASONS 
EXPLORER
by The Four Seasons

 Capacity: 22 guests
This is a liveaboard that cruises through 
the Maldives, stopping at secluded coves 
and islands for dives, snorkelling or just 
lounging on the beach. It’s a rare mix of 
adventure and luxury. Where else can you 
get off the dive boat into your fl oating 5-star 
accommodation, walk down the hall to take 
a shower and then head above deck for a 
lobster dinner under the stars?

 The Explorer Suite: The eight windows 
directly opposite the king-sized bed offer 
panoramic views of the islands.

 The highlight: If you don’t fancy diving 
into some of the world’s most sought-after 
hotspots, snorkel with a marine biologist, 
go waterskiing, wakeboarding, windsurfi ng, 
kayaking, fi shing or unwind with a massage.

 Price: On request
 Best time to go: January-April
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GET ADVENTUROUS
What’s luxury without a little thrill? 
If diving into underwater caves or 
fraternizing with piranhas and giant 
water snakes after shaking a leg in the 
club sound interesting, these are the 
cruises to sign up for.

DELFIN
by Rainforest Cruises

 Capacity: 8 guests
This boutique ship has got only four suites 
with private balconies and whirlpools, and 
takes you through Peru’s part of the Amazon 
– that dense rainforest given a bad rep by 
Hollywood. While you’re unlikely to see 
genetically malfunctioning giant anacondas 
around, you will come across fl esh-eating 
piranhas and a pink dolphin or two.

 Package includes: Unlimited pisco sours.
 The highlight: Paddleboarding on the river, 

surrounded by dense forest.
 Price: From `2,50,000
 Best time to go: December-April



THE OBEROI PHILAE
by The Oberoi
A leisurely six-night cruise between Luxor 
and Aswan (a short fl ight from Cairo) on the 
Nile, featuring the Indian hospitality giant’s 
iconic personalized service.

 Capacity: 44 guests
 The luxury suite: A 900sqft extravaganza 

whose terrace boasts a private whirlpool 
and views of the Nile. 

 The highlight: Experience 5,000 years of 
Egyptian culture from the comfort of the 
onboard cigar lounge.

 Price: From `2,25,000
 Best time to go: March-April, 

October-November

FOLLOW THE 
RIVER
The latest trend among water babies is river 
cruising. In order to navigate the sometimes-
narrow waterways, ships built for these are 
usually smaller and sleeker, accommodating 
fewer people and providing an experience 
that feels more boutique and intimate. River 
cruises also mean that most of the time you’ll 
see a changing shoreline instead of the plain 
vast ocean, providing you the opportunity to 
sightsee without leaving the boat. So that’s 
more time at the bar and less time lining up 
to see that 16th century church as soon as 
you dock. (That, and WiFi’s free.)

AQUA MEKONG
by Aqua Expeditions
Designed by Saigon-based architects, this 
one’s an artistic 5-star hotel sailing the rivers 
of Vietnam and Cambodia with 20 stylish, 
spacious suites, rainforest showers and a 1:1 
guest-to-crew ratio.

 Capacity: 40 guests
 The food: Modern South-East Asian cuisine 

from David Thompson, the Michelin-starred 
chef behind Bangkok’s Nahm and other award-
winning restaurants in Sydney and London.

 The highlights: Visit fl ooded forests and silted 
villages, accessible only by boat.

 Price: From `2,50,000
 Best time to go: November-February

IM
A

G
E
: S

H
U

T
TE

R
ST

O
C
K

 (
M

A
P

)

76 —  APRIL 2016

wardrobes, fully stocked bars that are replenished daily 
and private tubs. In fact, they can seem more like a 
� oating house party, where fellow cruisers aren’t senior 
citizens, crew members address you by name and the 
bartender prepares your favourite tipple 
without being prompted.

SILVER EXPLORER
by Silver Seas

 Capacity: 132 guests
This 12-day Arctic cruise on a small yet 
technically solid ship (built with a strengthened 
hull to push through ice fl oes) is in many ways 
the last word in luxury. A personal butler (one for each room) will 
draw you a hot bath as you drift through some of the most raw and 
secluded environs on earth. You’ll feel on top of the world, literally.

 The highlight: Explore the rare, Neolithic labyrinths of Zayatsky 
Island and investigate the maritime history of Murmansk, a 
seafaring city halfway between Moscow and the North Pole.

 Price: From `6,33,000
 Best time to go: June-August

“I would urge people to visit the Arctic: It’s far prettier than Antartica or the other 
Indian stomping ground, Alaska. My experience was with Silver Seas, and I loved 
it. Their ship is very small, so you have very few companions, and all of them are 
committed to adventure. We would get off in the middle of the Arctic Ocean, slide 
into Zodiacs and head off to the nearest glacier to look at polar bears. The fact that 

there was no nightfall made it even more sublime.” —SUHEL SETH, GQ’S AGONY UNCLE

THINK SMALL
With all the publicity surrounding the so-called “mega-ships” that 
can carry 5,000-6,000 passengers, it’s easy to ignore the sizeable 
wave of smaller, often more glamorous operators plying the 
world’s rivers and oceans. Cruises on small vessels tend to be select 
and often more luxurious, with bigger suites that include walk-in 

TRAVEL



Bringing you Italy’s 
“Dolce Vita”, Shangri-
La's - Eros Hotel, New 
Delhi welcomes you to 
its all-new bar, Grappa. 
Here’s what to expect 
from it:

Eclectic ambience 
While Grappa is named 
after one of Italy’s most 
popular drinks, the bar 
has a dynamic, casual 
and friendly vibe, 
boasting both indoor 
and outdoor seating. 
While you can enjoy 
early evening aperitifs 
on the open-air terrace 
and garden lawn, the 
warm wooden interiors 
with muted lighting and 
French windows has a 
contemporary Italian 
tone with an energetic 
yet effortless vibe.

Curators of a good time
Grappa welcomes 
international mixologist 
Mario Gonzalez Cabildo 
along with one of India's 
best home-grown 
talents, Gaurav Dhyani, 
to whip up some of the 
finest cocktails for you. 
While Cabildo brings 
his own innovative 

“Ciao” 
from the capital city 

mixology skills from 
Ibiza, Dhyani has won 
several accolades for 
his concoctions. While 
you enjoy your tipple, 
Grappa’s resident DJ 
will bring you upbeat 
sounds from the 
world’s hottest party 
destinations. 

Mesmerizing menus
Grappa offers an 
eclectic mix of the 
finest vintages and 
spirits along with hand-
crafted cocktails and 
Italian aperitifs. While 
the wine list includes 
several classics, we 
strongly recommend 

Cocktails to try
• Aged Grappa Negroni
• New York Sour Highball
• Reposado Paloma
• Walk This Day  
• La Fayette

Cicchetti - "Venetian 
Tapas"
• Bruschettas
• Spiedini - Grilled Skewers
• Small sharing plates

the cocktails. They also 
have a carefully created 
cicchetti menu, which 
includes delicious small 
plates and appetizers 
that complement your 
tipple. 
If you’re looking for a 
good time, Grappa is 
the place to head to.

operating hours: 
12:30pm to 1:00am.
address: Lobby Level, 
Shangri-La’s - Eros 
Hotel, New Delhi, 
19 ashoka Road, 
Connaught Place,
New Delhi – 110001.
Phone: +91 11 41191030. 

For more information, email grappa.slnd@shangri-la.com
or visit www.shangri-la.com

Shangri-La's - Eros Hotel, New Delhi 
opens doors to Grappa, an iconic 

Italian bar that’s pegged to become 
the hottest nightspot in the city



RENT-A-CRUISE
Don’t want to share the sea with a few thousand 
strangers? Book your own boat. From a four-person 
luxury yacht to a full-sized cruise, boat charter 
vacations have gone mainstream. And you don’t have 
to be an experienced mariner either: Companies also 
offer fully crewed options, leaving passengers with 
nothing to do except sip cocktails in the jacuzzi.

  Ocean Blue Charters offers some fi ne yachts for 
private hire in Mumbai. Take your girlfriend for a spin or 
your friends to party in the middle of the Arabian Sea.

  West Coast Marine provides luxury charters from 
Mumbai, Goa, Alibaug, the Andaman & Nicobar islands, 
Lakshadweep and even the Maldives.

From Mumbai, some of the best sailing routes go to Goa, 
Kochi, the Andamans, the Maldives, Sri Lanka and parts 
of Thailand and Malaysia. The Indian sailing season 
extends from October to May, while those who want to 
travel further can set sail to the Mediterranean from 
May to September, Australia from November to March 
and the Caribbean from late June to August. 

CRYSTAL SERENITY
by Crystal Cruises
Voted the world’s best luxury cruise line by 
Conde Nast Traveler US, the Crystal Serenity 
(which has emerged from a dramatic $52 
million makeover) will be sailing to and 
from Mumbai in 2018 on two different 
routes: The fi rst will be from Mumbai to 
Dubai (visiting Oman, Bahrain and Abu 
Dhabi) and the second from Singapore to 
Mumbai (via Kuala Lumpur, Phuket, Yangon 
and Colombo).

 Capacity: 1,080 guests
 The service: Get used to having a butler 

or attendant wheel in trolleys of cocktails 
and hors d’oeuvres every afternoon into 
your room or to one of the two tennis 
courts or outdoor pools with retractable 
glass domes.

 The highlight: Dine at master chef Nobu 
Matsuhisa’s onboard restaurant, featuring 
his signature Japanese fare with a 
Peruvian twist.

 Price: From `3,80,000
 Best time to go: March-April 2018

DON'T GO FAR
It could be that the Mediterranean 
can hold only so many tourists, or 
that there aren’t enough destinations 
to satisfy the increase in marine 
enthusiasts, but it seems like Asia 
is having a moment. Popular cruise 
liners are offering compelling 
itineraries in offbeat regions, as well 
as popular destinations you’ve never 
travelled to by sea.

 
AEGEAN ODYSSEY
by Voyages of Antiquity
The most salient feature of the Aegean 
Odyssey is not something most would 
typically think of as a “feature” at all: ancient 
world-focused itineraries, with interesting 
ports in the Arabian, Red, Aegean and 
Mediterranean seas, including Mumbai and 
Porbandar. The focus is more on destinations 
and enrichment than on providing the 
latest amenities. Which doesn’t mean you’ll 
be lacking for entertainment, between the 
several bars, cabaret theatre, internet cafe 
and spa and exercise area.

 Capacity: 378 guests
 The experience: In addition to expert guest 

lecturers, a team of history graduates come 
along to assist with the in-depth excursions.

 The highlight: The well-stocked onboard 
library curated by the experts at the Oxford-
based bookseller, Blackwell’s. 

 Price: From `1,88,000
 Best time to go: March (India and Red Sea)

“There are two kinds of cruises I lean 
towards. The fi rst, and most preferable, 
is a private rented yacht. The second 
is a diving liveaboard around the 
Andamans. The experiences with both 
are magnifi cent.” 
—NICO GOGHAVALA, RESTAURATEUR
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THE MOST SIGNIFICANT CONFERENCE FOR THE INDUSTRY
Hosted and curated by Suzy Menkes, International Vogue Editor, the Condé Nast 

International Luxury Conference is the premier event for business and creative leaders 
from the fashion and luxury industry. 500 attendees from over 30 countries will gather 

in Seoul, the hottest new luxury hub, for two days of learning, networking and discovery. 
Find out more at CNILuxury.com.

SPEAKERS INCLUDE: 

CNILuxury.com 

@CNILuxury / @SuzyMenkesVogue / CNILuxury@condenastint.com / +44 20 7152 3472

SEE THE FULL SPEAKER LIST AND FIND OUT MORE AT:

SECURE YOUR PLACE NOW AT CNILUXURY.COM 
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WRITTEN BY GAUTAM BHIMANI

A brief history of the Cricket World Cup’s most 
explosive format 

20 OVERS
AROUND THE WORLD IN

Chris Gayle salutes 
the crowd at the 
2012 WT20 semi-
fi nal against Australia



BY 2014, FINALLY, 
WITH NO CRASS 
COLONIALISM,  
NO BAGGAGE, 
THIS EDITION 

WAS TRULY, ONLY 
ABOUT CRICKET

Investors smelled pro� t, and the 
revolution was well underway. 

Sri Lanka, � nalists in the 2009 
tournament, were all set to host the 
fourth edition. From a large island 
off Europe, we moved to a tiny 
island tucked under India. There 
was a sense of seriousness starting 
to creep into the proceedings. It 
was becoming hard-fought cricket. 
But all that was undone on the � nal 

evening under a � ery red sunset in Colombo. 
Victory came not with a great stroke, a 
master catch or an unplayable ball, but via 
“Gangnam Style”. The year's viral hit was 
performed in celebration by Gayle and his 
merry band of calypso conquerors. So there 
you had it. This was one big party after all. 

Bangladesh stepped up as hosts for the 
2014 ICC World Twenty20. Strangely, with 
no baggage of crass colonialism or calypso 
capers, � nally, this edition was truly about 
only cricket. A � fth new host threw up a 
� fth new winner. And two of the game’s 
greats, Jayawardene and Sangakkara, lifted 
the trophy as they also bid farewell to the 
game. Symbolically, a new generation, 
not just in Sri Lanka, but the world over, 
looked set to take forward this next gen, 
hi-def, high-octane format into an 
uncharted era. 

It’s appropriate that this format should, 
 2016, have moved to the land of cricket’s 

undisputed superpower. It’s been a win 
for a version of the game that, in less than 
a decade, has gone from Durban to Delhi, 
evolving from a scantily-clad sideshow to a 
serious international sporting event. 

 In a corner of Johannesburg’s leafy 
suburb of Sandton lies Corlett Drive, 
a tree-lined avenue interrupted 
only by the swank entrance to the 
exclusive Wanderers Club. And one 
sultry September evening nine years 

ago, the languid silence was disrupted by 
an event that would change forever the very 
fabric of a sport. 

At the Wanderers’ iconic cricket ground, 
India were about to prevail over archrivals 
Pakistan in the inaugural ICC World 
Twenty20 � nal. It was the birth of 
the instant cricket generation. 
When the tournament began, 
India didn’t even take it seriously 
enough to � eld stars like Ganguly, 
Tendulkar or Dravid. Instead, a 
brash youngster with � owing 
locks was leading the side. It 
was just a bit of fun. But once the 
champagne corks popped, the 
trophy handed over and the team 
treated to a ticker-tape parade 
through the streets of Mumbai 48 
hours later, the world began to take 
notice. A bit.

Within a year, the tournament 
had spun a franchise-based, domestic 
version of the game. Two years later, the 
World T20 switched hemispheres and 
headed to England, cricket’s proverbial 
home. But… cricket played for just three 
hours? At night? At Lords? Blasphemy. (For 
the record, India’s neighbours in green 
made the title round again, and won.) 
Despite playing hosts, the English cocked 
a snook at the IPL, unwilling to accept 
the authenticity or viability of this oddly 
abbreviated form of their beloved, longform 
sport. To add salt to the wound, they went 
and lost, in the group stage, to 
a European nation known more for its 
hockey and football: the Oranje Army from 
Amsterdam.

For at least the next 12 months England 
hemmed and hawed. When the World T20 
travelled across the seas for a hurried third 
edition, the Caribbean setting was ideal for 
a tournament still seen more as carnival 
than competition. And then the English 
cynics began to embrace this aberration, for 
one simple reason. Their team, led by Paul 
Collingwood, went and won the damn thing. 
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Mahi celebrates India winning 
the inaugural T20 World Cup; 

(below) “Gangnam Style” is how 
the West Indies celebrate winning 
a championship; (bottom) fans are 

part of the carnival feel of T20

Investors smelled pro� t, and the 

evening under a � ery red sunset in Colombo. 

COLONIALISM,  COLONIALISM,  
NO BAGGAGE, NO BAGGAGE, NO BAGGAGE, NO BAGGAGE, NO BAGGAGE, NO BAGGAGE, 
THIS EDITION THIS EDITION 

uncharted era. 

in 2016, have moved to the land of cricket’s 
undisputed superpower. It’s been a win 
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A retrospective of our favourite shoots and vignettes

GQ’S CRICKET 
OBSESSION
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 SHIKHAR DHAWAN 
APRIL 2014

We caught Shikhar Dhawan in the middle of the 
hot streak that solidifi ed his place as a fi xture on 
India’s national team. As such, more than with 
any other cover star, I had to chase him around 
a lot, from our GQ shoot to one of the several 
commercial shoots he would do over the course 
of his three days in Bombay to sitting in on his 
morning workout with the national team’s trainer 
at the Taj Land’s End. I learned just how much 
energy these guys require even off the pitch, 
and that there was never any way I could be a 
professional athlete. Three days with Shikhar 
was tiring enough. —Dave Besseling

 SACHIN TENDULKAR 
JUNE 2009

While everyone knows that Sachin 
Tendulkar was The Man on the pitch, what 
most people don’t know is that he was a 
total pro in the studio as well. For this GQ 
cover shoot, Tendulkar brought along his 
collection of Audemars Piguet watches, 
strapping on a new one with every change 
of shot. He knew exactly which one worked 
for every look, and was cocksure about his 
choices. The man has style. —Che Kurrien



APRIL 2016  — 85

 ROHIT SHARMA 
OCTOBER 2015

When we shot Rohit Sharma for our Men of the Year special, the young 
guys from the fashion department were falling over themselves in 
excitement, and I didn’t really understand why. And then I discovered 
he was the captain of their favourite IPL team. 
—Vasundhara Sharma

 VIRAT KOHLI 
MARCH 2015

Virat Kohli is now arguably the most important player on the Indian squad, 
and even when we shot him for the cover a year ago, it took about fi ve 
minutes of him being outside a Gurgaon studio for a few stray people to 
turn into an admiring crowd – so much so that we had to take him inside to 
fi nish the shoot. The gathered fans waited under the hot Indian sun until he 
reemerged, and after he gave a few waves and sped off in his Land Rover, it 
took about 30 seconds for them all to disappear. —Dave Besseling YUVRAJ SINGH 

APRIL 2009

Yuvraj was in a frisky mood the day this shoot took place at the 
Presidential Suite of the old-world Imperial Hotel in Delhi. Not 
only did Yuvi love the camera, the clothes and overall vibe of 
the GQ set, he also fancied his suite so much that he requested to 
stay the night. —Che Kurrien
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 If you’re like us, you keep some of your most valuable possessions in your carry-on – your MacBook, Kindle, 
passport, a Dopp kit. So you want something compartmental and sturdy, yet good-looking enough to match your 
Business Class seat. Tom Ford’s all-around zip backpack can handle everything you need to haul for your fl ight and 
meetings – and then some.  

Black deerskin backpack with suede details by TOM FORD, price on request

THAT
CAN HANDLE 

YOUR LIFE
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GQ
ENDORSES

THEBACKPACK
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EDITED BY VIJENDRA BHARDWAJ & SHIVANGI LOLAYEKAR
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RAVEL
7
RULES 

THE
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Slim straight-cut jean  
should just be called  
jeans. Unlike skinnie h  
give you ample brea  
space when you’re 
sleeping and make y  
appear taller. Wear th  
with a printed polo t l 
airport style.

POLO T-SHIRT BY GAS, `4,000.
JEANS BY DIESEL, `12,800. SHO S  
PUMA, `8,500

1 SKINNY ISN  
ALWAYS SUITA

T

 OGRAPHED BY SUSHANT CHHABRIA
WRITTEN BY SHIVANGI LOLAYEKAR
S Y TANYA VOHRA

S A NG
V CK  KAUSHAL

ke that red-eye 
g mfortable as possible

INSTYLE

RAVEL

Slim straight-cut jeans 
should just be called fl ight 
jeans. Unlike skinnies, they 
give you ample breathing 

sleeping and make you 
appear taller. Wear them 
with a printed polo to nail 

4,000.
12,800. SHOES BY 

 SKINNY ISN’T 
ALWAYS SUITABLE

PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
WRITTEN BY 
STYLED BY 

STARRINGSTARRING
VICKY KAUSHALVICKY KAUSHAL

Hacks to make that red-eye 
flight as comfortable as possible

IN STYLE

TT





LOUIS VUITTON, 
PRICE ON REQUEST

GIORGIO ARMANI, 
PRICE ON REQUEST

GUCCI, PRICE ON REQUEST
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3 ROCK HEAVY METAL 

Breeze through airport 
security hell with two 
simple style tricks: slip-on 
(and off) loafers, and a 
relaxed suit. Don’t smirk 
too obviously at the 
poor schmuck wearing 
Timberlands.

SUIT BY Z ZEGNA, PRICE ON 
REQUEST. POLO -T-SHIRT BY BROOKS 
BROTHERS, `7,000. SHOES BY 
HERMÈS, PRICE ON REQUEST 

Like many travelling men around 
the world, you can opt for 
sweatpants, sneakers and a
T-shirt. While the outfi t itself is 
nothing special (just make sure it 
fi ts well), adding a key accessory 
– like this great-looking metallic 
bag – can take the whole thing 
up a notch. You’ll spot it quickly 
on the conveyer belt, too.

TROLLEY BY TUMI, PRICE ON REQUEST

2 SMART SHOES 
FOR LONG QUEUES

THE GUIDE
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4 TAKE IT EASY ON YOUR SILHOUETTE 
Once you’ve mastered the jacket-tee-jeans combo, 
break out of it once in a while and swap your denims 
for draped trousers. Pay attention to how you style 
them, though – a fi tted tee or shirt works. Or try a 
kurta with straight, striped pants. Just make sure 
you’re well-groomed, so you don’t look like the kind 
of guy who sleeps till noon.

SHIRT BY SHANTANU & NIKHIL, PRICE ON REQUEST. PANTS BY RISHTA BY 
ARJUN SALUJA,  `12,500. SANDALS BY DIOR HOMME, PRICE ON REQUEST

KURTA BY ANTAR-AGNI, `15,000. JEANS 
BY CALVIN KLEIN JEANS, `9,000. SANDALS 
BY DIOR HOMME, PRICE ON REQUEST
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5 GO BIG OR GO HOME 

7 GET THE BASICS RIGHT

6 VICKY KAUSHAL 
BREAKS IT DOWN

To hell with anyone who calls you out for 
wearing sunglasses indoors – they’re the 
perfect cover-ups after a red-eye. And 
right now we’re loving oversized Aviators.

To travel in style is to feel 
comfortable and look well put-
together. Which includes the details: 
your passport cover, cardholder, 
Dopp kit. They’re easy to buy and 
instantly noticeable. The key is to  
invest in quality leather.

Carry a jacket
“Planes are cold and the 
worst thing is catching a 
chill while you’re on board. I 
normally wear a bomber with 
a tight T-shirt and relaxed or 
ripped jeans.” 

Stay hydrated
“You never know what kind 
of food you’re going to get on 
a fl ight, so the least you can 
do is drink lots of water.”

Don’t leave home without 
headphones
“Music’s my favourite 
companion when I’m 
travelling, it helps me relax. 
It also cancels out airport and 
plane chatter.” 

BOMBER JACKET BY BURBERRY, 
`1,15,000. T-SHIRT BY CALVIN KLEIN 
JEANS, `3,000. JEANS BY DIESEL, `12,800. 
SHOES BY PUMA, `8,500  

LOUIS VUITTON , 
PRICE ON REQUEST

RAY-BAN, ̀ 8,000

WASH BAG BY PAUL SMITH, `15,000

CARD HOLDER BY TUMI, `6,000

POUCH BY DIOR HOMME, 
PRICE ON REQUEST 

ERMENEGILDO ZEGNA, `17,300 
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sports luxe

winner 
takes all
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In the world’s biggest sporting arenas, 
Louis Vuitton’s got its eye on the 
ultimate prize 

 louis Vuitton’s appetite for sport 
transcends footballers carrying a 
Damier keepall and Lewis Hamilton 
sitting front row at its men’s shows. 
The brand’s Core Value Campaign, that 
launched in 2007, featured legendary 

athletes from Muhammad Ali and Andre Agassi 
to Michael Phelps. Our favourite image from the 
campaign, shot by photographer Annie Leibovitz, 
is of football’s greatest rivals Pelé and Diego 
Maradona, together with Zinedine Zidane. Even 
the FIFA Ballon d’Or celebrations couldn’t get 
them in a room together. 

Now, Louis Vuitton’s trained its eye on the 
one thing sportsmen covet most: the illustrious 

Named after 
William Webb Ellis, 
who invented the 

rugby ball, the 
Rugby Cup has been 

around since 1987 

The original FIFA 
cup, also known 

as the Jules Rimet 
Trophy, was stolen 

and never recovered. 
The latest cup was 

designed in 1974 



“THE MORE DIFFICULT 
THE VICTORY, THE 
GREATER THE HAPPINESS 
IN WINNING.”
—PELÉ

golden trophy. The French fashion house has 
designed travel cases for the America’s Cup, 
the FIFA World Cup and the Webb Ellis Cup 
(Rugby World Cup). The obvious specs are the 
Monogram canvas and signature brass lock 
and corners. But on closer inspection, each case 
alludes to the trophy – the rich blue inner of the 
Rugby Cup’s case to match the ball; the brown 
velvet of the FIFA World Cup’s to contrast the 
green bands in the spirit of a football � eld; and 
the nautical colours of the America’s Cup painted 
on the case with precision.  

LV injects heritage into all its initiatives. And 
what binds these cases together is Asnières 
in Paris, which is the centre of Louis Vuitton’s 
Special Order service. Some of the grandest 
trunks of the world were crafted here: from the 
Maharaja of Baroda’s portable tea service to the 
African explorer Savorgnan de Brazza’s foldout 
trunk-bed. Every trunk from Asnières is made 
for travel, and the trophy cases are no different 
– the winning team will carry their prize home 
in luxury and class. Champions shouldn’t have it 
any other way. 

This timepiece is purpose-built 
for yacht racing; more specifi cally 
for the America’s Cup, in which 
yachts go bow-to-bow with each 
other. Launched in 2013, the 
Tambour Twin Chrono celebrated 
the brand’s standing as the offi cial 
timekeeper for the race that 
season. And although LV isn’t the 
partnering timekeeper for the 
next America’s Cup showdown in 
2017, the watch would still come 
in handy: When the split-seconds 
chrono is activated, the individual 
times for each yacht are captured 
on registers in the second and third 
quadrants, with the time difference 
to the fi nish line appearing in 
the register above those. Clever, 
functional and intuitive – what’s 
not to love about this watch?

