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INDIA LOVES
Watch The Good Place (Netfl ix). 

Heaven, literally 
Read The Vanity Fair Diaries by 

Tina Brown. Also heaven
Buy A Dyson V8. I was highly sceptical, 

but it has changed my life

Something gross has happened 
to advent calendars. Until very 
recently, they  were for   young 
children. They were made 
of thin cardboard,  featured  

a jaunty festive illustration and, if you 
were lucky, had  one chocolate behind 
each flimsy door.   This is the sort of 
 calendar I understand, even if the link 
between chocolate and the birth of 
Christ remains puzzling (though  not as 
puzzling as the  one between chocolate, 
rabbits and His resurrection). 

But there’s money to be made, and 
so advent calendars are no longer for 
little children. Zoella, the YouTuber 
beloved of teenagers,  has been selling 
her own branded one for £50, even 
though it has only 12 doors and is, 
according to parents, filled with  “tat” 
(Boots cut the price to £25 after a 
deluge of complaints). And if you’re an 
adult in need of an advent calendar, 
you’re spoilt  for choice. There are lots 
of beauty  calendars around at the 
£300 mark, and at Selfridges you can 
buy an “erotic”  one for £230. It 
contains sex toys and “soft bondage” 
items. I  can’t imagine anything more 
naff, except perhaps the malt whisky 
 calendar from Masters of Malt, price 
£1,000 (imagine the couple  who buys 
both . Woohoo! Living the dream). 

Someone — a spokesbishop?   — from 
the Archbishops’ Council pointed out 
recently that Christians use  advent to 
remember two things: the coming of 
Christ and God’s eventual coming in 
judg ment, “when He will hold all 
people to account for their greed and 
selfishness. So it is doubly ironic   that 
people are using a  dvent to celebrate 
greed and wealth. The adoption of 
religious symbols for such secular 
ends appears to demonstrate the 
absolute power of consumerism.” 

I don’t mind a bit of consumerism,  
but  I hate all  this . It’s like being in a 
candlelit chapel, in the snow, but  the 
lovely carols are constantly  interrupted 
by advertisements. The levels of excess 
 seem to  have hit a new high, or low. 
They are exemplified by the London 
restaurant  serving a five-bird burger 
during the festive period — the sort of 
snack Caligula might have called for. 

India Knight

The  calendars that cost hundreds of 
pounds are an extension of the fact 
that Christmas has become a festival of 
greed for adults as well as for children. 
I can forgive a child sitting in a sea of 
presents, tearing apart each one before 
moving  on to the next, though it’s 
never a sight I especially enjoy . What 
I  can’t take is adults metaphorically 
doing the same. These things — adult 
advent calendars that cost hundreds of 
pounds, “stocking fillers” that add up 
to a grand, revolting Caligulan burgers 
that make you feel like becoming vegan 
— are all against the spirit of Christmas. 
They cheapen  a time of year that 
otherwise still feels fairylit and  magical .  

The truth  is that most adults already 
have everything we need. On top of 
that, there’s nothing we desperately 

want. It’s nice to open something, of 
course, and we all have a little list of 
things  it would be lovely to receive 
— this or that novel, a new phone case, 
a really good hairdryer, a quince tree. 
Those are the presents we should be 
giving each other. Good gifting (awful 
word, sorry) is gifting (waah) that is 
thoughtful and/or emotionally 
resonant. It very rarely has to do with 
expense — in fact,  there is a direct 
correlation between expensive 
presents and lack of thoughtfulness, 
as though someone has  said to 
themselves: “No idea. I’ll just throw 
money at it.” Being the recipient of 
that kind of gift is  depressing. It makes 
you Melania Trump.

The unromantic solution to all  this 
is to make a brief list of things you 
 want and to ask for the same from the 
rest of your Christmas cohort. That 
way, everyone gets something they 
will be  pleased to receive,  rather than 
something that will go straight to the 
 charity shop . It translates into a marked 
decrease in the number of presents 
under the tree, which, in turn,  translates 
into a marked increase in pleasure . As 
opposed to  overwhelming   nausea  ■
@indiaknightIL
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Nothing says “spirit of Christmas in 2017” quite like 
hideously expensive advent calendars for grown-ups 
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JOSH SAYS
Watch Call  Me  By  Your  Name  — 

beautiful love story from Luca 
Guadagnino ,  director of A Bigger Splash  

Read Leonardo Da Vinci  by Walter 
Isaacson  — meditations on genius by 
the man who  deciphered Steve Jobs 

There’s an American word 
I love, “moxie”. It means 
force of character, nerve or 
determination . You know 
when someone’s got it. 

This time last year, through a 
glossy-haired friend, I was invited to an 
extremely smart Thanksgiving lunch, 
which might well have been the most 
moxie  gathering I’ve ever attended. 
Almost everyone there was famous in 
one way or another: news anchors, 
fi nanciers and fi lm stars. I found myself 
uncharacteristically quiet as they 
navigated the alleyways of Washington 
and Hollywood with terrifying fl uency.

In the corner was an old lady, well 
into her nineties. Every time she 
spoke , the table went quiet with that 
reverential hush reserved for the 
icons of yesterday. 

“Who is that?” I asked my glossy pal. 
“That’s Liz Smith,” she whispered. 

“The Liz Smith.”
Being something of a Manhattan 

neophyte, I was none the wiser. But 
one afternoon drinking martinis and 
sitting at Liz’s feet changed all that. 
She talked, we listened. 

Smith, who died a ged 94     earlier this 
month , was probably the best gossip 
columnist who ever lived. She was 
known as the “grande dame of dish” .  In 
the 1980s , her column was syndicated 
 to  about 70 newspapers and she was 
thought to be the best-paid journalist 
in America, sh ovelled $1m a year for 
wielding her fi ve  bulging Rolodexes 
and widely admired wit. “Gossip,” 
Smith once said, “is just news running 
ahead of itself in a red satin dress .”  

Mention any “boldface name” from 
the past 50 years and Liz had a story 
about them. She could tell you about 
feuding with Frank Sinatra, whom she 
once accused of bullying women . 
Sinatra went nuclear, lambasting her 
on stage and declaring that “if you 
hung a pork chop out your car window, 
Liz Smith would run alongside 
barking” . Another of her favourite 
dancing partners was “my pal Donald” , 
whom she once claimed without any 
great exaggeration to have “invented” . 

Trump’s brassy celebrity was forged 
in the New York tabloid wars of the 

Josh Glancy
So long, Liz Smith  — Manhattan’s grande dame of dish, 
who sparred with Sinatra and made Trump famous

1980s. When  the collapse of  his fi rst 
marriage went public in 1989 , Smith 
became Ivana Trump’s mouthpiece in 
 the New York Daily News. The paper 
splashed the story 12 days in a row   and 
everyone involved became famous. 

Smith helped usher in a  troubling 
age of celebrity, but her style was very 
much of   Gilded Age Manhattan, when 
the socialite Caroline Astor  famously 
decreed that New York society  was 
the preserve of 400  people , who could 
all fi t in her ballroom. Liz would have 
known every one of them . 

 Her acid observations had something 
of Dorothy Parker about them. 
“Charlton Heston announced again 
today that he is suff ering from 
Alzheimer’s, ” she once joked. Of her 
failed marriage (she was bisexual  but 

long in the closet), she said: “The 
marriage didn’t work out but the 
separation is great.”  

It feels clichéd to say they don’t 
make them like that any more, but it 
really is impossible to imagine 
someone of such stature, with such 
a deep connection to a place and its 
community, emerging from the digital 
moshpit of modern journalism. The 
Liz Smiths of today spend most of 
their time fi ghting off  trolls and 
basement onanists on Twitter. 

By birth, Smith was a  Depression-era  
Texan . But by adoption she was a 
boom-era New Yorker and I’ve never 
met anyone who embodied the city 
more. “My life is really New York. It’s 
not anything else — it never has been, 
not since 1949 ,” she once said. She 
shared the city’s foibles, a sometimes 
navel-gazing fascination with status 
and power, but also its best qualities: 
generosity, humour,  self-belief. 

In fact, my favourite p hotograph of 
Smith sums her up beautifully. There 
she is, well into her  eighties , dressed 
as a cowgirl, sitting atop a horse  in the 
middle of Times Square , waving her 
hat to the passing cabs. That’s moxie ■
@joshglancyIL
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Their brutality and 
refi ned mental cruelty 
reduced their victims 
to quivering wrecks” 
Norman Davies
Historian uncovering his family’s Cold War story

THE 
MAGAZINE
INTERVIEW
BRYAN 
APPLEYARD

Back in the 1960s, a former classmate from 
Oxford sent the historian Norman Davies  
a Christmas card with a picture of her new 
baby. She was working in Brussels, he was 
studying in Poland. In return he sent her a 

pair of Polish baby slippers. There was a note concealed 
in the package: “For God’s sake don’t send me any 
more Christmas cards.”  He knew he was probably 
under surveillance.

Several decades later, Davies at 78  is now one of 
history’s greats. Born in Bolton  a few months before the 
Second World War , he has acquired a vast portfolio of 
languages and an unmatched knowledge of European 
history. He writes always original and often radical 
works  such as Europe: A History , The Isles  and 
Vanished Kingdoms . Garlanded with awards — he is, 
for example, an honorary citizen of no  fewer than four 
Polish cities and, also in Poland,  a member of the 
committee for the Order of the Smile , given to people 
who display a special concern for children.  

Recently, he decided to turn his formidable research 
talents on himself by badgering the Polish authorities 
to let him see the secret fi les he knew they had kept on 
him. Finally, a few weeks ago, he succeeded and the 
whole story of that Christmas card and the extent to 
which the  communists went in their attempts to 
recruit him emerged.  

  “There were about 100 documents in my fi le,” 
he says. “I found that the security police [the Soviet 
NKVD], before making their bid to recruit me, had 
 analysed every  letter and card  I had received over 
two years. They not only looked at them, but also  
made a list of all the correspondents. They  tried 
to fi nd out who they were and build  profi les of 
them.” He knows there is more to discover. He has 
been told they have about 100 rolls of microfi lm. 
But, since he’s a fi erce critic of the current Polish 
government, these may prove hard to fi nd. 

Davies spent three years in Poland, fi rst  on a British 
Council scholarship  and later as a PhD candidate in 
Krakow . During his time there,  he  married a Polish 
 scholar,  Maria Korzeniewicz , and they  started a family .

He already had an idea of what the  communists were 
capable of from speaking to Maria’s father about his 
experiences in Dachau and Mauthausen concentration 
camps.   An educated Pole, his father-in-law had been 
 rounded up in October 1939 by the Gestapo . Somehow  
he survived the Nazi concentration camps, only to fall 
foul of the NKVD, the forerunner of the KGB,  in 1945, 
who arrested him “for being alive”.

He was then beaten and tortured in the local police 
station on the very same oak table where the Gestapo 
had done the same to him six years earlier. Thrown into 
a fl ooded cellar, ankle deep in icy water, where he could 
neither sit nor lie down, he was dragged out twice a day 
and invited to explain why he had collaborated with the 
Nazis, which he  hadn’t. 

“I asked my father-in-law which was worse, the SS or 
the NKVD?” says Davies. “He said that the SS were 
straightforward savages, who killed people for fun or for 
no apparent reason at all. But, psychologically, your 
predicament with them was absolutely clear. If they 
didn’t kill you today, you might live till tomorrow.  With 
the NKVD, the prisoner had no idea what was 
happening. Their physical brutality was mixed with 
refi ned mental cruelty, which quickly reduced their 
victims to quivering wrecks who would confess to 
 anything and everything just for a moment’s respite.”

What the   communists  were prepared to do was 
clear, which is why that Christmas-card incident was 
so alarming.  The card had been opened by Polish 
secret police. Back in the dark, suff ocating days of 
communism, thousands of low-grade spooks 
routinely opened millions of letters. What was not 
routine was the sender’s job — she worked as a 
simultaneous translator at the heart of N ato. 

“  

PHOTOGRAPH
STUART 
McCLYMONT
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The writer and historian has recently discovered the extent to which he was spied on while studying for his PhD in Poland in the 1960s
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backbone, any clear idea, so they just squabble among 
themselves. They’re pygmies, and unless someone 
stops them, they’re leading the lemmings over the cliff.

“I said the Brexit process would be impossible. They 
will simply get to an impasse that will mean we either 
fall off a cliff edge or, at the last minute, there will be 
arrangements for Article 50 to be changed … And poor 
old Theresa May, who’s actually an accidental prime 
minister. She must have a breaking point where she 
doesn’t want to take any more battering. She’s a decent 
woman in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

Davies, you will gather, is an inveterate truth-teller. 
He is also an adventurer. His first brush with 
communism came when he, as a very young man, and  
a few co-conspirators drove a clapped-out Jeep from 
Lancashire to the Bosphorus. The Jeep was boldly but 
rashly marked “US army”. In Hungary, they were picked 
up by the KGB and drugged while their Jeep and their 
belongings were searched. Miraculously, they were 
released. He describes this as “a formative experience”.

I meet Davies in Pembroke College, Cambridge. 
He’s a guest lecturer there and it has given him 
and Maria a “cottage”. This has proved to be a 
life-saver. He has a house in Oxford, but “wealthy 
people from London” have bought the houses on 

either side.
“They want to change modest terraced houses into 

four-floor mansions with cinemas in the basement,” he 
says. “On one side they are very unpleasant and 
unneighbourly. Last Friday I had to walk out because of 
the drilling.” He can, seemingly, extend his stay at 
Pembroke, so all, for the moment, is well. This is a relief 
as he has just survived cancer — from diagnosis to the 
all-clear took 15 months and held up his latest book. It 
now finally appears as Beneath Another Sky: A Global 
Journey into History. It is a book of wonders that 
frequently swerves away from anything resembling 
conventional history.

One chapter, for example, is devoted to the effects of 
the rotation of the Earth on history. Another speculates 
on what happened to MH370 — the Malaysian Airlines 
flight that vanished in 2014. Sticking to the known facts 
and applying a historian’s logic, he comes up with a 
highly plausible story that, if true and perhaps if not, 
should be seized upon by Hollywood. The plane, 
according to Davies’s theory, was carrying sensitive 
material and/or personnel to Beijing. It was, as a result, 
subjected to two kidnap attempts.

“Nobody has come up with an answer, so it is 
perfectly valid to speculate,” he says. “My solution is 
intelligible. I feel that the plane was remotely 

“I had no idea she was there,” says Davies, “but they 
somehow knew and they knew she sent me a Christmas 
card and they knew this person would have been a great 
help to them in their intelligence work. So they saw this 
little picture of a baby, they saw that it had been sent to 
me. They put two and two together and made 21.”

Now, he was a target. “First, they sent a number of 
people to me asking for private English lessons and 
then told me that earning money on the side was 
contrary to the terms of my visa. Then they somehow 
heard that I was desperate to buy a child’s pram. 
Miraculously, the local store had an East German  
pram for sale. The following week, I was hauled in  
and told that I had committed a serious offence  
in buying the pram.”

After the full bad-cop routine, they switched to good 
cop by offering him a bribe to recruit him as a spy. They 
offered help with a mortgage so he could buy a house 
for his family back in England. “They knew I was a 
newly married, penniless young man,” he says.

Davies consulted a priest — Polish Catholics were no 
friends of the communists and knew a thing or two 
about how they worked. The priest told him to turn up 
for any meeting they demanded, but not to sign 
anything at the end of it. Afterwards, he should go to a 
cafe and talk very loudly about what had just happened. 
They’d hate that and it would blow his cover as a 
potential spy. Not long after, he was duly summoned to 
a meeting, but “flatly refused to sign the document that 
the policemen were dangling in front of me. In fact, 
when I was left alone for a couple of minutes, I made a 
break for it and dashed out into the snow, leaving my 
favourite duffel coat in their wardrobe. After that,  
I knew that I had to leave.”

Davies left his wife and child and boarded a tramp 
steamer bound for Hull. As they arrived in the Humber 
estuary, someone came aboard, saluted and called out: 
“Is there a Mr Norman Davies on board?” It was MI6. 
They had been told that he was in trouble. He was 
questioned and then released on the condition that he 
would be debriefed more fully in London. For now, his 
skirmish with the dark forces of communism was over.

All these years later, knowing what he knows, what 
does he think of the current British left?

“I don’t know what Corbyn believes,” he says. “My 
experience of living in so-called socialist Europe on  
the wrong side of the Iron Curtain and going there 
doggedly for 50 years gives me a very different 
perspective. They seem to have pie-in-the-sky ideas. 
They may all stem from their sometimes justified 
criticism of our own society, but it pushes them to see 
the Soviet ideology through rose-coloured spectacles.”

He remains on the left. He says he has never voted 
Conservative in 50 years of elections and, in any case, 
the Tories are now in ruins.

“The present Tory government is gruesome,” he  
says. “The thing about Margaret Thatcher was that you 
knew what you were dealing with. There was a clear 
right-wing ideology. This lot don’t seem to have any 

They knew I was newly 
married and penniless.” 
They offered him a bribe 
to recruit him as a spy

“

FAMILY HISTORY 
Davies and his wife, 
the Polish scholar 
Maria Korzeniewicz, 
in 1998. They 
married in 1966  
and have two  
grown-up sons
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Frankfurt. Stops along the way produced chapters — on 
Delhi, Tasmania, Texas, Mauritius, Manhattan and so 
on — which were combinations of present 
observations and more or less conventional histories. 
Again he tackles the transience of nations, the temporary, 
accidental quality of their existence. The United Arab 
Emirates, for example, seem to be on their deathbed 
because of their hopelessly unbalanced societies.

“It is simply not sustainable,” he writes, “ that 80% 
can toil and suffer indefinitely for the comfort of the 
20%. Pre-revolutionary France comes to mind.”

Time is a central theme. Even here, he finds an 
example that subverts our most basic assumptions. We 
always talk about the future being in front of us and the 
past behind. Davies learns that the Maoris look the 
other way, forward into the past. This is logical, since 
the past exists and the future does not. The Maoris 
“walk backwards into the future”.

The sweep of the book, the sense of the comedy, 
tragedy and infinite variety of human affairs, and the 
odd interpolations, make it feel more like a magical-
realist novel than history. Inevitably, this infuriates 
some historians. His publisher sent out chapters to 
specialists in various fields.

“Some of the responses are absolutely preposterous 
because you’re stepping on their turf,” he says. “One 
sent in a long list of what he called ‘horrible mistakes’. 
We had to go through them all and only one of the 
things was actually a mistake. Historians get so dug into 
their little patch of turf that they can’t bear anyone else 
treading on it.”

Full disclosure. Davies went to Bolton School, 
like me, and he cherishes northwestern 
landscapes I once knew well, so I’m biased, 
but I’ll say this anyway. He writes history like 
nobody else. He thinks like nobody else. He 

is a one-man refutation of the old idea that history is 
always written by the victors. He writes from a 
perspective that certainly takes in the victors, but also 
the foolish, the wicked, the marginal, the defeated, the 
disappeared and the forgotten. He sees the world as a 
whole, with its limitless fund of stories. He sees the 
accidental nature of human lives and the infinite variety 
of the delusions by which we survive.

If this makes him enemies — and it does — then so 
be it, because they’re the kind of enemies a good man 
ought to have and, as he says, “You just have to say what 
you think and then take the bullets.” n

Beneath Another Sky: A Global Journey into History by 
Norman Davies is published on Dec 7 (Allen Lane £23)

kidnapped by a hacker and then a second hacker or 
remote controller took it over. The first kidnap was by 
the Americans, who wanted to stop the plane getting to 
Beijing and planned to divert it to Diego Garcia [a US 
naval base in the Indian Ocean], and then somebody 
hacked it to stop it from getting there.”

The story fits exactly with what we know about the 
first turn away from MH370’s planned route and then 
its long, seemingly aimless circling. He is sure that 
somebody knows exactly what happened and, one day, 
it will leak out. You read it here first.

A previous book, Vanished Kingdoms, was about 
once-great European nations that had simply 
disappeared — places with familiar names such as 
Burgundy, Czechoslovakia or the Soviet Union or with 
less familiar ones such as Alt Clud. My personal 
favourite was Carpatho-Ukraine, which had a president, 
a prime minister, a constitution and a flag, in spite of 
which it lasted only 24 hours.

Davies is a natural provocateur. When Prince Philip 
turned 75, there was an exhibition at Windsor with 
hundreds of photographs. Davies studied them all 
carefully and noticed that there wasn’t a single caption 
that revealed the prince’s family name. So he wrote to 
him and asked what it was.