Louis Vuitton 
Tambour Twin 
Chrono 

TIME TRAVEL
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The nautical colours 
of the America's Cup, 

which also happens 
to be the oldest 

original international 
sporting trophy, are 
painted on the case



THE LINE-UP

1 FLIP FLOPS BY HAVAIANAS, `1,600. 2 SHORTS BY QUIKSILVER, `4,000. 3 HAT BY LEVI’S, `1,500. 4 HEADPHONES BY 
BRAINWAVZ, `3,350. 5 ESPADRILLES BY KOOVS, `1,200. 6 ,7 DUFFEL BAG, `3,000, VEST, `900; BOTH BY JACK & JONES. 
8 SUNGLASSES BY FRENCH CONNECTION, `11,500. 9 WATCH BY SWATCH, `9,000. 10 MOISTURIZER BY TRUEFITT & HILL, 

`3,600. 11 BOXERS BY HAPPY SOCKS, `700. 12 CAP BY BEING HUMAN, ̀ 1,000. 13 SHORTS BY G-STAR RAW, `6,500

AT THE BEACH
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Pack smartly and arrive in style, 
whatever your destination

ON THE

GO
PHOTOGRAPHED BY JIGNESH JHAVERI
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THE LINE-UP

1 BRIEFCASE BY TUMI, 
`58,000. 2 SHOES BY 
TRÈSMODE, `14,000. 
3 BLAZER BY DIESEL 
BLACK GOLD, `80,000 
4 ,6 ,7 SHIRT, `2,000, 
BLAZER, `7,000, SHIRT, 
`2,000; ALL BY VAN 
HEUSEN. 5 CHINOS BY 
BEING HUMAN, `3,500. 
8 JEANS BY LEVI’S, 
`2,500. 9 SHOES BY 
CLARKS, `10,000.
10 SOCKS BY MUSTANG 
SOCKS, `500
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11 ,19 ,20 ,22  TIE, `700, CUFFLINKS, `1,080, TIE BAR, `750, POCKET SQUARE, 
`1,500; ALL BY THE TIE HUB. 12  SUNGLASSES BY DOLCE & GABBANA, 

`11,500. 13 ,14 ,15 ,16 ,17 ,18  RAZOR, `8,000, LEATHER CASE, `2,600, PRE-
SHAVE OIL, `2,400, STYLING WAX, `2,250, SHAVING SOAP, `2,700, TRAVEL 

PACK, `17,000; ALL BY TRUEFITT & HILL. 21  PEN BY LAMY, `38,000. 
23 ,25 ,26  TROLLEY, `55,500, WALLET, `5,500, CARDHOLDER, `4,500; 

ALL BY TUMI. 24  LEATHER BELT BY VAN HEUSEN, `1,350. 27  WATCH BY 
PANERAI, `10,19,000. 28  TIE BY THE BRO CODE, `800

AT WORK
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THE LINE-UP

IN THE 
MOUNTAINS
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11

1 T-SHIRT BY BEING 
HUMAN, `1,100. 2 SOCKS 
BY HAPPY SOCKS, `700.
3 , 6 WATCH, `36,250,
SWISS ARMY KNIFE, `5,000; 
BOTH BY VICTORINOX 
4 CARGO PANTS BY 
SUPERDRY, `8,000.
5, 11 BOOTS, `6,500, 
BACKPACK, `3,000; BOTH BY 
WILDCRAFT. 7 SUNGLASSES 
BY GIORGIO ARMANI, 
`17,500. 8 CARD CASE BY 
KOOVS, `2,000. 9 LEATHER 
BELT BY GANT, `4,000.
10 JACKET BY U.S. POLO 
ASSN., `7,500

3





DOUBLE TAKE
THE COLLAB
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Manish Arora’s quirky fashion sense meets Koovs’ indie appeal 
for an exciting menswear collab 

 Manish Arora is globally renowned for 
designing eccentric womenswear 
splashed with outrageous colour. 
Now he’s training his attention 
on menswear for the � rst time, 

partnering with e-commerce brand Koovs. The 
collection – which includes everything from board 
shorts and bombers to high-tops and phone covers – 
retains Arora’s edge, but is broadly accessible 
and can be pulled off by (almost) any guy.

Arora burst onto the fashion scene in 1997 when he 
launched his eponymous label. In 2000, he was a key 
part of India’s � rst Fashion Week, before showing in 
London in 2005 and Paris in 2007. Next came a stint as 
the artistic director at Paco Rabanne, following which 
he took the bold step of opening his brand’s � agship 
store in the City of Love. As a result, Arora now has 
a cross-continent business between Paris and Delhi – 
with a sizeable Left Bank and local fanbase that reveres 
his kitschy codes. 

 While Arora’s most widely regarded as a couture 
fashion designer, with Koovs he’s been able to deliver 
a collection for fashion-forward men at high-street 
prices. We’re snagging the high-tops for sure.

So, it seems you’re the king of collaborations!
I’ve done over 50 of them, but never one involving 
menswear. So I was excited by the challenge, and 
interested in testing out the men’s market. 

So what was different about designing for men?
Initially, I thought I’d keep Indian men in mind, 
but once the process started, I decided to do what 

I wanted. So the collection is quite forward for India 
– but somebody had to do it. Men are being more 
experimental. Young guys have a sense of style and 
they’re conscious of it, which is exciting. 

Your favourite pieces from this collection?
The black, white and red sweatshirt and the gold 
high-tops. I think the vests and socks will do very 
well. It’s my dream to see a guy carrying the gold 
backpack on the streets. 

What made this seem like the right time and 
space to do something in menswear?
I would’ve never done it on my own. This was 
perfect: Koovs takes care of the production and 
I focus on the design. What I � nd especially 
interesting is the price points. I wouldn’t have been 
able to achieve that on my own. This collection is 
very high street. It’s for everyone. 

What’s your take on menswear in India?
Guys are getting more adventurous, more conscious 
about fashion. We don’t have many exciting men’s 
brands in India. There’s quite a big gap. Our designers 
are conservative but the awareness is growing. 
Bollywood has a role to play. Ranveer Singh is extreme 
and out there, and helps inspire regular men. 

Your collection seems a lot more subdued 
compared to some of your womenswear. 
Well, the price point makes you really cut down on 
things. You can’t have it overly embellished, as it 
becomes expensive. I had to keep Koovs in mind as well 
– the brand has broad appeal. When you’re designing 
for everyone, you have to be a little more conservative. 

How much does street style in� uence fashion?
Bollywood is the biggest in� uencer for fashion in India. 

Which menswear designers do you love?
I wear a lot of Dries van Noten, Prada, Lanvin and 
COS. For shoes, it’s Louboutin and Saint Laurent. The 
only Indian designer I wear is Rajesh Pratap Singh. 

How do you unwind?
By going to Burning Man! 

“MEN ARE BEING MORE 
EXPERIMENTAL. YOUNG GUYS 

HAVE A SENSE OF STYLE
AND THEY’RE CONSCIOUS 

OF IT, WHICH
IS EXCITING” 

IN
TE

R
V

IE
W

: S
H

IV
A

N
G

I 
LO

LA
Y

E
K

A
R





RULE 
NO. 7

A stylish yet 
comfortable outfi t f
a fl ight? 
Athleisure wear is 
huge right now. When  
recently fl ew Emirates 
coming back from Dub  
I wore Y-3 sweatpant-
trousers, a classic-cut 
T-shirt and my Stan 
Smith Adidas sneakers. 

RULE 

7

comfortable outfi t for 

huge right now. When I 
recently fl ew Emirates 
coming back from Dubai, 

10 RULES OF STYLE

 1 What’s the quickest way to check in 
at an airport? 

I use the airline’s app on my phone. 
I also rarely check bags unless it’s 
absolutely necessary.
 

 2 What do you look for in your travel 
accessories? 

The foundation of everything we do at 
TUMI is functionality. What makes a 
difference to me are the intangibles: Does 
the zipper catch? Are my toiletries easy 
to access? Can I compartmentalize my 
accessories?  

 3   The grooming tricks you swear by 
on a long � ight.

A lot of water! Stay hydrated 
throughout the � ight and even 
before you board. 

 4What are three things 
every man should carry?

Aside from my phone and 
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What’s the smartest way to pack?
You need a good duffel. Depending o n what you 
need – I typically pack pretty light – you can pack for 
a week or a weekend in one. I keep it streamlined to 
only the necessities, and leave out anything that 
I think I might wear. Everyone has a preferred method 
of folding versus rolling clothes. I sort mine by type, 
and pack the less bulky items into cubes (such as 
sleepwear, tees, socks). I also keep to a pretty tight 
colour palette (black, grey, white), which helps me 
mix and match my wardrobe throughout my trip. 

wallet, I carry a notebook, a camera and an 
extra charger. 

 5 Which bag would you recommend 
to a business traveller? 

For a long trip, the newly launched 
Arrivé Julius International Expandable 
4-Wheeled Carry-On from TUMI’s premium 
collection. The chrome telescoping handle 
and magnetic zippers not only make the 
suitcase highly functional but also look 
cool. For a brief trip, I recommend The 
CFX Tanaka Portfolio Brief, which has 
retractable handles so you can also convert 
it into a folio.

 6What about a bag when you’re 
going from a � ight to a business 
meeting to cocktails after?

I think Richard Branson coined 
the term “bleisure”, when you 

combine business and leisure. 
I would carry a do-it-all satchel 

or wheeled duffel.

 8 What are the biggest mistakes 
men make when it comes to 

packing?
Over-packing. When you pack too many 
clothes, you never truly wear everything. 
Another mistake, especially with those 
who don’t travel often, is not investing in 
proper luggage. Regardless of the size of 
the bag, if it isn’t made well, it’s going to 
eventually break down and fail you.

 9 An essential travel tip?
Always carry an extra USB cord and 

charger. You’ll always be running out of 
battery. When I look at my hotel room, 
I have all these chargers in all the outlets; 
I remember one time I travelled to Asia, 
and I packed the chargers in my suitcase, 
not in my carry-on, and my suitcase got 
lost. And then I was like, “Well now what? 
Guess I’m going to be off the grid for a bit.”

JET, 
SET, GO

 In an age of chaotic travel, TUMI’s new 

creative director Michael Petry tells you 

how to breeze through the airport, and 

look like a badass while you’re at it

Y-3

RULE 
NO. 10

TUMI’s Astor 
Waldorf soft duffel
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THE ADVICE

WHITE WASH
I bought a white Dolce & Gabbana suit last year 
and now I’m wondering if it’s too Saturday Night 
Fever for a day wedding. Should I get it dyed?  
—Robin, Bengaluru

Why would you ever think of dyeing a white suit, 
especially one by the czars of Italian fashion? Look 
through any of the Spring 2016 collections and you’ll see 
the white suit is everywhere. And not just to wear to a 
wedding. Consider it a smart-casual basic: You can dress 
it up with a crisp blue button-down Oxford shirt and 
brogues, or down with a crewneck tee and Stan Smiths. 

Besides, I don’t know of anyone who’s gotten a well-
cut (not distressed) suit dyed successfully. In fact, I put 
this out to all GQ readers: if anyone has had a successful 
suit-dyeing experience, you’ve got an invitation to GQ’s 
hot Best-Dressed party. Cheers. 

Q1 
Calvin 
Klein 

S/S 2016

Tommy 
Hilfi ger 
S/S 2016

Virat Kohli

Q3 LOW 
BRO

I’ve been gifted 
a V-neck jumper 
that dips 10” low. 
Is that normal? 
—Sharma, Delhi

It’ll work if you 
keep it layered. A 
V-neck is effective 
when it’s: 

 Worn solo, 
showing as much 
skin as a collared 
shirt would with 
the top button 
undone 

 Layered over a 
coloured shirt or 
turtleneck, ideal 
for winter. 

Wearing a 
plunging V with 
nothing underneath 
is the cardinal sin of 
necklines, and is best 
left to the ladies. 

 Send your sartorial 
queries to 
styleshrink@gqindia.com
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Q2 COOL 
PURSUIT

I’ve always thought of 
suits as strict formal 
attire, but I see men 
in GQ wearing them 
with T-shirts, trainers, 
even kurtas. How does 
that work? 
—Manav, Mumbai

Fashion constantly 
evolves, Manav, and that’s 
what’s exciting about it. It’s a 
cultural refl ection of the times 
we live in. With changing 
work environments, things 
are a lot more dynamic today, 
so your suit should be a 
refl ection of this. 

About a decade ago, 
Thom Browne shook up the 
suiting world with cropped 

STYLE SHRINK
GQ’s style guru Vijendra Bhardwaj addresses your sartorial 
dilemmas. This month: Cleavage is best left to the ladies
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trousers. Today, showing 
ankles is common. Recently, 
Paul Smith designed a suit 
you can jump, squat and 
tumble in. Even classic 
Italian fashion houses like 
Ermenegildo Zegna and 
Canali offer contemporary 
styles that fuse sportswear 
with sharp tailoring. 

At the end of the day, 
a quality suit remains a 
man’s ultimate style trump 
card. First, focus on the 3 Fs: 
fi t, fabric and form – they 
remain the benchmarks of 
a good suit. Then, peg the 
details: tie bars, pocket 
squares, ties or bow ties 
and lapel pins. Finally, 
top it up with confi dence. 
Once you’ve nailed that, 
your suit is an extension 
of your personality.

David 
Beckham

Nick 
Jonas



TRIGENIC FLEX

Visit www.clarks.in for latest store locations and online shopping



URBAN JUNGLE 
Today’s menswear 
stores are a sea of 
camo, which isn’t 
the easiest trend to 
pull off. Yet don’t 
be too afraid: even 
if you throw down 
for one accessory 
like Dior Homme’s 
slick card case or 
wallet, it’ll add 
instant edge to your 
dressed-up suit.
dior.com

GQ
EYE
TOP PICKS FROM
THE STYLE DESK

Bombers are among the 
handiest pieces you can 
own, especially when 
you’re travelling – plane 
chill is a real thing. There 
are plenty of black ones 
out there but break the 
mould with GAS’ denim 
bomber. It’ll also be 
easy for the stewardess 
to pick out of the cabin 
coat rack. Just don’t ask 
for your “bomber” too 
loudly. gasjeans.com

THE COOL GUY’S 
BOMBERTHE LIST

TIE AND FLY
With the Seventies vibe 
taking over fashion runways, 
neckerchiefs are suddenly 
back on the scene. And they’ve 
sprung up across Spring/
Summer ’16 collections. Rock 
this Hermès one on your next 
� ight out and you might get 
bumped up to First Class. 
hermes.com

THE TAN YOU CAN 
KEEP ALL SUMMER
David Beckham’s modern essentials line for H&M 
can form the backbone of your wardrobe: navy polo, 
feather-light bomber, white jumper. But it’s the tan suit 
we’re really feeling. Wear it on a � ight, to work or at 
brunch and it’ll have the same wow effect. hm.com

SNEAK 
ATTACK 
In an era of endless security- 
check lines, glide through the 
airport in Adidas Originals’ 
NMD sneakers. They’re 
without laces which means 
you can slip them on and off 
with ease and are high on the 
style quotient so you can pair 
them with your jacket and 
jeans. adidas.co.in

TIP
Only peds 

(ankle socks) 
will do
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BESPOKE

WESTERN FORMALS • ETHNIC WEAR • ACCESSORIES • WORLD-CLASS FABRICS & BESPOKE TAILORING
FLAGSHIP STORES: DELHI: D-6, SOUTH EX.-II, Ring Road. Ph.: +91 011- 49486825 • KAROL BAGH,  Ajmal Khan Road. Ph.: +91 011- 49486621 

• CONNAUGHT PLACE: P18/90, Outer Circle, Block Next to Regal Building Block, Near Alka Hotel, Ph.: 011-23363613, +91 9643310308  

• GURGAON: Golf Course Road,  Ameya One Building, Dlf Phase - V, Opp. Mercedes Showroom, Rapid Metro Pillar No - 91, Ph.: +91 9643310304/05/06 

• JAIPUR: Ganpati Plaza, M.I Road. Ph: +91 141- 3101793 • LUDHIANA:  Ansal The Boulevard, Mall Road. Ph: +91 161- 4620120 

• info@diwansaheb.com • Online Store: www.diwansaheb.com • Customer Care: 09311190001 • FOR VALET PARKING CALL : Gurgaon - +91 9643310304 • CP - 9643310308  

NOW OPEN IN GURGAON & CONNAUGHT PLACE 

THOMAS MASON MARZONI V . B . C CERRUTI

ARISTON REDA Cotonificio Albini
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He’s got style. He’s got class. He’s showing us how to live life full throttle. 
Uncompromising and immensely fashionable, the Nexa Man is ready to 

take on the world 

MEET 



If you have your heart set on upgrading your 
wheels to not just a car, but an exclusive 
automotive experience, Nexa awaits you. With 
its dynamic premium crossover, S-Cross and 
the bold hatchback, Baleno, Nexa brings you an 
unparalleled lifestyle. 

NEXA AND YOU 
The ultimately chic Nexa boldly steps into 
fashion frontiers with the debut of the Nexa 
Man. The exclusive in-store engagement at 
Nexa curates world-class experiences for the 
auto-mature, digital savvy and global citizen – 
the qualities that have truly inspired the birth 
of the Nexa Man.  
This new-age sophisticate defines the good life 

with his trendy sartorial choices, 
au courant take on trends and 
effortlessly embodies, in every way, 
a luxe lifestyle. A connoisseur of 
success and style, he dresses with 
grandeur. Glimpses of him winning 
a business transaction, followed 
by his celebratory drive of glory in 
Nexa’s flagship car, the S-Cross, form 
the narrative of the debut fashion 
film, which is at once intriguing 
and imaginative. A sharply tailored 
suit, sleek shoes and contemporary 
accessories create a compelling 
vision of the quintessential Nexa 
Man. Paying close attention to 
grooming, he sports a well-defined 

beard that sweeps attention to his glossy mane 
and skin. The Nexa experience as a whole 
accedes to crafting exclusive and engaging 
initiatives for today’s global Indian.

FASHION AND THE NEXA MAN 
Since its inception, Nexa has held strong 
associations with the world of fashion. It began 
with a partnership with the illustrious designer 
Rajesh Pratap Singh at the grand launch. His 
runway interpretation of Nexa manifested in 
a special line, created in monochromes with 
metallic finishes. Drawing inspiration from the 
Nexa patterns as well as ikat, his collection 
was accentuated with music, synonymous with 
the brand’s philosophy of ‘Experience New’. 
Later on, the acclaimed celebrity designer 
Rocky S created a sharp collection for Nexa 
at the IIFA 2015 – a star studded affair. It was 
marked by the presence of renowned actors 
from Indian cinema, walking down the Nexa 
ramp. The audiences at the Nexa fashion shows 
stand testimony to this all-new fashionable 
direction.

So stay tuned to where the Nexa Man will be 
headed next.



2 55

3

Style tips to take your look from the runways of  
GQ Fashion Nights to reality

THE

 5POINT 
UPGRADE

FASHION NIGHTS

 1THE LONG & SHORT OF IT 
Pair long tunics or kurtas with short jackets and waistcoats to pull off 
summer layering in style.  4

BE A SPORT
Pair your jacket with joggers  
for a style combo that’s hot 
right now. 

COLOUR YOUR TUX
Black tie isn’t black any more: 
Wine, blue and bottle green work 
as well. Just remember to keep the 
specs the same. 

SHOW SOME LEG
Suiting up doesn’t mean you can’t have a bit of fun. Follow 
rules up top, go sockless and edgy down low. 

DO THE SAFARI
Raghavendra Rathore’s taken your 
grandfather’s safari suit and cut it 
in a slimmer, sharper version for 
2016. The best way to do vintage-
meets-modern.
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OFF THE RUNWAY
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The world’s greatest footballer is also the biggest, buffest athlete on the planet – and over 
the course of a day in a 10,000sqft house in the western suburbs of the Spanish 

capital, with Victoria’s Secret’s Alessandra Ambrosio in tow, GQ got the Real Madrid 
superstar to reveal more than just the abs of his abs of his abs

B

D
O

y
ISSUES

PhoToGRAPhed by  B e n  Wat t s               WRiT Ten by  Da n i e l  R i l e y
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vest BY michael 
bastian. shorts 

BY louis vuitton. 
sneakers BY 

nike. neCkLaCe 
BY david yurman. 

watCh BY 
tag heuer
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on cristiano:
trunks BY cr7 

underwear. 
watch BY tag 

heuer. necklace 
BY david yurman

on alessandra: 
Bikini BY 

victoria’s secret.  
gold Bracelet BY 

cartier. watch 
BY tag heuer 

Winger for 
Real madrid, 

captain 
Of the 

Portuguese 
national 
team, he is 
the most 

recognizable 
athlete in 
the world



C ristiano Ronaldo sleeps in and skips breakfast 
on the million-dollar day – a day on which, to be 
tacky, he will make $1 million.1 The day is crisp 
and bright, a sparkler, but Cristiano’s bedroom is 
dark until the electric blinds open wide like canal 
locks and the light floods into the room.

He gets to his feet, stretches, stands taller 
than his six feet one and strolls down a hallway of eerie 
figurative paintings and passages to indoor swimming 
pools. He walks on his soles, but his posture gives the 
impression that he’s on his toes, rigid, a little bowlegged, 
like a guy at the gym who’s desperately in seek of 
shapelier calves. 

Everything about his body appears vacuum-sealed; 
one gets the impression that even his internal organs are 
slim-fit. When he reaches the bedroom of his five-year-old 
son, Cristiano Jr, he says good morning (“Bom dia, Cris!”) 
before moving on to the bathroom, where he showers, 
cycles through his ablutions, reaches for the selectest few 
of the dozens of grooming products standing sentry on the 
counter, a forest of moisturizers.

He considers his reflection in the mirror: It is a good-
looking face. His torso has so many defined muscles it looks 
borrowed from the Bodies exhibition, muscles without 
skin. His legs are smooth and tanned to the hip – a result of 
yacht holidays and the notorious habit he has of rolling up 
his shorts at practice.

He2 is a professional footballer, with the reigning 
claim to best in the world.3 He is a winger on the Real 
Madrid football club, the king’s team, a sports entity that 
claims 450 million worldwide fans, one of the three or four 
best squads on earth. He is the captain of the Portuguese 
national team. He is the most recognizable athlete in the 
world. (Ahead of LeBron James, Tiger Woods, Roger 
Federer and Barcelona4 “rival” Lionel Messi.5) He 
is a billboard fixture. He is namesake to his very own 
underwear line.

Practice with Real Madrid is in the afternoon, the first 
day back in mid-October from Cristiano’s qualifying with 
Portugal for the 2016 European Championship. Though 
practice is delayed, he still has a responsibility to Cristiano 
Jr.6 With the exception of occasional visits from friends or 
drop-ins from Cristiano’s mother, Dolores,7 it’s just the 
two of them in that sprawling modern house in the western 
suburbs of Madrid. Cristiano Jr attends an American school 
five minutes away, just outside their gated community, and 
Cristiano Sr likes to drive him when he can – likes to push 
beyond the Portuguese of the house and practise their 
Spanish and English in the car together.

Before training, Cristiano fixes himself lunch and eats in 
his dining room beneath a painted portrait of his late father, 
who died of complications caused by years of alcohol abuse, 
when Cristiano was 20. The light is clean and enticing 
outside, and so Cristiano strolls the meandering driveway 
down to the sand-coloured boxes of his eight-car garage, 
where he keeps some (but not all) of his fleet, including 
(reportedly) a Maserati GranCabrio, Bentley Continental GT, 
Porsche Cayenne Turbo, Lamborghini Aventador, Ferrari 
599 GTO,8 Rolls-Royce Phantom, Aston Martin DB, team-
issue Audi, etc. Once he digests his lunch,9 he selects the 
Audi and drives himself to practice.

Though Real Madrid is preparing to face a bottom-
feeder team, “it’s the most easy that become the most 
difficult,” Cristiano knows. So he is strong at practice – two 
hours of squad-topping effort.10 It should be that way: 
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1Just about. He is the world’s highest-paid footballer 
and the third-highest-paid athlete behind Floyd 

Mayweather Jr and Manny Pacquiao. Forbes values his 
earnings at $80 million a year. In addition to his $20 
million salary and his CR7 business lines, he has worked 
with brands like Nike, Armani, KFC and TAG Heuer. Today 
is a TAG day – a day on which he will earn a fat hunk of 
his endorsement deal.

2Cristiano Ronaldo dos Santos Aveiro was named, in 
part, after Ronald Reagan, president of the United 

States at the time of his birth and his father’s favourite 
actor. “My parents named me after him because they 
both liked this name and thought it sounded strong,” he 
tells me. “I know that my father admired him.”

3“No player can torment his opponent in more ways,” 
says Roger Bennett, co-host of the rabidly admired 

soccer-translated-for-Americans Men In Blazers podcast 
and TV show. “He can just hurt you in every regard. He 
can break legs with a move, he can score from a distance, 
from close up, with his head. Incredible awareness 
of space, unbelievable decision-making, pace, power, 
strength, agility, mental sharpness, utter commitment 
to winning.”

4Real Madrid and Barcelona are twin monoliths, 
winners of 26 of the past 31 league titles, defined 

in opposition by their historical, cultural and strategic 
differences. The rivalry takes on super-sport dimensions, 
where each match represents a battle that has been 
waged for centuries in Spain between independence-
seeking Catalonia (Barcelona) and the capital (Madrid) of 
the mother country.

5These are two of the best who have ever lived, 
playing in the same league on the two greatest 

rival clubs in the sport. The last eight Ballon d’Or awards 
(for world player of the year) have gone to Ronaldo and 
Messi – one for Cristiano, followed by four for Leo, two 
for CR and one for Messi. (Each has finished runner-up to 
the other in all but one instance.) But Cristiano has made a 
habit of dismissing the interpersonal, one-on-one conflict. 
“The rivalry has been created by the media,” he says to 
me. “To be honest, there are no problems between me and 
Messi. People have their own opinions about who they 
think is the better player. It is what it is, but there is no 
rivalry beyond games and what happens on the pitch.”

6Cristiano Jr was born in 2010, but the identity of 
the mother has never been disclosed. Cristiano, 25 

at the time, announced his son’s birth to the enormous 
surprise of fans. (He’d been dating supermodel Irina 

Shayk at the time – she is not the mother – and 
continued to date her until early 2015.) In the recent 
documentary Ronaldo, Cristiano addressed the matter at 
length: “I wanted to be a young father.… I have learned 
to be calmer, more cautious.… People speculate that it 
was with this girl or the other, or a surrogate mother. I’ve 
never told anyone and never will. I think I should keep 
that to myself. And later, when Cristiano is grown up, 
then I will talk to him and tell him what I did, what I felt, 
everything that went through my mind. Some kids never 
get to know their parents, neither father nor mother. 
Having a father is good enough. I don’t care what other 
people say – it doesn’t bother me. I always thought, and 
still think, that he will understand me.”