“I got a letter from a captain of the Coldstream 
Guards saying HRH was very touched by my letter and 
he was pleased to tell me that his name was Prince of 
Greece and Denmark. I wrote back saying I didn’t think 
this was his family name. Then they tried to tell me his 
name was Mountbatten, which, of course, it wasn’t. 
After five letters they still wouldn’t divulge his family 
name … I’m sure that Philip isn’t so confused that he 
doesn’t know what his name is.”

Of course, Davies knows exactly what it was: 
Schleswig-Holstein-Sonderburg-Glücksburg. But the 
royals have always worked studiously to disguise the 
fact that they are foreigners. In fact, the TV series 
Victoria should have subtitles. Davies points out that 
Victoria was a German married to a German and they 
spoke German to each other in the midst of an almost 
entirely German household. He also says that Princess 
Diana was the most English person ever to come within 
touching distance of the British throne.

Vanished Kingdoms drew attention to the fact that 
nations, like people, are mortal. But, while alive, they all 
claim some kind of immortality. Prince Philip conceals 
his pan-European genetic salad in order to become part 
of what is seen as the timeless reality of Britain.

Beneath Another Sky is effectively a follow-up. But 
this time it is about the whole world.

“This wasn’t consciously a sequel,” he says. “It just 
happened that, having passed three-score years and 
ten, I decided that if I didn’t go around the world now,  
I wouldn’t ever have a chance of doing it.”

He prepared a lecture on imperialism that would go 
down well anywhere in the world — travelling 
historians tend to get asked to speak — and he booked 
tickets for himself and his wife from Frankfurt to 

It is not sustainable that 
80% can toil and suffer 
indefinitely for the 
comfort of the 20%”R

E
U

T
E

R
S

CONSPIRACY 
THEORY Police 
inspect debris from 
the missing flight 
MH370 on the 
French Indian Ocean 
island, La Réunion, 
2015. Davies 
believes the flight 
was hacked
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The 
biggest 
break
This is the British surfer  
Andrew Cotton riding 
monster waves in Portugal 
earlier this month — half an 
hour before he fractured  
his back on one.  Alex Wade 
talks to him and his pals 
about the quest to conquer 
surfing’s “unridden realm”



P
IC

T
U

R
E

 C
R

E
D

IT
 T

O
 G

O
 H

E
R

E



DROP ZONE  
Left: American surfer  
Nic Lamb tackles the 
World Surf League’s 
Nazare Challenge in 2016 
— at the same spot where 
Cotton injured himself

ON A KNIFE EDGE  
Previous pages: Cotton 
temporarily lost his board — 
complete with Go-Pro — on this 
wave at Nazare. Half an hour  
later, he went out on a spare  
board and broke his back

NIGHT RIDER
Right: Mark Visser became 
the first man to ride at night 
on the huge waves at the 
Jaws reef break on Maui, 
Hawaii, in 2011, with the help 
of specialised LED lights

TAKING THE TUBE
Bottom left: Laird 
Hamilton, pioneer of the 
art of tow-in surfing using 
jet skis, braves the 
formidable Teahupoo 
break in Tahiti, 2000

WONDER WALL
Bottom right: The US surfer  
Garrett McNamara rides a giant  
at Nazare in 2013. McNamara holds 
the Guinness World Record for the 
biggest wave surfed — 78ft from 
trough to crest — at Nazare, 2011 P
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WORLD OF PAIN  
Cotton is tended to 
on the beach after 
he narrowly escaped 
death riding a 60ft 
wave at Nazare

he towering waves of  
Praia do Norte at the 
fishing village of Nazare  
in Portugal are the stuff of 
legend, offering up peaks 
that can top 100ft. Created 
by a deep undersea channel 
known as the Nazare 
Canyon, the menacing 
swell is the preserve of 
probably no more than  

30 surfers in the world. Among them is Andrew Cotton,  
a 38-year-old professional big-wave rider and part-time 
plumber from north Devon, who earlier this month  
was hoping to add another mammoth wave to his tally.  
It wasn’t to be. After Cotton was towed by jet ski into  
a 60-footer at Praia do Norte, he entered what he 
describes as “a world of pain”. A horrific wipeout 
slammed him into the water and fractured his spine.

Shortly after being discharged from hospital, 
strapped in a full-body brace, Cotton described his fall 
to me over the phone from his hotel bed in Portugal.  
“I was 100% committed, but the wave changed shape  
as I was riding it,” he said. “I knew I was going to get  
hit so I just thought, ‘Eject!’ It was like jumping off a 
balcony and smashing onto your front. It was the worst 
impact I’d ever had.”

Cotton has sustained other serious injuries in his 
pursuit of big waves, from snapping his knee ligaments 
twice to badly damaging his pelvis. He has broken his 
back, but not any records yet — although he was part of 
a team that has: on November 1, 2011, Cotton (on a jet 
ski) towed the American surfer Garrett McNamara into 
a 78ft wave at Praia do Norte, which was later confirmed 
by Guinness World Records as the largest ever surfed. 

Cotton has made a name for himself as one of the 
best big-wave surfers around, thanks to his commitment 
to riding huge winter swells at two spots in particular: 
Praia do Norte and, closer to home, Mullaghmore Head 
in Co Sligo, Ireland.

His exploits at Mullaghmore are often in a sea of just 
8C, accompanied by a savage wind-chill beneath skies 
leaden with rain. The night before he goes surfing, he 
will have slept in a wind-blasted tent or, if he’s lucky,  
a van. Surfers’ paradise? Not in the clichéd sense. 

Remarkably, Cotton is not a lone emblem of noble 
British eccentricity. The St Ives surfer Tom Lowe this 
year became the first British man to be invited to 
compete on the World Surf League’s Big Wave Tour. 
Northern Ireland’s Al Mennie has been named as one 
of the best big-wave surfers of all time by Surfertoday.
com. Tom Butler, from Newquay, Cornwall, is another 
Brit with an appetite for the big stuff. Like Cotton, 
Butler knows what it’s like to be injured at Praia do 
Norte: in the Nazare Challenge contest in December 

2016, he suffered a wipeout that resulted in surgery to 
reattach part of his ear and almost collapsed his lungs.

Most recreational surfers will rarely ride waves in 
excess of 6ft. The biggest I’ve surfed were 10ft, from 
trough to crest. My worst injury was breaking two  
ribs, after a wipeout in which I was hit by my board 
underwater. The size of the surf that day? No more 
than 5ft. Those who surf big waves — anything over 
18ft — know their lives are on the line. 

Among them was the Hawaiian surfer Mark Foo. On 
January 18, 1985, Foo tried unsuccessfully to ride 50ft 
waves at Waimea Bay on the island of Oahu, Hawaii 
— then the crucible of big-wave surfing. Vanquished, 
he described the waves that day as “the unridden 
realm”, a term that has stuck. “If you want the ultimate 
thrill, you’ve got to be willing to pay the ultimate price,” 
Foo said. He would pay that price on December 23, 
1994, when he fell on a 15ft wave at Mavericks, a 
notorious big-wave break in California, and drowned. 
His body was discovered two hours later, still tethered 
to the broken tail section of his board. 

Other high-profile surfers to be killed by outsize surf 
include Donnie Solomon (drowned at Waimea, 1995), 
Malik Joyeux (drowned at the Oahu break of Pipeline, 
2005) and Sion Milosky (drowned at Mavericks, 2011). 

Foo’s “unridden realm” has since gone up several 
notches: the quest is now to surf a 100ft wave. Among 
those who have attempted to do so is Laird Hamilton, 
who revolutionised big-wave surfing in the 1990s using 
boats, and later jet skis, to tow him onto fast-moving 
waves. Hamilton pushed the boundaries of what was 
thought possible. The small coterie of the world’s best 
surfers now eyes weather charts and wave buoy data, 
ready to drop everything and head to breaks such as 
Todos Santos in Mexico, Teahupoo in Tahiti and Praia 
do Norte. Why? For Cotton, it’s simple: “I’ve dedicated 
my life to surfing big waves. I just love them. And I want 
to do something to make my wife and two kids proud.” 
He hopes to be back surfing by spring.

And they’re not prepared to stop at big waves,  
either. The quest for the ultimate thrill is taking new 
dimensions: witness the Australian surfer Mark Visser’s 
project to parachute into the Southern Ocean and ride 
enormous swell in the open water, or his pioneering 
night ride on 40ft waves at Hawaii’s Jaws break in 2011, 
or McNamara cheating death in 2013 to become the 
first person to surf waves generated by a calving glacier 
in Alaska. “It was the most horrifying, closest to death, 
heaviest rush I have ever experienced,” McNamara says. 
“Like sitting underneath the Empire State Building, 
waiting for it to come down on you.” n

Alex Wade’s book Amazing Surfing Stories (Fernhurst 
Books £14.99) includes interviews with Andrew Cotton, 
Garrett McNamara and Al Mennie, among others

 “I knew I was going to get 
hit, so I just thought, ‘Eject!’ 
It was like jumping off a 
balcony and smashing onto 
your front. It was the worst 
impact I’d ever had”
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“Sexual 

harassment 

can often 

be just a 

pathetic 

attempt at 

courtship”
 Morrissey on the Hollywood scandals, Brexit — and why he  

doesn’t care if he annoys you. Interview by Chrissy Iley



Morrissey photographed at the Beverly Hills Hotel, Los Angeles, in 2004 by Kevin Westenberg





I
’m inside Morrissey’s hotel room at the Sunset 
Marquis, West Hollywood. It smells incensy, instantly 
exotic with a dangerous edge rather like the man 
himself. He’s in LA because he’s performing at the 
Hollywood Bowl and because Friday, November 10 
has been declared Morrissey Day by the mayor of  
Los Angeles. 

He lived near here until a few years ago, but now 
he’s just visiting. Where does he live now? A sigh.  
“I’m in a different place all the time. I’m not sure why 
everyone wants to know where I live, what that says 

about me. It means my credit card is permanently blocked for 
security reasons. They think I’m an anonymous person if I’m never 
in the same place. I never ask people where they live, but they 
always ask me as if it would reveal anything about me. I’m here now, 
as you can see.”

Because he’s performing. “Well … I don’t perform. I’m 
occasionally on a stage, but I don’t ever perform.” 

How very Morrissey. It’s as if he never wants to be really seen — 
except by tens of thousands every time he is on a stage, or when he 
makes one of his trademark outrageous comments, whether that’s 
about politics, or last week, defending Harvey Weinstein and Kevin 
Spacey (more of that later).

He no longer lives in the house next to Johnny Depp? “No, he 
bought it to put his argumentative relatives in when they came to 
stay and since then I have been homeless. 
I just move around the world, which is a 
fascinating way to live. People say, ‘But 
surely you need your own kitchen.’  
But I’ve managed for many years  
doing without.” 

Does he cook? “Yes I do, and it’s a very 
nice idea to have a kitchen ...” But room 
service will provide? “It tries, but it’s 
difficult sometimes. We don’t like to wait 
do we, really, for anything?” Does he travel light? “I have a 
sickening volume of possessions. They’re all stored away in 
different parts of the world waiting for that moment when  
I stop and buy a house and relax.” Does he ever relax? “No.” 

This is a moment where I want to tell him about the first time  
I heard his voice. So soul-curdling and deep-reaching when he sang 
How Soon Is Now? The Smiths are remembered by their fans with 
a huge amount of romanticism. It seems that they were around for 
ever, but in fact it was only five years — 1982 to 1987 — and four 
studio albums. But so many songs, such poetry that spoke for a 
generation about love and loss and waiting. 

Post Smiths, there was a series of solo albums, starting with  
Viva Hate, some of which were less loved. There was a dark 
autobiography in 2013 and a strange foray into novel writing — List 
of the Lost was reviewed as “turgid” and received the Bad Sex 
Award in 2015 for a scene describing a “giggling snowball of 
full-figured copulation”. 

But now Morrissey is back, as unconventional as ever. And with 
the release of the new album, Low in High School, he is on the 
radio, the television, that voice strangely more fluid and insistent 
than ever. 

Some of his views must jangle with his new generation of 
younger fans. He has said that he thought Brexit was magnificent, 
and the new single Jacky’s Only Happy When She’s Up on the 
Stage ends with a haunting chorus of “exit exit”, which some 
people have translated as “Brexit Brexit”. He denies it. “No, it’s not 
a Brexit song. There’s no Brexit in it,” he insists. “The line is, ‘All the 
audience head for the exit when she’s on stage’, so it’s nothing to do 

with Brexit. People just rush to stupid conclusions and create facts 
and create their own truths and slaughter the issue.” 

But he did say Brexit was magnificent, right? 
“I thought it was a fascinating strike for democracy, because the 

people said the opposite to Westminster, and that was 
extraordinary. David Cameron didn’t imagine the result could be as 
it was, but at least he did the honourable thing and slid away. The 
unfortunate thing is that politicians only speak to other politicians. 
They don’t speak to the people, so on that day their bubble burst. 
And now I don’t think Brexit has taken place, or even will, because 
Westminster don’t want it. It’s not that difficult. They’re just 
finding a way to not make it Brexit.” 

Is it true that he banned David Cameron from ever listening to a 
Morrissey-penned song? “No, that was never true, but these are 
the things I have to live with.” Big sigh. “I didn’t say it and it’s nice if 
everybody listens. It really is.”

There’s nobody he wants to ban? 
“Well, only the obvious — the obvious international pest.” The 

orange one? “Yes.” “He’s beyond salvation. Beyond any help. The 
biggest security threat to America and the world. He’s like a 
two-year-old constantly reaching for something, damaging it and 
then moving on to something else and destroying it.” 

Indeed, the next day when I go to his show at the Hollywood 
Bowl, one of the backdrops is Morrissey holding a toddler with 
Trump’s head superimposed. A tiny tyrant. It goes down well. 

Morrissey is still mesmerising on stage 
as he lashes and whips his microphone 
chord. He gives us the songs that still 
speak to us even though they’re decades 
old. This audience — a diverse collection: 
black, white, brown; young, old and very 
young; men, women, gay, straight — 
seems to be with him all the way. No one 
minds that on Morrissey’s orders 
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“Brexit was a 
fascinating strike for 
democracy. But they 
won’t let it happen”

FLORAL DANCE Morrissey in 1983 waving his trademark gladioli — 
they first featured in the video for This Charming ManPA
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the only food sold is vegetarian.   I’ve been to that same 
stadium many times and seen artists of similar years 
with pretentious trousers and hair plugs. I’ve seen 
them sing their old songs  to a crowd of middle-aged 
spread. This concert was not like that.   Though I could 
have done without the bit where the 58-year-old  threw 
 his jacket into the crowd and fl aunted his unworked-
out torso.  But it was unselfconsciously done.  

On the sofa in his hotel room  we sip  bottled water 
and he asks me if I would like anything more 
dangerous. I suggest  a coff ee. He shrugs in despair. 
“That’s not what I meant.” 

 The new album has created a buzz. “It feels good. 
People always want their latest off spring to be the 
cutest, I believe,” he says.  He doesn’t have children. 
He has songs.  Does he have a particular track that’s 
more important than the others? 

“No. I mean if you gave birth to quads you 
wouldn’t say which quad is the best one, would you? 
You would love all your quads equally for diff erent 
reasons.”  I tell him I’ve got four cats. “There. I rest my 
case. I be t you don’t pick one out and say you’re the 
one I love and boot the others in the linen cupboard.”

   We chat about how Russell Brand’s cat is called 
Morrissey. “Yes, and he’s still alive. I don’t mean 
Russell — I mean the cat. He is  getting on now: I do 
mean Russell. I don’t mean the cat.”

I read that Brand named the cat  Morrissey because 
he’s an awkward bugger.  He grins. “There you go. You 
should have guessed that one straight away.”   But 
however diffi  cult he can be — for instance, during 
the preparation of this article he spends  four days 
saying he will do a photo shoot and then doesn’t — 
he is having a moment in the spotlight.  “It’s certainly 
a moment  that might annoy many people, but here 
I am and I off er no apologies and no excuses.” Hmm.

The fi rst single on the album, Spent  the Day in 
Bed, has had more airplay in America than any 
Morrissey track ever . “I don’t spend the day in bed 
often but people love their beds,” he says. He advises 
several times that people shouldn’t stay in bed and 
watch the news because  it is so depressing. He 
should know:  Morrissey has spent much of his life 
depressed. Surely that’s where quite a few of the hits 
came from. “Years ago I sang a song called  Heaven 
Knows I’m Miserable Now, and it’s like an old school 
uniform. People insist I wear it, but I’m really not that 
miserable. I’m not an unhappy person. Not in the 
least. I’m certainly very surprised and very pleased to 
still be here.”  

I’m wondering if his new resolution to appreciate 
life had anything to do with it nearly being taken 
away. He is in remission from oesophagus cancer. 
“I’d had quite a few scares and was on a lot of extreme 
medication. I lost a lot of hair.  You can be as healthy 
as possible, but something will always get you in the 
end. I thought, here we go. Just accept it, but I’ve 

done very well. I’m not on any medication now.” 
And his hair is back — greying — and the 

Morrissey superquiff  is perhaps not as super as it 
once was. “It’s real. A lot of people my age don’t have 
hair. They don’t have teeth, so I feel quite blessed.”  

Following his diagnosis  in  2014, he “had a lot of 
scrapings, but they weren’t all painful”. Wasn’t he 
worried a procedure involving the scraping of his 
oesophagus would aff ect his voice? 

“No, incredibly,” he laughs. “In fact my voice is 
better, absolutely better than it was. I had to give up 
150 things, from red wine and beyond, but that was 
OK because I don’t really like red wine. When you sit 
before a doctor and they use the c-word you hear it 
but you don’t hear it. You just say, ‘Ah, yes,’ as if it’s 
something you hear every day. Your mind goes into 
this funny little somewhere and you say, ‘Ah, yes,’ as 
if you knew it all along.”

I’m not sure that’s how most of us would react, but 
then he’s  always been one of these people who seem 
to be able to dislocate himself from his own being.

“Giving up red wine was meaningless to me 
anyway.” Doesn’t he drink alcohol? “Just not red 
wine.”   He also has a dislike of mushrooms.  “Oh they 
are horrifi c, fungus — truffl  es make me cry. 
I say to people, ‘What are you doing eating fungus?’ 
Truffl  es shock me and the smell. Ewwww. Garlic is 
also horrifi c.”

Morrissey ’s  superfood of choice is potatoes. “I’ve 
never had a curry and I’ve never had a coff ee. I’ve 
never wanted one and I’ve never been handed one. 
I have Ceylon tea, very, very weak with an alternative 
milk. Cashew milk is beautiful. Dairy farms all over 
England are collapsing. Non-dairy milk is now 51% 
of the market, which is fantastic.”

Thirty-two years ago, when he fi rst sang  Meat Is 
Murder, veganism was rare . A vegan diet was diffi  cult 
to maintain. Now, vegan food is in supermarkets. 

“What about champagne?” he says. I’m not sure if 
he’s off ering to crack open a bottle, but I hate 
champagne. “I’ve never met anybody that hated 
champagne,” he says. I’ve never met anybody that 
hasn’t  drunk coff ee or  eaten curry, I ripost. “ I don’t like 
any food where the following day you can still taste it 
or you smell of it or your clothes smell of it. I’m very, 
very bland as far as food is concerned, ” he says.

It is  as if the psyche of Morrissey is so piquant, 
  he needs to balance it with food that tastes of 
nothing. Not only has he never had an onion bhaji 
— “I’ve never had an onion. That would make me 
cry. It’s just too eye-crossing. I’m strictly bread 
and potatoes. ”  

Not for the fi rst time,  the conversation drifts   back 
to politics. Does he think Trump will be impeached? 
“It’s a long time coming and there have been multiple 
reasons and it hasn’t happened. It’s a shocking 
refl ection on American politics. I understand people 
wanting somebody who is non political, who is not 
part of a system. But not him. They thought that he 
was something he absolutely is not. Surely people 
realise it now. Everything he says is divisive. It’s 
meant to be. It’s meant to distract you.”

He is similarly disparaging about Theresa May. 
“She won’t answer questions put to her. She’s not 
leadership [material]. She can barely get to the end of 
her own sentence. Her face quakes. She’s hanging 

On his home town
“Manchester is a 

lovely place, if you 
happen to be a 

bedridden deaf-mute”

This 
charming 

man?