7Cristiano was an “oops” baby. His mother, Dolores, 
and his father, Dinis, had one boy and two girls 

already, and this fourth was unexpected. His mother has 
said she considered an abortion – doubly significant due 
to her Catholic faith – before deciding to keep the baby 
that would be Cristiano. “He was a child that I wanted to 
abort,” Dolores has said. “God didn’t want that to happen, 
and I was blessed because of that, and God did not punish 
me. Sometimes Ronaldo makes fun of me and says, ‘You 
didn’t want me to be born. But now you see that I’m here 
helping all of you.’ And, well, sometimes we have a laugh 
about that.”

8In January 2009, while playing for Manchester 
United, 23-year-old Cristiano badly crashed his 

two-day-old Ferrari in a tunnel near the Manchester 
airport. He got out of the car uninjured, left it on 
the shoulder, and caught a lift to practice, but a 
reputational stain of reckless indifference stuck to him 
for years afterwards.

9“I never diet. I don’t do this kind of diet,” he 
tells me. “I eat everything. I don’t, for example, 

eat pizza every day or McDonald’s every day. But 
sometimes I think is not bad, especially if you do the 
right things on the weekends. I take care of myself, 
train good, sleep good.”

10“When you speak to people who know him, they 
all say he’s the hardest worker in training every 

day,” says Roger Bennett. “But what we’re talking about 
is elite athleticism and elite narcissism in equal measure. 
Still, you can only marvel at his physical and mental 
ability to withstand the punishment he’s received on and 
off the field. Considering how he’s won, and continues 
to keep winning consistently with that much pressure, 
you are dealing with a remarkably calibrated mental and 
physical being.”



“Considering how he’s won, 
and continues to keep winning 
consistently with that much 

pressure, you are dealing with a 
remarkably calibrated mental

and physical being”
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jacket BY nike. 
trunks BY CR7 

UnDeRWeAR. 
neckLace BY 

DAViD YURMAn. 
WatcH BY 

TAG HeUeR
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Cristiano is the highest-paid player on a team that 
can sometimes, during a match, put a half-billion 
dollars’ worth of talent on the field at once.11 
Though there have been downs,12 his career is 
anomalous for its highly sustained ups. On Sporting 
Lisbon, Manchester United and Real Madrid, he 
has stood as the archetypal example of a player you 
love when he’s on your team and loathe if he’s on 
anyone else’s. He doesn’t lose sleep over the fact. 
“If God can’t please everyone,” he said in 2009, “I 
won’t, either.”

After picking up Cristiano Jr from school in 
the afternoon, Cristiano calls his mother (who still 
lives on the Portuguese island of Madeira,13 where 
Cristiano grew up, though in a new home on the 
water, a gift from her son) and his brother (who 
helps run some of CR’s businesses, including the 
CR7 Museum14 on Madeira) and his agent, Jorge 
Mendes (for whom Cristiano bought a Greek island 
this summer). Cristiano puts his time in at his heavily 
mirrored personal gym. He takes a short nap with 
Cristiano Jr.15 And then, around seven o’clock, 
he hops in the Rolls and makes his way to another 
house in the gated community.

This house is like his, only bigger. No one lives 
here. The owner died a couple of years ago, Cristiano 
says, and the daughter grants him access when he 
needs it. He’s been photographed here “many times” 
and treats it as a hot set for the CR7 brand.16 
Shirt shoots. Underwear shoots. And now a shoot 
for a magazine on which he’s adorned the cover in 
several other countries.

 H
e arrives at the secure drive, parks beside a 
fountain lit like a Vegas pool party and walks to 
the front door while handlers gathering inside 
scream for the proper people to “receive him.” 
He walks up the slate steps and through the 

front doors and removes his sunglasses. He speaks 
Portuguese, he speaks Spanish, he speaks English. 
He shakes hands but doesn’t always meet the eyes 
attached to them. He has diamonds in his ears.

He meets the Brazilian supermodel with whom 
he’ll be photographed. Her name is Alessandra 
Ambrosio. In any other room on any other continent, 
hers would be the most recognizable face 
and body.17 They greet, they kiss, they chat in 
Portuguese. The sun sets, and the vast grounds of 
cypress trees and pea gravel go so black it’s like a 
curtain’s been pulled.

He sits on a velveteen sofa. There are poker 
chips and playing cards. He is wearing—18 The 
photographer asks Cristiano to toss the playing 
cards. He flicks them like ninja stars at Cristiano Jr. 
The boy dodges the cards. He’s in stitches. While 
working his way through the deck, Cristiano arrives 
at a seven of diamonds and flashes it at Cristiano Jr, 
smiling and winking.19

It is evident that, for Cristiano, there isn’t really 
anyone else in the room but his son.20 Never mind 

11A few seasons ago, after 
Real Madrid won the league, 

Cristiano told the Spanish paper 
Marca: “On an individual level, I give 
my season a 10 and collectively [the 
squad] a 9.”

12During one exceptional 
stretch of poor play and 

injuries in 2009, a sorcerer called 
Pepe the Wizard came forward to 
explain that he had been paid to 
cast a spell on Cristiano. He had no 
personal vendetta, Pepe said – it was 
just business. A Portuguese sorcerer 
(and CR fan) counter-cast a spell, and 
eventually Cristiano recovered to 
full health.

13Cristiano left his island 
home at 12, when the top 

Portuguese club, Sporting Lisbon, 
offered him a slot in their academy. 
He had never left the island before 
and was suddenly on his own. He says 
this was the hardest period of his life. 
His mother has said she felt she was 
abandoning him, “but it was for good 
reason.” Even at 18, when he was 
transferred to United, he was seen 
holding his mother’s hand when he 
crossed the street in Manchester.

14The museum, in Funchal, 
houses all of Cristiano’s 

trophies and includes a life-size wax 
figure of Cristiano and a projection 
of Cristiano that dances on the wall 
(juggling a soccer ball) like the DNA 
cartoon in Jurassic Park.

15“I think one of the most 
important qualities, one of 

the best qualities, is to recover,” he 
says. “I think sometimes the best 
training is to rest. We have plenty of 
games, training every day. So that 
when we have a break, switch off 
everything, try to do other things, to 
relax. When I’m off, I’m often doing 
nothing, just relax.”

16He has no plans to trade up to 
this house: “No, no, because 

I think it’s too big for me. To be with 
two persons in 10,000 square, I think 
it’s too big for me.”

17Alessandra began modelling 
at 15 and started walking 

with Victoria’s Secret in 2000. She is 
the second-longest-serving Victoria’s 
Secret Angel, behind only Adriana 
Lima.

the two dozen strangers present, all of whom are 
willing him with their minds to do certain things for 
the camera – even if it’s just the photographer who’s 
vocalizing it.

“Unzip him, Ále!” the photographer shouts. “Lean 
in! Grab him!”

Cristiano Jr giggles and covers his eyes when 
Alessandra closes in on his father’s body, rests her 
head in his lap. Cristiano catches his son gawking at 
Alessandra: “Te gusta, aye?!”

All this unfolds the way it does in the simulacra 
of fashion photo shoots, from Blowup to Austin 
Powers. The photographer yelling, in his Australian 
accent, “Yeah, baby!” and “It’s your birthday!” and 
“Sausages!” When the use of props isn’t sufficient, 
the photographer gestures to the box of poker chips 
and shouts at Alessandra: “Feed him a chip, baby! 
He’s hungry! Feed him a chip!”

It goes like this for four hours, Cristiano often 
shirtless, his torso infested with abdominal muscles. 
There are abs that touch his nipples, abs that reach 
around to his back and up his neck to his brain. 
Cristiano’s energy level is high. He seems buoyed 
by the enthusiasm of the photographer (he races to 
a mounted laptop after each look to watch the shots 
download), and he seems to be having a perfectly 
good and professional time with Alessandra. She 
speaks Portuguese with Cristiano Jr between shots, 
kicking the ball around with staggering skill,21 
considering the heels and bikini approximations 
she’s outfitted in.

When the shoot wraps, Cristiano paws through 
the clothing in the dressing room. He can buy 
everything here, and, without exaggeration, most 
things anywhere: a Gulfstream G200 jet for €19 
million in November, that Greek island for his agent 
in August, an $18.5 million apartment in New York 
City’s Trump Tower two weeks after that (which he 
weirdly denies). And yet sometimes he just likes 
stuff that’s pre-selected for him. He asks permission 
and then dumps a couple pairs of pants and a few 
watches in a bag. He also selects a shimmering 
green suit jacket from the rack. He asks the creative 
director of the shoot if he can keep the jacket, to 
which he politely cuts off his own question: “If it’s 
any problem, just let him know,” he says, pointing to 
his manager, “and it will be taken care of.”

He wears the jacket throughout dinner with 
Alessandra and Cristiano Jr in the dining room of 
the empty house while he makes small talk with 
the crew. Around 11:15, he shakes my hand for the 
second time and winks. He selects the seat on the 
sofa where he’d been four hours earlier (“Feed him 
a chip, baby! He’s hungry!”), and a crew of handlers 
(that little dust devil of help he moves through public 
life with) arrange themselves around the sofa, which 
is still illuminated by the photo lights, a stage almost.

Cristiano is, at 30, just past the peak of his 
career. Though he continues to dominate with 
Real Madrid, many believe he has one last move 
to make, teamwise. There is hysterical speculation 
about where that major move could be – new news 
every day, practically. Some say he wants to return 
to England – to Manchester United, where his 



career first reached stratospheric heights. Some say 
Paris Saint-Germain, which has fashioned itself into 
the stereotypical model of the “buy high” New York 
Yankees. Others suggest MLS, America’s domestic 
league, where increasingly higher-profile talents 
(Steven Gerrard, Frank Lampard, David Villa, Kaká) 
have landed in recent years.22

“I don’t follow the league a hundred per cent, but 
I follow parts,” he says when I mention MLS and the 
quality of the sport in the US. “I know that many players 
move there. I think it’s becoming better and better. It’s 
growing. I think it’s good. It’s good for me and young 
players that maybe one day we want to move there. So 
it’s good that football – ‘soccer’ – grows there.…”

“You can’t even say the word without smirking,” I say.
He laughs hard. “No, I mean, what’s happening 

there is great, it’s fantastic – maybe in the future will be 
a good chance for me to play there. You never know, 
but it’s something interesting. I consider it, of course, 
because as I’ve said, soccer there has become better 
and better, so why not? I think that this is maybe going 
to be possible.”23

To date, the casual American soccer fan’s most 
recallable encounter with Cristiano was likely the 
USA-Portugal match during the 2014 World Cup. After 
falling behind 1–0, the US outplayed the higher-ranked 
Portuguese and rallied to a 2–1 lead that was all but 
sealed until a superhuman play by CR7, the kind of play 
that Fox Sports analyst Alexi Lalas means when he says, 
“He is the kind of athlete, few and far between, that 
when the ball is near them, there is a recognition based 
on history that something magical can happen.”

With seconds remaining in the match, Cristiano 
was fed a ball on the right flank of the field (his weaker 
side) and, in an instant less than it took to figure out 
what he’d done, whipped the ball behind the American 
defensive line toward a streaking Portuguese teammate, 
on a collision course with the teammate’s head and the 
back of the net. The game ended moments later, 2–2, 
and the draw played a part in preventing the Americans 
from winning the group.

Cristiano describes himself as “a very direct player. I 
like to run at defenders with the ball, and I like to score 
goals.”

I like to score goals.
It’s so simple it sounds dumb. And yet it’s the 

cleanest articulation of his essence. He has scored 
more than anyone in the history of Real Madrid – 324 
goals in his first 310 appearances. He became the first 
player to score against every team in the league in a 
single season. He scored five goals in a single game 
last April. And then he did it again in September. 
These are unfathomable feats. And yet there is no 
doubt in his mind that they are surmountable. “I see 
myself as the best footballer in the world,” he tells me. 
“If you don’t believe you are the best, then you will 
never achieve all that you are capable of. Last season 
was one of my best. I scored 66 goals in one season, 
which is unique in our sport. But this year I’m hoping 
to score more... Six goals in a game?” he continues. 
“As I say, nothing is impossible. Why not? I hope one 
day to score six goals.”

I ask him a question to which I’m sure I already 
know the boilerplate reply: What was the most 
important game of your career?

Any player, particularly one as media-pummelled 
as the most famous athlete in the world, would 
answer this question by describing his two most 
significant team victories – the 2008 Champions 
League title with Manchester United and the 2014 
Champions League title with Real Madrid.

Cristiano makes that Continental pffffsshh sound, 
meaning That’s a tough one to decide on the spot. 
Which makes me all the more convinced I know 
what’s coming.

“Mmm, when I score five goals.”
I smile. “Really? Those two games more than a 

Champions League final or something?” Not the 
team victories over the solo accomplishments?

“Well… It’s different, because the most important 
is the last one. Of course, Champions League was 
special, of course. When you score in the final, when 
you win the competition, it is the most special ones.”

For that brief instant, I believe we (remember, 
there’s a coven of handlers listening in) glimpsed 
the truest version of CR7 – an athlete devoted with 
uncompromising commitment to bettering himself 
in the service of his team but also (foremost) in the 
service of Cristiano.

I ask a hypothetical: If you were presented with 
a bargain for Real Madrid to win out this season but 
you couldn’t score another goal, would you do it?

He does that thing again, the pffffsshh, and 
nearly walks into the same mess. Only this time 
he recognizes that this isn’t a real thing that could 
happen – there’s no Faustian devil waiting to take his 
goal-scoring prowess away.

“It would be weird, because we just started the 
league,” he says. “But: Of course, because if this 
happens, it’s good, because we win something. So I 
will sign that. I will sign on that.”

 i t is very nearly midnight, the million-dollar 
day coming to its close. Because Cristiano 
lives just a minute away and tomorrow 
isn’t a match day, he seems not terribly 
concerned about getting out the door. He 

takes a picture with Alessandra, a picture he posts 
to Instagram, a picture in which his eyes and mouth 
are so much this side of authentic that it catalyzes 
a whole new round of dating rumors. He and the 
handlers sweep around the living room one final 
time, taking selfies with assistants and signing 
footballs, all before emptying through the front door 
like bathwater down the drain, out onto the landing 
and into the Rolls-Royce waiting like a midnight 
carriage to deliver him home.

Which is when it boomerangs back to me, 
glowing this time, Ronaldo’s first answer to the first 
question I asked him about this day, this exceptional, 
extraordinary, Brazilian-model-filled, Ducati-
straddled, tan-line-exposing day. I had asked him 
to describe it, to characterize it as best he could, to 
place it in context on the spectrum of all days ever 
for Cristiano Ronaldo.

“Normal day,” he’d said, doing the pffffsshh. 
“Normal day.” 
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18I don’t really remember; it’s 
all discarded quickly. In many 

ways, the clothes serve the same 
purpose as the costumes in Magic 
Mike  – they’re not long for this stage.

19Seven is Cristiano’s number 
on Real Madrid and on the 

Portuguese national team. CR7 is the 
name of his underwear line and his 
premium shirts line and his shoe line 
and his fragrance line (aka Legacy). 
He looks for 7s everywhere; he feels 
cosmically entangled with them. Last 
spring, a team of astronomers led by 
a Portuguese guy discovered a galaxy 
and named it CR7. There seems to be 
a belief that 7s exist in the service 
of CR.

20For all of Cristiano’s 
popularity, he operates 

within a tight circle, even by famous-
person standards. He has his mother, 
his brother, his agent, his manager, 
a few friends, whomever he’s dating 
(current rumours say it’s the daughter 
of his agent – further affirming the 
in-circle-ness of his orbit) and, of 
course, his son. In the documentary 
Ronaldo, he says: “In football, I don’t 
have a lot of friends. The people who 
I really trust, there are not many.… 
Most of the time, I’m alone.”

21Ále grew up in Erechim, 
Brazil, but didn’t play football 

seriously. “It was a men’s sport,” she 
says. “In Brazil, girls just grow up 
watching soccer. I’d play sometimes 
on the beach, but never seriously.”

22MLS has improved to such 
an extent that a late-career 

signing by a 3x Ballon d’Or winner is 
not the joke it once was.

23In December, David 
Beckham secured stadium 

rights for the Miami MLS franchise 
he’s assembling. This would be a 
natural fit for CR in a few years. 
Ronaldo filled the role of Beckham 
at both Manchester United and Real 
Madrid, and many feel Beckham to 
be CR’s only true antecedent. “Plus, I 
mean,” Alexi Lalas says, “when you 
say, ‘Cristiano Ronaldo South Beach’, 
nobody bats an eye.”





On cristianO: 
JacKEt, JEans; BOtH BY DIOR 

HOMME. sHOEs BY CR7 FOOTWEAR. 
WatcH BY TAG HEUER

On alEssandra: 
BiKini BY CHARLIE BY  

MATTHEW ZINK

HAIR: MiguEl siErO (rOnaldO), 
ZaiYa latt/BrYan BantrY 

agEncY (aMBrOsiO)
GROOMING: MilKO gOMEZ

MAKE-Up: carOlina gOnZalEZ/
cHarlOttE tilBurY BEautY

pROp sTYLIsT: susana FErnándEZ
pRODCTION: tricia sHErMan/

BauiE PrOdictiOns, KiKu XicOira/
Bcn sKiEs PrOductiOns (lOcal)

LOCATION: PrOMOciOnEs Y 
cOnciErtOs inMOBiliariOs, s.a 
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“I like to run at defenders with 
the ball, and I like to score goals.” 

It’s so simple it sounds dumb 



SECRET
SERVICE
Just when you thought every cool spot 
worth knowing about in the city has 
already been discovered, you stumble 
upon Please Don’t Tell – Mumbai’s best 
kept secret (so far)

#eat
The food lends to the 
entire experience, 
with dishes like Street 
Secret (mini vada 
pavs), Undercover 
Greek (falafel gyros), 
Hush Hush Mush 
(panko crumb-fried 
stuffed mushrooms), 
Camoufl aged Bird 
(spicy chicken tikka), 
Goan Incognito (prawns 
recheado masala), 
Silence of the Lamb 
(mutton boti), Under 
Wraps (kathi roll),
Shhh Shilano (pasta) and 
more.  

#drink
The drinks are another 
selling point. Order 
cocktails like Secrets of 
the Sea, Puzzle Guzzle, 
Clouded Judgement, 
Strange Kind of 
Woman, Obscure Cure, 
Inscrutably Russian, 
Covert Cuban, Dutch 
Enigma and Yours 

Clandestinely, among 
others. Ask the men 
behind the bar to 
decode and craft 
something wonderful 
for you to get a buzz 
off of.
 
#socialize
What’s more, PDT 
also has a members-
only Prohibition Club 
which only a few will 
experience for `2,000 
a month. Get invited 
to private events and 
quirky themed nights 
that unfold monthly. 
Additionally, members 
get a 15 per cent 
discount on their bill.

PDT is located at Kamala 
Mills, Lower Parel. For 
reservations call 8082 
PDT PDT (aka 8082 
738 738) Open from 6 
pm to 1:30am. For more 
information, visit
www.pdtmumbai.com

This is the hippest paan 
joint in the city. Or is it? 
Channelling speakeasies 
from around the 
world, Please Don’t 
Tell is an intimate little 
place tucked away in 
a nondescript area of 
Lower Parel’s Kamala 
Mills. Enter the bar, 
disguised as a paan 
shop through a red 
coloured phone booth, 
dial the secret number, 
push on the hidden 
door and you’re in.

One of Mumbai’s fi rst 
serious community-
based speakeasy 
pubs, this is a place 
where you can truly 
let your hair loose, 
enjoy the music and 
indulge in interesting 
conversations with like-
minded people (albeit 
with questionable 
morals) over inventive 
food and drinks. After 

all, there’s something 
very cool about 
having a good time 
at a bar not too 
many people know 
about.

The industrial 
décor – think 
exposed brick, pipes 
and air conditioner 
ducts – fi ts well with 
the Prohibition-era 
vibe of the place. 
Add to that folding 
chairs, artsy murals 
and graffi ti, a bar 
with shutters, a 
unisex loo and 
quirky coasters and 
tissues with phrases 
like “dirty thoughts 
are fi ne, dirty hands 
aren’t” or “virginity 
can be cured” printed 
on them, and it’s
like you’ve been
shot back to the 
Twenties, only with 
crazier drinks. 

 PDTMumbai           PDTMumbai           PDTMumbai                        
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 These are the world’s coolest new luxury watches 
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MB&F
Indie watchmaker MB&F 

breaks out some of the world's 
most unconventional watch 

designs at the SIHH 2016 

WATCH ME 
Twenty-four of the world’s fi nest watchmakers camped out in frozen 
Geneva for a week in January to debut their novelties at the world’s 

most prestigious luxury watch fair, the Salon Internationale de la Haute 
Horlogerie. Varun Godinho was on hand to pick out the fi nest 

APRIL 2016  — 127



CARTIER DRIVE
Last year Cartier 
debuted the Clé de 
Cartier collection, 
which featured a 
whimsical winding 
key-shaped crown. 
This year, the brand 
has introduced the 
Drive collection. The 
guilloche work on the 
dial is inspired by 
radiator grilles, while 
the crown resembles 
a bolt on a car. The 
40mm case also houses 
an in-house automatic 
movement that’s been 
conceived, developed 
and assembled within 
Cartier’s manufacture. 
At $6,250 for the steel 
version, this one’s a 
little deal for you 
while she picks out 
her diamonds.
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IN-HOUSE 
WONDERS

A. LANGE & SÖHNE 
GRAND LANGE 1 
MOONPHASE LUMEN
This watch packs a 
manual-winding in-
house L095.4 movement 
with 446 components 
synchronized such 
that the moonphase 
requires adjusting 
only once every 122 
years. The three-
quarter plate on the 
back, fi nished with 
the Glashütte ribbing 
pattern (Germany’s 
answer to the Côte 
de Genève), is 
characteristic of its 
distinct German identity. 

A HVV

For the purist in you

PIAGET EMPERADOR COUSSIN XL 700P

JAEGER-LECOULTRE 
REVERSO TRIBUTE 
GYROTOURBILLON

This one’s got an in-house hybrid quartz-
mechanical movement. Before you mechanical 
purists begin to whine, it’s really quite genius: It 
combines a conventional mechanical going train 
with the automatic winding watch’s micro-rotor, 
which also features a 42-hour power reserve 
visible on the dial. But instead of an escapement, 
the generator’s speed 
of rotation is governed 
by a quartz-timing unit 
(minus any battery, of 
course). That quartz 
crystal vibrates at 
32,768 vibrations 
per hour (the average 
mechanical movement 
runs at 28,800). 
The heart of a 
mechanical watch 
with the accuracy of a 
quartz one? Respect.

This isn’t the fi rst 
gyrotourbillon from 
the brand, but by 
kitting it with a brand 
new in-house manual-
winding Calibre 179 
movement that’s 30 
per cent lighter, it is 
JLC’s best yet. Don’t 
miss the day-night 
indicators at 11 on the 
“front” and at 2 on the 
“back”, or the big bi-
axial fl ying tourbillon 
dominating both faces. 
As this Vallée de Joux 
powerhouse shows, 
being two-faced could 
be a good thing. 
Sign up if you’ve got 
`2.1 crore.

MONTBLANC 4810 ORBIS TERRARUM POCKET WATCH
There’s something satisfyingly old-school cool about pulling 
out a pocket watch to tell the time. To add to the charm, 
Montblanc also pays homage to its home in the maritime hub 
of Hamburg: The solid steel caseback is engraved with the 
steamship Deutschland, and the chain resembles a nautical 
rope. With a little contraption on the back you could also set 
this worldtimer pocket watch down on your desk to double 
up as a table clock. At $9,600, this is part of Montblanc’s 
aggressive strategy, and will hopefully make other Swiss 
watchmakers rethink their pricing too.
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BAUME & MERCIER 
CAPELAND SHELBY COBRA 1963
The colours on this chrono 
are inspired by the legendary 
Shelby CSX2128 roadster that 
won the 12 Hours of Sebring 
back in 1963. Under the hood, 
you’ll fi nd a fi ne Swiss-made 
automatic winding Valjoux 
7753 movement. With an 
added chrono, at $4,100 this 
one’s entry-level complicated 
at a fair price.

THE FIRST-TIMERS
You don’t have to break the 
bank for these





VACHERON 
CONSTANTIN
OVERSEAS CHRONOGRAPH
This year Vacheron 
manufactured a brand-
new in-house automatic 
movement, the Calibre 
5200, for this Overseas 
timepiece (Vacheron 
originally used a modifi ed 
movement). The next 
time you say Overseas 
Chronograph, expect the 
Nautilus (which features 
Patek Philippe’s in-house 
calibre) and the Royal 
Oak to be brought up 
too. Because Vacheron, 
PP and Audemars Piguet 
are considered the most 
revered, powerful and 
coveted brands in the 
Swiss luxury watch biz. 
And we all know that the 
latter two are absolute 
rockstars within the 
auction world.

FUTURE AUCTION STARS

A. LANGE & SÖHNE DATOGRAPH PERPETUAL TOURBILLON
Lange is a brand 
brimming with 
self-confi dence. 
How else do you 
explain why it’s 
hidden one of the 
most hallowed 
complications 
in watchmaking 
under the dial? 

The tourbillon here 
serves a purely 
functional role 
rather than a show-
off complication 
peacocked on 
the dial, as many 
brands are wont to 
do. The marque’s 
also used the calibre 

of its Datograph Up/
Down, considered 
the best chrono 
in the world, 
and added a 
moonphase and 
perpetual calendar 
to this already 
mechanically loaded 
timepiece. Sold.
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When Parmigiani debuted 
a case shape that 
resembled the beautiful 
curves of a classic 
Bugatti in 2004, it also 
debuted the world’s fi rst 
transverse movement 
to fi t within it. Switch to 
2016, and PF’s unveiled 
this $558,000 timepiece, 
whose body is now made 
of sapphire to afford a 
better view of that PF361 
movement with a 10-day 
power reserve. There’s 
just one piece for grabs, 
which means one lucky 
bastard gets to decide 
how much this’ll go for 
(if at all).

GREUBEL FORSEY SIGNATURE 1
You know Greubel Forsey has truly earned its watchmaking chops 
when it bags the world’s top watchmaking prize, the Aiguille d’Or at 
the Grand Prix of Horology, for the second time in its 12-year history 
– most recently last year with the Tourbillon 24 Seconds Vision. This 
Signature 1 novelty demonstrates yet again why GF deserves a seat 
at horology’s high table. The time-only piece was six years in the 
making and has a calibre fi nished to the most exacting standards of 
watchmaking. GF has also debuted an in-house balance wheel. Only 
33 of the steel version will be made, and at $160,000 a pop, this 
is the “cheapest” GF to date. Expect a signifi cant premium on it the 
minute the last one is sold.

PARMIGIANI 
FLEURIER
BUGATTI SUPER 
SPORT SAPPHIRE
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Return on investment guaranteed
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That half-Indian Max Büsser 
(on his mother’s side) and his 
BFFs come up with some of 
the most ridiculous and utterly 
gorgeous products (their art 
installations, transport objects 
and instruments, besides 
timepieces, are showcased at 
M.A.D galleries worldwide) is 
a given. And yet Büsser & Co 
continue to surprise with this 
HM6 SV – which stands for 
Sapphire Vision. MB&F claims it 
spent 350 hours just machining 
and polishing the 11 separate 
pieces of sapphire crystal, 
including the nine domes, all 
of which are glued together. 
And provide an unhindered 
view of the movement’s 475 
components, especially that 
massive fl ying tourbillon.

MB&F HM6 SV

RADICAL ROGUES
HAUTLENCE 
VORTEX PRIMARY ERIC CANTONA

HYT H2 TRADITION

Designed in collaboration 
with the eccentric ex-
Manchester United 
midfi elder Eric Cantona, it’s 
got 19 different coloured 
glass panels that give a 
360-degree view of the 
HLR 2.0 calibre. Flip the 
whole thing over and you’ll 
fi nd Cantona’s fi ngerprint 
on the caseback. It’s a 
trippy timepiece, in line 
with Eric’s taste for fi ne 
art – also on display at 
the Hautlence pavilion at 
the SIHH was Banksy’s 
Flying Copper, which the 
footballer plunked down 
$400,000 for.

The H2 Tradition mashes 
up the brand’s ultra-
modern hydromechanical 
movement (produced in 
association with APRP, the 
guys behind Audemars 
Piguet’s watches) with 
some retro cool styling, 
by way of a clean 
lacquered dial rimmed 
in rose gold. It isn’t as 
expensive as HYT’s star 
watch, the $290,000 H3, 
but at $175,000 each 
you’ll need deep pockets 
for this one too.

A HVV

Sticking it to conventional watch designers

URWERK T-REX 105
It takes a certain anti-
establishment bent to name 
a high-end luxury watch 
after a dinosaur. But take 
a look at the tough bronze 
ribbed bezel and you’ll 
agree this watch has got 
a primeval reptilian vibe 
going for it. It features the 
brand’s signature satellite 
time display, which reads 
from east to west, at the 
bottom. Only 22 of these 
will be made, each priced 
at $66,000.
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MOMENTS

Actor Hugh Jackman 
drops by the 
Montblanc pavilion 

The world’s two best drivers, 
Nico Rosberg and Lewis 
Hamilton, at the IWC pavilion

Ronan Keating takes centre 
stage at IWC’s celebrity-
studded gala night

Richard Mille debuted a 
$105,000 fountain pen 
with a retractable nib
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GO BIG

With this watch, AP has 
entirely re-engineered 
the conventional minute 
repeater mechanism, 
from the way the 
gongs are mounted in 
the movement to the 
striking mechanism 
itself – resulting in 
a tone, tempo and 
volume unmatched 
by any other repeater 
wristwatch today. It’s 
actually on par with 
the stellar aural 
quality of a repeater 
in a pocket watch, 
which also explains that 
large 44mm titanium 
case. Only 50 will be 
made of the $570,000 
watch, which also 
features a chronograph 
and tourbillon.

AUDEMARS PIGUET
ROYAL OAK CONCEPT 
SUPERSONNERIE

This one’s pure nostalgia – a throwback to 
IWC’s pilot’s watches from the Thirties and 
Forties. The onion crown, propeller-shaped 
hands and oversized numerals are the same as 
on the original, but this year’s novelty has a 
lightweight titanium case (the same visual heft, 
minus the weight) and a new IWC manufacture 
movement. At 55mm, it is also easily among 
the biggest mechanical wristwatches in 
production today. 

IWC BIG PILOT’S HERITAGE WATCH 55

PANERAI LO SCIENZIATO LUMINOR 1950 TOURBILLON 
GMT CERAMICA RICHARD MILLE RM 50-02 ACJ
If ever there was a timepiece built 
to intimidate, this is it. At 47mm, the 
skeletonized tourbillon GMT looks fi erce. 
What’s more, there’s a bit of sci-fi  that’s gone 
into its construction: Using a fi bre optic laser 
and powdered titanium, Panerai painstakingly 
built the 3D movement layer by layer – each 
0.02mm thick. That’s about one-third of 
the diameter of a strand of hair. Precision 
watchmaking at its fi nest.

Richard Mille is an aviation geek: Last year, he successfully 
bid at an auction for the complete service manual of the 
Concorde. And this year, he collaborated with Airbus 
Corporation Jets to create this fascinatingly complex split-
seconds tourbillon masterpiece. The titanium-aluminium 
alloy of the case is the same material used in ACJ’ engines. 
The design of the screws is also what you’d fi nd on a 
business jet. RM will make only 30 of these, and each 
costs $1.2 million. 

For the second consecutive 
year, RD rolled out the red 
carpet for women with the 
new Velvet collection. But 
among the handful of men’s 
novelties, this skeletonized 
watch was the standout. The 
brand traded in the original 
Excalibur’s 42mm titanium 
case for a carbon one that’s 
lighter, tougher and more anti-
corrosive. It’s a step in the right 
direction for a brand known as 
much for ensuring every watch 
it manufactures is Geneva 
Seal-certifi ed as it is for 
hard-wearing timepieces. 

ROGER DUBUIS
EXCALIBUR 42

Or get out of the way 
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Remember the haters who 
said that alternative, hybrid 
and electric rides were all 
just a load of hot gas? They 
certainly didn’t expect any 
of these to rock up to 
the party

 The electrifying new EVs and hybrids   What’s going on in 
the electric car biz

EDITED BY VARUN GODINHO

FARADAY 
FUTURE FFZERO1
Snap out of it. This is merely a 
proof of concept car, and we’re 
at least ten years from actually 
seeing one like this go into 
production. Faraday who, you ask? 
This is the Chinese manufacturer 
that’s setting up base in California 
and may just give Tesla a pasting 
– starting with luring away top 
execs from SpaceX (Tesla boss 
Elon Musk’s private space travel 
company) as well as Apple, Ferrari 
and BMW. Faraday Future’s first 
confirmed EV will be out by 
2017, although it hasn’t specified 
exactly what it’ll be – a sedan, SUV, 
compact or a supercar. Time to slip 
into dream mode again? 

said that alternative, hybrid 
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EV & HYBRIDS 

ACCELERATION 
0-100KPH IN 4.4 

SECONDS

POWER
362HP

TORQUE
250NM

CHARGING TIME 
2.5 HOURS 

(80 PER CENT)

BMW I8
The `2.3 crore i8, which officially launched in 
India last year, has become the poster child for 
the electric-hybrid industry. It’s a performance 
sportscar, which means BMW paid as much 
attention to top speed and 0-100kph as it did 
emissions and range: The i8 can go from 0-100 in 
just 4.4 seconds, and hit 250kph. Its combustion 
engine is a small 1.5-litre three-cylinder turbo 
that puts out 231hp, making it the most powerful 
engine per litre that BMW has ever manufactured. 
Combine that with a 131hp electric motor, and this 
badass puts out a total of 362hp – almost as much 
power as a Porsche 911 Carrera.
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NISSAN X-TRAIL HYBRID 
At the Delhi Auto Expo this year, Nissan confirmed it 
would be launching the X-Trail Hybrid soon. That will 
make it India’s first hybrid SUV. Interestingly, we’re 
only the fourth market in the world – after Japan, 
Indonesia and Thailand – where this car will be sold. 
Unlike the Mitsubishi Outlander, Nissan’s X-Trail isn’t 
a plug-in hybrid. It’s more conventional, using kinetic 
energy and regenerative braking systems to charge 
the 31kW electric motor. Drive on all-electric mode 
at low speeds, and when it's time to pick up the 
pace, the engine and the electric motor team up to 
give you the necessary grunt. 

ENGINE 2-LITRE PETROL, 
31KW ELECTRIC MOTOR
MILEAGE
20KPL (COMBINED)

LAUNCH
EARLY 2017 
PRICE
4̀5 LAKH (ESTIMATED)

MITSUBISHI OUTLANDER PHEV 
This ride sticks it to those who blame all SUVs and their 
owners for the rising temps in Europe and flooding in 
South America. Two years after the first Outlander PHEV 
– the world’s first and currently only plug-in hybrid SUV 
– Mitsubishi has introduced a new variant with improved 
driving dynamics. There are two 60kW motors, one in 
the front and the other in the rear, powering up this 4WD 
that could, at regular city speeds, deliver up to 50km on 
electric power alone without dipping into the meaty 2-litre 
4-cylinder combustion engine. There are also impressive 
figures for wading depth and towing capacity – making it 
clear that this here is proper SUV muscle.

MILEAGE 
66KPL (COMBINED)

TOP SPEED 
170KPH

TOWING CAPACITY 
1,500KG

WADING DEPTH 
400MM W
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VOLKSWAGEN PASSAT GTE  
This is the car that could help VW recover from one of its most 
disastrous years. The plug-in hybrid has two engines – a 1.4-litre petrol 
unit and a 9.9kW lithium-ion battery-powered electric motor. As with the 
Prius, it isn’t the car’s AI alone that decides whether you drive in electric 
or combustion engine mode. At the push of a button, you can opt for the 
former, which lets you go up to 50km on a full charge. Combined with a 
full tank of petrol, VW claims you could travel over 1,000km in one go.  

ENGINE 
1.4-LITRE 
PETROL, 84KW 
MOTOR

MILEAGE
75KPL 
(COMBINED)

RANGE
50KM (ELEC-
TRIC ONLY)

TOP SPEED
225KPH

TOYOTA PRIUS 
Ever since the first Prius was sold in Japan in 
1997, Toyota has shifted over 5.2 million units 
globally, making it the most successful hybrid 
ever. This here is the fourth-generation 
model that went on sale in Japan late last 
year and is headed to India in 2016. Not 
only does this one punch an even smaller 
hole in the ozone layer than its predecessor 
(emissions are down nearly 20 per cent), it 
also has a bumped-up mileage: 40kpl from a 
combination of the 1.8-litre 4-cylinder engine 
and the 53kW electric motor. 

POWER
121HP (COMBINED)

TORQUE
142NM

LAUNCH
MID 2016

PRICE: 4̀0 LAKH 
(EXPECTED)

KTM FREERIDE E-XC
There’s 42Nm of torque on this fully electric 
off-roader – as much as you’ll get on a snorting 
Honda CBR500R. And all of that is available at 
0 RPM – which means the moment you twist the 
throttle, everything will burst out of the 22hp 
engine, making this bike terribly fast off any 
starting line. There isn’t any clutch here, so you 
won’t need to know how to shift gears when 
pelting down a rocky road. While at full clip 
you’ll only travel about 40km, it’ll take you just 
50 minutes to charge up to 80 per cent of the 
2.6kW lithium-ion battery.

BATTERY 
2.6KW 
LITHIUM-ION

RANGE 
40KM

POWER 
22HP (16KW)

APRIL 2016  — 137



 W e’ve been indoctrinated to 
believe that we should all be 
driving electric and hybrid 
vehicles because we want to 

give Mother Nature a warm, fuzzy hug. 
And that’s not a bad idea, considering 
last year was the hottest ever, and the 
terrifying realities of climate change are 
becoming ever more clear. 

India, for one, is finally paying attention. 
Delhi introduced road space rationing, which 
São Paulo has used since 1996, in order to reduce 
congestion and carbon emissions, removing up 
to 2 million cars from gridlocked roads every day. 
The capital also recently banned the sale of massive 
diesel SUVs in the hopes of curbing air pollution 
that makes Beijing look downright Patagonian. But 
it’s not just Delhi that’s now running on reserve:  
12 other Indian cities rank among the 20 most 
polluted on Earth*.

While the environmental benefits of EVs are 
numerous and undeniable, those are not the only 
reason to drive them. Beyond “green” credentials, 
there’s something about EVs few people talk about: 
Electric powertrains are fun as hell. They aren’t 
just passable alternatives to traditional internal 
combustion engines (ICEs). No, in many cases – and 
especially in sub-compact cars – they’re often far 
better performers. 

Smaller cars have small engines – 2.0 litres or 
less. So, no matter how many turbos you strap 
on to a 1-litre engine, it’s never going to supply 
the requisite horsepower or torque to offer you 
any thrills. And whatever meagre power you can 
actually squeeze from its wheezing ICE cylinders 
will only be delivered after you’ve floored the 
throttle for a good ten seconds. 

EVs are different. Electric motors supply instant 
torque, meaning the moment you step on the 
throttle, you’ll shoot forward with 100 per cent of the 
engine’s power. Combined with the lightness and 
short wheelbase of sub-compact cars, that pushy 
torque transforms most small EVs into surprisingly 

nimble, shockingly peppy inner-
city commuters. Cars like the BMW 
i3 and Fiat 500e offer vivaciously 
spirited drives – counter-intuitively 
more entertaining than their ICE-

endowed brethren. 
Then there are vehicles like the 

stratospheric Porsche 918 hypercar. It 
can gently whisk you around town for 

19km using only electricity – after which 
it’ll fire up its V8 to unleash a nefarious level of 

automotive evil: 887hp and a maximum speed of 
338kph. And the most advanced version of Tesla’s 
Model S, the P90D, was recently outfitted with 
a software upgrade dubbed “Ludicrous Mode”: 
By funnelling an avalanche of electrons to each 
wheel, the car can slingshot from a standstill to 
60mph in just 2.8 seconds. That’s only 0.3 seconds 
slower than the $1.4 million Bugatti Veyron Grand 
Sport – which will also chug through its entire 
98-litre fuel tank in less than 12 minutes. EVs also 
require minimal maintenance, no oil changes and 
generally cost less than one-third as much to run.

And the options in the electric and hybrid 
realm are only growing: Chevy revealed the Bolt, 
its $30,000 everyman EV, in January, while at the 
other end of the price spectrum we should finally 
see super-luxe plug-ins from uber-marques like 
Rolls-Royce, Maserati, Lamborghini, Aston Martin 
and Bentley later this year. 

Fittingly, the popularity of EVs is finally 
catching on across the globe. Over one million of 
them have been registered, with America, China 
and Japan the most voluminous adopters of the 
technology. The one thing these three countries 
have in common? Strong governmental policies 
supportive of EVs, including tax incentives and the 
building of fast-charging networks. Although it’s 
been a bit slow to get into the conversation, India 
needs to get onboard the EV wave pronto. Once we 
do, we just may discover how much more we enjoy 
the zero-emission ride… and cleaner lungs. 

ElEctric cars 
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ElEctric 
motors 
supply 
instant 
torquE, 
mEaning thE 
momEnt you 
stEp on thE 
throttlE, 
you’ll 
shoot 
forward 
with 100 pEr 
cEnt of thE 
EnginE’s 
powEr

*According to a 2014 study by the World Health Organization

Don’t let historic lows in the price of oil fool you: We’re on an inexorable march 
towards electric vehicles. But fret not, young lover of V8 petroleum-induced 

deliria, the ride will be way more fun than you’ve been told, says Nicolas Stecher

FULLY 
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WITH A SPLASHY, NEW JUNGLE BOOK 
OUT THIS MONTH, SPARE A THOUGHT 
FOR THE ORIGINAL

THE BARE NECESSITIES

BY CHE KURRIEN
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 I t’s the blazing summer of ’83, 
and the day begins with a swim 
at the Bombay Gymkhana, with 
my grandmother in the pool, 
� oating on her back like Baloo. 

After a plate of � sh � ngers and a 
glass of iced barley water, we walk 
hand-in-hand to Sterling cinema 
to watch The Jungle Book, the � lm 
I’ve been salivating over for weeks. 
Our tickets have been booked in 
advance, the dainty pink paper 
stubs stored safely in a secret 
compartment of my grandmother’s 

purse that also contains a packet of 
Simba Chipniks. 

The theatre is cavernous, 
pitch black and chilled, and 
I’m mesmerized from the � rst 
frame – an illustrated ruin of an 
ancient Indian temple that comes 
to animated life – in glorious 
70mm. Throughout the movie my 
grandmother keeps restraining me 
as I edge towards the railing of my 
balcony seat singing loudly. Just a 
month earlier my father had taken 
me to Rhythm House to buy the 
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TALK

philosophical – from the ape’s quest for fire so 
he can be human (“give me the power of man’s 
red flower”) to the opening lines of Colonel 
Hathi’s “pachyderm parade”: “The aim of our 
patrol, is a question rather droll.” Droll! I’m sure 
the word sent parents and kids across the world 
scurrying to the dictionary. With The Jungle 
Book, Disney didn’t dumb things down; but 
elevated us. And it still made a killing.

When viewed through adult eyes, the 
storyline appears more complex and layered 
than I remembered – closer to Rudyard 
Kipling’s original text, and imbued with darker 
undertones. Who left baby Mowgli in the jungle 
and why? Was he illegitimate? If he was born 
out of wedlock, and unwanted, the jungle would 
have been the easiest place to abandon him. 

Yet it’s equally a story about parenthood – 
about sacrifice, protection, and placing a child’s 
interest above your own. About pushing kids 
to do things they don’t want to, while being 
prepared to absorb their wrath and anger. And 
at the end of the film, as Mowgli is hypnotically 
drawn to a young girl, his instinct in full 
bloom, we don’t see a trace of resentment and 
expectation from his foster parents Bagheera 
and Baloo. Despite their perilous journey, he 
doesn’t say goodbye to them. They’re sad to see 
him leave but accept that this is the right thing, 
and walk away in the other direction – happy 
that their mission is complete. They let the boy 
go, allowing him to get on with his life. Perhaps 
there’s a lesson for those of us who treat our kids 
as personal possessions, guiding them to fulfil 
our own ambitions. Years after I first experienced 
its power, The Jungle Book keeps giving. 

record. I kept the vinyl in tip-top shape polishing 
it regularly with a maroon velvet brush, 
ensuring no scratches marred its shiny surface.  
After each daily listening session, I would 
carefully lift the record out of the player and slip 
it into its delicate, diaphanous sheath, then tuck 
it into the smooth paper cover displaying the 
movie’s vivid illustrated artwork. It was my first 
grown-up possession.

The Jungle Book first released in 1967, ten 
months after Walt Disney passed away. It was 
the last film he worked on. The death of this 
extraordinary man was a huge blow to Disney, 
a loss akin to Apple without Steve Jobs. There 
was also a deep unease within the company 
about the future of the animation studio: the last 
movie it had produced, The Sword In The Stone, 
had not fared well, and the Disney corporation 
was rapidly diversifying into amusement parks, 
television series and myriad other ventures. 
Before his death, Walt sensed his crown jewel 
was under threat and maintained a keen watch 
over The Jungle Book – firing the original 
screenwriter, and ensuring that the songs 
were central to the narrative. The movie was 
his final love letter to the craft of animation. 
When adjusted for inflation, The Jungle Book is 
the 30th highest grossing film of all time, and 
has attained totemic status in popular culture, 
cutting through religion and nationality. 

Earlier this year, I watched the original with 
my 3-year-old daughter to check whether it 
held up. The first thing that struck me was the 
sheer breadth and brilliance of the score – rich 
and operatic in parts; bluesy and swinging in 
others – but always sophisticated. The lyrics 
of the songs are intelligent, amusing, even 
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I recently 
Introduced 
the orIgInal to 
my 3-year-old 
daughter, and 
caught myself 
watchIng It agaIn 
to check whether 
It held up. the 
fIrst thIng that 
struck me was 
the remarkable 
range and soothIng 
qualIty of the 
score – rIch and 
operatIc In parts; 
bluesy and swIngIng 
In others. the lyrIcs 
are consIstently 
IntellIgent, amusIng, 
even phIlosophIcal 

che Kurrien is the editor of gQ india
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TALK

Chastity fernandes often turns up 
at work after lunch hour sporting 
bed head
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A
s a sex columnist, my 
perspective on US 
presidential hopeful 
Donald Trump might 
seem inconsequential. 

But it isn’t. Because you know 
as well as I do that sex displays 
a person’s greatest flaws and 
greatest assets. Everything that’s 
possible to conceal under a nice, 
expensive suit – overly hairy 
chest, belly fat, tiny penis – is 
out there for a woman to finally 
notice. It’s even worse for women 
in that situation – we may have to 
unsnap the padded bra and show 
you our teeny tiny disappointing 
breasts, or pull down the Spanx 
corset for you to discover that 
we’re rather, well, lumpy. It’s not 
always a pretty sight.

But sex shows you more than 
just the external. You can be a 
cool guy, suave in your pickup 
and determined in your resolve 
not to call us for a few days after 
our date, but you can’t fake what 
you do when you orgasm. I’ve 
had tall, macho men whimper 
silently like sad little cats, others 
who could barely keep it up 
for longer than a few minutes, 
still others who were incapable 
of making me come no matter 
how hard they tried. There are 
men who are eager to please, so 
utterly grateful to be in bed with 
you they’ve almost whispered 
“Thank you”. And there are those 
self-obsessed control freaks 
who will rest their palms on a 
woman’s head and practically 
push her to go down on them. 
None are appealing. Tragic, 
really. And yes, I judge them. We 

Our resident 
sex cOlumnist 
weighs in On 
dOnald trump

By Chastity Fernandes

The big shorT
144

all do. All the time. We may not 
even tell our best friends while 
we put up with it, but trust me, 
we know. It matters.

Luckily, I have years of 
experience in my career. So I’m 
now able to spot disappointing 
men from miles away. And I can 
say, with great confidence, that 
Donald Trump would make a 
lousy lover.

Here’s wHy:
«First, in March, Trump felt the 
need to defend his penis size to 
US Senator Marco Rubio, who 
commented on Trump’s tiny 
hands and stubby fingers. It was 
a cheap – but effective – shot. 
In fact, it’s been more than 30 
years since Vanity Fair editor 
Graydon Carter astutely pointed 
out Trump’s lack of digital assets. 
As an authority in the world of 
sex, here are some rumours I 
can verify as facts: a) Size does 
matter, b) there is a strong 
correlation between finger and 
penis size and c) well-endowed 
men don’t feel insecure about 

their penises or the need to 
defend them on public platforms, 
like a presidential debate.

«Second, that hair. There’s no 
reason a man with the ability to 
afford a haircut (or to buy every 
barber shop in America) would 
allow a mop of this kind to rest 
on his head as he fought to 
win the world’s most powerful 
government office. Unless 
having a full head of hair is 
viewed as a sign of fertility, and 
as some kind of compensation 
for a shortcoming of another 
variety. Such as penis size. Yup.

«Third, Trump puts his 
name on everything – from 
buildings and golf courses to 
steak and vodka. His private 
jet is emblazoned with the 
Trump name, in gold. Each 
letter is 10 feet tall. (Most 
billionaires simply add their 
initials discreetly on the tail, as 
Carter pointed out recently.) 
What could drive such utter 
narcissism? Such a large ego? 

Even a Psychology 101 student 
could tell you: insecurity. 
And what could a man who 
has money, power, fame and 
family feel insecure about? 
Penis size. Just saying.

«Fourth, Trump is not 
entirely self-made. He has 
built an empire on the back 
of a successful real estate 
business run by his late father. 
And much of the problem with 
men who have not worked for 
their place is that they haven’t 
had to try very hard. And that 
can translate into being rather 
lazy in bed too.

«Another point: Clearly 
Trump’s mode of operation 
when attacked is to lash out 
and become defensive. He’s 
not known for taking criticism 
well. And let’s face it, no man 
who can’t listen to some well-
intentioned guidance in bed 
is going to get a woman to 
orgasm.

Finally, men have a pattern. 
Women do too. There’s 
always a strain of some kind 
that runs through the people 
we’re attracted to or have 
relationships with or cheat 
with or get fucked over by. 
In Trump’s case, the kind of 
woman he marries is distinct: 
Ivana and Melania are both 
immigrants from Eastern 
Europe, attractive women who 
became US citizens through 
marriage. Neither had much 
of a career before Trump, and 
what they eventually managed 
to create was based around 
the Trump name. Strong, 
ambitious, beautiful women? 
Sure. Independent? Not so 
much. And when a woman 
isn’t independent, she’s got to 
toe the line in a certain regard. 
She’s not about to rock the 
boat by questioning her man 
or defying his authority. Or, 
you know, complaining that he 
isn’t satisfying her. Or that he’s 
got a teeny tiny weeny.

If there ever were a sex 
tape that might break the 
internet – or lose someone 
an election – this would be it. 
Graydon Carter, unleash your 
investigators already. 





in a checked shirt who reads a book between heated confrontations 
and tense shootouts; another member looks visibly troubled because 
of his ill-fitting shoe. 

The film really comes into its own when the stories of Aditya 
and Ramanbhai eventually connect, in a bar. It’s an oddly funny 
scene, where Aditya accidentally slaps the gangster in an altercation 
about using the bar’s landline. Besides being darkly funny, a trait 
uncommon to Hindi films of the time, Is Raat Ki Subah Nahin is also 
notable because it was one of the first gangster movies to humanize 
its villains and show the intersection of two “Mumbais”.

 When Ramanbhai and his underlings barge into Aditya’s 
boss’ house at one point, they are awestruck by a house party in 
progress, where sophisticated men and women quaff expensive 
whisky and twirl to Pink Floyd’s “We Don’t Need No Education”. 
At some point, one of them can’t conceal his wonder and says, “No 
matter how hard we try, this style, this izzat (prestige), will always 
elude us.”

Much of Is Raat Ki Subah Nahin is centred on Aditya (a suave, 
affluent man) running away from Ramanbhai (an uncouth 
criminal), but the former’s social standing doesn’t automatically 
make him more virtuous. As we 
gradually find out, Aditya and his friend 
Rajesh (Manoj Pahwa) are morally 
flawed, too; it’s just that they are more 
polished and, hence, skilful, at hiding 
their depravities. Aditya, for instance, 
feels conflicted about his wife and 
mistress and switches between them 
according to his convenience. On the 
other hand, Rajesh resents Aditya for 
neglecting Malvika, the woman he loves, 
and eventually extracts his revenge 
in the film’s climax. Mishra’s movie 
shows a masterful grasp of the human 
psyche and a singular audacity in trying 
something new.

 Consequently, despite some flaws (a 
few plot holes, flashes of bad acting, an 
occasionally overwrought background 
score and disruptive songs), Is Raat 
Ki Subah Nahin is an impressive 
achievement. Which makes you wonder: 
Why has this film been all but forgotten?