On pop culture
“Madonna reinforces 

everything absurd and 
off ensive. Desperate 

womanhood. Madonna 
is closer to organised 

prostitution than 
anything else”

 

On psychology
“[Sigmund Freud] 

just made people feel 
so neurotic about 

their lives. I mean, if 
you dreamt about a 
lampshade, it meant 

you wanted to be 
whipped by the local 
vicar or something” 
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Morrissey rather 
prides himself on 

being “an awkward 
bugger”

“I don’t know about 
Attenborough’s regard 
for animals. He says 
‘wildlife’ but it’s free life”A
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on by the skin of her teeth.  
She has negotiations about 
negotiations about negotiations 
about the EU. I’m not a 
Conservative, but I can see  
she’s actually blocking the 
Conservative Party from moving 
on and becoming strong. But as 
we know, politicians do not care 
about public opinion. And she 
wants to bring back fox hunting.” 
This is not only “cruel and 
disgraceful”, but signifies that 
May is “out of step and not of the 
modern world”. 

Morrissey loves talking about 
politics, there’s always an opinion. 
But then he says: “I’m 
nonpolitical. I always have been. 
I’ve never voted in my life.” At the 
last election there was a story 
going round that Morrissey voted 
Ukip. In fact, at a concert earlier 
this year, he appeared to support 
Anne-Marie Waters, an 
outspoken Ukip politician with 
anti-Muslim views, claiming the 
party’s leadership contest had 
been rigged against her. He is the 
most political nonpolitical person 
on the planet. He’s shy, except in 
front of thousands. He writes 
about love, but only admits to one 
proper relationship — with Jake 
Walters, a boxer from east 
London. They lived together from 
1994 to 1996. When he was in the 
Smiths he declared himself 
celibate and said he hated sex. 
After Walters, he discussed 
having a baby with Tina Dehghani, a friend whom he met while 
living in Los Angeles, and in his autobiography he refers to a 
relationship with an Italian whom he calls Gelato. He’s said in the 
past he’s only attracted to people who aren’t interested in him. He’s 
never been on a date. He only writes about wanting to be loved. 
Many contradictions. 

“Well, I’m human. I’m not interested in being part of anything.  
I don’t see a party that speaks to me and I haven’t ever. My vote is 
very precious. I won’t use it just to get rid of somebody I don’t like 
because they’re all absolutely the same.” 

Does he think Jeremy Corbyn is the same? “He has had many 
opportunities to take a strike against Theresa May and he has 
resisted. It’s hard to believe that this is the best England can 
produce at this stage of the game. We survived Thatcher by the skin 
of our teeth, and somehow we’re all still alive and we are presented 
with Theresa May and Jeremy Corbyn.” I laugh, and he corrects me: 
“It’s a tragedy. The UK is in a state of cultural tragedy, dominated 
by political correctness. Nobody tells the truth about anything. If 
you tell the truth in England, you’ll lose your job.”

This is not a rule, however, Morrissey feels applies to him. I ask 
him about the behaviour of Harvey Weinstein and Kevin Spacey 
who are both accused of multiple cases of sexual misdemeanours.

He is in no mood to condemn them. “You must be careful as far 
as ‘sexual harassment’ is concerned, because often it can be just a 
pathetic attempt at courtship.”

Most people wouldn’t see the kind of behaviours these sexual 

predators are accused of as in any 
way “courtship”. But Morrissey is 
undeterred. As this interview 
went to press it emerged that he’d 
told the German magazine Der 
Spiegel that the claims against 
Kevin Spacey — one of which 
alleges a sexual relationship with 
a 14-year-old boy — were 
“ridiculous” and argued, as he did 
with me, that definitions of 
harassment and assault have 
become too broad. “Kevin Spacey 
was 26, boy 14. One wonders 
where the boy’s parents were,” 
Morrissey said. “One wonders if 
the boy did not know what would 
happen.” On Weinstein, he said to 
Der Spiegel that some of the 
movie mogul’s alleged victims: 
“play along”. “Afterwards, they 
feel embarrassed or disliked. And 
then they turn it around and say, 
‘I was attacked, I was surprised.’ 
But if everything went well, and if 
it had given them a great career, 
they would not talk about it.”

He added: “I hate rape. I hate 
attacks. I hate sexual situations 
that are forced on someone. But 
in many cases one looks at the 
circumstances and thinks that the 
person who is considered a victim 
is merely disappointed.”

Our conversation covers 
similar ground. When I ask him 
about these sexual attacks he 
says: “I’m sure it’s horrific, but we 
have to keep everything in 
proportion. Do you not agree?  

I have never been sexually harassed, I might add.” Perhaps that is 
why he seems so unsympathetic.

Morrissey’s sexuality has always been a point of some discussion.
Is it still true, I ask, that he doesn’t identify as heterosexual, 

homosexual or bisexual but, as he puts it, “humoursexual”? “No, 
humasexual as in we’re all humans.” Oh, I thought it was only about 
sleeping with people that you had a laugh with. “That would 
dramatically limit things, but certainly I think we are obsessed  
with labels, obsessed with knowing where we stand with other 
people, what we can expect them to do, and it doesn’t make any 
difference really.”

Just like veganism, he insists, being sexually fluid and gender 
fluid is now much more accepted. “It’s extraordinary. People seem 
to be very relaxed by it.” But when Morrissey announced his 
humasexuality in 2013, he was a lonely voice. “Yes, I was.  
I spearheaded the movement. I know no other way, so nothing  
has changed for me, but the rest of the world leaps on. I am pleased 
because I want people to be happy. There is an expiration date on 
our lives on this planet. You have to be yourself and hopefully get 
some happiness from it. It seems everybody, in every respect of 
their lives, is coming out of their cupboard saying this is the person 
I’d like to be. I want to wear these clothes, not those that have been 
imposed on me. As long as nobody’s harmed, I think it’s good.”
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“It’s a moment that might 
annoy many people, but 
here I am and I offer no 

apologies and no excuses”

THE EARLY DAYS The Smiths in Salford, in 1986. From left,  
Johnny Marr, Morrissey, Andy Rourke and Mike Joyce





Is it true that he’s never been on a date? “Yes, I’ve 
never been on a traditional date. I’m not that kind of 
person .”  No one’s ever said I’d like to take you to 
dinner? “No, never . But I’m happy with my vocation.” 
 What does he mean by vocation? “I’m very interested 
in the singing voice. I’m very interested in making a 
diff erence in music, not simply being successful.” 
 Isn’t it possible to  do that and have a date? “No. I’ve 
never found it to be so.” It’s one or the other? “Well, 
life leads me. Does it lead you? Are you successful at 
the cost of something else?” 

I’m quite shocked by  his question . I  suggest that 
it’s not valid because I’m not really successful. He 
says, “Well you’re not working at KFC, are you?” and 
laughs a conspiratorial laugh.

He’s interested in the way journalism  has changed. 
“The Guardian, you can’t even meet them halfway. 
They are like The Sun in 1972. So obstinate. They 
don’t want to talk to you. They want to correct you. 
You can’t simply say, ‘This is how I feel,’ because 
they’ll say, ‘How you feel is wrong.’ And they’ll say, 
‘He’s racist. He should be shot, he should be drowned.’ 
 It’s very diffi  cult to sit down with somebody and 
simply convey your feelings. In a democracy you 
should be able to give your opinion about anything. 
We must have debate, but that doesn’t happen 
any more. Free speech has died. Isn’t modern 
journalism about exposing people? When I was 
young I saw a documentary accidentally about the 
abattoir and I fell into an almost lifelong depression. 
I couldn’t believe  I lived in a society that allowed this. 
The abattoir is no diff erent to Auschwitz.”

The tack back to animals reminds me he was once 
voted Britain’s  second    most important cultural icon 
by the audience of  BBC 2’s The Culture Show, after 
 David Attenborough. “It was beautiful but I don’t 

know about Attenborough’s regard for animals,” he 
says. “He often uses terms like ‘seafood’ and there’s 
no such thing as seafood. It’s sea life, and he talks 
about ‘wildlife’ and it’s free life. Animals are not 
wild simply because we pathetic humans haven’t 
shoved them in a cage, so his terminology is often 
up the pole.”

 I tell him one of my favourite songs on the album is 
 Israel. It’s a romantic hymn to the country. How did 
that come about? “I have made many trips there and 
I was given the keys to Tel Aviv by the mayor. 
Everybody was so very nice to me and I’m aware that 
there’s a constant backlash against the country that 
I could never quite understand. I feel people are 
judging the country by its government, which you 
shouldn’t do. You can’t blame the people for the 
rulership. Israel is beautiful.” 

  Steven Patrick Morrissey  was born and raised in 
Manchester. A lapsed Catholic, he went to a religious 
school.  Manchester  in the 1960s and 1970s was 
damp,  somewhere he wanted to escape from. Part 
of that escape was through  television — and soap 
operas. He was once off ered a part in  EastEnders, 
but turned it down. “I was invited to be Dot Cotton’s 
other son, a mysterious son  no one had ever spoken 
about, who returns to the Square, doesn’t get 
involved with anybody and doesn’t immediately have 
sex with anybody as most characters who come into 
the Square do .”

So basically he’d have played himself. “Yes.  I didn’t 
do it.” Is it too late? “For many things, yes … I was also 
off ered a part in Emmerdale.  I was to play an intruder 
in jodhpurs — which I’d  longed to be, of course, I had 
waited years to be an intruder in jodhpurs — an 
intruder at Home Farm, but I refused to wear the 
jodhpurs. As they say, it’s nice to be asked.”

He has no ambitions  to act, his time   occupied with 
the  new album and a  tour that  will include China, 
Australia and  Europe. China has one of the worst 
records for human and animal rights in the world, 
I point out. “You can’t simply fold your arms and  say 
I’m not going to China because of the cat and dog 
trade, which is absolutely tearful, but hopefully your 
presence can make a diff erence,” he says.  

His only problem with not living anywhere is he 
has no animal companion.   “ My best friends have 
been  cats . I had one cat for 23 years and one for 22. 
They just walked into the house, one when I was 
a small child and one when I was slightly older. 
I won’t say they were like children, because I don’t 
know any children that are actually nice. They were 
black-and-white and called Buster and Tibby.  Tibby 
had been kicked in the face  so he had  to be fed by 
hand. He couldn’t eat from a plate. He required 
a lot of patience but he cured himself and became 
a healthy, incredibly happy cat. They certainly 
enriched my life.”

It’s been hours now. Morrissey is too polite to end 
our meeting and I feel if I don’t end it  I may never 
leave. For me, meeting Morrissey  is like meeting 
a  battered, black-and-white alley cat. Sure, he’s not to 
everyone’s taste. But that is the highest compliment I 
could ever give  — although Morrissey is the only one 
who could recognise it as such ■ 

Low in High School is out now on BMG

AA Gill, in his review 
of Autobiography:
“Morrissey is plainly 

the most ornery, 
cantankerous, entitled, 

whingeing, self-
martyred human being 
who ever drew breath. 
And those are just his 

good qualities.
This is laughably 
overwrought and 

overwritten, a litany 
of retrospective hurt 

and score-settling 
that reads like a cross 

between Madonna and 
Catherine Cookson. 

No teacher is too 
insignifi cant not to be 

humiliated from the 
heights of success, no 
slight is too small not 
to be rehashed with 
a fi nal, killing esprit 

d’escalier …
The hurt recrimination 

is sometimes risible 
but mostly dull, like 

listening to neighbours 
bicker through a 

partition wall, and 
occasionally startlingly 

unpleasant”

Boy George 
on Morrissey

“I love Morrissey, I met 
him when Culture Club 

were massive and he 
knew I was a massive 

fan. He was horrible to 
me. He wouldn’t speak. 

And afterwards he 
called me unbearable”
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LONER IN LA Morrissey in California, in 2004, touring 
his seventh solo album, You Are the QuarryG
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A REVOLUTION AT BEDTIME
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Esther Walker thought she had parenting 
down until she read the hit book Good 
Night Stories for Rebel Girls to her 
daughter. It has changed their lives

PORTRAIT BY ANNA BATCHELOR
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T
oday I asked my six-year-old daughter: “Kitty, what is a 
good job for a woman to do?” And she said: “I don’t get it.”  
I tried again: “What are the kinds of jobs that women 
ought to do?” And she said: “Maybe write in the 
newspaper?” What other jobs? “Make chocolate?” 

All right, what about men, what are good jobs for men? 
“Writing in the newspaper? Making chocolate? No, wait! 
Making toilets.” 

In terms of gender stereotypes I’m not worried about my 
daughter. I don’t seek out feminist cant for her to consume 

and I’m pretty relaxed about what she reads. My husband and I read 
to our children almost constantly (we also have a boy, Sam, who is 
four). We read to them at breakfast, we read to them at dinnertime, 
we read to them at bedtime. As far as we are concerned, traditional 
fairy tales where princesses are rescued by princes are simply a 
harmless genre to be read and appreciated alongside everything else. 

Kitty has seen films such as Sleeping Beauty and Cinderella, 
because how is she to understand the joyful subversion of the genre 
in such films as Shrek or books like The Paper Bag Princess if she 
isn’t aware of the original text? In any case, she’d rather watch 
something like Zootropolis or The Angry Birds Movie. But then  
my smug little world was shattered. I came across the monster 
bestselling book Goodnight Stories for Rebel Girls. And the more  
I read, the colder the chill down my spine. 

The book, by Elena Favilli and Francesca Cavallo, contains 100 
single-page “fairy stories” about extraordinary or inspirational 
women from every historical period and every country and 
background: mathematicians, mountaineers, queens, painters, 
ballerinas, supermodels and Malala are all included. 

The “rebel” in the title of the book is no lip service to new-wave 
feminism — almost all the women in these stories have not just 
succeeded, but done so against adversity or just plain sexism. For 
example, the partially blind ballerina Alicia Alonso, who danced 
Giselle with the New York City Ballet. Or Fadumo Dayib, who 
escaped the Somali civil war to Finland, but then returned to  

“IN MATH, YOU’RE EITHER 
RIGHT OR WRONG”

HIDDEN FIGURES
A team of African-American 

mathematicians who were pivotal 
to Nasa’s space program

“BEWARE; FOR I  
AM FEARLESS, AND  

THEREFORE POWERFUL”

MARY SHELLEY
Writer best known for her gothic 

novel Frankenstein 

work with the UN and became Somalia’s first female presidential 
candidate. Or the frankly fabulous Manal al-Sharif, who was  
jailed in Saudi Arabia, where women are prohibited from driving  
in public, after she posted a video on YouTube of her behind the 
wheel of her brother’s car. (The ban is now due to be lifted by  
June 24, 2018.)

Even if the women don’t specifically overcome prejudice or 
extreme circumstances, the stories are always written with the 
focus on work and dedication. Take Margaret Hamilton, who led 
the team that programmed the code for Apollo 11. She used to bring 
her daughter to work at the weekends and coded while her child slept. 

A criticism levelled at the millennial generation is that they have 
no “grit” — brought up on a diet of reality shows, 10-second videos 
of cats riding skateboards and jump cuts. The post-millennial 
generation, we as parents are told, need to work hard to eradicate 
the damaging all-must-win-prizes attitude of the 1980s and early 
1990s to instil determination in our children.

Kitty loves this book, the atmospheric and quirky illustrations 
and the clever way it has been written — the authors manage to 
pick out little details from each life that make the stories unusual 
and very readable. Kitty’s favourites are The Brontë Sisters, the  
deaf motocross star Ashley Fiolek and Frida Kahlo. She particularly 
loves the detail in the Ashley Fiolek story that her parents realised 
she was deaf when some pans fell with a loud clatter onto the 
kitchen floor and the toddler Ashley didn’t seem to notice. And 
Kitty is mesmerised by Kahlo’s near-death accidents and loves the 
idea that the Brontë sisters had to go to London to prove they were 
really women — as no one could believe their books hadn’t been 
written by men.

So why on earth would such a jolly and good-natured book give 
me the chills? Because I suddenly realised that, without question,  
I have always lived in a world where women have been completely 
written out of history. If I didn’t vaguely suspect this growing up,  
I know it now. What other grotesque illusions have I been labouring 
under? This book made me look back on my working life in a new 
and nauseous light. Did I really choose to be a freelancer, or did I 
unconsciously look at the glass ceiling, at what our society makes 
working mothers endure, and think, “Nah”? 

Kitty is only six years old, in the safe bubble of home and her 
right-on primary school. She mostly reads fiction or — her 

“FEET, WHAT DO I NEED  
YOU FOR WHEN I HAVE  

WINGS TO FLY?”

FRIDA KAHLO
Mexican painter famous for  

her self-portraits

“I WORKED ON ALL THE  
APOLLO MANNED MISSIONS”

MARGARET HAMILTON
Computer scientist who 

developed vital software for the 
Apollo space flights 
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new twin passions — Garfield and The Beano. What non-fiction, 
though, is there with a woman at the centre? My daughter was 
briefly captivated by the Great Fire of London, and we have a  
few books on it — but the only woman in there is a maid, who is  
the first to die. 

It seems the authors have hit a nerve. Goodnight Stories for 
Rebel Girls was published last year after a record-breaking 
Kickstarter campaign raised $675,000, (since beaten by Rebel Girls 
Volume 2, which raised $866,000), and so far has sold nearly 1m 
copies and been translated into 36 languages. For me, there is no 
higher praise — or proof — than the woman who runs the 
children’s shop at the top of my road telling me that they have to 
constantly restock the book. Children love it. 

I call one of the co-authors, Elena Favilli, who lives in Los 
Angeles, to find out the book’s origins. 

“It’s like a perfect storm at the moment,” she says as we discuss 
Hillary Clinton, Harvey Weinstein and the sexism in Silicon Valley, 
LA, the world. “We seem to live in a moment where there is a 
collective consciousness about things that were considered normal 
up until a few years ago. Finally now everyone sees these things 
aren’t normal, and we should do something about it.”

Both the authors were born in Italy where, says Favilli, the usual 
gender stereotypes persisted. Most potently, she recalls that as a 
girl you needed to be nice. “You mustn’t express anger or rage in 
any way. To always be controlled about your feelings and to be 
patient with men.” I ask what she means.

“Well, think about it: if a man is angry and shouting, you just put 
your head down and wait for it to pass. But if a woman is angry 
about something, everyone says, ‘What is wrong with you? Why are 
you acting like this?’ ” 

Favilli and Cavallo started their children’s media company, 
Timbuktu Labs, in Silicon Valley. “So we witnessed at first hand  
the sexism that was at play there,” Favilli says. “Over and over  
again, we were told that we wouldn’t get anywhere with investors  
if we didn’t have a male co-founder, someone who was an engineer 
or who had been involved in a startup before. We heard this so 
many times we started to believe it. It’s strange. At the beginning, 
when you are presenting to a panel of all-male engineers, it feels 
cool — you feel amazing to be the only woman there. But then  
you realise it’s not cool at all to be the only one. It just shows you 

how much is wrong with the system. That’s why we moved to  
LA from San Francisco, to get away from that attitude. But with 
everything around Harvey Weinstein now, we realise maybe it’s  
not so different.”

In 2015, Favilli wrote an article about their experiences, titled 
“Silicon Valley is more Flintstones than Jetsons”. “The truth is that 
Silicon Valley is permeated by a thick ‘bro culture’ that pushes even 
the most intelligent women to think and act like frat boys in order 
to be accepted by the herd,” she wrote. 

The backlash was horrendous — not just from Silicon Valley 
bros, but also from those women she cited, the ones encouraged to 
think and act like frat boys — and the online trolling grotesque. 
But, like archetypal Rebel Girls, the women battled on. Goodnight 
Stories for Rebel Girls started life as a featurette in Timbuktu’s 
innovative iPad magazine. The response from their subscribers was 
overwhelming and a book was the obvious next step. 

“This book was our dream,” Favilli says, “but we didn’t know for 
sure until we hit the launch button on Kickstarter how immediately 
it would resonate with people all across the globe. From that point 
it was immediately clear what we were onto was something much 
bigger than just a book. It was a movement of families all over the 
world who were eagerly waiting for a new kind of story, especially 
bedtime stories.”

And it’s the letters that really make it all worth it, Favilli says. She 
hears from readers in far-flung corners such as the Faroe Islands 
and in places where it’s harder to be a woman than in Silicon Valley 
— Iran, Turkey and Saudi Arabia. “We have also managed to write 
this book in a style that makes these women really relatable to our 
young readers,” she adds. “We get so many letters from children 
who say, ‘I will also be in this book one day.’ ”

I hope Kitty will be, too n

Good Night Stories for Rebel Girls Volume 1 (Particular Books £20) is 
out now. Good Night Stories for Rebel Girls Volume 2 (Timbuktu £26) 
is published on Thursday 

“I WILL NOT  
BE TRIUMPHED  

OVER”

CLEOPATRA
Shrewd and powerful ruler of 

ancient Egypt

“ADVENTURE IS  
WORTHWHILE  

IN ITSELF”

AMELIA EARHART
First female pilot to fly solo 

across the Atlantic

“WHAT DOES MY DEATH 
MATTER IF, THROUGH US, 

THOUSANDS OF PEOPLE ARE 
STIRRED TO ACTION?”