In Baavra Mann, a 2013 documentary 
on Mishra, Shukla, who also co-
wrote Satya, says, “The film got one show 
[in Mumbai], just one show, and it was 
washed out.” It’s contrary to Satya, which 
was released on a commission basis 
and went on to become the surprise hit of that year. Film-maker 
Anurag Kashyap, who co-wrote Satya with Shukla, says in the 
same documentary that Is Raat Ki Subah Nahin played “a larger role 
in Satya”; the film became a “reference point, because Ramu” – Ram 
Gopal Varma – “used to talk about it a lot.”

Mishra’s directorial debut, Yeh Woh Manzil To Nahin (1987), 
never found a theatrical release. His third, Dharavi, was pulled out 
of theatres following threats from the Shiv Sena; and we know 
what happened to Is Raat Ki Subah Nahin. Since then, Mishra 
has made seven more films, of which only one, the 2005 political 
drama Hazaaron Khwaishein Aisi, has done complete justice to 
his talent. The rest, much like Is Raat Ki Subah Nahin’s eventual 
fate, have failed to leave a lasting mark. His next, about to release 
later this year, is a political thriller, an adaptation of the renowned 
novel Devdas. For someone like Mishra, who’s been making movies 
for around three decades but hasn’t realized his true potential, every 
new film is an attempt at something essential: To regain lost ground 
and time. 

Tanul Thakur is a Mumbai-based film critic with a morbid fascination for noir films il
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brilliant, brutal, bold. 
Sudhir MiShra'S unSung filM 
deServeS another watch

By Tanul Thakur

The endless 
nighT
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 In the history of Indian film, Mumbai noir is a relatively new 
genre, only gaining currency over the last two decades. 
Think Parinda (1989), Company (2002), Maqbool (2003), Johnny 
Gaddaar (2007), Talaash (2012), and the most definitive film of the 
lot: the genre’s poster boy, Satya (1998).

A lot has been said about Satya, its influence and irreverence 
and how it redefined the Hindi gangster movie. And yet, not a lot is 
known about the film that most influenced it: Sudhir Mishra’s Is Raat 
Ki Subah Nahin (1996). 

Based on a true incident, turned into a short story by Mishra’s 
late brother, Sudhanshu, Is Raat Ki Subah Nahin carried forward 
Sudhir’s fascination with Mumbai, after Dharavi (1992). The 
movie unfolds through three different, not wholly parallel stories 
in the first 20 minutes: we meet an ad executive Aditya (Nirmal 
Pandey), a married man having an affair with a colleague, Malvika 
(Smriti Mishra); his unsuspecting wife Pooja (Tara Deshpande), 
attending their office party in a hotel; and Ramanbhai (Ashish 
Vidyarthi), a dreaded don who, along with his henchmen, is at the 
hotel to kill Vilas (Saurabh Shukla), a mole in his gang. 

What stands out in this first segment, and throughout the film, 
is Mishra’s attention to detail and flair for depicting the absurd. 
Consider this: Ramanbhai’s gang includes a bespectacled young man 
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When Ramanbhai 
and his undeRlings 
baRge into aditya’s 
boss’ house at 
one point, they 
aRe aWestRuck by 
a house paRty in 
pRogRess, WheRe 
sophisticated men 
and Women quaff 
expensive Whisky 
and tWiRl to pink 
floyd’s “We don’t 
need no education” 
... mishRa’s movie 
shoWs a masteRful 
gRasp of the human 
psyche and a 
singulaR audacity 
in tRying  
something neW
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Waldo was apologetic but 
adamant: It was going to 
be difficult. Really difficult. 
Waldo Hernandez is the 
chef concierge at The 

Carlyle, the fairy cake Rosewood property 
on East 76th Street on the Upper East 
Side of Manhattan, and one of the most 
celebrated hotels in the entire city. Here, 
the concierge desk operates in the way that 
hotels and department stores were meant 
to operate in the old days, when you could 
walk into Harrods and request an elephant, 
and then be presented with one a short 
while later.

By DYLAN JONES

Hamilton – an unlikely musical mix of 
american History and rap – is tHe Hottest 
Broadway ticket rigHt now

Do believe 
the hype

148

My ticket request was proving to be 
more of an ask than a modern mastodon, 
apparently.

“The more press this show gets, the 
higher the demand,” he said, before 
revealing the cost of a ticket for an 
eighth-row seat. “Here is what we can 
get for Wednesday night,” he said, before 
mentioning an amount that could have 
brought my first car three times over.

The last time The Carlyle had done this 
for me was for The Book Of Mormon, and 
before that The History Boys, and while both 
were extraordinary experiences, the price 
of this new single ticket was more than four 
times the cost of both of those tickets put 
together. This time the show was Hamilton, 
and the experience turned out to be worth 
pretty much every American penny.

For those of you who don’t get out 
much, Hamilton is the hottest show on 
Broadway right now, so hot that even the 
record company putting out the soundtrack 
couldn’t rustle up a ticket for me. It’s a  
hip-hop-ish musical about Alexander 
Hamilton, one of America’s founding 
fathers, and the man whose face adorns 
the ten-dollar bill. He never rose to an 
office higher than Secretary of the Treasury, 
but he was hugely influential in not only 
helping to win the Revolutionary War but 
in establishing the US Constitution. It is 
written by and stars Lin-Manuel Miranda, 
and based on a 2004 biography of Hamilton 
by historian Ron Chernow. In Miranda’s 
quicksilver mind he has equated Hamilton’s 
outsider status and self-destructive 
nature with the hip-hop experience, even 
comparing him to Tupac Shakur. 

It’s a clever show and a big hit. 
In an entertainment culture that thrives 

on phenomena, in which hyperbole is not 
as much expected as demanded, it’s difficult 
for anyone or anything these days to get 
traction unless it “goes big”. Recently, this 
has come to mean simply “going viral”, 
although as we as consumers are veering 
back towards organized events rather 
than happy accidents (among polled 17- to 
25-year-olds last year, the Royal Academy’s 
Ai Weiwei exhibition was more popular than 
Drake’s video for “Hotline Bling”, a promo 
that generated more attention than usual 
because it was amusingly denounced by the 
artist James Turrell for “f***[ing]” with him), 
this can still mean making an awful lot of 
money the old-fashioned way. 

Hamilton, which has been running at 
the Richard Rogers Theatre since August 
last year, has not only made a lot of money, 
it could turn out to be one of the biggest 
Broadway success stories of the past two 
decades. The show opened at the Off-
Broadway Public Theater last February, and 
was sold out for the entirety of its run. When 
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Who is Lin-ManueL Miranda?
Gen Y multi-hyphenate creative currently 

starring on Broadway in Hamilton, for which 
he wrote the book, music and lyrics.

#haM4haM
Twitter call-out for the twice-weekly pre-

performance showpieces created by Miranda 
and the cast to involve ticketless “Faniltons” 

(fans of the show). 

THeaTre

TALK
it was announced 
that it was moving 
to Broadway, it 
took in $30 million 
in advance orders 
before it had even 
opened. For the 
Labor Day week 
at the beginning of 
May, Hamilton was 
the second-highest-
grossing show on 
Broadway, edged out only 
by The Lion King. The show has 
already won eight Drama Desk Awards and 
come June will no doubt be showered with 
Tonys (Miranda has already won two Tonys 
for his first original musical, In The Heights). 
When Miranda appeared on The Tonight 
Show, host Jimmy Fallon said, “It’s exactly 
what should be happening right now! It 
sounds ridiculous, but it’s so brilliant!” 

However, as the New York Times said, 
when it first reviewed the show, “this 
speeding bio-musical has become the most 
fashionable (and unobtainable) ticket in 
town.” The quest for tickets either ends 
in disappointment or the kind of financial 
transaction you’re not going to forget in 
a hurry. I know from my own experience 
that paying over the odds usually results in 
two very distinct emotions: Either you talk 
yourself into the fact that whatever it was 
wasn’t worth the money or you do exactly 
the opposite. With Hamilton, I didn’t have to 
do either, as I was immediately swept away 
by its confidence and audacity. 

Miranda might be being celebrated as 
an industry disrupter, but perversely the 

Dylan Jones is the editor of British GQ

transposition of early American history 
to a contemporary urban environment: 
“Miranda’s founding fathers wear velvet 
frock coats and knee britches, not hoodies 
and jeans.”

The show as a whole is less an 
assault on the senses and more a heavily 
choreographed concept album, with 
reams of syncopated monologue and 
snappy operetta-style choruses replacing 
the power chords and guitar solos. For 
while there are plenty of nods to Tupac, 
Biggie Smalls and the Beastie Boys in 
the aphoristic rat-a-tat spit bars, there 
are also plenty of orthodox Kander and 
Ebbish show tunes, full of melody, full of 
honky-tonk vim, as well as a smattering 
of traditional Sondheim-style ballads that 
give the show a contrary sense of good 
old-fashioned spit-and-sawdust showbiz.

The show flaunts its eclecticism 
as though it were the most natural, 
commercially expedient option in the 
whole damn business of musical theatre, 
and because of that it soars. Hamilton is 
properly phenomenal, and, like I say, worth 
every penny, even if those pennies add up 
to a carpetbag full of Hamilton-adorned 
ten-dollar bills. And the next time I see it I’d 
like it to be on ice. 

constituent parts of 
his show are not 
exceptional, and 
in fact are actually 
quite prosaic. 
The stage has a 
revolving centre, 
on which the cast 

skate and swirl, 
giving the show a 

carnival feel, but the 
routines are not that 

spectacular. The set itself 
seems deliberately plain, too, 

as everything takes place under the same 
scaffold. But it’s the intensity of the narrative 
that propels Hamilton, as each song barrels 
along after the previous one with barely a 
pause for breath. Dialogue is scant, with the 
raps acting as rhyming exposition – there 
are points during the show where you feel 
as though Eminem is narrating a Wikipedia 
version of Hamilton’s life (to wit: “Madison, 
you’re mad as a hatter, son/Take your 
medicine/Damn, you’re in worse shape than 
the national debt is in!” or “The ten-dollar 
founding father without a father/Got a lot 
farther by working a lot harder/By being 
a lot smarter/By being a self-starter”). The 
cast is heavily multiracial, which not only 
gives the show a deliberately contemporary 
edge – here are all these young black guys 
playing dead old white guys – but also 
makes it quite surreal (“a predominantly 
black and brown cast take on America’s 
founding fathers and mothers – on the Great 
White Way, of all places,” said Billboard). Yet 
as Rebecca Mead has already pointed out 
in the New Yorker, Hamilton is not a trashy 

 
it’s the intensity  

of the narrative that propels 
hamilton, as each song barrels along 
after the previous one with barely a  

pause for breath. Dialogue is scant, with  
the raps acting as rhyming exposition – 

there are points During the show  
where you feel as though eminem is 

narrating a wikipeDia version of 
hamilton’s life
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From left:  
Sandip Roy, Navonil 
Das, Ratul Sood &  
Debarghya Bairagi
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Compared to India’s other 
major cities, Kolkata feels like 
a kind of satellite. I mean, 
all my cool friends are from 
Kolkata, but they—
ROY: But they don’t live here. 

Yeah.
ROY: Every time I meet someone 
new, they say, “You live in Delhi, 
right?” And I’m like, “No, I live in 
Calcutta.”  

I thought you lived in Delhi too. 
ROY: Everybody thinks that. If you’re a Bengali and 
you’re writing – you obviously live in Delhi. 
SOOD: It’s a very migratory city, unfortunately. I’m 
in Calcutta enjoying my work and that’s why I’m 
here. There is never a day in my life in which I don’t 
wonder where I’m going to be � ve years from now. 
And I keep those options open, thinking that maybe 

When you think of India as a country on the rise, full of forward vision and entrepreneurial spirit, you probably don’t 
think of Kolkata, India’s capital of decay tourism. But, increasingly, pockets of creativity are becoming visible beyond city 

limits. As a veteran businessman known for tailoring at Burlington Menswear and now with his own label, Ratul Sood 
has seen the city shift through several life cycles, while Debarghya Bairagi and Navonil Das, the duo that comprise Dev 
R Nil, are making sure Kolkata isn’t lagging behind Delhi or Mumbai in contemporary fashion. And in the city that gave 
us Tagore, writer and journalist Sandip Roy joins us at The Park Hotel on the city’s main thoroughfare, Park Street. It’s 
a most pleasant surprise to fi nd such a bunch of vivacious men here in the crumbling capital, representing what the 

future can be for their home state, West Bengal. And no one’s last name even ends in ‘jee’

Photographed by ADIL HASAN  Interviewed by DAVE BESSELING

In association with

one day I will shift out of here. Like 
everybody else. My set of friends 
keeps dwindling every year. 
ROY: As long as I have the 
internet, I can work anywhere. 
NIL: I’m sure as a writer, the place 
you belong to and your immediate 
surroundings contribute to your 
output, right?  
ROY: Well, I lived in San 
Francisco for 20 years, so
I always joke that I traded one Cal 

for another. Though I think sometimes you write 
better about the place you’re from when you’re no 
longer there.
NIL: I think that’s true for any creative form. Even 
fashion design. But at the same time, what we 
create here, taking inspiration locally, we would 
have a more interesting take than, say, Jean Paul 
Gaultier getting inspired by India. 
DEV: I am very happy with the Calcutta bubble. 

KOLKATA SESSIONS



I love the idea that we’re cut off from the 
rest of the country. We create our own 
interpretation of the world. And to do that, 
you need some sort of – you have to be aloof 
from the world. 

You isolationists.
Nil: I think Calcutta has a good balance: 
Where you can work, but at the same time 
take it easy. It’s more chilled out. And you’re 
not constantly running from— 
Dev: When you’re in the creative industry, 
you want to be in the heart of Bombay, or 
Bollywood, or the heart of fashion in Delhi, 
but then it starts influencing your work. It’s 
always distracting you.
Nil: Every day, there’s something or the 
other. Then you still have to do the real work. 

So what’s the real work?
Roy: Being seen. [Laughs]
Nil: Being seen, yes. How much you are 
photographed. [Laughs]
Roy: If I moved, I would get sucked into that 
lifestyle. I’d be worried about whether I’m on the 
guest list of this or that party. But here, much of 
that doesn’t happen, so you don’t have to worry 
about it most of the time.
Dev: Here, your work is your identity. That’s the 
most important part. 
Nil: Here, you don’t have to say, “You know who 

I am?” Or “You know who my father is?” and 
things like that. 
Roy: But that’s not entirely true. You don’t have 
to say who you are or who your father is because 
everybody knows who your father is already. 
SooD: Yes, the social circle is very tight. You  
can get on a plane coming back to Calcutta, 
and you’ll know at least three or four people. 
It’s impossible that you won’t know somebody. 
Which is amazing. 

Hey, how are you, your brother owes  
me money. 
[Laughs]

It’s my first time in Kolkata, and the city 
is well known for its food. What should  
I eat?
SooD: Very passionate about it. 
Dev: We have the best non-veg food in  
the country. 
SooD: But Calcutta still doesn’t have a plethora 
of choices. 
Dev: You mean the lack of world cuisine?
SooD: Even Indian. There’s nothing to beat 
North Indian food in Delhi. 
Nil: As far as food is concerned, we don’t 
include Bombay. [laughs]
Roy: I do think, in many ways, Calcutta has kind 
of fallen off the map. Literally as I remember, 
years ago, when I was taking a flight from 
Bombay to Calcutta, they had that little screen 
that shows you the weather, and even though we 
were going to Calcutta, it was the one city not 
being shown on the map. Calcutta really existed 
outside people’s consciousness. 
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supporter, but I know how the working 
culture has changed.  
Dev: We, as the new entreprenuers, are 
trying to change the mindset. That’s the 
biggest issue. It’s like when we say, hoche 
hobe, cholche cholbe, which means, whatever 
is gonna happen, let it happen.

A bit of fatalism to that?
Dev: Yeah. So there are two things – we need 
to have more reverse migration. Look around 
and you see wherever there are top-notch 
scientists, top-notch whatevers around the 
world, you’ll find somebody from Bengal.

Well as far as genetics go, you  
guys have produced some pretty  
serious people.
Dev: Pretty serious people, yeah. [Laughs]
Roy: It’s not that we are inherently lazy 
people, or not able to do anything…
Dev: We are conditioned to believe that 
things will just happen. But we need to take 
action to make things move.
Roy: And it’s difficult, because Calcutta 
remains the India before the multiplexes 
and the malls took over. For many, there is 
that immense nostalgia. For a lot of NRIs, 
their connection to the city is their parents. 
We call Salt Lake the Albumpada, the 
neighbourhood where all the old people are 
sitting and going through their photo albums, 
because all their children are out of the city or 
the country.
Nil: The solution to this is young people 
staying back. The minute you have young 
people in this city, they’re going to be 
enterprising. They’re going to be business-
driven. They’re going to get capital. They’re 
going to make things happen. 

So for many people, the city is just about 
nostalgia. Christmas is our busiest time, when 
all the migrant birds come here and everyone 
goes to the Calcutta Club or has tea at Flurys, 
and it’s all very charming, and then for the rest 
of the year, everybody’s gone. End of January 
through October.

It really does feel like it’s everyone’s 
hometown.
SooD: All the country’s industry used 
to be in Calcutta. 38 per cent of India’s 
GDP was from Bengal. I think between 
1952-55. 
Dev: After Independence, it was the 
most industrialized state in the country.
SooD: Steel, jute, tea. Everything was 
in Bengal. But then due to the labour 
policies of the Left, slowly, steadily, 
people left and nobody came back. 
And I think we missed the bus with 
losing that Tata Nano factory. That  
was going to be a gamechanger for 
this city.

What additional benefits would 
the Tata factory bring?
SooD: It would have been a huge 
amount of industrialization, ten other factories 
would have come in, perceptions were 
changing, but then Tata was thrown out of the 
state and now nobody’s going to come back 
here. That was a political play. 
Nil: But let me tell you, in 30 years, the whole 
mindset has changed. It takes a long time to 
get these Bengalis off their lazy bums – I’m a 
Bengali, I’m the biggest critic, I’m the biggest 

Sandip Roy

Christmas is 
our busiest time, 
when all the 
migrant birds 
come here and 
everyone goes 
to the Calcutta 
Club or has 
tea at Flurys. 
And it’s all very 
charming, and 
then for the 
rest of the year, 
everybody’s gone
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Warm hospitality. Friendly service. Fine cuisine. It’s easy to fall in love with Switzerland – before you even 
catch a glimpse of the Alps. For bookings and inquiries about daily nonstop fl ights from Mumbai and Delhi 
to Zurich call 1-800-209-7240/(022) 6713 7200, contact your travel agent or visit swiss.com

Hospitality as legendary 
                 as our landscape.



Bollywood

PhotograPhed by Errikos AndrEou

Styled by VAsundhArA shArmA

Written by dAVE BEssEling

fangirl
When you read about a Femina Miss india winner, it’s not 
usually because she won the pageant 16 years ago. but 
after a gap longer than you’d deem necessary for career 
suicide, Waluscha de sousa decided she’d bet on 
bollywood, despite a long modelling hiatus. it worked, and 
her rookie role in this month’s Fan is opposite Shah rukh 
Khan. Wait. What?
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n ot only are you acting in your first movie, 
you’re doing it opposite the biggest movie 
star in the industry. How are you not 

having a nervous breakdown?
[Laughs] I guess it’s going to hit me like a lighting bolt, but for now I’m 
very excited and can’t wait to see where this journey takes me.

What was the hardest part of your acting preparations?
I had to wrap my head around the fact that I’d be on set with a large 
crew and have to give my lines looking straight into SRK’s eyes without 
looking intimidated! Believe me when I say I was so nervous that 
I’d fumble and keep him waiting. But SRK puts you at ease with this 
calming energy he has. I kept praying in between shots [laughs].

Were you prepared for all the extra publicity/loss of privacy? Is 
that a price you knew you’d have to pay?
I’m so open to what life has to offer me. So I’m enjoying this process in 
full awareness and I’m filled with gratitude. I feel like the luckiest girl in 
the world, and I intend to soak it all up. 

How did this all come about?
Well, all the credit goes to my casting director Shanoo Sharma for 
seeing and believing in my potential, and my director Maneesh 
Sharma for going with an unconventional choice. Their belief that 
I could breathe life into this character gave me strength. With an 
ensemble like this, Yash Raj films, Maneesh Sharma and SRK, it was 
a no-brainer. 
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What’s next?
I’m in the process of reading a 
couple of scripts and meeting 
people, but I haven’t signed 
anything yet… I want to play 
interesting characters and do 
great cinema. I want to push 
myself, and work with creative 
minds that think differently. I 
want it all.

We often hear of there being 
no good � lm roles for older 
women. Would you agree?
Not at all. Times have changed. 
There are amazing � lms being 
made and the criteria is not just 
a pretty face anymore. While 
in Hollywood we have the Meryl 
Streeps and the Kate Winslets, 
in Bollywood we have our Kajols 
and Laras who have shown us 
that age and marital status have 
nothing to do with great cinema 
or good talent.

Are you a feminist? What does 
that word mean to you?
I don’t consider myself a feminist 
although there are some issues  I 
feel strongly about. But my views 
on this are a little con� icting: I 
don’t believe in being aggressive 
in my approach – instead, I like 
to be assertive. You don’t need 
to demand respect, you need to 
command it. 
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factory the next town over, meticulously run from the ordered 
progression of � ghts down to the valet parking. There are box seats, 
a fully stocked bar, a buffet and big screens streaming a live feed of 
the ring. It’s a lakh if you want to � ght your bird, and bets equal to 
or far greater than that are par for the course on the sidelines. 

“Bloody class, yaar.” Vijay clucked his tongue and twirled his 
� ngers through the air. “And you won’t believe, there are all these 
women there too! They come dressed in saris and they’re betting 20, 
30,000 rupees on each � ght.” 

In theory, all of this is illegal, cock� ghts having long ago been 
deemed far too savage and atavistic to be� t any modern democracy. 
Your standard betting-on-birds � ght simultaneously violates the 
1960 Prevention of Cruelty to Animals Act, the Andhra Pradesh 
Gambling Act and the Andhra Pradesh Towns Nuisance Act of 1889; 
even attending a cock� ght could potentially land you in jail. And on 
January 7, the High Court of Andhra Pradesh reminded the state 
government that such laws indeed exist, directing police to take 
“strict action” against any offenders. 

In practice, nobody cares. Sure, police raids and crackdowns have 
been known to happen, but the Godavari delta is not a place so willing 
to abandon tradition, especially not on Sankranti, the ancient festival of 
the winter harvest, when this fertile land is � ush with cash and people 
are feeling lucky. While I was there, � ghts were happening, unhidden, 
in nearly every village, the gambling was reckless, and at some of them, 
police sat casually in the audience, in full uniform, enjoying the action 
with a cup of tea and a cigarette. And in an even greater irony, an MP 
from the ruling Telugu Desam Party, a gloriously rotund and bald-
headed man named Maganti Venkateswara Rao, kicked off a cock� ght 
in the city of Eluru, as did BJP politician Gokaraju Ganga Raju. 

This year, media reports claimed that `500 crore change hands 
during the Sankranti � ghts, but it has to be higher: a single match can 
inspire as much as � ve lakhs  in bets, and matches occur around the 
clock for three days, at hundreds of venues across Andhra Pradesh. 

Which brings us to the most important rule of cock� ghting: You 
don’t just play to win. You play to make it rain. No one understood this 
better than Vijay’s old pals who called themselves the Syndicate, fat cats 
who pooled their money into a secret facility, hidden in some forlorn 
banana plantation, where, year-round, a team of full-time trainers raise 
an army of killer birds for Sankranti.

“The Syndicate are so loaded they can simply pour money into 
their cocks,” Vijay explained. “Which means we are going to see some 
amazing � ghts.”

Vijay Prasad had already lost three of his prized 
birds to the biggest, baddest cock in Karnataka, 
with a record of 14 consecutive opponents 
bested. Everyone said this cock was ruthless, 
undefeatable, arriving at his � ghts atop a 

donkey, while his owners raised a din with drums and horns, so 
con� dent their cock would never go down that they’d fashioned 
their prize� ghter with earrings of solid gold. They called him the 
Executioner, because his � ghts would usually end with the opponent’s 
severed head on the ground, its lifeless body running amok in one 
last moment of indignity.

“Very stupid looking bird, big bloody legs,” said Vijay, thoughtfully 
puf� ng on his cigarette. “But what a ferocious � ghter, yaar.” 

Vijay’s entrant was from his family’s farm in Andhra Pradesh, a 
small, unimpressive white cock nobody thought stood a chance. But 
as soon as the referee started the � ght, Vijay’s rooster shot forward 
and sliced through the champion’s wing with a sharpened spur. 
It happened that fast. No one could believe their eyes. The furious 
champion pecked back, his mangled right wing hanging by a limp 
thread, but Vijay’s bird knew he had already won, and drove his 
spur through the Executioner’s heart. The crowd gasped as this 
bejewelled tyrant � nally collapsed to the ground. Of� cial rules state: 
the victor keeps the loser’s bird, so that night Vijay and his friends 
feasted on the � esh of the former champion. 

“What celebrations that day!” laughed Vijay. “You won’t believe, 
that bugger gave us � ve kilos of good meat.” He pocketed the gold 
earrings too. 

Vijay sat in the courtyard of his spacious farmhouse, on the banks 
of the Godavari River near Rajahmundry, a couple of nights before 
the Sankranti harvest festival. He’s trim and spry for his 68 years, 
despite a penchant for imported cigarettes and evening libations. 
Vijay is the kind of man who apologizes if he forgets to offer you 
a scotch, the kind who can make a subject like cock� ghting sound 
sophisticated. Even his features – not joking here – are bird-like: 
high cheekbones, beady eyes, hooked nose over a pencil-thin 
moustache. The sun was setting overhead, marking the beginning of 
those three days every January, when � ght rings light up the coastal 
Andhra plains, some of them rudimentary gatherings in coconut 
groves, others elaborate enough to suit the tastes of a Vegas hustler.

Not that Vijay’s above a good old local � ght, but a man of his 
experience and seniority prefers the grander, more high-stakes 
productions. Like the Kentucky Derby-style affair at the old alum 
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In the deepest recesses of Andhra Pradesh lives an illegal syndicate, a secret 
society that trains hundreds of merciless, blade-wielding killers and sets them 
loose in bouts of mortal combat, where the loser’s corpse is that night’s dinner 

for the winning trainers
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Perhaps the one universal constant in cock� ghting – apart from the 
obvious – is that it is, by and large, the provenance of men. Tough guys 
handling tough cocks. Naturally the members of the Syndicate, now 
gathered under a shed in their training compound, were South Indian 
boss-types: a hotelier, a Tollywood � lm producer, a retired member of 
an elite police division, grunting orders to lackeys and drinking Crown 
Royal out of a paper cup at, what, 11am? Other men kept walking up to 
the shed, apparently to pay their respects, occasionally sticking around 
for a drink. I saw one man dressed in pure white khadi, sandbags 
beneath his eyes, heavy gold rings on four or � ve � ngers and a severe 
handlebar moustache. He inspected the compound while fondling, 
inexplicably, a long whip. But he disappeared before I could ask anyone 
who he was. 