SOPHIE SCHOLL
Anti-Nazi political activist

“I PLAN TO TEACH MY YOUNGER 
SISTER EAGLE HUNTING”

AISHOLPAN
Champion teenage eagle 

huntress — traditionally a male 
pursuit — in Mongolia
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PUMP UP THE VOLUME A spectacular party scene from Baz Luhrmann’s movie adaptation of The Great Gatsby, 2013
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The end  
of the party

The Great Gatsby was  
a cautionary tale for the 

hedonists of the 1920s.  
As F Scott Fitzgerald’s 
original manuscript is 

published for the first time, 
Baz Luhrmann, director  
of the 2013 Gatsby film, 

explains why we’re heading 
for a similar precipice
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T
he Great Gatsby was published in 1925, 
before its author was even 30 years old. In 
the book, F Scott Fitzgerald more or less 
predicts the stock market crash of 1929. 
After a summer of wild parties and booze-
soaked soirées, a drunken Daisy runs down 
Myrtle, killing her in the road, and on that 
night Gatsby’s dream dies too. Fitzgerald 
once said of the 1920s that he was pretty 
sure “living wasn’t the reckless, careless 
business these people thought”. He knew 
something was fundamentally wrong with 
the moral fabric of society, and he 
predicted it was only a matter of time 
before the whole “bonanza” came tumbling 
down. And it did. “As if reluctant to die 
outmoded in its bed, [the decade] leapt to 
a spectacular death in October 1929,” he 
wrote. The morning after Daisy kills Myrtle, 
Myrtle’s long-suffering husband, George, 
kills Gatsby as he finishes taking a swim in 
his spectacular pool. 

Now, in our own time, we see a similar 
sense of moral unease about the way people 
are making money. That was true when we 
made the film a few years ago and I think it 
is still true now, maybe even more so. 
Certainly, the bankers, the politicians and 
the real-estate moguls, the very same ones 
who would have attended Gatsby’s 
glittering parties almost a century ago, are 
still the ones running the show. Maybe they 
never stopped. Either way, critics tend to 
say that The Great Gatsby is the Great 
American Novel of the 20th century —  
I would proffer that it is looking pretty 
prescient of the 21st century as well. You 
certainly could not get a better reflection 
of the period we are currently in, for my 
money, than Nick Carraway’s observation 
the first time he attends one of Gatsby’s 
parties: “It’s like an amusement park.” 

When I was a very young boy, growing  
up in a small town in Australia, my father 
ran the local cinema, down the road. 
Naturally, I saw a lot of movies. But from 
the moment I saw Butch Cassidy and the 
Sundance Kid, I knew what I wanted to be.  
I wanted to be Robert Redford. To a kid like 
me, a dreamer growing up in the middle of 
nowhere, he was the coolest. And so I guess 
it makes sense that I can still remember 
when, a few years later, I went to see his 

1974 version of The Great Gatsby, full of 
excitement; after all, this was “the new 
Redford film”. I remember, when the final 
credits rolled, that I sat there in the dark 
thinking: “Wow, that was really, really 
beautiful, but I don’t quite get it.” To be 
honest, I left the cinema with no clear idea 
of who this Gatsby character was. Had he 
killed a man, or hadn’t he? He sure looked 
great in his pink suit and flashy yellow 
sports car, but was I even supposed to like 
him? A few years after that, in high school,  
I read the book, as do most kids. But, like 
most kids, that didn’t help at all. Probably,  
it made things worse. As time passed, 
Redford stayed cool as hell in films like All 
the President’s Men, Three Days of the 
Condor, The Natural — the list goes on and 
on and on — and I started to gravitate more 
and more towards theatre and the many 
other creative aspects of my life. For a long 
time, I confess, I gave no further thought to 
the perennially mysterious Jay Gatsby.

Whenever I finish any long project, I like 
to go off on what I call a “debriefing 

adventure” — to rest and to get my 
“imaginator” running again. In 2001, I’d just 
finished Moulin Rouge! and I decided that 
this time I would take the Trans-Siberian 
express across Russia, from Beijing through 
Manchuria and Irkutsk and on to Moscow. 
Alone. I suppose I thought this would be 
romantic. A first-class cabin was reserved 
and off I went. And, well, my cabin was a 
sardine tin, with a rackety air conditioner 
and an old babushka handing me a hose 
and yelling “This! You go! Now! Shower!”  
I quickly realised that this was not going to 
be the great poetic experience I’d had in 
mind — it was going to be more like Crime 
and Punishment.

Luckily, I’d packed a generous supply of 
Australian red wine, plus a few audiobooks 
on this new contraption called the “iPod”. 

One of those books just so happened to be 
The Great Gatsby. A few hours into the  
trip and already feeling sorry for myself,  
I succumbed to temptation, uncorked the 
wine, put in my headphones, poured and, as 
I lay back and began to listen — “In my 
younger and more vulnerable years my 
father gave me some advice that I’ve been 
turning over in my mind ever since” — 
watching the birch trees rush by through 
the darkening window — “ ‘Whenever you 
feel like criticising anyone,’ he told me, ‘just 
remember that all the people in this world 
haven’t had the advantages that you’ve 
had’ ” — feeling the rhythm of the train, the 
power of Fitzgerald’s storytelling, his 
incredible poetry, suddenly found myself 
hearing and understanding Jay Gatsby for 
the first time. I spent the whole next day 
waiting for night to fall so I could have the 
same experience all over again. And when  
I finally did get to those immortal 
finishing words — “Tomorrow we will 
run faster, stretch out our arms farther … 
And one fine morning — So we beat on, 
boats against the current, borne back 
ceaselessly into the past” — there I was, 
alone, racing across the plains of Siberia, 
and suddenly I was gripped with an 
overwhelming passion to make a movie of 
the Great American Novel.

For my wife, Catherine Martin, and me, 
part of our creative joy is immersing 
ourselves in and living the life of whatever 
project we’re doing. Once we are 
committed, we take all our creative 
collaborators into that world with us. For 
Moulin Rouge!, we moved to Paris and 
steeped ourselves in the world of the fin 
de siècle and the Montmartre of the 1890s.  
For Gatsby, we followed in Fitzgerald’s 
footsteps, arriving in New York City by 
ocean liner, as Fitzgerald once had, to 
glimpse that “Incalculable city … a miracle 
of foamy light suspended by the stars … 
this was the greatest nation and there was 
gala in the air!” Soon, there wasn’t an 
inch of Long Island that we hadn’t 
covered. Or a fingerbowl of champagne 
we hadn’t drunk. And on the way back 
into Manhattan, yes, we too put the top 
down and absolutely: “The city seen from 
the Queensboro Bridge is always the city 
seen for the first time, in its first wild 
promise of all the mystery and the beauty 
in the world.” 

Of course, we couldn’t help but 
also experiment with F Scott 
and Zelda’s infamous passion for 
alcohol … Did I mention that? 

Maybe we went a bit far with that one … 
Sadly, we were never arrested for dancing 
in the fountain outside the Plaza Hotel, 
but writing this reminds me … Jokes aside, 
I can say honestly that I feel like I did come 
to know F Scott.

One thing I learnt, and this was a crucial 
signpost for both me and my co-writer 

KICKING OFF The writer F Scott Fitzgerald 
with his wife, Zelda, and daughter, Scottie
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and longtime collaborator Craig Pearce, 
as we worked on the screenplay, is that 
Fitzgerald was a great fan of Joseph 
Conrad’s work, especially Heart of 
Darkness (1899). Francis Ford Coppola’s 
Apocalypse Now, which is a retelling of 
that book, is one of my all-time favourite 
films; and, like the book, the film is built 
on the Orphean myth of an innocent who 
journeys into an underworld, a place of 
lost souls, encountering an iconic, 
demonic figure. In Apocalypse Now, this 
is Marlon Brando’s Walter Kurtz.

What is interesting about these 
characters is that while they at first appear 
to be the main characters, they don’t 
actually transform or evolve at all as the 
story progresses, as we might expect of a 
protagonist. Instead, Kurtz dies the same 
man he was on the day Willard finds him, 
with “the horror” on his lips. Gatsby, another 
of these characters, we realised, dies the 
same “elegant young roughneck” that he 
was on the night Nick first meets him at 
one of his parties, with “Daisy” on his lips.

In Apocalypse Now it is Willard, the 
narrator, who is transformed, through his 
encounter with Kurtz. And in Gatsby it is 
Nick, also the narrator, who is transformed 
through his encounter with Jay. While the 
novel is named for Gatsby, the truth, we 
realised, is that this is Nick’s story. 

Fitzgerald is very deft at this: Nick is 
actually writing his own book, within 
Fitzgerald’s book, about the strange, 
slightly ominous neighbour he just so 
happens to have moved in next door to. At 
the outset, he confides to the reader that 
Gatsby “represented everything for which 

I have an unaffected scorn”, but by the end, 
the last thing he calls out to Gatsby before 
he dies is: “They’re a rotten crowd … You’re 
worth the whole damn bunch put together.” 
It is Nick who is transformed by his journey 
into, and then out of, disillusionment. 

When Jay-Z, with whom I worked on 
the music for the film, first saw a rough cut, 
he said: “It’s aspirational. This isn’t about 
whether Jay Gatsby is a criminal or not. 
The question we’re talking about is: is he a 
good person or not?” Near the end of the 
book, Gatsby reveals to Nick that he is, in 
fact, a lie, a self-invention. His real name is 
James Gatz, and he is a poor boy from 
nowhere, North Dakota, who was born 
with nothing save a grand vision for 
himself, “an instinct toward his future 
glory”. Gatz runs away from home at age 
16 and works and apprentices and scrapes 
his way across America until he lands in 

Louisville on the eve of the First World 
War. There, he enlists and meets a beautiful, 
rich girl named Daisy. He can’t tell her he’s 
penniless, and luckily, his uniform hides 
the truth. He makes up a new name for 
himself: and Jay Gatsby is born. They fall in 
love, but then he must go off to the war. 
While he is away fighting (and becoming a 
war hero), Tom Buchanan, the richest man 
in America, swoops in and steals Daisy 
away. Gatsby spends the next five years, 
and indeed the entire book, trying to get 
back to that point where his American 
Dream went wrong, to make Daisy love him 
again. Nick senses that Gatsby is so 
romantic, so aspirational, has such 
impossibly high ideals, that his dream 
cannot possibly end well. 

And, of course, he’s right. It all ends 
tragically, and Nick goes back to his home 
town of St Paul, Minnesota, after 

Fitzgerald’s work, all of it, expresses 
something visceral that the youth  
know, but can’t quite articulate

JAZZ HANDS Right: Luhrmann directing 
Carey Mulligan and Leonardo DiCaprio. 
Above: pages from Fitzgerald’s manuscript 
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Gatsby’s death to write down the story of 
his friend.

It is a story Fitzgerald was familiar with 
because he lived it. There was a moment in 
1919, after he’d flunked out of Princeton, 
after he’d fallen madly in love with a girl 
who was just a bit “too good” for him 
(Zelda, the Daisy to his Gatsby), when he 
ran off to New York City to be a writer, an 
“ad-man” in this brand-new thing called 
“advertising” by day, and an artist by night. 
He promised Zelda that he’d be a big 
success and that he’d send for her and 
everything would be amazing. But he 
failed. And the girl didn’t come. And so he 
was forced to go back home to St Paul, 
(sound familiar?), his tail between his legs, 
destined, he thinks, to fade into obscurity. 
But instead, in drunken desperation driven 
by mad love, he drops his youthful 
pretension and starts to reveal his true self 
by chopping up all his bits of writing — his 
poems, lists, love letters, songs — and he 
sticks all of these disparate elements 
together with no fear of what this new 
form will be, or whether anyone will accept 
it — after all, he has nothing left to lose — 
and he calls this crazy boozy collage of a 
mash-up This Side of Paradise. 

For what it’s worth, when we made the 
film, we tried, in style and in gesture, to 
keep this 23-year-old madness and lack of 
self-consciousness alive. When Fitzgerald’s 
manuscript was finished, he sent it to his 
publishing friend, Maxwell Perkins, and 
although the powers that be didn’t really 
understand it, Max did; he sensed in it 
something new, a modern idea, a fresh, vital 
form, and he won his colleagues round, 
after they rejected it outright, by offering 
his resignation. “If we’re going to turn down 
the likes of Fitzgerald, I will lose all interest 
in publishing books,” he wrote. 

In the blink of an eye, Fitzgerald woke up 
famous, and he and Zelda got married. 
Before they knew it, they were back in New 
York, this time riding on top of taxi cabs and 
splashing in fountains and across the front 
pages of this other new thing called “the 
tabloid media” as the flesh-and-blood 
embodiments of the jazz age, the 
“youthquake” and “the Metropolitan spirit” 
— terms Fitzgerald coined in this moment 
when “gin was the national drink and sex 
the national obsession”. 

In the years that followed, he became  
the torchbearer for his generation because 
his work, all of it, expresses something 
visceral that the youth know, but can’t  
quite articulate. 

Perhaps the success of Gatsby as a 
snapshot of its age also damned it 
to be frozen in time, neatly framed 
and hung up on a wall in the years 

that followed. What I mean is, even those 
who love the book may have convinced 
themselves that it is merely a beautiful 
object, to be handled with care, a poetic 
internal narration of a time gone by, one 
that we have convinced ourselves that we 
have left behind — when, in fact, what is so 
energetic about Fitzgerald’s book is that it is 
a living, breathing creature. Its fundamental 
reflections of our society apply as much to 
now as to the Roaring Twenties. 

But what is most powerful to me about 
The Great Gatsby is not its critique — it is 
its prescription. Jay may wear a bright-pink 
suit and drive a flashy yellow car, but he 
shows us that the way to make the world 
great again is to live not for ourselves, but for 
those ideals that are grander than ourselves. 
Yes, live for the green light, even though it is 
and always will be just out of reach. 
Fitzgerald liked to say, and I think he’s right, 

that the test of a keen intelligence is the 
ability to hold two opposing ideas in your 
mind, at the same time, and know that both 
are true. In other words, of course the green 
light is impossible to attain, and yet, it is all 
we have. And we must protect it. I think that 
if we can hold those two thoughts, if we can 
recognise just how confused everything is 
and still pursue art and purpose, as Gatsby 
inspires Nick to do, as Fitzgerald did and 
challenges us to do, then we will be all right 
in the end. I may have missed this the first 
few goes around, but I know now that this 
work is more necessary than ever. 

F Scott Fitzgerald died of a heart attack 
on December 21, 1940, while eating a 
chocolate bar in his apartment in 
Hollywood. He was 44 years old and had 
spent his last few years writing mostly 
unsuccessful screenplays for MGM 
Studios. He’d also completed 44,000 words 
of an unfinished novel, The Love of the Last 
Tycoon. Some people say that his books 
were out of print, but they’re wrong — that 
year Fitzgerald sold nine copies of Tender Is 
the Night and seven copies of The Great 
Gatsby, earning royalties of $13.13. The rest 
of his books were sitting in a warehouse at 
Scribner’s, or gathering dust on the shelves 
of bookstores around the country. 

Fitzgerald himself could occasionally be 
spotted, in those final years, wandering in 
and out of stores buying copies of his own 
books, just so they’d register some sales. In 
the months prior to his death, he expressed 
interest to his longtime editor, Perkins, in 
releasing a compilation of all his books, 
“perhaps with my name taken off them, to 
attract the under-36 crowd”. This went 
nowhere, as did many other half-baked 
schemes. Most depressing of all to 
Fitzgerald was the fate of The Great Gatsby. 
He wrote to Perkins: “Would the 25-cent 
press keep Gatsby in the public eye — or is 
the book unpopular? Has it had its chance? 
Would a popular reissue in that series with a 
preface not by me but by one of its admirers 
— I can maybe pick one — make it a favourite 
with classrooms, profs, lovers of English 
prose — anybody. But to die, so completely 
and unjustly after having given so much. 
Even now there is little published in 
American fiction that doesn’t slightly bear 
my stamp — in a small way I was an original.” 

I think it is safe to say that F Scott 
Fitzgerald would be thrilled to know that an 
edition of Gatsby, written in his own hand 
almost 100 years ago, is being published 
right now — so that his green light will stay 
blinking out there in the darkness, at the 
end of Daisy’s dock, inspiring readers of 
this generation and many more to follow 
their incorruptible dreams n

The handwritten manuscript of The Great 
Gatsby by F Scott Fitzgerald is available now, 
in a limited edition of 1,800 (SP Books £199) 
from spbooks.com. A longer version of Baz 
Luhrmann’s essay appears in the book

SHOW ME LOVE Gatsby (DiCaprio), the incurable romantic, beseeches Daisy (Mulligan)
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Jason
Clara and I have quite a long 
history. We met when she was 19 
and I was 24. I was doing a play at 
the Young Vic and she was my 
dresser. I was with Caroline at the 
time [who subsequently became 
Jason’s first wife], but I was 
completely bowled over by Clara.  
I found her incredibly attractive, 
witty and funny. She and I had a 
friendship and a bit of a ding-dong. 
It just sort of happened. I was a 
young actor and irresponsible, 
frankly. I was so conflicted about 
who to be with. Clara knew about 
Caroline, Caroline didn’t know 
about Clara. I didn’t treat either of 
them particularly well.

I thought I should be with 
Caroline properly. We had our first 
son, Freddie, got married, then our 
second son, Pip, came along. 
Caroline and I were together 
happily for 12 years and then  
we separated. Afterwards, I was 
rather pathetically lost and Clara 
rescued me. We’d kept in contact 
— I’d always thought about her, 
particularly at Christmas — and 
we tentatively got together.

I moved into her flat in Kentish 
Town and it was wonderful. Our 
daughters, Bessie and Maude, came 
along in 2007 and 2008, by which 
time we were living in a house in 
Camden. Clara had started a 
jewellery business and had a stall 
at Spitalfields market on the 
weekends, so I had the girls. We 
would head to Regent’s Park, or 
the zoo, and then have pizza.

Around Christmas 2010, when 
Maude was two, she got a cold and 
flu. We took her to the doctor’s 

The actor Jason Watkins, 51, and his wife, Clara Francis, 46, a  
jewellery maker and actress, on falling for each other the second  
time around and the death of their two-year-old daughter.  
Interviews by Audrey Ward. Photograph by Anna Batchelor

Relative 
Values

and A&E and they gave her 
antibiotics and steroid creams.  
On New Year’s Eve we were so 
distraught and stressed because 
her symptoms were still so 
extreme. We took her back to 
hospital and the doctors told us 
she had croup. They calmed her 
down and her temperature fell, so 
she was discharged. I was 
reassured by the medical team and 
that night we put her to bed in the 
room she shared with Bessie.

On New Year’s morning, Bessie 
came in, a bit subdued, and started 
to play on our bed. “I can’t wake  
up Maude,” she said after a bit.  
I remember feeling a sort of dread. 
When I walked into their room,  
I could see she had died.

Suddenly, there was all kinds of 
chaos and hell. People were 
screaming. I was on the phone to 
the emergency services and they 
were talking me through CPR. 
Then they arrived. We thought 
Maude had got a catastrophic flu 
infection that had consumed her, 
but at the inquest we discovered 
she had died from sepsis.

You just feel like going into  
a cave. You might as well die 
because this thing has happened 
to you. How the hell do you carry 
on? Clara was absolutely 
desperate. If she didn’t have 
Bessie, I don’t know … I think she 
was really suicidal. The loss is so 
deep and cutting. She wanted 
another child and I was quite 
seriously pressed into action.

A year later, Gilbert was born. 
We wanted some self-
determination, and one way is to 
have a child. We wanted a burst of 
life and, my God, he really is that. 

She and I joined a support group 
for bereaved parents, Slow 
(surviving the loss of our world), 
and I found that, every time we 
went, I felt closer and closer to her. 
Clara has this incredible life force, 
and we see it in our children.  
It completely captivates me.

Clara
I remember the first time I saw 
Jason. I was studying for my 
A-levels and had a job as a dresser 
at the Young Vic. He walked in and 
acted like a complete t***.  
I thought, “Oh my God, he really 
fancies himself.” He seemed quite 
gauche and unsophisticated.