We were all grunting, drinking, keeping conversation to a 
minimum, a palpable sense of impatience among 
man and fowl alike, because it was time for 
carnage but the � ghts were delayed. A deal had 
been cut with another syndicate – location and 
personnel unknown – to duel � ve or ten of their 
best cocks for a winner-takes-all `10 lakh bet, 
but the police were reticent. The Syndicate had 
sent a delegate to frantically negotiate and arrive 
at a mutually agreeable arrangement. 

“It’s like we just came here to drink and 
eat,” complained the ex-policeman. “Damn 
crooked cops.” 

“Tell our liaison to give them whatever extra 
they need so we can get started,” instructed the 
hotelier to an assistant. 

T he location of the Syndicate’s training compound 
is something I’m not at liberty to discuss, except 
to say that it was somewhere along the impossibly 
lush expanse of coastal Andhra Pradesh where 
the Godavari River kisses the Bay of Bengal with 
a mouth 170 kilometres wide. The grounds were 

a grid of overturned bamboo baskets, full-sized � ghting cocks 
tethered beside each, about 100 in total, every one of them a trained 
killer. At � rst they just seemed like ordinary chickens, but after a 
moment I could appreciate how still they all stood, proud specimens 
of rippling muscle, magni� cent black and red, speckled downs 
gleaming in the sunlight.

“Just look at this bloody big bugger.” Vijay’s avian features twisted 
into a tight grin as we examined one of the birds. “Calm and cool. Calm 
and cool... Just look at those legs.” 

The bird in question was a 28-inch-tall 
rooster with black and gold feathers, a 
sweeping, symmetrical tail, a chest so muscular 
that it burst through his shiny coat, a trimmed 
comb above his head and almost no wattle 
beneath his chin, so that contenders wouldn’t 
have any dangling appendages to peck at. Once 
armed with spurs, he could, according to Vijay, 
slice clean through a human hand. He was an 
undefeated champion, too: 12 kills and hardly a 
single scratch. Worth 50,000 rupees at least, but 
most de� nitely not for sale. 

“When he � nds a target, he strikes... so fast. 
The other bugger has no chance.” Vijay’s voice 
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turned dreamy as we gazed at the ferocious bird, his searching eyes 
more like a hawk’s than the panic-stricken pinholes on most chickens. 
“This fellow knows it’s a matter of life and death.” 

Sankranti in Andhra Pradesh revolves around “knife � ghts”, in 
which a sharp blade is tied to the right leg of each bird. This is the IPL 
of cock� ghting: faster, gorier and far more fun for gamblers than the 
non-lethal � ghts without knives that occur during other times of the 
year. The cocks strike harder and faster the more they bleed, so the 
match actually increases in pace until one of the birds is too injured to 
raise a talon and the other hastily � nishes him off. The process rarely 
takes more than a couple of minutes. 

None of the roosters at the Syndicate’s compound had names, not 
even this magni� cent beast Vijay was admiring. What’s the point of 
naming them? One day, after the prize � ghter has defeated his share 
of lesser birds, after tens of lakhs of rupees have been gambled in his 
name, he too will be felled by the spur of a faster, stronger fowl, his 
illustrious career put to rest on somebody’s dinner plate. Competitive 
cock� ghting is a vast and complex world, with myriad breeds, customs 
and rules of play, accorded not only by country but region and time 
of year – sometimes even the time of day. During the San Marcos Fair 
in Mexico, cock� ghts share the spotlight with performances by Latin 
Grammy winners like Alejandra Guzmán. In Cuba, owners don’t � t 
blades on their birds, and they don’t wager on winners, either. The 
Tamilians, Telugus and Tulus love to gamble, and tie blades on the 
right foot, while in the Philippines, where the sport is still legal and 
broadcast on TV, the blade goes on the left. In Bali, the blood of the 
defeated cock is considered an offering to evil spirits. 

WHAT’S THE POINT OF NAMING HIM? AFTER TENS OF LAKHS OF 
RUPEES HAVE BEEN GAMBLED IN HIS NAME, HIS ILLUSTRIOUS 

CAREER WILL ALSO BE PUT TO REST ON SOMEBODY’S DINNER PLATE
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“You don’t ever worry about the cops?” I asked. 
Vijay laughed as though I just asked whether the earth was round. 

“Arre... If Chandrababu [Naidu, the current chief minister of Andhra 
Pradesh] tried to stop us, he’d be booted out of of� ce the next day,” 
implying that there was simply too much money and power vested in 
cocks to ever stop the Sankranti � ghts. 

More worrisome than the police are the animal rights groups, since 
they’re actually sincere. The Indian branch of the Humane Society, an 
international animal rescue group, has nearly managed to eradicate 
cock� ghts in the states of Maharashtra and Odisha. Andhra Pradesh is 
next in its sights.   

“We’re teaching kids that it’s okay to kill animals for entertainment,” 
said Alokparna Sengupta, the society’s deputy director. Its volunteers 
have documented the cruelty of the Andhra � ghts, to support court 
cases like the Animal Welfare Board getting Andhra’s High Court to 
instate this year’s ban. But ultimately, the government reneged on its 
promise to crack down, Sengupta said. “We reached out to a lot of 
police inspectors, and just a day or two before the � ghts, everybody 
stopped responding.” 

The good folk of the Syndicate wouldn’t have any of that chickens’ 
rights nonsense. 

“See now, put this in your article,” said the Tollywood producer, 
towering over me. “Ninety per cent of these animal-rights people are 
non-vegetarians. What about the animals we eat? And what about 
trees? The Mother, you know from Auroville, once had a dream in 
which trees have spirits too. So should we stop cutting down trees and 
plants as well? Should we just starve instead?” 

Absurd, yes, but what’s attestable is this: until their (gruesome) 
deaths, and notwithstanding any (painful) dis� gurations suffered by 
survivors, gamecocks live like kings and train like Stallone in Rocky 
IV. Three weeks before a scheduled match, the ancient trainer of the 
Syndicate’s compound, a lungi-clad man whom everyone calls Uncle, 
wakes up at 4am and makes the birds run until they’re exhausted. Then 
he throws them into a river, forcing them to swim for their lives. Then 
he makes them run again. And swim. And run. “And I keep doing that 
for about an hour,” Uncle said. “Until they’re good’an exhausted, and 
angry as god. Then we give ’em a hot massage.”

For breakfast, the birds receive 100 grams of fruits and nuts, 
followed by a careful grooming of the feathers. In the evening, they eat 
millet smeared with egg and “a thimbleful of breast milk.” 

I must have looked confused, because Uncle dropped his voice to a 
whisper and leaned in. 

“Human breast milk.” 

W
hen the Syndicate’s much-awaited � ght was 
� nally ready, it was, well, kind of a disaster. The 
challengers were, mysteriously, arrested on their 
way to the ring, and further frantic negotiations 
with the police were underway to secure the 
release of both men and cocks. Meanwhile, other 

contenders tried to � nd suitable match-ups for their weak-looking 
birds, putting their roosters together to see if the birds would � ght. 
There were long pauses between matches as owners deliberated 
over which cock offered the most promising � ght, and bickered over 
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how much they were willing to bet. But when a � ght � nally occurred, 
hundreds of men crushed around the ring, screaming out odds and 
taking bets and craning for better views of the orange-black cloud 
of dust and sparring feathers. Then I � gured out what the long whip 
wielded by the man with the handlebar moustache was for, because 
here he was with a gaggle of men, all of considerable heft, whipping 
them back from trampling the cocks mid-� ght. 

“Arre, bloody stupid birds all of them, yaar,” Vijay hissed. “Really a 
substandard event.” 

Vijay and I ditched the Syndicate’s � ght and drove through the 
greenery, passing maybe half a dozen � ghts along the way, each a
roaring scene of chaos, a blur of whips and cash and feathers. The 
alum factory � ght had been shifted to a new venue, a wedding hall 
surrounded by paddy � elds, for vague and quasi-legal reasons 
that apparently had to do with local power dynamics. Vijay was 
immediately disappointed – it wasn’t the same. There was no bar, no 
buffet, no big screen TVs playing highlight reels. Still, it was a world 
apart from the roughhewn � ghts earlier in the day. A security guard 
ushered us into a cool, open patio, where families picnicked, children 
played and small groups clustered around picnic tables with their own 
private bartenders. The whips had nothing to do, sticks hung limp at 
their sides. 

And everybody carried massive stacks of cash, betting 20 or 30,000 
worriless rupees per � ght. 

Someone tapped me on the shoulder and asked if I was 
interested in a small wager. I’d been hesitant to bet all day, but we 
agreed to put `1,000 down on a match between two rookies, one 
pure white and the other the colour of rust. Both birds were from 

the same village – from the same training facility, in fact – and for a 
moment they hesitated, hackles fully extended, studying each other 
so carefully I wondered if one recognized the other as a stable mate. 
The orange bird parried, but his opponent was a hair too quick. 
White feathers � ew harmlessly all over the ground as the orange 
bird’s kicks narrowly missed their mark. About a minute in, the 
white bird dealt a devastating blow, slicing the rusty cock through 
the stomach, knocking him onto his back. His owners – who had 
some 50,000 rupees riding on the � ght – frantically tried to revive 
him, rubbing ash on his wounds and spitting water onto his face. 
Another crunch of bones and wings as the white went in for the kill. 
In a � nal act of de� ance, orange managed to lodge his spur deep 
into white’s thigh. Exactly half of the crowd cheered. 

I walked out of the cockpit and saw that the losing bird was still 
alive. He had been critically wounded beneath his wing and was 
draining blood fast. His trainer rubbed a sliced lemon over the bird 
with a touch of sadness in his eyes – a surprisingly tender moment, 
I thought, considering that he had doomed the bird by � ghting it for 
money. Maybe it was easier when the birds died on the spot. 

“That helps clean the blood clots,” Vijay explained, pointing to the 
lemons. “But it’s very painful for the bird.” 

And for the � rst time that day I took a good look at a dying bird, and 
it was only then that I realized that chickens visibly express pain – eyes 
wincing, beak open, head cast down, as though, in the last painful 
moments of his life, the bird was contemplating his crushing defeat. 
The trainer draped him in a blanket and the rooster nipped at his pinky. 

My money had been on the winner. I walked away, `1,000 richer, as 
the auburn cock closed its eyes forever against the cool, concrete curb. 
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SUIT, SHIRT; BOTH BY 
DIOR HOMME. SHOES 
BY TOM FORD



Anuj Choudhry dresses up the city of love with the season’s 
most eye-catching patterns

PHOTOGRAPHED BY SUSI BELIANSKA     STYLED BY VIJENDRA BHARDWAJ

“A walk about Paris will provide lessons in history, beauty, and in the point of life.” 
—Thomas Jefferson

Paris
Printed in



JUMPER BY 
BOTTEGA VENETA. 
OVERCOAT BY 
ERMENEGILDO 
ZEGNA. TROUSERS 
BY GUCCI. SHOES BY 
PAUL SMITH

OPPOSITE PAGE:
HOODIE, JEANS; 
BOTH BY DOLCE & 
GABBANA
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POLO, TROUSERS, 
JERSEY SKIRT; ALL 
BY GIVENCHY. SHOES 
BY GUCCI

OPPOSITE PAGE:
SUIT, SHIRT; BOTH 
BY ROHIT GANDHI + 
RAHUL KHANNA 
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TRENCH COAT BY 
GUCCI. TROUSERS BY 
GIVENCHY. SHOES BY 
DIOR HOMME

OPPOSITE PAGE:
SUIT BY TROY COSTA.
JUMPER BY TOM FORD

“If you are lucky 
enough to have 
lived in Paris as a 
young man, then 
wherever you go for 
the rest of your life 
it stays with you, 
for Paris is a 
moveable feast.”
—Ernest Hemingway
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JUMPER, SHOES; BOTH 
BY TOM FORD. TROUSERS 

BY PAUL SMITH. HAT BY 
BORSALINO

OPPOSITE PAGE:
JACKET, TROUSERS, 

SHOES; ALL BY TOM FORD

ASSISTANT STyLIST:  
TAnYA VOHRA

HAIR & MAke-UP: 
MAnIACHA/ 

B-AGEnCY, PARIS
MODeL: AnUJ CHOUdHRY/

InEGA TALEnT
PRODUcTION: 

VASUndHARA SHARMA, 
EMMAnUELE CRUx/BLUE 

SAnd PROdUCTIOn
LOcATION: THE ABBEY 
BOOKSHOP, FLOwERS 

SAInT-PèRES, dU PAIn ET 
dES IdéES, PARIS
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HOW TO

FLEX YOUR BRAIN
TO FIX YOUR BODY

We keep hearing that the brain is like a muscle, trainable and all that. Which is good, 
because so many modern problems – like falling asleep when you’re stressed,

managing chronic pain, resisting the last of the butter chicken or your eighth Calcutta
kathi roll – are mental as much as physical. So for the sake of both your waistline
and your sanity, you’ll want to follow these fi ve steps to enlightenment and health

1

USE YOUR 
MEMORY 
TO STOP 
EATING 
SO MUCH 
GARBAGE
A few years ago, two dudes 
developed amnesia, and a 
researcher – curious about 
whether hunger originates 
in the stomach or in the 
brain – got an idea. She fed 
them sandwiches and cake. 
Fifteen minutes later, having 
forgotten all about their meal, 
they went back for more.

Our brains may tell us 
when it’s time to eat, but can 
they actually be tricked into 
feeling full? Turns out, yes! 
The trick is to bore your brain 
by imagining you’re eating 
a tonne of the same thing. 
Researchers � gured this out 
by asking test subjects to 
pretend they were eating a 
bit of cheese. Then they had 
another group imagine they 
were gorging themselves 
on cheese, which killed their 
appetite. In other words: You 
feel shitty about craving a 
bucket of KFC? Just imagine 
eating 12. That ought to do it.
— SIMON VAN ZUYLEN-WOOD
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EMBRACE 
THE POWER 
OF NEGATIVE 
THINKING
Fear, insecurity and anger can 
fuel your peak performance.

“I feed off what people 
say a lot. If somebody’s 
talking trash to me or saying 
something about me in a 
negative way, I use that as 
motivation. Doesn’t matter 
if they said it a year ago, two 
years ago, � ve years ago. 
I remember everything that 
they said about me. And that 
helps get me out of bed in 
the morning.”

— MICHAEL PHELPS,
22-time US Olympic medallist IL
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DUNK YOUR 
BRAIN
(and yeah,
get in shape)
I started swimming for the 
reasons you’d expect from a 
38-year-old father of two: cranky 
knees, achy back, the creep of 
middle-age spread. After years 
of broken promises, I resolved 
to give the pool a shot and to 
stick with it until it took. It was 
uncomfortable at � rst, but I kept 
going. After a month or so I was 
an embarrassingly full convert, 
donning cap and earplugs and 
ditching my old shorts for a (non-
bikini) Speedo.

That was two years ago, and 
I did eventually get what I hoped 
for: I lost weight, my shoulders 
broadened and my clothes all 
� t better. But I found myself 
enjoying the mental bene� ts of 
the swim above and beyond the 
physical ones. The sensation I 
crave begins to hit about halfway 
through, when the shock of the 
cold water and the early hour 
have worn off and the steady 
churn of hands and feet lulls my 
hyperactive mind into a repose 
I don’t � nd any other way. Laps 
blur, and the demands of the 
day that had seemed so tiresome 
and daunting become, by the 
time I step out of the pool, so 
manageable and simple. It’s like 
� ipping a switch, and it works 
every time.

The science isn’t revolutionary 
– exercise can recon� gure neural 
pathways to help � ght stress, and 
aerobic activities in particular 
(swimming, running, cycling) 
can improve cognitive function 
and make us healthy in ways you 
can’t measure with calipers.

These days, I don’t like to 
make important decisions 
unless I’ve been to the pool that 
morning. Of my two possible 
selves, the one who goes for a 
swim and the one who doesn’t, 
I no longer trust the one who 
doesn’t. He wallows, makes 
excuses, runs needlessly afoul 
of the wife. Getting into slightly 
better shape has been nice, for 
sure, but it’s the détente that 
a swim reliably (miraculously) 
creates between me and my own 
mind, my own life, that brings me 
back to the pool. It’s the only New 
Year’s resolution I’ve ever kept.
 — JEFF HIMMELMAN

DON’T LET YOUR 
QUEST FOR ZEN
GET YOU ANXIOUS
Yes, meditative routines make you healthier – they 
lower heart rate and blood pressure and boost 
disease-� ghting gene activity – but which one is right 
for you? Relax. Seriously. 
— JOSH DEAN

3

4

LOVE IT. HOW MUCH
IS A LITTLE?

FIRST OFF, YOU WANNA SIT STILL?

TOTALLY. NOPE.

Does your mind tend to wander?

NEVER, 
SENSEI!

WHAT 
WAS THE 

QUESTION? KINDA 
BADASS.

How do you 
wanna feel when 

you’re done?

Are you cool with a little incense?

TOTALLY 
CHILL.

FOCUSED 
MEDITATION

The idea is to focus 
intensely on one 
single thought, 

keeping the mind 
from wandering. 
Takes practice.

TAI CHI

Unlike some yogas, 
this has no breaks 

between poses, just 
a constant flow of 

ninja-esque moves. 
Also free of hippie-

dippy chanting.

TRANSCENDENTAL 
MEDITATION

The goal here is to 
settle your mind 
by being still and 
concentrating on a 

mantra. Meandering 
thoughts are okay.

YOGA

A series of prescribed 
movements 

sometimes paired 
with chants and 
deep thoughts. 

Controlled breathing 
is also important.
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 5GO THE FUCK 
TO SLEEP

Conquer insomnia without taking a pill.
The clock reads 1:44am and you’ve already 
been in bed for an hour. Tomorrow (Christ, 
TODAY!) is barrelling towards you as the 
minutes fall away. 1:46. (What happened to 
1:45?!) It’s too late to smoke a joint, so try 
these tactics instead.
— TONY REHAGEN

 IGNORE THE CLOCK
Counting minutes is a form of panic – and 
when your body senses panic, it instinctively 
stays wide awake.

 DO SOME LIGHT JOURNALLING
Perplexed by a work issue? Stop trying to 
solve it in your head. Instead, jot your ideas 

in a bedside notebook so your mind can 
� nally let it go.

 HEAD TO THE COUCH
Still wired? Get out of bed to take your 
mind off how you’re not sleeping. Read a 
magazine (like this one).

 AVOID STORIES ABOUT INSOMNIA
Like this one.

 DON’T TRY TO TURN OFF
YOUR BRAIN
It’s a trap. If you try not to think, all you’ll be 
thinking about is trying not to think. Instead, 
let your mind drift to vague general topics, 
like cricket, or yoga, or Narendra Modi 
playing cricket or doing yoga – anything not 
related to sleep. 

SOURCES: UCLA behavioural-sleep-medicine
specialist Jennifer Martin, PhD, and
Rafael Pelayo, MD, of the Stanford Sleep
Medicine Center IL
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As part of Make in India Week, which swept across 
Mumbai this February, Condé Nast India unveiled 
the o�  cial Make in India magazine. The 200-page 
glossy profi les India’s most dynamic entrepreneurs 
and companies, and was launched by Amitabh 
Kant, Secretary, Department of Industrial Policy and 
Promotion, Government of India, and Alex Kuruvilla, 

MD, Condé Nast India, along with partners UPL, 
Welspun and Serum Institute of India. Fittingly, 

this power-packed event took place at the 
Taj Mahal Palace, Mumbai Ballroom, and 

the extensive menu featured regional 
specialties from Awadh and Kerala. The 

Experience India Society also launched 
its signature cocktail, Bombay 

High. A dazzling photo and video 
installation by Tom Parker and 

Arjun Menon showcased the 
industrial side of India. As 

part of Vogue’s Renaissance 
Project, the exquisite results 
of collaborations between 

top international fashion houses 
and traditional Indian textiles were 

exhibited. It truly was an evening marked by 
grandeur and pride for all things made in India.  

MAGAZINE LAUNCH 
at the Taj Mahal Palace, Mumbai



Quality Council of Ind  
Adil Zainulbhai 
Quality Council of India’s 

Yash Dongre and 
Anita Dongre

HUL’s Sanjiv 
Mehta
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Summer’s sumptuous clothes take on Dubai’s sweeping sand dunes
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SUIT BY GUCCI. 
SHIRT BY VERSACE
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HIGHWAY

Written by Sean Flynn

at first, 
investigators 
couldn’t believe 
what they’d found: 
a refrigerator truck, 
abandoned on the 
side of the road 
between Budapest 
and Vienna, stuffed 
with 71 corpses. 
Perhaps they 
shouldn’t have 
been surprised. 
the dead were 
refugees, migrants 
– call them 
what you want 
– desperate to 
escape turmoil in 
the middle east 
and afghanistan, 
and they’d taken 
extreme risks to 
enter europe. Word 
of the horror didn’t 
stop the wave of 
migration, nor 
will barbed wire 
or xenophobia 
– even after the 
Paris attacks last 
November. But a 
slew of profiteers, 
traffickers 
and politicians 
continue to exploit 
the situation. 
Which is how a 
tragedy becomes 
a recurring 
nightmare
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THE GREAT 
HUMAN FLOOD

In 2015, a million migrants 
made their way to Europe 
– part of the greatest crisis 
of displaced peoples since 
World War II. Many from 

the most common points of 
origin (in dark grey) found 

their way to the most 
common destinations (light 
grey) by passing through 
the gateway of Hungary 

and on to Western Europe 
via taxi, train or 
smuggler’s truck.



and waiting near the little city of Kecskemét, Hungary, in a parking 
lot that is quiet and dark because the waxing moon has set and the 
sun won’t rise for hours. It is a Volvo, with a white cab, six wheels 
and a rectangular cargo box on the back that is big enough to  
haul freight but small enough not to draw attention on the road  
to Austria.  

On the front of the cargo box, mounted above the cab, is a 
refrigeration unit, which looks like a large air-conditioner: The truck 
once hauled chicken processed by a Slovak company called Hyza. 
The name is still on the side in brown, the Y replaced by a silhouette 
of a hen, even though Hyza had sold the truck a year before, in 2014. 
The new owner, a Hungarian company that exists only on paper and 
doesn’t pay its taxes, was supposed to remove the logo, as well as 
the slogan on the rear doors: “I taste so good because they feed me 
so well”.

People are waiting to get into the empty truck. They have 
travelled for weeks from Iraq and Afghanistan and Syria, either 
directly or from a swollen, festering camp in Turkey, part of the 
largest human migration since World War II. Most of them have 
come very recently across the border with Serbia, where the 
Hungarian government is building a fence of barbed wire and chain 
link. A few of them had made it as far as Budapest, but they’d been 
stranded in a railway station with thousands of other refugees, so 
they’ve backtracked to Kecskemét to get in the truck that will get 
them to Austria and maybe beyond. 

Fifty-nine of those waiting are men. Eight are women and four 
are children, one just a toddler. Each of those 71 people has paid 
hundreds of euros for a ride, but none of them are eager to get into 
the chicken truck. The size of the cargo box – eight feet wide and 
less than 20 feet long – and the number of bodies both are obvious, 
even in the dark, and the former is not reasonably large enough to 
accommodate the latter. There might be enough room for everyone 
to stand, but not to move. 

They’ve been swindled. They paid smugglers thousands of 
dollars to get them from where they began to where they want to 
go, mostly Germany. They hoped for taxis or Sprinter vans or plain 
sedans. Or they’ve come segment by miserable segment: huddled 
in an overloaded dinghy from Turkey to Greece, a long walk across 
Serbia, a longer wait in a detention camp in one country or another. 
They slept on cement at Budapest’s Keleti train station until a young 
man in sunglasses and slicked hair sold them a ride to Vienna. 
Maybe they’ve been told their ride would be in the back of the truck. 
Surely none of them were told they’d be pushed in with 70 others, 
because none of them would have agreed.

But what is their other option, right now, in a parking lot in a little 
city in a strange country? Get out and walk away? Wait for the police 
to grab them? They are 200 miles from Vienna. Three hours if there’s 
no traffic, and there won’t be at this hour. Three hours until a new 
life. They get in the truck.

August had been unusually warm in Hungary, but the heat 
finally broke ten days ago. In the early morning of August 26, the air 
outside is nearing 20 degrees C. But inside the truck, an insulated 
box when the doors are closed and all their bodies press together, 
the temperature immediately begins to rise. The refrigeration unit 
is broken, and it wouldn’t matter if it worked, anyway. The box is 
airtight. The truck turns onto the highway as the first glow of dawn 
blushes the eastern sky. Already it is hard to breathe.

THERE IS NO PLEASANT way, generally speaking, to 
migrate from a bad place to someplace you hope will be 
better. For one, it almost always is illegal. A perverse oddity 
of the modern world is that fleeing a war zone beyond a 

refugee camp – Syria, Afghanistan, ISIS-occupied Iraq – involves 
breaking one or many sovereign laws. An Afghan shopkeeper 
cannot simply move to Copenhagen even if they have the financial 
means, just as a Syrian dentist cannot easily relocate their practice 
to Colorado. There are exceptions, a stingy few visas for the 
exceptionally skilled and lucky, scattered resettlement programmes, 
asylum if one can get to a country that will grant it. But try to escape 
a kleptocratic authoritarian so you can feed your family and there’s 
nothing but roadblocks. 

 Because such journeys are illegal, they also require an 
unreasonable outlay of cash and an enormous assumption of risk 
– both of which tend to rise with how far you’re going, how awful 
a place you left and how treacherous the obstacles in between. A 
Syrian refugee escaping a civil war that’s destroyed their country 
has to first get into and then across Turkey to the western coast. 
Then the Aegean Sea gets in the way. A safe and seaworthy ferry to 
Greece, as Peter Bouckaert of Human Rights Watch has repeatedly 
pointed out, costs an EU citizen just over $20, but Syrian refugees 
last fall paid $1,400 – about 66 times as much – to make the same 

THE TRUCK IS EMPTY
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all of them funnelling up through Greece, Macedonia or Bulgaria, 
and then Serbia, paths that converged on the Hungarian frontier. 
By late summer, most of them didn’t need to be herded over the 
border by smugglers, as their enormous numbers – 8,000 a day, 
give or take – meant they could simply walk. For a while, many of 
them registered with the authorities and were detained in camps 
before being allowed to continue farther into Europe. But then the 
registration system was overwhelmed and the camps collapsed 
into overcrowded squalor, and Hungary tightened its border 
with Serbia before closing it completely. Yet people kept coming. 
So many were trying to move all at once that the established 
smugglers couldn’t keep pace.