Yet I became besotted with him 
because he made me laugh. We 
would chat and flirt. He lived in 
Islington, so I moved there to be 
near him. My flat was scuzzy, but  
I overlooked the Tube station and 
could see him coming along his 
road. I spent a lot of time looking 
out of the window. I’d see him 
going to KFC and I’d run out: “Oh 
my God, hi …” I was like a stalker.

STRENGTH IN 
ADVERSITY 
Jason and Clara at 
home in north London. 
Left: their two 
daughters, Bessie 
(left) and Maude, in 
2010. Maude died 
from sepsis — a rare  
complication from  
an infection — at the 
end of that year 
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 STRANGE HABITS 
Jason on Clara

Burping — Olympic 
burping. She’s  

utterly uninhibited.  
Her burping is loud, 

canine even

Clara on Jason
He constantly  

looks at images of 
cars on his phone 

We had this very peculiar few 
years where we were together, but 
it was never huge fun because he 
was always looking over his 
shoulder. He was going out with 
Caroline at the time and I don’t 
think we ever went on a date. He 
led me to believe we had a future, 
but one day he said he was going 
to go move to Fulham with 
Caroline. I was heartbroken.

After a few months I met 
someone else and moved on, but 
Jason and I stayed in touch. Years 
later, I heard he and Caroline had 
split up. He and I were doing  
plays in town and met up. He was 
in a bad place. I thought, “I’m 
going to have to pull him back 
together.” So that’s what I did.

It was so different the second 
time around because we were 
both single. We had a normal 
courtship with walks on 
Hampstead Heath and picnics.  
I did have to convince my mum 
that he was a changed man —  
I can’t tell you how much she 
hated him for breaking my heart.

We were together a long time 
before we had Bess and Maude. I’d 
plans to get married at 40, when 
the girls were old enough to be 
bridesmaids. But, of course, things 
didn’t go as I thought they would.

When Maude got sick, Jason’s 
career was taking off and I was 
working on my jewellery business. 
She got a cold, which got worse 
and she was struggling to breathe. 
The consultant in A&E said she 
had croup. The next day she was 
worse and so we dashed to 
hospital. They gave her some 
steroids and we took her home.

Jason found her in the morning. 
He carried her into our room. It 
was the most awful trauma. Your 

child has died, you’ve another who 
needs you. If not for Bessie I think 
I would have just run in front of a 
bus. That same day, I said to Jason: 
“I need another child.” I needed to 
be pregnant, not to replace, but 
what do you do with that love? Of 
course I had Bessie, but I was a 
mother of two. I couldn’t bear that 
I had only one child.

“We’ve got to do it now,” I’d say 
to Jason. I was peeing on those 
sticks, I was chasing him to Bristol 
where he was filming. “I’m 
ovulating!” I was crazed. I was 
mad. I was grieving. As soon as  
I knew I was pregnant with 
Gilbert, I felt hope, a little tiny ray 
of sunshine. He was born almost a 
year to the day after losing Maude.

Maude’s death brought us 
closer together. A lot of couples 
don’t make it after losing a child, 
but Jason was the only person who 
knew what I was going through. 
How could I push him away? n
Jason is a patron of Child 
Bereavement UK; clarafrancis.co.uk 

That same day we 
lost Maude, I said
to Jason: “I need 
another child”A
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I was born and raised in New 
Jersey, where my mom had 

migrated from the American 
South. When I was a boy, she used 
to tell me how she — like so many 
working-class women of colour 
who’d made the trek north in the 
1950s and 60s — had worked as 
the help in the home of a wealthy 
white family, across the Hudson 
River in Westchester County.  
One day, when all other members 
of that family were gone, the 
husband appeared before her, clad 
only in a bathrobe. Suddenly, in 
the same sickening manner that 
Harvey Weinstein has now made 
infamous, he sat down in the 
living room across from her, with 
his private parts dangling in full 
view. Why my mother told me  
this story at such a young age,  
I do not know. What I do know is 
she repeated it often, yet never 
went beyond that ugly moment  
in the storyline. To this day, I do 
not know how she managed to 
escape that man. 

My mother, now 74, for ever 
carries the ugly trauma and scars 
of another man — my father, the 
only man she ever fell in love with. 
He was 11 or 12 years older than 
her; she worshipped him, he 
lusted after her. My Aunt Birdie 
later told me that my mother was 
terrified when she became 
pregnant with me. My father’s 
wildly unpredictable role in their 
relationship meant that, when my 
mother was 24 and about to give 
birth, she had to call a cab to take 
herself to the hospital. 

My father’s reckless and callous 
distance was to be permanent.  
I saw him only two or three times 
in the first eight years of my life. 
He never bothered to make good 

… redefine 
manhood
When the writer Kevin Powell turned violent 
after arguing with his girlfriend, he was forced 
to confront the sexist beliefs he’d held since 
childhood — and became a staunch feminist

Manhood certainly 
never involved 
viewing women 
and girls, not even 
our own mothers, 
as our equals 

on the promise of marrying Mom, 
and she, with her limited formal 
education, was forced to raise me 
in poverty on government 
assistance. My main memory of 
my father was one rainy day when 
I was eight years old: Mom 
grabbed me by the hand and took 
me to the local drugstore to call 
him, because we were too poor to 
afford a phone in our tenement 
apartment. On this day — the last 
day I would ever hear from my 
father — he told my mother, as  
I stood there, that she had lied to 
him, that I was not his son, and 
that he would never give her 
another nickel for me. He then 
hung up on her. My mother lifted 
herself slowly from that phone 
booth, her plump, short frame 
trembling: she was devastated, 
angry, humiliated, and she would 
come to say these words over and 
over, in her very pronounced 
Southern accent: “Men ain’t no 
good.” She would rush to underline 
that sentiment whenever the 
image or name of my father struck 
her heart like a hammer: “Do not 
be like your father.”

Here I was, a boy being raised by 
a single mother, with no male 
figure to be found anywhere — not 
a stepfather, not a role model, not  
a mentor in sight. But what I did 
have — what we all have, whether 

we have fathers or not — is the 
intensely male-dominated tone of 
our common culture: television, 
film, books, magazines, comic 
books, religious institutions, 
music, sports, the mass media. 
These forums all reflect back the 
messages we learn in school, 
within our families, within our 
communities; the fact is, across 
much of the civilised world, we 
men have been taught from 
boyhood that we are superior.

When I was 10 or 11, all the boys 
of my age — myself included — 
would prowl the halls of our 
school and summarily grab at the 
buttocks or budding breasts of our 
female classmates. We laughed off 
any protests from the girls. We 
were never stopped from doing it 
— not by teachers, principals, 
parents or any other adult. Why 
and when we began to do this, I 
don’t know. We just did it, because 
it was “what boys did”. If we failed 
to follow the script, a certain kind 
of male policing kicked in, with 
peers physically or verbally 
abusing us in viciously 
emasculating and homophobic 
terms. If any of us were to seek to 
stop the behaviour (which none of 
us dared to do), we’d be instantly 
expelled from this boys’ club we so 
desperately wanted to be a part of. 
To be a boy, to be a man, was to 
fight, grab, shove and push, to 
one-up each other every chance 
we got, to brag about our material 
things, our status, to harp on about 
our sexual conquests (both truth 
and lies), to declare war in every 
form imaginable: on each other, 
on those we despised. 

Manhood certainly never 
involved viewing women and girls, 
not even our own mothers, as our 
equals. Women and girls were 
simply there to cater to us, to 
support us, to do what we pleased, 
even (and in some cases, 
especially) if doing our bidding 
meant hurting or destroying those 
women and girls. Because 
manhood, for us, ultimately, was 
about power, and that taste of 
power was totally intoxicating.

I began to turn away from this 
toxic world of unthinking male 
privilege following an episode in 
1991 when, as a young man at 
college, I’d pushed my girlfriend 
into our bathroom door. She and I 
were in the middle of an argument 
— about what, I no longer recall. 
But what I do remember is that 
the more she was winning the 
verbal scrum, the more my temper 

UGLY TRUTH 

26%
of women in England 

and Wales (an 
estimated 4.3m)  

have suffered 
domestic abuse after 

the age of 16 — as 
have 14% of men 
CRIME SURVEY FOR ENGLAND

AND WALES 2016
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I was forced to concede I had not 
read more than a couple of books 
written by a woman. I had no clue 
who bell hooks or Gloria Steinem 
or other eminent female thinkers 
were; nor did I have a single 
notion about what the feminist 
movement was. I had become, 
essentially, what my mother had 
told me not to be; I was “no good”.

I was challenged to take 
ownership of my actions; my 
friends and allies-in-the-making 
assured me that apologies were 
empty without growth, without 
deeds. So eventually I wrote about 
it, all of it, in a short essay for 
Essence magazine titled The 
Sexist in Me, a very public 
confession. The responses to that 
piece were startling, because 
women wrote to me directly 
— either (mostly) to thank me or 
to share their own tales of violence 
and abuse at the hands of men or 
boys. I had no clue. I had been 
asleep all my life until that point, 
never grasping what my mother 
had been saying to me all along. 

What I realised, as I was going 
to therapy for my anger and my 
violent behaviour, was that my 
definitions of manhood were 
tangled up in my family history 
— the actions of my father, the 
trials of my mother, the pain that 
she felt from his treatment of her, 
and how much of that hurt had 
been taken out on me. My mother 
did what she knew, and acted on 
what she felt for the simple reason 
that there were no safe spaces, no 
healing spaces, for women like her 
— no outlets whatsoever. 

I have done years of self-healing 
work — therapy, yoga, meditation, 
my spiritual practices, 
conversations with circles of men 
who also grapple with the 
question “What is a man?” — and 
I continue to wrestle with the 
spiritual and emotional legacies of 
my sexist past. It’s my humble 
hope that my work, now, can serve 
as a sort of lifelong apology for 
myself and for other men who 
have violated women and girls.

This toxic manhood has been 
damaging the whole world for far 
too long, and it must end n
Kevin Powell is the author of 12 
books, including his acclaimed 
autobiography The Education of 
Kevin Powell: A Boy’s Journey  
into Manhood. His next two will be 
a short non-fiction work on America  
in our times and a biography of 
hip-hop icon Tupac Shakur. 
@kevin_powell

NO ROLE MODEL 
Powell aged 3. During 
the vital first eight 
years of his life, he 
barely saw his father

boiled, until it exploded with my 
shoving her, hard, into that door. 
She screamed and ran, barefoot, 
from our Brooklyn apartment, and 
I stood there, shaking and sweaty. 
The recognition of what I had 
done then dropped me, like a dead 
weight, to the floor with shame 
and guilt. She eventually came 
back, and she and I continued to 
live together for perhaps a  
month longer, but the damage had 
been done, and our New York 
circle of fellow writers, artists and 
activists knew. 

Once I had moved out, I saw her 
in a street in Manhattan a week or 
so later, and I cursed her badly 
because she tried to avoid me. My 

woefully underdeveloped male ego 
was more important to me than 
this woman’s trauma. She 
eventually filed a restraining order 
to keep me away from her — a legal 
proceeding that made the totality 
of what I had done, what I had 
become, daunting indeed. 

Female friends challenged me 
to seek therapy, to get help, and  
I did. A few men said the same. I 
was told, point blank, that I was a 
hypocrite, as a “woke” writer and 
activist, for talking about social-
justice issues while engaging in 
sexist behaviour that was harmful 
to half the world’s population.  
I was told it was clear I knew little 
to nothing about women and girls. 

LOOKING FORWARD  
Powell today. Having 
faced up to his past 
behaviour, he 
regularly writes and 
speaks about men 
and misogyny
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 This indoor rowing class demands the eff ort and teamwork of 
a  boat race eight — but without the wet, cold or Weil’s disease 

One last push, Oxford 

Matt Rudd
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Health Hacks Take to the water
ROWING
On water, not in a 
gym  … sign up for the 
  Learn to Row course 
and clamber aboard 
a boat with other 
novices. Carefully. 
 britishrowing.org

WATERSKIING
You might not  think 
you’re sweating, 
but waterskiing uses 
lo ts of  muscles in 
the body and tones 
the legs  — fast.
jbski.com 

WILD SWIMMING
Cold water boosts the 
immune system and 
 aids circulation, while 
seawater  acts as a 
balm for eczema  and 
other skin conditions. 
wildswimming.co.uk

PADDLE BOARD YOGA
Really want to put 
your balance and 
core strength to the 
test? Take your 
downward dog to 
the middle of a lake.
yoga-bright.co.uk

B
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The most miserable thing ever 
invented in the entire history 

of mankind — apart from the 
offi  ce cubicle, the write-your-own-
will pack, the  Little Trees car 
freshener, Lycra, media studies 
and the microwaveable 
cheeseburger — is the treadmill. 
Every time I see a bank of them in 
a gym, I think, why? Why would 
you do that? And how? Even 
hamsters fi nd them boring after 
a couple of minutes. A hamster’s 
brain weighs one gram . How do 
you, with your 1.3kg   of grey 
matter, keep going?

The exercise bike is almost as 
bleak. You could be out in the 
wilds, wind in your hair, car 
fumes in your nostrils, but no. 
There you are in a gym pedalling 
hard to nowhere. If you were 
powering a lightbulb or 

 FULL-BODY 
WORKOUT

85%
of the body’s muscles 
are recruited during 

a workout on an 
indoor rower. 

Cyclists employ 40% 
and runners 60%

 

something, then fi ne. But you’re 
not, so no.

The rowing machine, on the 
other hand, is diff erent. Anyone 
can pop out for a run or a cycle, but 
going for a quick row is not easy or 
cheap. This is a shame because 
rowing is marvellous. Apart from 
the 5am starts, the urge to vomit 
and the outside chance of 
contracting Weil’s disease, there is 
no better way to get down (or, God 
forbid, up) a river.

On a rowing machine, or “ergo  ”, 
you’re obviously missing out on 
the river bit, but the action — the 
drive, the rock-over  and the catch 
— is the same. It’s a smooth, 
gentle, natural, almost pleasant 
exercise, even when someone 
called Kate is shouting at you to go 
faster. And, critically, you’re sitting 
down. There’s something relaxing 
about sitting down in a gym while 
everyone around you is jogging, 
sweatily, to nowhere.

Virgin Active has just launched 
a new rowing class called Ro (see 
what they didn’t do there?) and 
shouting Kate is the instructor. Via 
wireless headphones, she begins 
the class with a series of 45-second 
sets. There are fi ve gears, based on 

the number of strokes per minute. 
Gear 1 is 22 strokes (“which you 
should be able to do all day long”) 
and  gear 5 is 32+ strokes (“a full-on 
sprint”). It takes a while to get the 
hang of the diff erent speeds, but 
we don’t have a while. This is a 
short class and, after 10 minutes, 
we’re told to collect a couple of 
dumb bells for some mid-row 
conditioning. Except I can’t get my 
feet out of the rowing stirrups as 
quickly as the rest of the very 
enthusiastic class. By the time I get 
to the dumb bells, all the light ones 
have gone. The next 10 minutes 
are, therefore, horrible.

The fi nal third is, mercifully, 
back on the ergo. We’re rowing as 
a group in relay. One person sets a 
gear  1 pace, the next, gear  2 and so 
on, up to a full sprint in gear  5. It’s 
not quite the same as an eight 
steaming down the Thames, even 
with Kate’s cox ish encouragement 
(“I’m the best worst thing that’s 
happened to you — push, push, 
push”) , but, at the end, I haven’t 
swallowed any rat urine and I 
haven’t felt like a bored hamster. 
Win-win n
virginactive.co.uk, annual 
memberships from £51 per month
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Emma Barnett advises a woman in love with her best 
friend to test the waters with some subtle seduction

Get your flirt on
T
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gh
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e

life, but  the loss of your cherished 
friend would be monumental.

Speaking to a colleague  who  
was once in your shoes , he advises 
this: whatever you do, don’t make 
a formal declaration  .   Now, regular 
readers will know I don’t usually 
prescribe a  circumnavigational 
approach — I am a direct kinda  
gal, preferring to shoot from the 
lip. But, in this instance,  the odds 
of  heartbreak are too high. 

This delicate dilemma demands 
a more cautious, English subtl ety, 
and while I feel uncomfortable 
  advising  any form of cheating, or 
at least temptation away from his 
current be lle,  it’s the only safe way 
 to fi nd out if there’s mileage in 
your  crush without seeming like 
some crazed bunny-boiler mate.

 Create an evening that only you 
know he would love; look smoking 

hot and get your best subtle fl irt 
on.  Wear an outfi t you feel 
comfortable but sexy in — right 
down to your underwear — 
something  that  gives you that 
extra lift and impetus to sit up 
straight. You want him to notice 
you in a diff erent way, but not too 
much. And during the evening , 
bring your best chat.  Meet his eyes 
more than you would normally 
and touch his arm with a 
suggestive squeeze here and there. 

Confi dence, sparkling 
conversation and   recollections of 
things he’s done in the past that 
only you  can treasure are the vital 
ingredients of this    seduction. 
I would also share some of your 
sexual self during this non-date 
— whether that’s confi ding a 
long-held desire  (with a feigned 
nonchalance as his eyes widen in 
surprise) or just a naughty secret . 
This is essential in your journey 
from mate  to full-blown love 
island, so to speak. 

Do enough to plant the seed 
that you are ready to go there — 
but not  so much that you make 
him want to go further than he 
 should  while in a relationship. 
Neither of you want your fi rst tryst 
to happen when he has to cheat. 

 My colleague ended up 
marrying his long-term pal, 
despite frightening her off  a couple 
of times — so, even if it does go 
wrong , it can still work out  fi ne n
@emmabarnett
Emma presents BBC Radio 5 Live 
Daily, Wed-Fri, 10am-1pm

Q   A    year ago, I realised I had 
fallen in love with a friend of 

mine. We’ve known each other 
since I was 18, I’m now nearly 21. 
At the time, I had just come out of 
a relationship and wasn’t ready 
to enter   a new one.  I basically 
wimped out. Now   I can’t seem to 
fi nd another man that matches 
up to him.  Earlier this year, he 
got a girlfriend.   Is it too late to 
tell him? And if it is,  will I always 
wonder what if ? 

A   I can only imagine how you 
feel about your lovely friend. 

Being near him and not being near 
him at the same time. Wanting to 
say something but  holding back. 
 Wanting to let your  feelings 
bubble over into a clumsy loving 
touch.   But be warned,  the risk  is 
huge.   It could be the win of your 

 ASK EMMA
 Emma wants to hear 

from you.  Write to 
her with any problem 

across work, love 
and life — tough 
love will be doled 
out accordingly. 

Email askemma@
sunday-times.co.uk 

or send her a message 
via the Sunday 

Times Magazine 
Facebook page

Simon Barnes On a nocturnal picnic in Norfolk, you can’t see   

When you’re a parent of a 
16-year-old boy with Down’s 

syndrome, you get used to a little 
oddity in your life. What in other 
families would be considered 
eccentric is a matter of banal 
routine. When we ride on an 
escalator we stand on one leg, 
as a tribute to Paddington Bear. 
There might be a random Elvis 
imitation in PizzaExpress. Or 
a dogged insistence on the 

 No, he wanted food, a meal, the 
full deal. As promised. What could 
I do? I heated a tin of baked beans, 
poured them into a keep-hot pot, 
grabbed an apple juice and 
a beer — guess which was mine 
—  then, fully dressed for winter 
and armed with torches, we set off . 

We made our way along the 
path and found our sitting place . 
The air was surprisingly still: the 
seasons seemed to have paused 

necessity for a night-time picnic 
in November.

I had promised Eddie that we’d 
have tea on the chunk of Norfolk 
marsh that lies across the fi eld. 
But what with one thing and 
another, we missed the daylight 
and it seemed — at least to me — 
a good idea to call it off . Not to 
Eddie. All right, tell you what, 
we’ll  go out there and  just have 
the quickest of quick drinks.N
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To fi nd out what my girls are exposed to online,  I became 
a teen for a week on social media, says Lorraine Candy 
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Instagram, Snapchat and Twitter 
was reassuring  — it felt as risqué as 
going into a  joke shop and buying 
a whoopee cushion  .  However,  
I recognise I  hadn’t  seen  the full 
picture  as I don’t know what  my 
daughters and their friends post. 

When I  came clean, my 
daughters  rolled their eyes and 
accused me of overreacting. They 
explained they didn’t want to see 
anything too taxing on their 
phones, but pointed out that e ach 
 teen tribe  follows a diff erent set of 
accounts, so  their peers may  be 
watching more alarming content .

I asked if they knew about the 
so-called “thins piration” posts 
encouraging eating disorders, or 
any accounts  that seem to stir the 
troubled waters of other anxiety 
issues.  Thankfully,  those subjects 

 meant  nothing to them,  nor did 
the more sexual world I ’m sure 
some teen boys   engage  with.