 Supply quickly rose to meet demand. Taxi drivers staged 
themselves at a gas station just north of the Serbian border, 
charging €200 a head for a ride to Budapest, €300 all the way to 
Vienna if someone negotiated hard enough. Every palooka who’d 
ever hauled bootleg vodka – Bulgarians, Romanians, Romas 
who usually worked the northern routes – started stuffing vans 
and trucks with people. None of them could be vetted through 
the migrant networks. None of them had reputations. They had 
vehicles. They had a secondhand chicken truck.

“The person who doesn’t have a lot of money or who doesn’t 
want to pay, he doesn’t have a choice,” said Attila Fekete, a 
Hungarian journalist who’s covered the underworld for decades. 
“And if you don’t want to pay for the brand name, you take  
your chances.”

How hard could it be, anyway? Smuggling is smuggling, 
the thinking seemed to be. Drugs, guns, booze. “The item being 
transported,” he said, “is just a question of packaging.”

Except drugs and guns don’t need air.

crossing in an overloaded and flimsy dinghy, dozens of which 
putter away from the Turkish coast every day. Those boats, such  
as they are, also tend to capsize or sink: In the first ten months of 
2015, more than 3,000 refugees drowned before they reached a 
Greek island.

The risk can be mitigated with more money, of course. A 
refugee trying to take the most direct route out of Afghanistan 
can buy a counterfeit passport respectable enough to get through 
most European airports for $25,000. A visa into Turkey – rarely a 
final destination, but one avoids going overland through Iran – can 
be bought for $5,000. An Afghan in Budapest named Ali told me 
his uncle, who lived in a province currently being overrun by the 
Taliban, paid $60,000 to get himself, his wife and his three children 
to Europe. Ali told him it was too much and too dangerous. “At 
least I will be living,” his uncle said. He signed away all his land, 15 
fertile acres, to cover part of the cost. “The person who is middle-
class,” Ali told me, “who isn’t armed, who doesn’t want to kill 
people, he has only one choice. Leave.”

Smugglers are almost always involved, either arranging the 
entire itinerary, like black-market travel agents, or freelancing 
individual segments. They are parasites preying on human 
desperation, but they are also businessmen, professional in their 
own way. Their job is to move people from one point to another, 
and if they don’t do that effectively – if they steal their clients’ 
money or abandon them in a forest or suffocate them in the back 
of a truck – they will eventually lose their customer base. True, the 
people being smuggled have no legal recourse, but it’s a referral-
based industry. Word gets around.

More than a million people migrated into Europe last year, 
mostly refugees from the Middle East and Afghanistan and almost im
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THE TRUCK WITH THE chicken logo on the side is 
passing Hegyeshalom, the last Hungarian village before the 
border, at ten o’clock in the morning. It follows the M1 into 
Austria, where the highway becomes the A4. It rumbles 

and sputters a few miles farther, then pulls to the shoulder not far 
from a town called Parndorf.

The truck has been giving the drivers trouble all morning. At 
least they’ve made it to Austria. Most of the way. Far enough. The 
drivers get out of the cab, wait for the lead car that was running 
ahead to watch for police and border checks to pick them up.

One of them goes to the back of the truck. The doors are locked, 
and have been since it left Kecskemét. There are no sounds coming 
from the cargo box, no muffled voices, no dull, thudding bangs on 
the walls. He opens the truck. He slams the door shut again, makes 
sure it is locked before he hops into the lead car. They drive away 
in a panic. The truck sits in the sun on the pavement all day and all 
night and half of the next day, too.

A maintenance worker is mowing grass by the side of the road. It 
is about noon when he notices a damp spot on the cement beneath 
the rear of the truck. A fluid is dripping out. There is a stench. 
The grass mower calls the highway patrol. An officer arrives after 
midday, pulls in behind the chicken truck. He opens the door to the 
cargo box, then twists away and vomits.

More police are summoned, then technicians in white jumpsuits, 
hoods pulled over their heads and masks stretched across their 
faces. They study the truck on the side of the road. It’s hot, the 
temperature climbing to 30 degrees C outside, and at least 15 
degrees hotter in the back of the truck. The smell is horrific, acrid 
sweet. They guess at least 20 bodies are inside. No, more. They tell 
reporters that as many as 50 people are dead in the truck.

A wrecker arrives, winches up the truck, the bodies still inside. It 
goes east on the A4, to a cool and cavernous building in Nickelsdorf. 
Forensic examiners start to gently untangle the bodies that had 
begun to decompose in the heat. They will all be autopsied, but 
already it is assumed that they suffocated and that they did so 

somewhere in Hungary.
Counting the bodies is a tedious procedure, carefully lifting away 

one to find others beneath. The smallest, the children, one of them 
a girl not even a year old, are buried in the heap. By nightfall, the 
local police chief won’t be able to say how many people died in the 
truck. That will have to wait until morning, when everyone has been 
removed and catalogued and carefully placed in body bags.

MIGRANTS HAVE COME THROUGH Hungary 
for decades, a stutter-step march out of the Balkans 
and Africa and points beyond. Almost none of them 
have ever wanted to stay. Hungary just happens to be 

a geographically convenient route into more prosperous Western 
Europe, the last few hundred kilometres of highway or rail line before 
Austria and, beyond, Germany or Scandinavia. Because Hungary is 
part of the Schengen area, 26 European nations that have eliminated 
passport controls, anyone who made it into Hungary with enough 
money for a train ticket or a taxi or a smuggler’s van could travel 
without too much risk. Some were stopped, of course, but since they 
all were trying to leave, they were of no concern to the locals. By one 
estimate, as many as 50,000 people from Kosovo slipped through 
the country between November 2014 and February 2015, largely 
unnoticed. “The only thing they were interested in,” says Marta 
Pardavi, the co-chair of the Helsinki Committee in Budapest, “was 
how fast they could get to Germany.”

The Syrian civil war began in 2011, and within three years, almost 
three million refugees had fled to Turkey, Lebanon, Jordan and Egypt. 
Iraqis who years ago, during the last war, had fled to Syria were 
displaced again. Parts of Iraq were overrun by ISIS. Afghanistan 
had disintegrated again as well. By 2014, having already spilled into 
Bulgaria and Italy, refugees from the region began trickling into, 
and mostly through, Hungary. In the first seven months of 2014, 
authorities identified 3,025 Syrians, 4,068 Afghans and 127 Iraqis 
illegally entering the country. Modest numbers, but they touched off 
what András Kováts, the director of Menedék (meaning “refuge”), the 
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the fence along the border with Serbia. The government also spent 
a quarter-million dollars erecting billboards with messages such 
as “IF YOU COME TO HUNGARY, DON’T TAKE THE JOBS OF 
HUNGARIANS! AND IF YOU COME TO HUNGARY, YOU MUST 
FOLLOW OUR LAWS!” If those weren’t clear enough, there was one 
with a smiling young blonde in a low-cut tank top: “WE DO NOT 
WANT ILLEGAL MIGRANTS!”

All of those signs were in Hungarian, a linguistic orphan 
unrelated to any other common language and indecipherable to 
anyone – like, say, almost every migrant – who doesn’t speak it.

“This was just a political play for their own voters,” Pulai says. The 
stagecraft seemed to intensify with the crisis. By the end of summer, 
for instance, about 1,500 migrants a day had been moving through 
the Keleti train station in Budapest, a grand 19th-century building 
with 13 tracks, the city’s main international train terminal. People 
might have stayed for a night, maybe two, but soon enough they 
were able to buy tickets and board passenger cars and roll out of 
Hungary. But in late August, delays at the station started growing. 
Ticket lines for migrants were interminably long. People paid for 
seats on trains they then weren’t allowed to board. Fifteen hundred 
migrants was now a problematic volume. And then, on September 1, 
the government closed the station, the effect of which was to corral 
thousands of people into a big, visible building.

Officially, the government was merely fulfilling its obligation to 
the European continent. “The Hungarian police,” Prime Minister 
Orbán’s office announced, “are maintaining order within clearly 
defined statutory boundaries in relation to the thousands of 
migrants who have entered the EU illegally…” The statement did 
not explain why maintaining such order hadn’t been necessary all 
summer as migrants had moved through Keleti. But Orbán, in a 
radio interview on September 4, gave a hint. “We may one morning 
wake up,” he said, “and realize that we are in the minority on our 
own continent.”

That is a fine and scary sound bite, but it is also not remotely 
plausible. There are more than a half billion people in Europe. The 
continent can easily absorb a million newcomers and, considering 
its ageing population and declining workforce, probably should. 
Hungary, meanwhile, isn’t absorbing anyone. It’s fiercely 
homogeneous, officially hostile to outsiders and, by European 
standards, poor; even manual labour pays three times as much in 
Austria, one country to the west. Immigration, illegal and otherwise, 
simply has never been a concern.

But such xenophobia has to be understood in the context of 
domestic politics, not international policy. For the cynical, great 
masses of travelling foreigners make excellent political props, 
especially if they come from lands of suicide bombers and lunatic 
theocrats. That those props are real people, and that they are 
escaping those places, is irrelevant. Not coincidentally, penning 
thousands of people in a train station in the heart of Budapest 
presented an exquisite visual for anyone claiming to be standing 
firm against Muslim hordes invading, as Orbán put it, “Christian 
Europe”. So, too, did a small riot along the Serbian border fence that 
was either quelled – the official Hungarian version – or provoked.

“This was all meant for the public,” says András Kováts at 
Menedék. “‘See how strong we are, protecting Europe. We are the 
defenders of the prosperous West. This is our sacrifice, and this is 
our greatness.’”

   

THE CHICKEN TRUCK HAS a temporary Hungarian 
licence tag, which can be traced to the man who 
registered it, who almost certainly is no one of any 
authority or particular consequence, just a guy who 

pocketed a few euros for the favour of picking up a plate. But it is 
easy to track.

MIGRANTS HAVE COME THROUGH  
HUNGARY FOR DECADES, BUT “THE ONLY 
THING THEY WERE INTERESTED IN WAS 
HOW FAST THEY COULD GET TO GERMANY”

Hungarian Association for Migrants, calls chain migration: As more 
people make it to Western Europe – by train, foot or smuggler’s truck 
– the easier it is for others to follow, both because they have better 
information on how to get there and because family and friends are 
waiting to help them get settled. So that trickle swelled into a stream 
in the spring of 2015, a river by midsummer, a deluge by August. That 
month, 52,750 people, mostly Syrians and Afghans, illegally crossed 
into Serbia. 

People do not stuff themselves into the back of an airless truck 
unless it is the least worst of many bad options. If it is imperative, for 
whatever reason, to get from one place to another, and if a person 
can’t do so safely and legally, then he will take risks that otherwise 
would be unthinkable. And if a country enacts new laws, enforces 
old ones more vigorously and erects more imposing obstacles, the 
journey will only be less safe and the risks more extreme. But that’s 
precisely what Hungary did.

In October 2014, Prime Minister Viktor Orbán’s Fidesz party 
tanked after it proposed taxing internet usage; the party lost a million 
supporters, almost half of those who’d voted for Fidesz six months 
earlier. It needed an issue to reclaim its base, which, given Hungary’s 
conservative politics – Fidesz’s only credible competition is from 
the ultra-nationalist Jobbik party – would have to be a right-wing 
cause. Conveniently, there happened to be at the time a spike in the 
number of Kosovars and ethnic Albanians migrating into Europe. 
On February 2, 2015, after thousands of Kosovars in the previous 
months had passed through without concern, police boarded a train 
to Munich in the western Hungarian town of Tatabánya and removed 
50 migrants. At the next stop, in Gyór, they pulled 250 more from  
the train.

“That was the first time,” says András Pulai, the director of the 
polling firm Publicus, “that anyone knew it was an issue.”

It was also the foundation of a new narrative that cast Hungary – 
or, rather, Fidesz – as protecting its people from a phantom menace 
of swarming migrants. That May, when the number of refugees 
from Syria and Afghanistan had ticked up, the government mailed a 
“national consultation” on immigration to every household, a dozen 
questions that were the written equivalent of a push poll.

“In Paris the lives of innocent people were extinguished, in cold 
blood and with terrifying brutality,” Orbán wrote in the introduction, 
referencing the Charlie Hebdo attack, foreshadowing the more deadly 
Paris attacks six months in the future. “This incomprehensible act of 
horror also demonstrated that Brussels and the European Union are 
unable to adequately deal with the issue of immigration.”

The questions were equally subtle:
“There are some who think that mismanagement of the immigration 

question by Brussels may have something to do with increased 
terrorism. Do you agree with this view?”

“We hear different views on the issue of immigration. There are 
some who think that economic migrants jeopardize the jobs and 
livelihoods of Hungarians. Do you agree?”

“Would you support the Hungarian government in the introduction 
of more stringent immigration regulations, in contrast to Brussels’ 
lenient policy?”

A month later, in June, the government announced it would build 
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Hungarian police raid 20 homes in the late hours of August 
27 and the early ones of the next day. They soon arrest five men, 
four Bulgarians and an Afghan, all of whom are suspected of being 
involved in the deaths of 71 migrants packed into the chicken truck. 
How exactly each might be involved – whether one drove the truck 
or loaded the truck or procured the temporary licence plate for the 
truck – is not explained. (A sixth man is arrested in Bulgaria and  
later released.)

A month later, none have been charged with a crime. Gábor 
Schmidt, a prosecutor in Kecskemét, the Hungarian city where the 
chicken truck was registered, explains that they are being held in 
pre-trial detention while being investigated for qualified human 
smuggling. Schmidt tells me their ages – the Afghan is 28, and 
the Bulgarians are 50, 37, 29 and 24 – but he will not tell me their 
names. He will not tell me how they were identified or if they have 
criminal records. Mostly, Schmidt has statistics about illegal border 
crossings. It is too soon to tell if the fence will have any effect. “But 
in recent times, there have been far more human-smuggling cases, 
transporting far more people under bad circumstances,” he says. 
“Someone who gets his fortune, who makes his profit, from the 
abuse of migrants who flee terrible circumstances is a danger to 
society. As you can see, putting 71 people in such a lorry…”

He tells me about another case, 40 migrants in the back of a 
truck that rolled over on the M5 near Kecskemét at two o’clock 
in the morning on August 28, the day after the chicken truck was 
found. They all survived, but seven ended up in the hospital. The 
driver, a Romanian man, 30 years old, was paid a €50 deposit  
and would have collected €150 more if he’d gotten where he  
was going. He was arrested, charged, tried and convicted in 28 
days, sentenced on September 25 to 18 months in prison and  
three years’ banishment from Hungary. So the cases can be tried 
quickly. But Schmidt says he does not know when the five men 
who allegedly killed 71 migrants in the chicken truck will even  
be formally charged, only that they can be held for up to three 
years regardless. 

ONE SATURDAY AFTERNOON IN early October, no 
different from the Friday before or the Sunday after, a long, 
thick line of refugees trudged along a wide path worn into a 
green Croatian field. The path ended at a low embankment 

at the edge of an old Hungarian man’s tree farm in the tiny village 
of Zákány. The berm marked the border between the two countries. 
Silver-white beams poked up from the dirt, the posts of another 
fence Hungary was building. Razor wire tumbled in a double row 
on the ground, except for a gap about 12 feet wide where eight 
Hungarian policemen in red berets were posted. More were spread 
in a loose corridor through the trampled parts of the tree farm, on 
the other side of which was a rundown train station and, on the 
tracks, a rundown train. The police stopped each group while an 
interpreter shouted out the rules. Walk, or you can’t come in. Form 
two lines, side by side, or you can’t come in. Go directly to the train. 
Do not get off the train.
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I watched as they were allowed over the embankment roughly 
100 at a time. The first groups were composed mostly of young 
men, as are about two-thirds of all the migrants travelling into 
Europe, young men typically being stronger and healthier and 
better able to make the trip. Families came through in later groups. 
On the far side of the tree farm, they turned parallel to the tracks. 
Soldiers with automatic weapons slung across their backs lined 
the edge of the field to keep anyone from darting into the saplings, 
though no one showed the least inclination to do so. Police officers 
in blue uniforms, some with surgical masks, guided the migrants 
towards the train cars on the track, moving a wooden pallet from 
car to car as a makeshift boarding platform.

Twelve hundred people boarded that one train. Roughly as 
many boarded one earlier and another later, and the trains kept 
coming. Publicly, and with great bombast, Hungary had built a 
mighty fence to hold back the Muslim hordes. But all the fence had 
done was divert refugees into Croatia, which then delivered them 
to a lonely border town. Quietly, then, Hungary was shepherding 
thousands upon thousands of people into Europe every day, 
without so much as asking their names. It was unclear how that 
contributed to European security.

  On the other hand, it was a more humane policy, though only 
marginally. There was no food. There were toilets, but they emptied 
directly onto the tracks, and no one was allowed to use them until 
the train started moving. No one was allowed to pee outside the 
train, either, and there was nowhere to do so, anyway. The train 
was provided by the Hungarian government, and when it was fully 
loaded, it backed up into a switchyard where nine civilians were 
waiting with water and food. They worked around the clock in 
volunteer shifts, because the migrants and refugees came at all hours. 
Under temporary canopies, they filled bags with three pieces of 
bread, two pieces of cheese, one banana and a candy bar or a cookie. 
They had 20 minutes to distribute everything, passing bottles and 
bags through the windows of the train cars, which they managed 
with practiced efficiency.

 Hegyeshalom, the Hungarian village the refugees were going to 
on the Austrian border, was four hours away. (The train is very slow.) 
Other civilians usually were waiting there, including, often, Márton 
Bisztrai, who organized one of the volunteer groups. Bisztrai and his 
colleagues also had food and water and blankets, and they directed 
people from the train depot to the Austrian border two kilometres 
on. Usually, Bisztrai drove a van from the border to the back of 
the procession to pick up the stragglers, old women and people in 
wheelchairs and families with small children. They didn’t always want 
to get in. They’d heard about the chicken truck. Word gets around.

He did his best to soothe them, explained that the van had room 
and air and that the border was only five minutes away. “I really 
believe,” he told me in early October, “that those 71 people were 
forced into that truck by the laws Hungary has put in place.”

THERE WAS YET ANOTHER truck abandoned on the 
highway just over the border in Austria the same day the 
chicken truck was found. It was near Parndorf, and there 
were 81 people inside – alive, but only because they’d pried 

open the door of their semi-trailer with a crowbar. In the big trucks, 
even the ones that don’t have airtight broken-down refrigerated 
units, it’s hard to breathe when people are packed in too tightly.

Roland Koch, a prosecutor in Eisenstadt, Austria, had seen 
people in worse shape, 20 people, sometimes 50, stuffed into a truck 
and half-suffocated by the time the police got to them. “Very bad 
shape,” he told me in early October. “Very bad.”

During the fall, people were still being smuggled into Austria 
more often in vans, at least the ones the police and prosecutors 
found. But larger trucks were becoming more common, and that 

was just a matter of basic economics.
“There are more and more people who want to be smuggled,” 

Koch said. “And the smugglers get more and more greedy, and they 
take more and more risks.”

The men who drove the chicken truck were greedy, but it is 
unclear if they were taking a risk or if they were just stupid, if they 
didn’t know a refrigerated truck was airtight or if they thought it 
wouldn’t matter. Koch said he did not know, because none of the 
Austrian investigators had spoken to any of the men in Hungarian 
custody. The mechanics of what happened might be clarified 
someday, the minor narrative details of who drove and what 
broke and how much people paid to stand in the back. But there 
will always be a dreary confusion about it, because everyone who 
matters can’t explain. They’re all dead.

Reporters for The Guardian and The New York Times found some 
of their family members, mostly through social-networking sites 
in Iraq and Turkey, but none of the relatives even knew about the 
truck until after the fact. Most insisted their son or brother or cousin 
would never willingly climb into an airless cargo container. But no 
one knows that, not unless they’re there, not unless it’s their choice, 
right then, in the morning dark in a little city in a strange country.

“They would get in anyway,” a man in a café in Budapest tells me. 
“There is no other option. They just see a truck that someone says 
will take them.”

The man is not a smuggler, technically, but he works with 
smugglers and has for years. The organized operations have always 
been there, running recruiters out of internet cafés and kebab 
shops, shuffling vehicles among dummy corporations.

But the enormous influx of migrants whipsawed the economics, 
the demand driving up fees, drawing a surplus of amateurs into the 
supply, then crashing the prices. For a brief while, a car ride from 
the border to Budapest, the man says, could be negotiated down to 
€70 a head. Then the borders were fenced off – Serbia on September 
15, Croatia a month later. The Paris attacks in November brought 
even more border restrictions and closings. But thousands of people 
were still trying to get to Western Europe. Making it harder only 
made it more expensive, and making it more expensive makes it 
more profitable. “You can’t stop it,” the man says. “The government 
is helping the smugglers with the border controls.”

More people will get into more trucks. He is certain of that. 
Most of them will get to where they’re going. But some of them, 
a few of them, will die.“Járulèkos vesztesèg,” he says. “A loss, but 
understandable.” 

ROLAND KOCH, A PROSECUTOR IN EISENSTADT, 
AUSTRIA, HAD SEEN PEOPLE IN WORSE SHAPE, 
20 PEOPLE, SOMETIMES 50, STUFFED INTO A 
TRUCK AND HALF-SUFFOCATED BY THE TIME 
THE POLICE GOT TO THEM 



THESE WINNERS 
TOOK THEIR 
BRAND TO THE 
NEXT LEVEL. NOW 
IT'S YOUR TURN! 



Those who dared to dream were given a platform to showcase their creations. 
This year, as the Vogue India Fashion Fund returns in its fi fth edition, it's your time to watch 

your dreams become a reality. Take a look at what our previous winners have to say...

MEET THE ACHIEVERS

2015 Fashion winner Dhruv Kapoor 2015 Accessory winner Outhouse

"The Vogue India Fashion 
Fund fast tracked my access 
into the global fashion 
system. Being pioneers 
in their fi eld, the Vogue 
stamp comes with the ability 
to totally transform the 
perception of the brand. 
The mentorship is 
unmatched—it encourages 
you to dream. And you have 
to dream to achieve!" 

"There is nothing better than 
having the country's fi nest 
experts in the fashion industry, 
mentoring and motivating 
you and your business. This 
is the invaluable and fulfi lling 
experience we have received 
from the VIFF team. We 
feel humble and proud to 
be a part of this family. It has 
helped us take our business in 
the right direction ."

APPLY TO THE VOGUE INDIA 
FASHION FUND BY APRIL 30TH, 2016

Log on to www.vogue.in/VIFF for all the details 
or email voguefashionfund@condenast.in

2015 Sari Award winner Anavila Misra

2014 Fashion winner 
Ruchika Sachdeva of BODICE

2012 Fashion winner Aneeth Arora of Péro

"It's wonderful to be 
recognised for your work 
at a platform as prestigious 
as VIFF. The Sari Design 
Award was a pleasant 
surprise and I am sure it will 
go a long way to nurture 
young textile enthusiasts and 
designers. It has, in many 
ways, made the sari cool. "

"The fund has done 
wonders in helping 
my business reach 
the next level. I 
think it is a great 
opportunity for any 
emerging label." 

"The Vogue India Fashion 
Fund encourages young 
talents to dream big and 
follow their hearts." 
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THE NIGHTTENDER IS
With notes of 
oudh, vetiver 
and pepper, 
here’s our guide 
to the most 
seductive GQ-
approved scents 
right now
PHOTOGRAPHED BY 
JIGNESH JHAVERI

Eau De Cèdre
ARMANI 
Cedarwood and 
violet leaf create 
a bracing juice to 
make you feel like 
you’re walking 
through a pine 
forest on a crisp 
starry night.
`5,800 for 100ml
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Venetian 
Bergamot 
Tom Ford 
Pull together your 
black-tie look with 
sharp pepper and 
floral notes blended 
with Fordian 
flair. Bursting 
with a freshness 
reminiscent of 
vegetables at the 
Mercado san Miguel 
in Madrid, this lady 
in black is the only 
date you’ll need to 
let people know 
you’ve arrived.
`16,000 for 50ml

The Scent 
Hugo Boss 
“come into my 
parlour,” said the 
spider to the fly… 
with this scent on, 
you won’t have to 
ask her twice. 
`5,700 for 100ml

Icon Absolute
duNHILL 
all smoke and 
mirrors, there’s a 
top note of fragrant 
lavender, sat upon 
a baritone base of 
earthy vetiver and 
oak moss. 
`6,950 for 100ml

La Nuit de 
L’Homme 
L’Intense
Yves saINT 
LaureNT
sweet and sinful
– like biting into
the proverbial
apple in the 
garden of eden. 
`6,500 for 100ml



the dark knight

Groomng

CH Men Prive 
CHHC 
Rich and luxurious, 
this exotic juice 
holds explosive 
whisky and sensual 
black leather notes 
in perfect balance. 
Spritz a little on  
for some sweet, 
sweet lovin’. 
Price on request

Armani Code 
Profumo 
ArmAni 
Armani Code is the 
olfactory equivalent 
of the Bond 
franchise – it just 
gets more ambitious 
every year. The 
latest member 
of the family is 
reminiscent of the 
great masculine 
fougères (fern-like 
fragrances) of the 
Eighties, with notes 
of musk, nutmeg 
and patchouli. Old-
school cool for the 
modern guy.  
`6,500 for 110ml

Black Musk  
(EDT) 
THe Body SHop 
Pear, pink 
pepper, almond 
and bergamot 
make this scent 
sweet, spicy and 
deliciously heady 
all at once. Like a 
lissome teenage 
figure skater.
`2,195 for 60ml

Sauvage 
dior 
Dior’s first men’s 
fragrance in nearly 
a decade is dizzying. 
You can wear it like 
Johnny Depp in the 
wild, wild west or for 
a steamy night out 
on the town like us. 
`6,800 for 100ml
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Polo Supreme 
Leather 
Polo RalPh 
lauRen 
with this all-new 
collection, ralph 
lauren’s scents have 
finally grown up. 
whittled down to 
one primary note – 
old leather – this is 
a refined take on an 
old favourite. wear it 
on its own, or layer 
with the oud from 
the same collection 
for a potent 
combination.   
`8,000 for 125ml

Polo Supreme Oud 
Polo RalPh lauRen 
oud is the sexiest trend in the 
fragrance world right now – 
and with good reason. it’s rich, 
intense and homegrown (it 
comes from the agar tree in 
assam). different perfumers have 
different interpretations, but 
we’re favouring this dark, smoky 
and sophisticated version by  
ralph lauren. 
`8,000 for 125ml

Cyber Garden 
CoStume 
national 
think freshly–cut 
grass, a game of
golf and a round of 
chilled g&ts after.
`5,600 for 100ml

L’Eau Kenzo 
Intense Pour 
Homme
Kenzo 
Magnetic, with 
Japanese yuzu 
citrus, lime, sea 
water, black 
basil and vetiver. 
Perfect after a 
midnight swim. 
4̀,750 for 50ml
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SHOPPING SECRETS  

50 insiders share their top tips & local intel 

INDIAN EDITION

WIN 
A STAY
AT THE 
OBEROI 
CECIL, 

SHIMLA

THE LAST WORD IN TRAV
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PLUS HOW TRAVEL IS CHANGING THE FASHION INDUSTRY

GO TREKKING 
IN GULMARG
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coolest trips 
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SPECIAL  
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APRIL - MAY 2016 ISSUE ON STANDS NOW

Make this summer holiday your coolest yet—from the mountain 
peaks of Switzerland and Gulmarg to the vibrant cities of Miami 

and Antwerp, Condé Nast Traveller's Style Issue will take you places. 