I’ve spoken to many parenting 
experts about early adolescents 
and social media, and their advice 
boils down to two things : 
moderation and listening. If you 
notice they seem unusually 
obsessed with something online 
or they spend a disproportionate 
amount of time with a screen, then 
gently step in and set boundaries. 
 Most important , listen. So often 
we expect the worst , fuelled by 
generational digital panic, but  the 
truth, as told by your teen, is  often 
less worrying. Now all I need to do 
is stop my new social-media 
algorithm sending me  kitten 
memes every fi ve minutes n
@SundayTimesLC

O ne morning last week, my 
15-year-old left her phone 

on the table, screen side up (it’s 
usually  face down to avoid my 
secret  sleuthing). It pinged away, 
revealing posts from an account 
called  Sexualising , followed by 
 more from  Moist Giraff e  and  Slut 
Paradise . Maternal alarm bells rang. 

I don’t have access to my two 
teen daughters’ mobiles : our deal 
is they stay private but get handed 
 over  at 10pm every night. I  don’t 
follow them on social media either  
— n o one wants their mum poking 
around in their online bedroom 
after all. But the fl ip side of trusting 
them and letting them grow up is 
that I’m in the digital dark .  

Naturally, I was concerned.  Is 
it porn?  Is it a stranger grooming 
teen girls ?  Is it teen boys 
demanding nude photos ? 

Rather than questioning them 
immediately, I decided to follow 
 these accounts myself for a week 
 before broaching the subject . 
I   expect ed to be shocked, but 
instead I  was disappointed. 
Sexualising, which has 6 m   fans, 
 posts  s illy observations with 
a smattering of the f-word.  The 
other two , much the same.  It 
seems  the accounts  my daughter 
looks at  are inane and repetitive, 
yet   fairly beige in their  output, 
despite  some fruity language and 
lightly implied sexuality.

Maybe my daughters are hiding 
their online dark side, or maybe 
I’m just too suspicious, but a week 
of pretending to be a teen on 

LET THE GOOD 
TIMES SCROLL

20
The average number 

of hours a week 
children aged 12 to 15 

spend online
OFCOM 2016
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   much but you may hear a smidgeon of wigeon   
and held their breath. We opened 
our drinks and said cheers; Eddie 
is a great glasses-clinker. He 
spooned beans , the steam r is ing in 
thick  gouts from his bowl. 

We could see  little: the 
complex shapes of  alders along 
the d yke, the dark line of  reeds, 
the vast arc of the slightly less-
dark sky.  Then, in the stillness, the 
sound of whistling came drifting 
from the direction of the river . 

I remember the 
boyhood pleasure of 
blowing through the 
kettle whistle; it was the same 
sound, much repeated, whispering 
through the blackness. Here was 
a fl ock of wigeons, maybe a mile 
off  and just fl own in for the winter . 
 Handsome ducks  with orange  
heads and much given to soft , 
sibilant conversation.

Without Eddie’s supper 

I wouldn’t have known 
they were around. I 
would have missed 
the night’s joy. So we 

sat in silence for a while, 
just listening, for Eddie has 
contemplative gifts few 16-year-
olds possess. “Wigeon,” he said, 
pleased with a new word, a new 
bird. Then we headed back to 
warmth and light and pudding n
@simonbarneswild
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When we opened El Past or, 
our Mexican restaurant at 

London Bridge,  last year , it was 
with the aim of recreating some of 
the delicious tacos and drinks  you 
 find in  restaurants and bars  in 
Mexico City. My partners Sam 
Hart and Crispin Somerville  had 
lived there for 15 years  running a 
nightclub , and  we wanted to create 
a restaurant in London that was 
 relaxed, sociable and as much fun 
 as those in the Mexican capital. 

These are  some of our favourite 
cocktails and  recipes . They’re 
perfect for festive parties: almost 

Mexican cocktails and recipes to add a little 
zest to your party. By Eddie Hart of El Pastor

Baby, one 
more lime
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SHARE AND SAVE
You can share and 
save recipes from 
our digital editions



The Sunday Times Magazine • 59

all the preparation can be done  in 
advance,  allowing you   to  spend 
time with your guests. The  strong 
heat from the  salsa de arbol works 
brilliantly with the tuna tostadas, 
and  salsa Mexicana is a welcome 
refuge if it’s too hot.

Tequila is a natural party drink 
and works well in these easy but 
delightful cocktails. We like using 
El Jimador as it has some bite,  but 
go with your palate. We also like to 
have a bottle of mezcal for sipping 
straight with wedges of orange: 
very conducive to a jolly evening.
tacoselpastor.co.uk

From left: classic 
margarita, paloma, 
piña del oro, 
espressial, TeqTonic 
El Pastor

Classic 
margarita
INGREDIENTS
50ml aged tequila (we use 

 Herradura Reposado)
25ml lime juice
20ml  cointreau
 1 lime wedge, to garnish

01 Shake together the tequila, lime 
juice and  cointreau . Rub a wedge 
of lime along the rim of  a glass, 
then dip it into  salt. Pour the mix 
into the glass over ice. Serve with 
a wedge of lime.

Piña del oro
INGREDIENTS
For the sage syrup
A bunch of sage
 1 kg sugar

For the cocktail
15ml sage syrup
50ml aged tequila (we use 

 Herradura Reposado)
60ml pineapple juice
15ml lime juice
3 drops Peychaud’s Bitters

01 To make the sage syrup, pour 
1 litre boiling water onto the sage . 
Let it steep for 5 minutes, then 
remove the sage and stir in the 
sugar . Leave to cool.

02 Shake  the cocktail ingredients 
together and serve straight up in 
a sherry glass, garnished with sage.

Espressial
INGREDIENTS
25ml white tequila (we use  

El Jimador Blanco)
15ml Ancho Reyes Chil e  Liqueur
15ml chocolate liqueur
 1 shot of espresso
3 coff ee beans, to garnish

01 Shake all the ingredients 
together and serve in a martini 
glass.   Float the   three coff ee beans 
on top as a garnish.

TeqTonic 
El Pastor
INGREDIENTS
For the infused tequila 
750ml bottle of white  tequila 

(we use El  Jimador Blanco)
10 juniper berries
2 sprigs of rosemary 
Zest of 1 lime 

For the rosemary sour mix
A bunch of rosemary
 1 kg sugar
Juice of 4 limes

For the cocktail
50ml  infused  tequila 
15ml rosemary sour mix
200ml lemon tonic

01 To make the infused tequila, 
steep the ingredients in the bottle 
 for  at least 48 hours, but not more 
than 72 . Strain before use. 

02 To make the rosemary sour mix, 
pour 1 litre boiling water onto the 
rosemary. Let  it steep for 5 
minutes. Remove the rosemary, 
then stir in the sugar . Leave to cool.

03 Mix the rosemary syrup with 
fresh lime juice to a ratio of 60% 
 lime to 40% rosemary syrup.

04 Mix the cocktail ingredients 
together in a bordeaux glass fi lled 
with ice. Garnish with lime zest, 
rosemary and juniper berries.

Paloma
INGREDIENTS
50ml white tequila (we use  

El Jimador Blanco)
10ml agave syrup
10ml lime juice
60ml pink grapefruit juice
Soda water
1 grapefruit wedge, to garnish

01 With ice, shake  the tequila, 
agave syrup and fruit juices 
together . Salt the rim of a 
highball glass. Strain and serve 
over ice, topping up the glass 
with soda water. Garnish with 
a  grapefruit wedge.





The Sunday Times Magazine • 61

Sesame tuna 
tostada

SERVES

6  people
INGREDIENTS
For the salsa de arbol
1-2 dried arbol chillies (available 

from souschef.co.uk ) or use any 
 hot dried chillies

100ml olive oil
10g white onion, fi nely diced
 115g garlic, fi nely chopped

For the sesame tuna
240g  tuna loin
1 tsp sesame seeds
35ml soy sauce

Salsa Mexicana 

SERVES

6 people
INGREDIENTS
3 tomatoes, fi nely diced
1 medium white onion, fi nely diced

Guacamole

SERVES

6 people
INGREDIENTS
400g avocado
1 tbsp coriander, chopped
90g tomatoes, chopped
40g red onion, chopped
40ml lime juice
 
01  Mash the avocado in 
a bowl until it has a smooth 
consistency, with a bit of texture. 
 Add the rest of  the ingredients 
and 1½ tsp Maldon salt . Mix  well 
and serve immediately.

½ bunch of coriander leaves, 
fi nely chopped

20ml tomato juice
 Lime juice, to taste

01  Mix all the ingredients together 
in a serving bowl  with  a pinch of 
Maldon salt .

18ml sesame oil
1 tbsp salsa de arbol  
6 blue or white corn tostadas (you 

can buy white at latiendita.co.uk)
60g guacamole (see recipe above)
Coriander, to garnish

01 To make the salsa de arbol, 
fi rst, rehydrate the chillies by 
covering in boiling water for 
2 minutes.

02  Warm the olive oil in a small 
pan over a medium heat and fry 
the onion  for  5-8 minutes, until 
it starts to turn golden.  Lower the 
temperature and add  the whole 
chillies and the garlic, until the 
garlic is sticky and golden. Drain 
the oil  and set aside. Blend the 
chillies, onion and garlic until 
chunky. Mix with  a pinch of 
Maldon salt and the drained oil.

03 Cut the tuna loin into 1cm 
cubes, then mix in a   bowl  with 
the  sesame seeds, soy sauce, 
sesame oil and  salsa de arbol. 
Spread a thin layer of guacamole 
on to  each tostada and spoon a 
generous serving of the tuna mix 
on top. Garnish with coriander ■

From left: tortilla 
chips, salsa de arbol, 
guacamole, sesame 
tuna, salsa Mexicana, 
sesame tuna tostada
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November 26 is Stir-up 
Sunday in the cook’s 
calendar this year. 
Traditionally it’s the day 

families stirred up their Chrismas 
puddings just before the start of Advent, 
but it has more recently come to include 
Christmas cake in its remit. 

Bake Off semi-finalist Selasi 
Gbormittah is a big fan. “The wonderful 
smells wafting around the house mean 
that you know it’s soon going to be 
Christmas. I only discovered ‘proper’ 
Christmas cake as an adult. What a 
revelation. It’s all about using the right 
sugars and not overbaking.” So what  
are Selasi’s tips for a perfect bake? 

● Make sure you use good quality 
ingredients, like Billington’s sugars  
which lock in the molasses of the sugar 
syrup, giving you a depth of flavour you 
can really taste. This recipe has both 
Dark Muscovado and Molasses sugars 
which complement the dried fruits, 
giving the cake its distinctive rich 
treacly flavour. Being softer sugars,  

ADVERTISEMENT FEATURE

This traditional Christmas cake from 
Bake Off favourite Selasi Gbormittah is  
certain to get you in the festive spirit

Creating
a stir

STIR-UP SUNDAY

they also keep the cake nice and moist.’ 
● Heating the dried fruit and nuts in 
apple juice infuses the flavours. Let the 
mixture cool completely before using.
● When you put the cake in to bake, 
soak a tea towel in water, squeeze  
it out and wrap around the tin. This will 
prevent the outside from burning. Don’t 
worry about the cloth burning – it won’t.
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Billington’s classic 
Christmas cake

Ingredients
150g Allinson  
plain flour
50g Allinson 
self-raising flour
1 tsp mixed spice

1  tsp ground 
cinnamon

½ tsp ginger
½ tsp ground cloves
10 0g ground 

almonds

4  medium eggs, 
lightly beaten

For the dried fruit 
and nut mixture 
10 0g Billington’s Dark 

Muscovado Sugar
10 0g Billington’s 

Molasses Sugar 
20 0g Billington’s 

Natural Glacé 
Cherries, halved

Bill ington’s Golden 
Icing Sugar, for 
decoration

100 g mixed nuts, 
roughly chopped

200g raisins
100  g glacé ginger
100 g ready-to-eat 

stoned dates, 
roughly chopped

100g cut mixed peel 
(orange & lemon)
150ml apple juice
175g butter
2 tbsp black treacle

Method
● Grease a 20cm 
springform cake tin 
base and sides and 
double line with 
baking parchment. 
● Preheat oven to 
130C (non-fan 150C). 
● Prepare dried fruit 
and nuts: put all the 
ingredients into a 

large pan and heat 
gently, stirring until 
the Billington’s Dark 
Muscovado Sugar 
dissolves and butter 
has melted. Bring  
to the boil, then allow 
to cool completely.
● In a bowl, mix plain 
and self-raising flours, 
spices and ground 
almonds, then stir in 
the eggs followed by 
the boiled mixture. 
● Pour into tin and 
level with a spoon.
● Bake in the oven 
for 2 hours, or until 
the top is golden and 

a skewer comes out 
clean when inserted 
through the centre. 
The cake must be 
springy to the touch.
● Put the tin on to  
a wire rack and allow  
to cool. Remove from 
the tin. Dust with 
Billington’s Golden 
Icing Sugar.

For more recipes visit 
bakingmad.co.uk

Wonderful 
baking 
smells waft 
around  
the house



The Sunday Times Magazine • 63

to  remove any lumps. Allow to 
cook  through for a minute , then 
 remove from the heat and add 
the milk, a little at a time, whisking 
constantly. You want it to thicken 
to a consistency  that  will coat the 
back of a spoon.

06 Return the pan to a low heat 
and stir constantly until the 
mixture is dense and thick . Add 
the crème fraîche and lemon zest 
and stir through. Gently fold 
through the poached fi sh, taking 
care to keep  the pieces as large 
as possible .  Pour into an 
oven proof dish that measures 
28cm x 40cm x 5cm.

07 Layer over the potato rounds 
so that they cover the mixture, 
overlapping slightly. If making in 
advance, cover the dish and leave 
in the fridge overnight, then 
remove from the fridge 15-20 
minutes before cooking.

08 Place in the hot oven for 
25-30 minutes until bubbling 
and  cooked through. If the 
potatoes need a little  more 
colour, place the dish under 
a hot grill for a few minutes ■

Haddock and 
bacon pie
This pie is comforting  yet 
impressive  family food that can 
be prepared in advance.  Much of 
the cooking is done in stages 
using the same pan, which will 
save on washing-up as long as you 
don’t burn  anything  in between . 
You should err on the cautious 
side when poaching the fi sh  as it 
will be cooked  further in the oven.

SERVES

6 people
INGREDIENTS
130g butter
700g potatoes, such as red-skinned 

 desiree, washed and thinly sliced
on a mandolin 

3 tbsp  olive oil
400g smoked lardons
1 large onion,  fi nely diced
4 sticks of young celery, fi nely diced
800ml whole milk
2 bay leaves, torn 
950g haddock, skinned and boned
70g fl our
3 tbsp crème fraîche
Zest of 1 lemon 

 01 Heat the oven to 180C  (200C 
non-fan).  Melt 60g of the butter in 

a wide-bottomed  pan over a low 
heat and stir through the potato 
slices  for a few minutes to coat, 
then set aside.

02  Warm 2 tbsp  olive oil in a 
medium pan over a low heat and 
add  the lardons, cooking them 
slowly to render the fat, for 8-10 
minutes. Add the remaining 1 tbsp 
oil, the diced onion and celery,  and 
cook slowly with  the lid on for 
about 10 minutes,  until soft and 
tender.  Transfer the contents of the 
pan to a large bowl and set aside.

03 Using the same pan, pour in the 
milk, add the bay leaves and lower 
in the haddock. Keep the heat low 
and poach the fi sh for 3-5 minutes, 
until  its  fl esh is opaque and fl akes 
when you apply pressure.

04 Using a slotted spoon, lift the 
fi sh out whole and place it into 
the bowl with the lardons and 
the vegetables. Discard the bay 
leaves and pour the remaining 
milk into a jug.

05 Return the pan to a medium 
heat  and melt the remaining 
butter  .  Add the fl our and whisk 

Florence Knight

A deeply satisfying 
fi sh dish that guests  
will love to dive into

It’s 
off the 
hook
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Taste, and  by that I mean taste 
in general, not flavour, is a 

funny old thing, a way to categorise 
and bracket, to pigeonhole people 
depending on whether their 
clothes are bespoke or  BHS, 
their sofas Knoll  or fringed beige 
Dralon  (no doubt due to be given 
a Haggerston  hipsterisation ). It 
can be crass, reductive, shallow — 
the very definition of subjective. 

But I’ll get to that. First, I’ll 
tell you about the food  at this 
intriguing York newcomer. 
Entirely non-subjectively,  the 
owners and chefs, Adam  and 
Lovaine  Humphrey , are bloody 
good . (His Twitter profi le reads 
“Bang average cook ”. I politely 
disagree.) Flavours throughout 
our many-course tasting menu 
— and cooking , technique and 
ingredients — are right on the 
money, thrillingly so. Here are 
just some of the highlights. 

Sardines in “minestrone”: 
beautifully cooked fi sh, plump 
and steely-skinned, with a small 
nest of homemade tagliolini; 
borlotti beans on a mirepoix  of 
peppers, onion and tomatoes 
diced so fi nely it’s  as if the 
fairies snuck in and did it. On 
top, a limpid, savoury broth.  

Arras
The Old Coach House, 

Peasholme Green, 
York YO1 7PW ; 
01904 633737 , 

arrasrestaurant.co.uk 

Veal sweetbreads , creamy and 
animal, with tiny  brussels sprouts 
both raw and charred; blobs of 
opaque, bracing burnt lemon 
purée; and chestnuts, again raw 
and cooked, mandolined into 
Rizla slenderness on the one 
hand, truffl  ey and slow-cooked 
on the other. This is so energising 
and unexpected, it makes you 
remember why you have taste buds.

Stone bass , the meatiest, fi rmest 
slab of white fi sh, its skin an alluring 
crisp, comes with tomatoes in all 
 manner of forms: pureéd, powdered, 
dehydrated. There’s a peppery 
pesto of nasturtium ; on the side a 
barrel of potatoes boulangère, rich 
with butter and smoky from slivers 
of smoked eel, like a gorgeous  
Yorkshire version of the Swedish  
classic  Jansson’s  temptation  . 

Pausing for breath here . This all 
might sound a bit overwrought 
— it really isn’t. The dishes are 
judged perfectly: size, seasoning, 
presentation. I could get picky on 
seasonality — broad beans, 
nasturtiums and, well, tomatoes 
— but it seems petty when so much 
else is  fl awless. The couple have 
a sense of humour, too : the Hull 
 pattie that arrives with amuse-
bouches, their version of the  city’s 
classic post-piss-up comfort food 
reinvented as a tiny croquette of 
mash spiked with sage and onion, 
served with a dod of vinegary pea 
purée (hey, mushy peas). Really 
good, resonant beef sirloin comes 
with whisper-light celeriac purée, 
a glossy faggot of rich oxtail and a 
sliver of tongue  twisted into a 
knot. Tongue, twisted — geddit?  

Then there are the unmissable 
petits fours , a hysterical 
psychedelic experience involving 
quite a lot of  Day Glo Perspex and 
basically the contents of your local 
corner shop — fruit jelly snakes 
and chocolate lollipops, fudge and 
cinder  toff ee, coconut ice, various 
iconic chocolate bars,  Jammie 
 Dodgers — each  made in house. 
Which is why  (I’m coming back to 
that taste thing here ) the restaurant 
itself is so disconcerting. 

Dear Lord, the d ecor. Previously 
 much-loved Le Langhe , anyone 
expecting the predecessor’s bland, 
woodsy informality is likely to be 
startled . Stark white walls are 
plastered with the leeriest murals, 
street art of the noisiest kind. I ask 
our charming server how this has 
been received: “People either 
love it or hate it,” comes the reply, 
“I hate it.” From the large glass 
skylight issues a fl ood of lurid 
blue light that does nothing  either 
for dishes or diners: Smurfette  is 
not a good look for me.  Pinstriped 
armchairs look invitingly 
comfortable, but we sink into 
them way too far and end up eating 
elbows  bent, four years old again. 

These chairs, an ornate central 
serving table and a fondness for 
etched glass and the kind of wavy 
wall tiles you might get in a 
fl agship Premier Inn  seem to 
have travelled with them over 
the oceans from their original 
restaurant in Sydney . Did they 
actually pay to transport them? Or 
love them so much they’ve simply 
replicated them? Either way, the 
idea boggles my mind. Maybe 

SAMPLES FROM 
THE TASTING MENU
£55pp for fi ve courses; 
£25pp for paired wines 

Roast quail , pumpkin 
and black beans, with 

quail broth and peanut

Veal sweetbreads, 
brussels sprouts and 

chestnuts 
 

Red mullet , fennel, 
orange and sourdough

Stone bass, smoked 
eel boulangère and 

nasturtium
 

Beef sirloin, oxtail 
faggot, celeriac, ox 
tongue and greens

  
Cod, peas and potato, 

 crab and lobster sauce

Mascarpone mousse 
with  coff ee crémeux

Cheeses 

TOTAL
For two , without 

drinks £1 10 

Marina O’Loughlin

Arras 
York

“The decor 
does the 
excellent 
cooking no 
favours”

Table Talk
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HUNGRY FOR MORE 

ETCH , BRIGHTON
 Founded by Steven 
Edwards , the 2013  

winner of MasterChef: 
The Professionals , 

Etch off ers fi ne dining 
without  stuffi  ness. 

The decor is warm and 
welcoming, the waiters 
aren’t overdressed and 
neither are the tables: 

in short, no pretension. 
The food is elegant and 

the ingredients sing. 
216 Church Road, 

Brighton BN3 2DJ ; 
01273 227485 , 
etchfood.co.uk 

T
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ish

it’s all, like that tongue twister, 
another wee joke. 

Less subjectively, they need to 
work on their timing, hard. The 
sommelier, who’s otherwise an 
absolute sweetie, waits until every 
dish is served before arriving with 
his interesting wine pairings. 
Which means we have empty 
glasses between courses, and 
our food cools while he waxes 
lyrical about his Tenuta Ca’ Bolani 
Cont e Bolani  , a  refosco, cabernet 
 sauvi gnon and merlot mix of 
almost chocolatey elegance; or an 
exhilarating Wild Boy  chardonnay, 
from Jim Clenden en ’s Au Bon 
Climat . At some length. I might 
otherwise be interested in his 
spiel, but not while sauces skin up 
and proteins stiff en on the plate. 

There’s a clenchedness to the 
whole process, too — a bit too 
much of the old hushed reverence, 
much improved when Adam 
Humphrey comes into the room 
to talk through his magnifi cent 
cheeseboard with evangelical 
fervour and warmth. More of this 
warmth would be welcome. 

Look: you might love  it all. You 
might also enjoy a soundtrack of 
the kind advertised around Father’s 
Day, something like 50 Rocking 
Greats for Dad. Taste, innit. But I’m 
afraid that having Liam Gallagher  
honking loudly in my lughole 
while I eat dessert is doing nothing 
for my enjoyment of a glorious 
collision of mascarpone mousse, 
coff ee ice cream and dense coff ee 
cré meux  laced through the 
gooiest chocolate sponge (their 
translation of tiramisu). Nor is 
Florence and her Machine, 
mooing like a wounded manatee  
at the arrival of the petits fours. 
There have been studies showing 
the impact of noise on the palate; 
I don’t need these to report that the 
eff ects of this particular bunch of 
artistes are entirely detrimental. 

I’ve eaten everywhere from huts 
in the chilliest  temperatures to the 
stuffi  est, most hushed temples of 
haute cuisine, and never has my 
environment impacted on my 
dinner in this way . Before Arras, if 
you’d asked  if I’d be happy to eat 
great food pretty much anywhere, 
I’d have answered, hell yes. Seems 
I’m shallower than I thought. But 
I don’t think the environment  the 
duo have created here does their 
excellent cooking any favours: at 
best, it’s a jittery distraction; at 
worst, pass the Rennies. And blue 
doesn’t suit me at all n 
@MarinaOLoughlin

Will Lyons

If you’re anything like me, the 
next six weeks will be 

punctu ated by late nights, early 
mornings and dozing off at  3am to 
the sound of Test Match Special  
on the radio. I am, of course, 
talking about the Ashes series,  as 

Bowled over by 
Aussie subtlety

4 2013 THE STRUIE, TORBRECK  
WINE DIRECT, £38.75
South Australia
This is a classic  example of a 
high-end Barossa Valley shiraz . 
Bursting  with  aromas of dark fruit, 
coff ee and liquorice,  it’s  big, bold 
and delivers a  powerful smoky 
richness , with just enough 
mouth-drying tannin to fi nish.

1 2017  TESCO FINEST 
TINGLEUP RIESLING 
TESCO , £8.50 
Western Australia
This sprightly, refreshing riesling is 
 the sort of wine  to chill right down 
and pair with  a spicy stir-fr y. 
Produced by the highly respected 
winemaker Howard Park , it  tickles 
the palate with  crisp citrus fl avour .

3 2014  LECONFIELD 
COONAWARRA  
THE WINE SOCIETY , £15.50 
South Australia
 Leconfi eld  is a restrained, dry, 
almost European-style  cabernet 
sauvignon, with  powerful notes 
of blackcurrant and, later,  as the 
bottle ages, cedar and eucalyptus. 
Give it plenty of air before serving.

2 2016  ROBERT OATLEY  
SIGNATURE SAUVIGNON BLANC  
HALIFAX WINE COMPANY , £1 1 
Western Australia
 New Zealand  is celebrated for its 
fi ne sauvignon blanc, but  this 
example from the Margaret River is 
well worth  a try.   It’s reserved, elegant 
and dry, with notes of freshly cut 
grass, fi nishing with  ripe  lemon.

 1  2  3  4

the England cricket team  starts 
defen d ing  the little urn at the 
Gabba  in Brisbane , Australia. 

The Ashes is a good excuse to 
crack open some rather fi ne 
Aus sie wine (the  England fast 
bowler Stuart Broad  tells me he 
favours South Australian shiraz ). 
The  country’s wine industry is 
doing rather  nicely: exports are 
 well above £1bn,  quality is  
top-notch  and producers have 
embraced myriad styles. I’ve 
tracked down four to drink while 
watching or listening — or simply 
to enjoy in the dark weeks ahead, 
thinking of the sun down under n



In the fifth of our series on how technology is 
being inspired by the senses, Audi explores an 
invention that can turn the human voice into 
musical instruments. Ally Farrell tunes in…

W hen Michael Jackson 
was accused of 
plagiarism for his  
song The Girl is Mine 

in 1993, he contested the claim by 
explaining his songwriting routine:  
“I woke up and I had this song, and  
I went over to the tape recorder and 
sang exactly what I heard in my head.”

The singer proceeded to act out 
that process in front of a lawyer, using 
his voice to demonstrate every layer 
of the song – beatboxing the drums, 
mimicking the bass guitar and 
humming the strings. 

When inventor George Philip Wright 
stumbled across that clip of Jackson, it 
gave him an idea. “Here is one of the 
most influential artists of all time,” he 

muses, “and if you took the recording 
he just did vocally and gave that to  
a band, they would create the exact 
song. So what if you could create  
some kind of artificial intelligence  
that was capable of doing that?”

That’s exactly what George has 
done. The engineer has created  
the Vochlea – a microphone that can 
turn your voice into any musical 
instrument. Make the sound of a 
trumpet with your vocal chords, for 
example, and the Vochlea will project 
it as a real trumpet. Hum a guitar  
tune, and the riff will emerge as if  
you have played it on a Fender.

The sense of sound – particularly 
the human voice – is something 
George reckons has not yet realised 
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MAKING SENSE OF OUR SENSES

IT’S THE 
SOUND OF 
SCIENCE

its true potential. He says: “Sound is 
core to our everyday life. So much  
of the way that we process the world 
is done through audio. We have only 
just started to scratch the surface of 
the human voice’s capabilities.

George’s Vochlea creation could 
revolutionise the world of sound  
and songwriting. Explaining the 
technology behind it, he says: “It’s  
a bit like speech recognition, except 
that it’s for music creation. The idea  
is that you can mimic different 
instrument sounds and the Vochlea 
will recognise what they are and create 
the equivalent instrumentation live.

“The technology uses your voice  
to control and trigger audio samples 
and software instruments. It does it  

PROMOTED CONTENT

We have only 
scratched 
the surface 
of the human 
voice’s 
capabilities 

We cannot control 
everything that takes 
place on the road  
ahead of us (or behind), 
but we can use our 
senses to react in the 
optimal manner.  
Audi is integrating 
technology to enhance 

our senses, and in  
this series we are 
introducing inspiring 
individuals who are 
doing the same in the 
fields of sight, taste, 
touch, smell and sound. 
Watch their videos at 
driving.co.uk

SIGHT 
The ‘living’ chandelier 

powered by algae

TASTE 
The restaurant that 

tailors menus to DNA



Sound design in every  
sense is an integral part  

of a richer driving experience,  
and Audi utilises world-leading 
technology to make this happen.

Audi’s own sound laboratory.  
Audi engineers spend hundreds of 
hours at the Ingolstadt plant in 
Bavaria testing and evaluating the 
best sound technology. The work is 
yielding valuable insights for the 
development of future systems. 

Three systems to choose from.  
Audi sound systems come with 
six-channel amplifier and ten speakers 
as standard. Bose surround sound 
and Bang & Olufsen Advanced Sound 
System are available as options. 

Surround sound. Up to 23 Bang & 
Olufsen loudspeakers in the top of 
the range option are tailored to 
individual seats with Movie Mode 
providing a cinematic experience. 

Audi and music in advertising. 
Trying to incorporate classic songs 
with a modern twist to support  
our storytelling creates distinctive 
and memorable advertising.

A car that is  
music to the ears

PH
O

TO
G

R
A

PH
Y

 B
Y

 D
A

V
ID

 E
LL

IS

To find out more about Audi 
technology and explore the model 

range, visit audi.co.uk/senses.  
For more on the senses go to  

driving.co.uk/sixsenses

The number of times 
the vocal cords 

vibrate per second 
during speech

100
to 

300

all live so you can essentially convert 
your voice into any instrument.”

While the Vochlea is still in 
development, the prototype  
– a futuristic, diamond-shaped 
microphone – looks, and sounds, 
impressive. George believes it can  
be beneficial to everyone – from 
budding performers such as himself  
to accomplished composers who work 
in the same way as Michael Jackson.

He says: “For the amateur it is a 
way into music creation. There is a lot 
of complicated software and musical 
instruments out there. This gives you 
an instant ability to create music.  
A more sophisticated musician can 
use Vochlea to add effects or to craft 
the envelope of different sounds. 

“One of the points of inspiration for 
Vochlea was observing the way that a 
lot of musicians create music. At that 
early stage in the songwriting process 
using the voice is a common theme, 
because it is our built-in audio tool.”

“There is a lot of skill that we have 
in expressing ourselves. If we have an 
idea for audio it makes sense that we 
would use our voice to express that.”

Critics might fear that such tech 
could kill off more traditional musical 
instruments, but George disagrees.  
“I have had a few people say that  
to me but I don’t see it as the death  
of music at all. In fact, I see it as  
a gateway for a lot of people who 
otherwise might not be able to  
create their own songs.”

AUDI 
TECHNOLOGY
The sixth sense?

SMELL 
Pioneering work with 
scent and memory

SOUND
The instrument turning 
voices into orchestras

TOUCH
How prosthetics are 
bringing back feeling







This yob will make 
you smile and cringe 

Jeremy Clarkson
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Fifteen years ago, when it 
became obvious  economies of 

scale would cause all the  small car 
 makers to be swallowed up by the 
giants, I fi gured that  in the fullness 
of time, only two of the then 
current crop would remain : 
Mercedes-Benz and Honda.

The Clarkson Review: Honda Civic Type R 

These were the only two that 
 actually moved the game forward. 
While the rest were fi tting their 
cars with gimmicky head-up 
displays to lure bored fl ies into 
their web of fi nance deals, Honda 
and Mercedes were innovating, 
working with hydrogen 
propulsion and dreaming up stuff  
that would  make a diff erence. And 
I reckoned that ultimately  this was 
what would keep them going in a 
world where big was good and 
bigger was better and China was 
the biggest of them all.

But then it looked  as if Honda 
had just given up.  It stopped 
making interesting, revvy little 

hatchbacks  and exciting coup és, 
and intoxicating mid-engined 
supercars and  .  .  . er, this is 
awkward , I can’t actually 
remember what  it did instead.

 I seem to recall there was a little 
off -roader that had a completely 
stupid  shower in the back, and my 
mother at this stage bought a 
small Jazz because it was available 
in pink. But then  it  stopped that 
colour so she replaced it with a 
 Volkswagen Golf.

After this, I really haven’t a clue. 
I drove fairly regularly past 
Honda’s giant plant in  Swindon 
and I could see much activity but 
what they were making in there? 
Sorry. No idea. Nothing I’d want, 
that’s for sure. And if you’re 
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reading the motoring pages of  The 
Sunday Times , I guess it’s nothing 
you’d want either.

There was  talk   of Honda’s best 
engineers  working on a 
replacement for the much-loved 
 NSX but every time I called to ask 
how  it was getting along with what 
sounded like quite a clever hybrid 
drive system, I got a lot of “ers” 
and “ums”, and some waffl  e about 
how the  engineers were in 
California “benchmarking” the 
 Chevrolet Corvette. And some 
beaches probably.

Eventually  the new NSX arrived 
in the showrooms but it caused  as 
much of a stir as the company’s 
eff orts in Formula One. It’s not a 
bad car by any means, but it 
doesn’t make you go: “ Wow.” You 
don’t take a drive and think: “God, 
I’ve  got to have one of those.” 

And  Honda took such a 
ridiculously long time developing 
a hot and interesting version of 
the Civic that by the time it came 
out ,  the company was already 
winding down production of the 
car on which it was based. So it 
arrived in  the marketplace and 
before the echo of the fanfare had 
died down, it had been dropped.

Happily,  the manufacturer has 
been a bit quicker off  the mark 
with the hot version of the new 
Civic. And yet despite the rush 
job, it’s like the Honda of old is 
back because  it has created 
something a bit special.

The  2 -litre turbocharged engine 
is said to be largely unchanged 

from the previous model but 
whatever small alterations 

 Honda has made have 
transformed it into a big, 
comforting muscle. You fi nd 
yourself  pressing the throttle 
gently just to experience the 
beginning of a shove. It’s like 
limbering up for an arm-wrestle 
with a man who builds oil rigs. You 
haven’t felt the power yet, but you 
know  pretty soon you’re going to 
have a dislocated shoulder.

However, it’s not the shove or 
the speed that impresses most 
with the Type R. It’s the chassis. 
There’s a  wider track than on the 
last incarnation and a  stiff er 
superstructure. And that sounds 
 as if you’re in for more grip, if you 
can tolerate the bone-shaking ride. 
Nope. What you get is 
phenomenal grip and a ride that’s 
actually quite absorbent. It’s not a 
 Labrador puppy, obviously, but it 
won’t shake out your fi llings  either.

This is a wonderful car to drive 
hard. Yes, it’s a bit of a fatty but 
you’re never really aware of the 
weight because it changes 
direction like an electrocuted 
swallow. Couple that to the  315 
rampaging horsepowers, the  295 
torques and the bark from a weird 
 triple exhaust system and there’s 
no doubt   Honda is back with a car 
that’s extremely good fun.

Is it as much fun as the  Ford 
Fiesta ST? No,  it isn’t. I know of no 
car  that is more fun on an ordinary 
road than the  Fiesta .  What’s more, 
the Ford is little and the Honda 
isn’t and that matters.  The  point of 
a hot hatchback  — and the  reason 
I love them so very much  — is 
 they are fast and fun and brilliant 
to drive but when all is said and 

done, they are also hatchbacks. So 
they are practical and sensible and 
cheap to mend as well.

The original Golf GT I — 
arguably the fi rst of the breed — 
played a big part in putting MG 
out of business because here was a 
car that was more of a laugh than 
the little sports car but which 
could also take a family of fi ve and 
their luggage  to the seaside. It was 
the  Seventies, remember. People 
went to the seaside then.

And that’s where the Honda 
keeps on scoring because 
although it’s a rampaging 
 N ürburgring meister, it also has 
 fi ve doors and a large boot and 
fold-down rear seats. You don’t get 
any of that in a  Lamborghini.

What’s more , it comes as 
 standard with  20 in wheels and a 
 reversing camera and a (fi ddly) sat 
nav system and so on. Prices start 
at  £30,995, which is surprisingly 
low. So that’s good, as is the fuel 
economy, as is the depreciation. 
The insurance won’t be funny, I’ll 
grant you, but that aside, this will 
be an inexpensive car to run.

So there we are, the perfect hot 
hatch; fast, fun, frugal and fi tted 
with fi ve doors for a family of  .  .  . 
God, I hate alliteration.

And I also hate the  Type R 
because just look at it. Have you 
ever seen anything so wil fully 
yobbish ? We’re told  all  its winglets 
and spoilers are there  for a reason 
and I think I know what the reason 
is : to tell your neighbours  you are 
very fond of football violence and 
shoplifting. And  you have a knife.

I know a  guardsman who is 
thinking of getting a Type R and I 
just know that if he does, he will 
wear his bearskin  back to front.

I was  embarrassed to drive it. 
Yes, a number of people pointed, 
made enthusiastic noises and took 
photographs, but a far larger 
number pointed for  diff erent 
reasons. You could see them 
thinking: “How small does your 
penis have to be before you’d buy a 
car like that?”

There’s a similar problem of 
course with the  Ford Focus RS 
and  Mercedes-AMG A 45. Neither 
is as in  yer  face as the Honda but 
they both wear their street-
fi ghting credentials on the 
outside. Maybe this doesn’t
bother you. Maybe you quite like 
to stir things up. But if you don’t, 
buy a  VW Golf R. It’s not as much 
fun as the Honda and  it isn’t as fast 
at  top speed. But you will look less 
of a knob  n

Price 

Power

0-62mph 

Weight

Head to 
head 
 Honda Civic Type R GT v 
 Ford Focus RS 

XX XX£32,995

 315bhp

£32,265

 316bhp

 5.8sec  4.7sec

 1,380kg  1,547kg

TYPE R v RIVALS
Video: see how the 

Honda fared against 
fi ve rival hot hatches

 in our exclusive
 group test. Visit

 http://bit.ly/hothatch17

Engine
 1996cc,  4 cylinders,

 turbo,  petrol

Power 
 315bhp @  6500rpm

Torque
 295 Ib ft @  2500rpm 

Acceleration
 0-62mph:  5.8sec

Top speed
 169mph

Fuel / CO2

  36.7mpg /  176g/km

Weight 
 1,380kg

Price
 £32,995

Release date 
 On sale now

Jeremy’s rating

    

The Clarksometer
 Honda Civic Type R GT 

 1,43
4

m
m

 1,877mm  4,557mm





Letters 
Clarkson’s pedigree and what constitutes a good age for cars

Dream machine
Jeremy Clarkson eloquently 
describes the Porsche Panamera 
Turbo as making “a deep, growly 
noise like a dog having a dream” 
(“An absolute must if you’re all out 
of lust”, October 29). I knew there 
was a reason I always buy The 
Sunday Times.
Tex Crampin, via email

Sex drive
Clarkson asserts that only people 
who have given up on sex will like 
this car. My partner and I most 
definitely have not, and we 
absolutely love the Panamera. 
Greg and Hilary Aeriuss, via email

Total eclipse of the smart 
Further to reader Glyn Thomas’s 
comment on smart motorways 
(“That smarts”, Letters, October 
22), I agree that they are a 
complete waste of money — 
especially when the control centre 
operators fail to switch off the 
matrix warnings after an accident. 

I always wondered why no one 
seems to obey them, until on 
some recent trips I counted 
seven out of 10 warnings without 
any trace of an incident.
Peter Smith, Hawkchurch, Devon

Blocked in
There is nothing smart about 
our redesigned motorways. A 
friend — a senior police officer — 
pointed out to me on a recent trip 
up the M6 that if you have an 
accident, the emergency services 
cannot get to you with all four 
lanes blocked by queuing traffic. 
My understanding is that the 
police hate them and advised the 
government against the idea.
Roger Devey, Lichfield, Staffordshire

Burning question
There has been much talk on the 
inevitability of electric-powered 
cars, with criticism including their 
limited range and slow recharging 
times. Here is another fly in the 
ointment. I was talking to a race 

marshal the other day who had 
recently attended a battery-
powered motorbike event. As 
the circuit was wet there were a 
few spills, and in two cases the 
bikes caught fire. Everyone was 
told to leave them to burn 
themselves out since, because of 
the batteries, it is almost 
impossible to extinguish the 
flames. Imagine.
Paul Milner, Sheringham, Norfolk

Age concern
My first car was a 1963 Morris 
Minor and it is still going, albeit on 
its second engine. It has a good life 
in Devon with its fourth owner 
and makes my 2008 Skoda Fabia 
estate seems positively youthful. I 
am wondering what is now 
considered a good age for cars. 
Where I live, it is not an 
uncommonly held belief that 
vehicles built three or four years 
ago are old.
Clare Julien, St Albans, 
Hertfordshire

CONTACT US 
Send your motoring 

queries to carclinic@
sunday-times.co.uk.  