Get the best shopping advice from 50 hip insiders across 
the globe, and explore the vibrant Kutch region of Gujarat. Plus, our annual 
Business Travel special features some of India's biggest names—including 
Adi Godrej, Rohan Murty, Rana Kapoor and Susanne Khan—and their pro 

tips on beating jet lag and making the most of your work trips.

Around the world 
in style

 @CNTIndia | www.cntraveller.in
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h man. Food rules. Little 
rivals the pleasure of tearing 
into a glistening burger. 
Conversely, nothing murders 

the moment-boner faster than 
watching some dude dismantle 

his own burger, peel off the melted cheese, 
blot off the ketchup, then ditch the bun 
while explaining loudly to all gathered that 
he needs to go for it “protein-style” because 
today is not his “cheat day”.

It’s an accepted fact that everyone 
wants to look better naked. And despite 
the zeitgeist’s specious elevation of the dad 

bod, the human infatuation with 
muscles and tautness and symmetry isn’t 
going anywhere. 

And we know exactly what 
methodologies to attempt to get us there. 
Cut carbs. Or booze. Maybe eat an entire 
ocean of cod while working out exactly 
four trillion times a day, like Dwayne “The 
Rock” Johnson. Shave your chest hair and 
swallow the Protinex. Take only the most 
judicious sips of kale-ginger-asparagus 
water. Join a Bikram yoga, spinning or 
Pilates class so you can � nd spiritual 
oneness amid grunting socialite moms. Do 

Congratulations on your new healthy-eating kick! You’ve cut carb s and believe 
everyone should know about the life-giving powers of antioxidants. Now we 
just wish you would stop talking about it
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whatever you want. Just please, for the 
love of god, stop talking about it.

Lately every third guy believes, 
wrongly, that it’s socially acceptable to 
explain in excruciating detail about what 
he puts in his mouth and turns into poop 
every day.

Perfectly smart, seemingly well-adjusted 
guys, who previously discussed topics like 
music, sports, war and existential crises 
in the face of their disappointing fathers, 
now natter like sewing-circle aunties 
about their favourite almond milk brands. 
(Food is medicine, you know.) Is it grossly 
unfair and gender-normative to imply that 
men shouldn’t be able to openly admit 
their vulnerability in the #struggle for 
#abs? Yes. But the phrase “cheat day” is 
embarrassing. Respect yourself.

Those two words – “cheat day”– are 
really the most teeth-grating infraction. 
The false-naughty transgression of 
enjoying food for precisely one 24-
hour period is, well, pathetic. It’s the 
male equivalent of a probiotic yoghurt 
commercial. It’s ladies who plan a 
“cupcake tour” and call each other 
“LADIEEEEES!” Allocating a time and 
place to eat pasta after six days of not 
eating pasta isn’t an event. And it’s 
de� nitely not conversation.

You’re trying to nudge closer to those 
oblique V lines that make you look good 
in a bathing suit? Admirable. I get that 
we’ve all internalized a need to broadcast 
the minutiae of our waking moments 
online, but nobody needs to know all 
the gory details. Do you know why we 
pay trainers and nutritionists? Because 
having to muster interest in the minor 
successes of someone else’s journey 
towards pedestrian-ass healthiness is 
taxing and should be compensated.

Let me tell you a secret: Men who eat 
without agonizing are hot, just like men 
who cook, � x things or mix a woman 
a drink without having to be asked. 
Everyone knows that the idea of the 
laid-back chick with both a thigh gap 
and C cups who eats fried chicken is a 
fantasy – but that fantasy works only if 
you don’t try to imagine what she does 
behind the scenes to maintain that facade. 
Well, women want to believe you can 
be Tom Hardy-jacked without having to 
know about the time you wanted Maggi 
so bad you almost cried. It’s all too much 
information. Especially if we’re just 
getting to know you.

That said, if you’re a husband or a 
live-in boyfriend who’s trying to get your 
skinny on, please do give us a heads-up. 
You people are mean when you’re going 
through ketosis. 



WHEN IT COMES 
TO START-UPS,
IT ALL STARTED 
WITH YOUNG TURKS.

Sat 8:30 pm & Sun 12 noon

Young Turks is India’s most definitive voice on entrepreneurship. The 
only Indian show which gave start-ups the recognition & platform they 
needed, much before the start-up revolution in the country.

Hosted by CNBC-TV18’s Managing Editor Shereen Bhan, this 5 time 
award winning show not just profiles entrepreneurial ventures but also 
showcases angel and VC activity, campus start-ups, generates 
exclusive news content and also features international entrepreneurs. 



Where the wild ones roam…
Showcase your brand in Condé Nast Traveller’s Wildlife supplement

Condé Nast Traveller’s Wildlife supplement is back and packed with stories to get every traveller 
set and roaring for their next safari adventure. From a keepsake monthly guide to the world’s 

hottest wildlife destinations, the best time of the year to visit them and more —be a part of this 
wild, wild issue—advertise now.

Complimentary with the August-September 2016 issue
For advertising queries please contact priya.singh@condenast.in Ph
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THE MERCHANDISE FEATURED EDITORIALLY HAS BEEN ORDERED FROM 
THE FOLLOWING STORES. SOME SHOPS MAY CARRY A SELECTION ONLY. 
PRICES AND AVAILABILITY WERE CHECKED AT THE TIME OF GOING TO 
PRESS, BUT WE CANNOT GUARANTEE THAT PRICES WILL NOT CHANGE, 
OR THAT SPECIFIC ITEMS WILL BE IN STOCK WHEN THE MAGAZINE IS 
PUBLISHED. WE SUGGEST THAT, BEFORE VISITING A STORE, YOU CALL TO 
MAKE SURE THEY HAVE YOUR SIZE

 A
A. Lange & Söhne Mumbai, 
Time Avenue, 022-2651 5757; 
Delhi, Johnson Watch Co, 
011-2464 2299
Adidas Mumbai, 022-2282 
2737; Delhi, Pacifi c Mall, 
011-4573 4261; Bengaluru, 
080-4091 5678
Antar-Agni by Ujjawal 
Dubey ujjawaldubey.com
Apple Mumbai, 022-6736 
3500; Delhi, 011-6458 5815; 
Bengaluru, 080-2266 7199 
Arjun Saluja 
rishtabyarjun.com
Audemars Piguet Mumbai, 
Time Avenue, 022-2651 5757; 
Delhi, Kapoor Watch Co, 
011-4134 5678

         B
Bally Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-4347 0544; Delhi, DLF 
Emporio, 011-4053 4149
Being Human Mumbai, 
022-2660 1190; Delhi, DLF 
Promenade, 011-4104 5797; 
Bengaluru, MG Road Mall, 
080-2208 6594
Berluti berluti.com
Borsalino borsalino.com
Bottega Veneta 
Mumbai, Palladium 022-6615 
229; Delhi, DLF Emporio, 011-
4609 8262; Bengaluru, UB City, 
080-4173 8932
Baume & Mercier 
Mumbai, Ethos, 022-6640 
6991; Delhi, Kapoor Watch 
Co, 011-4134 5679; Bengaluru, 
Ethos, 080-4113 0611
Brainwavz
brainwavzaudio.com
Brooks Brothers 
Mumbai, Palladium, 022-4347 
0926; Delhi, Ambience Mall, 
011-4087 0787; Bengaluru, 
080-4208 8717
Brunello Cucinelli 
brunellocucinelli.com
Burberry Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-4080 1990; 
Delhi, DLF Emporio, 011-4652 
9850; Bengaluru, UB City, 
080-4173 8826

 C
Calvin Klein Jeans 
Mumbai, Palladium, 022-6639 
1467; Delhi, 011-4108 9582; 
Bengaluru, 080-4098 6229
Cartier Mumbai, Art of Time, 
022-7950 5003; Delhi, Kapoor 
Watch Co, 011-4134 5688; 
Bengaluru, Rodeo Drive, 
080-4124 8471
Canali Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-4009 8685; 
Delhi, DLF Emporio, 
011-4604 0731; Bengaluru, 
UB City, 080-4173 8997
Charlie by Matthew Zink 
charliebymz.com
Chanel Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-4004 8534; Delhi, Select 

 Q
Quiksilver Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-6634 5011; 
Delhi, Ambience Mall, 
011-4466 5684

 R
Ray-Ban ray-ban.com
Renvi renvi.com
Richard Mille richardmille.com
Roger Dubuis Mumbai, 
Time Avenue, 022-2651 5757; 
Delhi, Kapoor Watch Co, 
011-4653 6667
Rohit Gandhi + Rahul 
Khanna Mumbai, 
022-2648 5622; Delhi, DLF 
Emporio, 011-4654 7462

 S
SS Homme Mumbai, 
022-2651 1738
Saint Laurent ysl.com 
Salvatore Ferragamo 
Mumbai, 022-3062 1018; 
Delhi, 011-4660 9084; 
Bengaluru, 080-3004 1854
Shantanu & Nikhil 
Mumbai, 022-2605 8057; 
Delhi, 011-4168 6805
Sony Mumbai, 022-6128 
8000; Delhi, 011-6600 6600; 
Bengaluru, 080-6660 5555
Superdry Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-6180 1581; 
Delhi, Select Citywalk, 
011-4130 6126
Swatch Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-2481 3523

 T
TAG Heuer Mumbai, Rose, 
022-2362 0275; Delhi, Johnson 
Watch Co, 011-4151 3121; 
Bengaluru, Ethos, 080-4113 0611
Tesla Motors teslamotors.com
The Bro Code thebrocode.in
The Collective 
Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-4343 8888; Delhi, 
Ambience Mall, 011-4087 8888; 
Bengaluru, 080-4936 8888
The Hill-Side thehill-side.com
The Tie Hub thetiehub.com
Thom Browne 
thombrowne.com
Tom Ford Delhi, DLF 
Emporio, 011-4103 3059
Tommy Hilfi ger Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-3072 8807; 
Delhi, Ambience Mall, 011-4087 
0041; Bengaluru, Brigade Orion
Mall, 080-2268 2091
Toyota Mumbai, 022-4257 
9999; Delhi, 011-4733 3888; 
Bengaluru, 080-4043 1111
Topman topman.com

Trenery trenery.com
Tiffany & Co tiffany.com
Trèsmode Mumbai, 022-6639 
9265; Delhi, Select Citywalk, 
011-4103 4239; Bengaluru, 
Inorbit Mall, 080-2802 9545
Troy Costa Mumbai, 
098200 71069
Truefi tt & Hill Mumbai, 
022-2281 0098; Delhi, 
78387 02821
Tumi Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-6615 2295; 
Delhi, DLF Emporio, 011-4058 
2318; Bengaluru, UB City, 
080-4173 8948

 U
U.S. Polo Assn. Mumbai, 
022-4295 9518; Delhi, 011-4108 
0026; Bengaluru, Forum Mall, 
080-2206 7663
Urwerk urwerk.com
Urban Jungle
urbanjunglestore.it

 V 
Vacheron Constantin 
Mumbai, DiA Boutique, 
022-2204 2299; Delhi, Johnson 
Watch Co, 011-4151 3110
Van Heusen Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-6615 2898; 
Delhi, 011-4265 8322; 
Bengaluru, 080-4162 7077
Versace Mumbai, 022-3027 
7040; Delhi, DLF Emporio,
011-4660 9064
Victorinox Watches 
Mumbai, Swiss Gallery, 
022-2352 0903; Delhi, 
011-4150 1080; Bengaluru, 
Zimsons, 080-2206 7925
Victoria’s Secret 
(victoriassecret.com)
Volkswagen 
Mumbai, 022-4202 7100; 
Delhi, 011-6621 7106; 
Bengaluru, 080-6653 7348

 W
Want Les Essentiels De La 
Vie wantlesessentiels.com
Wildcraft Mumbai, 022-2655 
8772; Delhi, 011-4306 7922; 
Bengaluru, 080-4040 5000

 Z
Z Zegna Mumbai, 022-2285 
7000; Delhi, DLF Emporio, 
011-4606 0999; Bengaluru, 
UB City, 080-4173 8805 
Zara Mumbai, Palladium, 
022 -4347 3850; Delhi, DLF 
Promenade, 011 -4513 7124; 
Bengaluru, Phoenix Market
City, 080 -6726 6121 
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011- 4669 0000; Bengaluru, UB 
City, 080 -4246 0000

 M
Manish Arora Mumbai, 
022-6723 1691; Delhi, 011-4107 
6666; Bengaluru, 080-2556 6818
Maison Balzac 
maisonbalzac.com  
Miansai miansai.com
Maria Black maria-black.com
Mathieu Jerome tranoi.com
MB&F mbandf.com
Melissa Odabash odabash.com
Michael Bastian 
michaelbastiannyc.com
Michael Kors Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-4002 8040; 
Delhi, DLF Emporio, 
011-4056 3704
Mimi Holliday
mimiholliday.com
Mitsubishi Motors 
Mumbai, 022-2654 1004; 
Delhi, 011-2695 5100; 
Bengaluru, 080-4228 9581
Moncler A. moncler.com
Montblanc Mumbai, 
022-2281 6827; Delhi, 
011-2302 6131; Bengaluru, 
080-4173 8831
Mustang Socks Mumbai, 
022-2471 5007 

 N
Neil Barrett neilbarrett.com
Nike Mumbai, 022-2646 
1696; Delhi, 011-4150 2012; 
Bengaluru, 080-6726 6080
Nissan Mumbai, 022-4056 
0000; Delhi, 011-4006 6666; 
Bengaluru, 080-4258 6000

 P 
Panerai Mumbai, 
022-2288 5052; Delhi, Johnson 
Watch Co, 011-3231 5645; 
Bengaluru, Ethos Westminster, 
080-4163 6912
Parmigiani Mumbai, Rose 
The Watch Bar, 022-2362 0275; 
Delhi, Johnson Watch Co, 
011-4151 3110; Bengaluru, 
Ethos Summit, 080-4113 0611
Paul Smith Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-6658 9960; 
Delhi, DLF Emporio, 
011-4604 0744; Bengaluru, 
UB City, 080-4173 8882/3
Paul Stuart paulstuart.com
Persol persol.com
Piaget Mumbai, 022-2202 
3388; Delhi, 011-4666 2811
Prada prada.com
Puma Mumbai, 022-6671 
0973; Delhi, 011-4056 6907; 
Bengaluru, 080-4092 5357

Palladium, 022-2491 2210; 
Delhi, DLF Emporio, 
011-4604 0773; Bengaluru, 
080-2520 7200
Hunkemöller hunkemöller.com
HYT Delhi, 011-4923 5507

 J
J. Crew jcrew.com
Jack & Jones Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-4347 3301; 
Delhi, Ambience Mall, 
011-4087 0007; Bengaluru, 
080-6569 0030
Jaeger-LeCoultre Mumbai, 
Rose The Watch Bar, 022-2362 
0275; Delhi, Johnson Watch 
Co, 011-4151 3110; Bengaluru, 
Zimson, 080-4098 2100
Jan Logan janlogan.com
Jeffrey Rüdes 
jeffreyrudes.com

 K
Kenneth Cole Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022-4347 4094; 
Delhi, 098914 77456; 
Bengaluru, 080-4340 0400
Koovs koovs.com
KTM Mumbai, 022-6597 
2955; Delhi, 011-6473 7111; 
Bengaluru, 080-4165 7777 

 L
La Senza Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-4333 9999; Delhi, Select 
Citywalk, 011-4104 2371
Lamy lamy.com
Levi’s Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-6615 5005; Delhi, 
011-4567 4046; Bengaluru, 
Phoenix Market City, 
080672 66240
Longines Mumbai, 
Watches of Switzerland, 
022-2640 2511; Delhi, 
011-4359 2848; Bengaluru, 
Ethos, 080-4113 0611
Louis Vuitton Mumbai, 022- 
6664 4134; Delhi, DLF Emporio, 
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Citywalk, 011-4211 4265
Clarks Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-6749 5061; Delhi, DLF 
Promenade, 011-4650 8023; 
Bengaluru, Phoenix Market 
City, 080-6726 6052
Coach coach.com
Cos cosstores.com
CR7 Underwear 
cr7underwear.com
CR7 Footwear
cr7footwear.com

 D
David Yurman 
davidyurman.com
Diesel Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-4004 6050; Delhi, DLF 
Emporio, 011-4052 3915; 
Bengaluru, UB City, 
080-4173 8004
Diesel Black Gold Delhi, 
DLF Emporio, 011-4052 3915
Dior Homme Delhi, DLF 
Emporio, 011-4600 5900
Dolce & Gabbana 
dolcegabbana.com

 E
Ermenegildo Zegna
Mumbai, 022 -2285 7000; 
Delhi, DLF Emporio, 011 -4606 
0999; Bengaluru, UB City, 
080 -4173 8805
Etro See The Collective

 F
Faraday Future 
faradayfuture.com
French Connection 
Mumbai, Palladium, 022-3072 
8800; Delhi, Select Citywalk, 
011-4053 4545; Bengaluru, 
Forum Value, 080-4092 5821

 G
G-Star RAW Mumbai, 
Palladium, 022 -4266 0013
Gant Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-6793 8852, Delhi, Select 
Citywalk, 011-4053 4565
Gas Mumbai, 022-6671 2950; 
Delhi, Ambience Mall, 098114 
03555; Bengaluru, Phoenix 
Market City, 098866 92405
Giorgio Armani Delhi, DLF 
Emporio, 011-4102 7122
Givenchy givenchy.com 
Giuseppe Zanotti 
giuseppezanottidesign.com
Greubel Forsey Delhi, Swiss 
Promotion, 011-4616 0505
Gucci Mumbai, Palladium, 
022-6749 9493; Delhi, DLF 
Emporio, 011-4647 1111; 
Bengaluru, 080-7482 2430

 H
H&M Delhi, 011-6678 6822
Happy Socks See 
The Collective
Hautlence hautlence.com
Havaianas havaianas.com 
Hermès Mumbai, 022-2271 
7400; Delhi, 011-4360 7780
Hugo Boss Mumbai, 

SUIT, SHIRT; BOTH BY 
DIOR HOMME. SHOES 
BY TOM FORD
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SUMMER TRENDS IN STANDOUT STYLE

Lodged in luxury  
Check into the 4,227sqft Presidential Cottage at The Khyber Himalayan 
Resort & Spa, Gulmarg. It comes with a large master bedroom, two 
additional bedrooms – each with luxurious ensuite bathrooms, a private 
heated plunge pool with a Jacuzzi, a private garden and a personal butler 
at your service. Once you stay here, you’ll never want to leave.
`1,50,000 (per night). For more information, visit khyberhotels.com

Throw some shade  
Summer is here and the sun is shining down 
on you in all its glory, making it the perfect 
time to add a pair of stylish sunglasses to 
your accessory draw. These gradient-grey 
glass shades from Esprit allow you to make an 
effortless style statement. Crafted from high-
quality acetate and backed with UV protection, 
these sunglasses will also protect your eyes 
from the sun. 
`5,600. Available at info@pearlenterprise.com

Return to Sorrento  
A fine dine Italian restaurant at Shangri-
La’s - Eros Hotel, New Delhi, Sorrento has an 
innovative approach to Neapolitan dining. 
Named after a picturesque coastal town in Italy, 
its menu features Chef Luigi Ferraro’s greatest 
hits, which focus on creativity and eclectic 
flavours. A stylish ambience complemented by a 
list of some of the finest vintages in the world, 
Sorrento is a restaurant you’ll want to visit 
again and again. 
For reservations, call 011-41191040 or email 
sorrento.slnd@shangri-la.com

Back up  
If you’re heading for a short trip, carry the 
Cityback back pack by Hermès. Crafted 
from bull calf leather, it is designed for 
maximum comfort and convenience. 
Streamlined yet roomy with ergonomic 
straps, it hugs the body and has an inside 
pocket, perfect for a tablet. Surprisingly 
light, it combines soft leather, a sturdy 
structure base and a protective chevron 
canvas lining. 
Price on request. Available exclusively at Hermès 
stores across India

Sartorial elegance
Whether you’re looking for 
a perfectly tailored suit, a 
bandhgala or a sherwani, check 
out The Maroon Suit – a bespoke 
fashion label for men by fashion 
designer Chandan Gandhi. To 
create the perfect ensemble 
for you, Gandhi spends time 
assessing your style sensibilities 
and personality. And with tailoring 
precision and the eye of an artist, 
he conjures exactly what you 
had in mind. 
By appointment only. 
Call +91 9820648305
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Shoed in style
One of America’s fastest-growing 

footwear company, Skechers 
U.S.A. Inc. brings you high 

performing shoes, which can 
largely be categorized under 
three collections – Skechers 

Performance, Skechers Sports 
and Skechers Lifestyle. With 

more than 3,000 casual 
designs to choose from, 

Skechers is perfect for the 
young, fun-loving lot who are 

always on the move. 
4̀,499 onwards. Available in 

leading multi-brand outlets and 
partner stores across India

Urban palace  
EXCALIBUR by the Nahar Group brings 
you exquisite residences, located a few 
minutes away from Palladium Mall in 
the heart of South Mumbai. Built by 
architect Ajay Nahar, these homes 
come with a host of luxurious amenities, 
like CLUB EXCALIBUR, that’s complete 
with a health club, cigar den, executive 
lounge, conference room, terrace 
skywalk and more.
For more information, visit naharexcalibur.com

Groom’s day 
When it comes to weddings, why 
should brides have all the fun? 
Hallmark – a designer menswear brand 
– presents contemporary styles, Indian 
silhouettes and lush fabrics in stunning 
colours. Showcased here by Krishna 
Chaturvedi is a ceremonial velvet 
jacket, featuring a Nehru collar and a 
handcrafted gold motif on the chest. 
For more information, visit hallmarksuits.in 
and facebook.com/hallmarksuits  

Mane control  
Advanced Hair Studio has always cared 
for your hair with state-of-the-art 
treatments and procedures. This summer, 
they bring you Root-to-Tip care with 
their unconventional range of products. 
From the Hair Controller Shaper and 
Restructurer B5 to their Gel Spray and 
Water Wax—each product is infused with 
Advanced Revitalizing Complex, Bio-
Active Power, sunscreen and D-Panthenol 
for superior hair care. 
Priced between `885 and `1,200. Available 
at Advanced Hair Studios across India

Liquid silk
A super-premium expression from 
the ABSOLUT family, ELYX is made 

from the annual harvest of premium-
quality, single-estate Swedish winter 
wheat that’s grown only on the rich 

fertile soils of the Råbelöf castle. It is 
manually distilled by less than 

a dozen artisans in a 1921 copper 
still,  that even today, is referred to 

as Column 51. Little wonder then, that 
connoisseurs around the world

 are falling in love with it.
`5,725 in Mumbai only



 Dear Jon Snow,

So. Uh. You’re back. Or are you? No one thought you’d survived the season-ending mutiny thrust upon, or, uh, into you last year. 

What human being, even in GRR-Martin land, survives being stabbed that many times? And yet, here you are, glowering away on 

our computer screens and billboards, looking as broody as ever as poster boy for Season 6. Jon-o, we’re a bit confused.

Of course, we should’ve known: If there’s one place where death isn’t permanent, it’s on Game Of Thrones. There are a surprising 

number of ways you could “return” to Westeros: Melisandre’s black magic, your warging half-brother, Bran. Maybe the Night’s 

King is responsible for your reanimation. 

The suspense is turning our internal organs inside out, pal. Which is why, if you are plot-twisting your way into the sixth season, 

alive or undead, we have a request: Can you please come back as a man? A real man? We know you’re a clinical bastard, and 

that’s a card you can play – you’ve got less to lose than anyone else on the show, but your whole vibe’s been off since you 

abandoned your generous, adoptive royal family to “do the right thing” and stalked off to The Wall.

What were you expecting to get out of all this noble behaviour? Because what it got you is mutineered by your own men, and 

all in the name of protecting the bloodthirsty ingrates of the Seven Kingdoms from semi-somnambulist giants and far more scary 

White Walkers, who move slowly but can bring corpses to life. Not everyone – like, 70 per cent of GoT’s extensive star cast – gets 

the kind of second chance you might have, so we want you to use this potential resurrection to its full majesty.

Don’t get us wrong. You were the best 998th Lord Commander at The Wall there could’ve been. We’d have sworn our loyalty to 

you, and we wouldn’t have pretended that murdering you was for the good of “the Watch” – it would’ve been because you can, 

sometimes, be an insufferable bore. Stop moping about being the bastard child of Eddard Stark – there are greater things to 

aspire to in the world than becoming the legit son of a warlord. Such as using this fact for the better: You exist on a time-space 

axis where whoring around with just about anyone is an acceptable, disease-free way of life; way easier than getting a right-

swipe on Tinder in Winterfell these days. So let’s ditch that vow of celibacy, shall we? Did you not feel daft sitting 

alone in the cold while your podgy best bud Samwell got it on with a wildling in the basement? 

You’re the one on the cover of men’s magazines, not him.

We know you’ll be a bit groggy, so let us help 

you out. There’s a smokin’ hot babe – they call 

her the mother of dragons – traipsing around 

the southern islands. Forget that wildling that 

tried to kill you, you’re done with that penitent 

sex thing. Imagine instead � ery sunsets, 

bottomless goblets of wine and endless chatter 

about “breaking the wheel”, or whatever dirty talk 

gets you going.

But before you set out for your blind date, bro, get a 

makeover. You’re a greasy, unshowered snowbeast. 

Shed the fur for some spring-summer chainmail. 

Give the old mane a trim. The world only really 

needs one long-haired emo-action � gure at a time. 

And Kylo Ren’s got lightsabers. 

May Khaleesi be with you, often,
May Khaleesi be with you, often,

 OPEN LETTER
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