 
Compare notes with 

readers who’ve had car 
problems at  
tinyurl.com/ 

STmagFixer1 
 

Email letters for 
publication to driving@

sunday-times.co.uk,  
or write to Driving,  

The Sunday Times,  
1 London Bridge Street, 

London SE1 9GF, 
including your name, 
address and phone 

number. Letters may 
be edited
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“The thing about racing for a 
living is you’re also given 

decent cars for the road,”  says 
David Coulthard , the former 
Formula One  driver and now  F1 
commentator on Channel 4 . “In 
1991, I was given a brand-new Ford 
Escort RS2000. I was 19 and had 
sod all in the bank, but I was 
driving this beautiful car. 

“I was also involved in the press 
launch and was supposed to talk 
about the car from a young 
person’s perspective. I could see 
all these seasoned journalists 
looking at this spotty teenager and 
thinking: ‘Who the f*** is that?’”

At the time, Coulthard, now 46 , 
was  racing in Formula Three   but 
was  beginning to make his mark. 
Frank Williams , the founder of the 
Williams F1 team , realised  he had 
talent and made him   its test driver 
in 1993 , before off ering him a 
driver’s seat,  after the death of 
Ayrton Senna  in  1994 . 

“I’ve been behind a wheel for 
almost as long as I can remember,” 

MY LIFE IN CARS

1989 
Renault 5

1991 
Ford Escort RS2000

1995 
1971 Mercedes 280 SL  

2017
Mercedes GLS-class 

Before 2020 
Mercedes-AMG 

Project One  hypercar 
(on order)

MY DREAM CAR
Mercedes  300 SL  

 Gullwing coupé
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Me and 
My Motor
F1’s David Coulthard 
almost failed his test 
for driving too slowly 

says Coulthard, who grew up in 
southwest  Scotland. “My dad had 
a trucking business and I used to 
drive tractors and trucks around 
the yard. Dad had raced karts and 
got me one for my 11th birthday. 

“Both Mum and Dad had Mercs 
most of the time, but I was never 
allowed to drive them. My job was 
washing them … and let me tell 
you, they were absolute bastards 
to keep clean. All those complex 
light clusters and fancy wheels 
covered in layers of Scottish mud.”

By the time he took his test, one 
month after his 17th birthday,  he 
was an experienced racing driver, 
but was worried he might be a bit 
pedal-heavy for the road. “I almost 
failed for going too slow,” he  says. 
“Pottering around like an old lady. 
To be honest,  I was never a boy 
racer. I was smart enough to save it 
for the track. Having said that, I 
used to love buzzin’ around in my 
little Renault 5.  

“I  got one off  eBay  when I was in 
my  thirties, hoping to relive those 
golden days,” adds Coulthard, now 
a brand ambassador for Mercedes. 
“Sadly, it was a pile of shite!”

 He had a decent fi rst season 
with Williams and drove for  it 
again in 1995 . In Portugal  that year, 
he won his fi rst grand prix, beating 
 the reigning champion , Michael 
Schumacher .  His best result came 
in 2001  with McLaren , coming 
second  in the championship 
 behind Schumacher. On his day 
and in the right car, Coulthard 

reckons he was as good as anyone 
on the track, but admits:   “I didn’t 
have the consistency; simple as 
that.  I don’t lose sleep over it.  ”

In recent years,  his driving 
career has been less satisfying:  in 
September  an advert  he starred in 
for Aviva insurance  was banned by 
the Advertising Standards 
Authority for encouraging 
“reckless driving”   and last year  he 
was caught doing 110mph  on a 
French motorway  while taking 
part in the Gumball Rally . (He had 
thought he was already on the 
German autobahn, he later  said.) 

Almost 10  years after his last F1 
race,  he  is still close to the sport 
and  spends most weekends at a 
racetrack in some  corner of the 
globe. “I miss time with the family 
…  miss bonding with Dayton ,” he 
says  of his  nine-year-old  son, with 
wife Karen Minier . “I have bought 
him a kart and he’s had a few days 
out on the track, but I did fi nd it 
quite nerve-racking.”

As well as the kart,  Dayton can 
look forward to owning a pretty 
impressive road car: a 1971 
Mercedes 280 SL  . “ I got the ’71 
’cos it’s the same age as me,”  says 
Coulthard. “It’s wonderful to look 
at, even better to drive .  When 
Dayton’s old enough, it’ll be his. I 
just hope to God he doesn’t swap 
it for a Renault 5.” n
Interview by Danny Scott
David Coulthard is presenting the 
Abu Dhabi Grand Prix live on 
Channel 4 today B
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FLIGHT OF FANCY David Coulthard with an SLS AMG, the Mercedes inspired by his dream car, the  Gullwing
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Danny Fortson

Unplugged from reality 
The demise of a hideously pricy wi-fi -enabled juicer and a tea machine 
shows just how detached from ordinary life  Silicon Valley has become

Every boom has an emblematic 
bust. With that in mind, I give 

you Juicero. Last year , amid the  sea 
of apps and inventions washing 
out of Silicon Valley ,  came a $700 
(£ 530) wi-fi-enabled juicer: just 
 what the world needed. 

You’ll be shocked to hear  that 
the   contraption did not do  well. 
The company raised  $12 0m or so  
from   venture capitalists, all of 
whom believed in the idea that 
people would pay up to  $8 for a 
 glass of juice because it was 
squeezed by a really cool gadget. 
(Juicero  worked only with its own 
  high-priced bags of chopped  fruit 
and veg .) Amid heavy losses it has   
 shut down . Shocking, I know. 

But this is more than a story 
about a bad idea. From the 
moment it was unveiled, Juicero 
was savaged as, among other 
things, a symbol of the tech 
industry’s detachment from the 
real world. It was income 
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Apps to change your life Dinner with Alexa
GOUSTO 
Free, Android, Apple
These  foodie apps  each 

work with  Alexa , Amazon’s  voice 
assistant. Sign up for  Gousto  , pick 
from 20  weekly recipes  and you  
are sent the ingredients . Get 
cooking instructions from  Alexa .

JUST EAT
Free, Android, Apple
Prefer someone else  to do 

the   hard bit? Just Eat claims  it has 
27,000  UK takeaways on board. 
Order and pay for a meal through 
its app, or ask Alexa to, say, reorder 
a previous dish and  track  delivery.

OPENTABLE 
Free, Android, Apple
If you’d rather go out, 

OpenTable takes reservations for 
thousands of restaurants. Its app 
remembers your favourites; the 
voice-controlled Alexa  can then 
make  a booking . MB

DON’T PANIC: YOUR 
PROBLEMS SOLVED
Microsoft Offi  ce 365 
 was  free for a year 
with my  PC. Now 

it’s asking £60 for a 
second year. I only 
use  spreadsheets 

and Word . Is there a 
free alternative?
DJB, Cambridge

LibreOffi  ce  (free at 
 libreoffi  ce.org )  does 
most of what Offi  ce 

365  can do, from 
word processing 

to spreadsheets to 
presentations. It can 

also open documents 
created by  Offi  ce  and 

save fi les in compatible 
formats  .  Or try Google 

Docs, Sheets and 
Slides,  which duplicate 

Offi  ce ’s three main 
features.  They’re 

 under the  Apps  grid 
in the top right   of the 
Google home page. 
Unlike LibreOffi  ce, 

these don’t  sit on your 
computer but   run in a 

browser window .  
Matt BinghamC
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In association with Audi

inequality in a glass. It struck a 
nerve and it was not alone. 

You may recall  Bodega,  started 
by two ex-Googlers  to  introduce 
  tens of thousands of grocery 
vending machines  in the hope of 
 making  corner stores extinct . You 
know, the type of  business that 
brings  vibrancy  to communities 
and incomes to families.  Bodega 
was  condemned  and forced to 
apologise for its gleeful forecast of 
the end of the local shop. 

I’m sure millionaire investors 
would  like a subscription juice 
service or never  to have to transact 
with a human should they run out 
of  washing powder or digestives. 

Which is the point. There is a 
sense that Silicon Valley makes or 
backs products for itself. Beyond 
the self-regard inherent in such 
 projects, this is frustrating because 
technology can solve   problems. 

Instead, we get Juicero, Bodega  
and Teforia . Never heard of  that 
last one? It  built a $1,000  web-
connected tea-brewing machine 
but  gave up the ghost last month . 
As Teforia forlornly explained,  no 
one would give it the millions it 
 needed to “educate the market” 
about  what amounted to an 
obscenely expensive kettle. Tech’s 
tin ear truly knows no bounds.
@dannyfortson
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Score top points for gift-giving with the help of 
Matt Bingham’s guide to consoles and games

It’s only a month to Christmas. Unfortunately. Even if you can shut  out 
the jingling music in the shops  and the blizzard of TV advert s, you’ll 

have to contend with the pester power of computer-mad youngsters. 
Of course, you’ll  tell them  they should be concentrating on homework. 
But  should you relent, you’ll need to know what’s out there.  Microsoft’s 
new Xbox joins Sony’s revamped PS4 and Nintendo’s handheld/console 
hybrid,  the Switch. The Xbox One X and PS4 Pro both off er 4K gaming 
with selected titles — so you’ll need a 4K TV to reap all the benefi ts. The 
Switch, though less graphically high-powered, allows you to play both 
on the go and on a TV. And your children have a point when they tell you 
the choice of games is better than ever.  So here’s our roundup  n

1MICROSOFT XBOX ONE X 
  £450 

It’s the most powerful console yet, 
says Microsoft. That means fast load 
times, 1TB  of storage, and gaming at 
up to 60 frames a second in  4K and   
HDR (high dynamic range, for extra 
“pop” in colours and contrast)  for at 
least  130 “enhanced” titles. It will also 
 play Xbox One  games, while fi lm fans 
can use it for 4K  discs and save big 
bucks on a standalone player.
microsoft.com

2 SONY PS4 PRO  
 £340 

The 1TB,  HDR-enabled Pro is the 
fastest PlayStation yet but lacks 
some of the  Xbox One X’s grunt, 
meaning many 4K games  run at 
slower  rates or  lower resolution.   The 
Pro will handle older  titles  but won’t 
double as a 4K Blu-ray player. What it 
does have is a matching VR helmet 
( £350)  and  PlayLink, which lets  you 
use smartphones as controllers. 
playstation.com 

3NINTENDO SWITCH  
 £280 

The Japanese  giant suff ered a 
misfi re with its Wii U console  but has 
bounced back with this portable 
player. At home , two detachable, 
motion-sensitive wireless controllers 
allow for  HD action on a big screen . 
On the move, they  slot  into the sides 
of the   6.2in HD  screen, enabling you 
to  continue the  game. Expect up to 
three hours’  play on battery.
nintendo.co.uk 

Press  all 
the right 
festive 
buttons

The
consoles

4

1
2

3

8
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7PROJECT CARS 2  
PS4, Xbox; age 3  from £35  

It might say “racing game” on the 
wrapper but this is really an excuse 
to  enjoy looking at photo-real 
vehicles in 4K — 180  cars in total, 
from hyper to muscle. There are also 
60  racetracks and a virtual engineer 
who suggests how to tune up your 
ride.  Compete against the in-game 
AI or other humans online.

5 KNOWLEDGE IS POWER 
 PS4; age 7 £14  

Get the whole family gaming 
without spending a fortune on extra 
controllers, thanks to a new feature 
called PlayLink , which lets up to six  
people join in using smartphones. 
This zany trivia game is huge fun: 
gain points for being quick off  the 
mark  and zap other players with 
virtual ice to slow them down.

8DESTINY 2  
PS4, Xbox; age 16 £45   

This sequel to the sci-fi  shooter 
is the best multiplayer game in 
town. Meet up with friends online 
and then use teamwork to take 
down alien  enemies in a
never-ending quest for new 
weapons, armour and power. 
Warning: prepare  for entire evenings 
to be lost.

4STAR WARS JEDI 
CHALLENGES

Android, iPhone; age 3 Free
Clash  lightsabers with Kylo Ren and 
visit classic Star Wars worlds , all  in 
 augmented reality (AR). Clear away 
any  crockery before a duel as you’ll 
be leaping around the room — it’s 
that real. The downside? You’ll need 
a smartphone and the Lenovo 
Mirage AR headset (a cool £250) .

The 
games

6
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9 SUPER MARIO ODYSSEY  
Switch; age 7  £42 

That little plumber has come a long 
way from his 2D, side-scrolling debut. 
Now Mario gets to explore a huge  
open world, using a playing style that 
suits the Switch well: for short 
snatches of gaming on the go, grab 
power-ups and treasure, and then 
tackle the bosses when you’re in 
front of a big screen.

6 CUPHEAD  
Xbox; age 3 £17 

Who would have thought it? Inspired 
by Disney’s 1928  Steamboat  Willie, 
based on hand-drawn animation and 
accompanied by a Jazz Age 
soundtrack, Cuphead is the sleeper 
hit of the season. Its wacky running-
and-jumping gameplay is also 
insanely tricky — you might still be 
trying to fi nish this time next year.

5

9

7











HIGHLIGHTS

Eight-wheel-drive adventure 
Venturing well off the beaten track, you 

will travel by 8-wheel-drive supertruck 

into the volcanic region near Mt Hekla. 

Highlights will include Eyjafjallajokull (site 

of the 2010 eruption), the breathtaking 

122m-tall plume of Haifoss waterfall and 

Thorsmörk – a spectacular ‘hidden’ valley 

surrounded by volcanoes and glaciers.

See the Northern Lights 
Staying somewhere away from artificial 

light pollution is one of the best ways 

to boost your chances of seeing the 

Northern Lights – Hotel Ranga, where 

you spend your final night, offers an 

aurora wake-up service and even has a 

state-of-the-art observatory.

Astronomer talks 
One of Iceland’s top astronomers, Saevar 

Helgi Bragason, will be on hand to talk 

about the night sky and the Northern 

Lights for the final two nights of  

your tour. 

Golden Circle and  
Secret Lagoon 
Soak in the geothermal wonders of 

Iceland at the Secret Lagoon, a natural hot 

spring where waters are at a constant 38-

40 degrees Celsius. A guided tour of the 

Golden Circle includes the waterspouts 

and mud pools of Geysir, the continental 

rift at Thingvellir and the thundering 

two-tier waterfall of Gullfoss.

Discover Reykjavik 
You will spend the first night of your 

trip in the Icelandic capital, where you 

will have the chance to explore the 

city and dine out in one of its many 

restaurants. You can also book extra 

nights in Reykjavik at the beginning 

and end of your trip.

*Price excludes flights. From price based on twin/double share, single supplement £225. Holidays are operated by Discover the World, Arctic House, 8 Bolters Ln, Banstead SM7 2AR, and subject to the booking conditions of Discover the World, ATOL 



AND ABTA protected; a company wholly independent of News UK. Discover the World: ATOL 2896; ABTA V2823. RA403.

ABTA  No. V2823

2896

 

With its ice, fire, geysers, towering 

waterfalls, the Northern Lights and 

volcanoes with unpronounceable 

names, Iceland is probably the most 

extraordinary country on Earth. 

On this fantastic five-day adventure, 

offered exclusively to readers of 

The Times, you will explore Iceland’s 

otherworldly landscapes on exhilarating, 

off-the-beaten track adventures in an 

8-wheel-drive super truck, traverse glacial 

river plains, bathe in a secret lagoon 

and marvel at the sight of the famous 

Eyjafjallajokull volcano.

Departs March 8, 2018.

The Ultimate Tour of Iceland
Five days from

£1,332*

per person

PRICE INCLUDES

8-wheel-drive adventures into the

Icelandic Highlands and the valley  

of Thorsmörk

Four nights’ bed and breakfast 

accommodation

Services of a driver and guide 

throughout

Three dinners and two picnic lunches

Book now
 0330 160 8320 quoting RA403  thetimes.co.uk/iceland

Exclusive  
offer for our 

readers
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The Greek economist on weightlifting, 
dog-biting and his mission to change politics 

Yanis Varoufakis
A 

lif
e i

n t
he

 da
y

Born in 1961 in Athens, 
Varoufakis, 56, served in 

Greece’s government as the 
minister of finance during the 
2015 bailout crisis, before 
resigning in protest over 
austerity measures. He has a flat 
in Athens and a villa on the island 
of Aegina, which he shares with 
his wife, Danae Stratou, an artist, 
and her two children. Varoufakis 
has a daughter with his first wife. 
He is the author of several books 
on the global economy.

Rising early is the 
only way I can work.  
I wake at 5.30am and 

put the coffee machine on. By the 
time it’s ready, I’ve finished my 
press-ups: three sets of 80. I’ve 
been doing them for 50 years. 

Before I get to my desk, my 
Labrador, Mowgli, and I have a big 
hug. I bite him, he bites me. 

Then, for two or three hours, I’ll 
write intensively, the equivalent  
of a whole day’s work. In my most 

WORDS OF  
WISDOM

BEST ADVICE  
I WAS GIVEN

A statistics professor 
told me: “Say what will 
happen or when it will 

happen. Never predict 
both as you’ll end up 

with egg on your face”

ADVICE I’D GIVE
To be moderate, you 

have to constantly 
subvert the dominant 

paradigm

WHAT I WISH  
I’D KNOWN

That the worst  
enemy lies within  
your own camp

recent book, I wrote to my 
12-year-old daughter about 
capitalism. My personal tragedy is 
I’ve never lived with Xenia. She 
lives in Australia with her mother, 
and so the clock’s always ticking: 
counting down when we’re 
together, or until we’re together. 
As a child, she would fall asleep as 
I read her bedtime stories on Skype, 
but this book brought me closer to 
her without a ticking clock.

After I finish writing at 10am, 
my wife, Danae, and I have 
breakfast: tea and Greek yoghurt 
with chopped-up fruit. This is a 
special part of my day. Every time, 
it feels like a first date. 

Before I actually knew Danae, 
I’d fallen in love with her work.  
I came across an exhibit in Athens 
and assumed she was a 90-year-
old woman — it was a mature 
piece of art and the name sounded 
old-fashioned. Then I met her and 
thought: “Now I’m in trouble!” 

Nothing happened because we 
were both married, but two years 

later, we met by chance in a London 
restaurant. The rest is history. 

My big project at the moment  
is the Democracy in Europe 
Movement [DiEM25]. Our aim is 
to spread a new politics through 
the democracy-free zone that is 
the EU. It will probably fail, but we 
don’t give a damn. It’s fun trying. 
For the European elections, we’re 
putting up transnational 
candidates: Greeks in Germany, 
Italians in France. I’ll probably 
have to stand. I’m dumbfounded 
by career politicians, though, and 
think anyone keen to be a minister 
should be disqualified.

At 1pm, I’ll have lunch. Danae 
and I have something cold: our 
latest craze is black lentils with 
Greek white goat’s cheese, cherry 
tomatoes and salad. I used to cook, 
but my time in government ended 
that. I lost the luxury of time. 
Reflecting on that period, I’d say my 
relationship with Alexis Tsipras 
[the Greek prime minister] is 
beyond repair. To justify his U-turn 
[over the EU’s austerity package], 
he has to tell himself stories that, 
deep down, he knows are false.

I’m not enthusiastic about the 
EU, but my view remains that, 
instead of leaving, one should stay 
and veto the hell out of everything 
until we can have a serious 
conversation about reform. 

Corbyn and I are very close and 
I’m pleased he’s come to my 
original position: that in terms of 
Brexit, Britain should have a long 
transition period and give itself a 
chance to prepare. Then you can 
leave but maintain good links, and 
potentially come back in if the EU 
shows it’s transformed itself. 

After an afternoon of reading 
and writing, I’ll go to the gym at 
7pm. If I don’t go, my back starts to 
hurt. I used to bench-press 150kg. 
Now I can’t do more than 90. 

Two or three nights a week, 
we’ll go out with friends, whether 
it’s the theatre or a film or to eat. 

For dinner, we’re keen on simple 
grills with meat or fish and a big 
salad with balsamic and figs and 
tomatoes. Danae has a glass of 
wine. I enjoy a shot or three of raki. 

At the end of the evening — and 
that can be anywhere from 9pm  
to 3am — we crash on 
the sofa, listen to 
music and fall asleep n
Interview by Gabriel Pogrund
Talking to My Daughter About  
the Economy: A Brief History of 
Capitalism by Yanis Varoufakis  
is out now (Bodley Head £15) C
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