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30 years of Boisdale!
In 1989 Kate and I started a restaurant
and a family. We now have four
restaurants and four children. That’s
30 per cent of a century, 3 per cent of
a millennium, 1.5 per cent of the time
since Jesus was alive – quite long time,
and it has gone in a slow flash.
I know it sounds clichéd but Boisdale
really is one big family of staff, customers
and suppliers, many of whom have
travelled through time together over those
three decades. Sadly, many wonderful
people who have been integral to our
continued existence are no longer with us,
although they are still very much a part of
us. We are not just a restaurant.
So much has changed since we
opened the doors to our first customers
at Boisdale in 1989. Mind you, given the
propensities of this trade my memory
is both hazy as well as necessarily
selective. Certainly, the concept of Dry
January simply did not exist, no one
had ever met a vegetarian, veganism was
simply unheard of and everyone seemed
much happier. Pretty much whoever
you were or whatever your profession
people had lunch with copious
quantities of wine. Even taxi drivers had
a pint or two…?
We were then shipping Napoleon
Cognac by the pallet and it was not
uncommon for customers to crawl out
of the restaurant on all fours. All the
stickies were in popular demand and
liqueurs like Kummel, Benedictine,
Drambuie, and Grand Marnier, now
only used as additions to cocktails,
were being consumed on ice or straight
up in vast quantities. However, by the
mid-‘90s we were cocktail mad and

after creating the capital’s greatest malt
whisky bar we introduced malt whisky
cocktails long before anyone else, at
a time when the venerable distilleries
wanted nothing to do with this
supposed sacrilege. After my first trip
to Cuba in 1998 Boisdale was the first
bar in London to serve a Mojito, and for
authenticity we even air freighted the
fresh mint directly from Cuba.
Looking back at our old menus,
surprisingly little has changed.
I suppose we are a little more
experimental and adventurous now,
and we do genuinely enjoy creating
vegetarian dishes, particularly with
fresh truffles and wild mushrooms.
At Boisdale we have always focussed
on the very best seasonal British
ingredients, but in 1989 we were
exemplifying the auld alliance between
France and Scotland with a menu that
manifested itself as Scottish ingredients
served with a French classical twist.
This at the time meant employing a
predominance of French staff.
There are in fact a few good things
one can say about the French but
regrettably not very many (I jest!). But
you probably don’t need me to tell
you that they can be, despite their
significant charms, an intrinsically
negative lot, ready and poised for the
next revolution, invariably searching
for un problème. I remember in 1993
tentatively asking our French head chef
if we could have chips on the menu.
He said, with a Gallic disdain that was
frankly Pythonesque: “Chips! We cannot
have chips, everyone will want them!”
I was left speechless, fearing that he

might at any moment commit a foul act
in “my general direction.”
We now have the best hand cut chips
in London, but I am far prouder of our
goose fat roast potatoes, which when
combined with the best dry aged beef in
the world and lashings of gravy, make for
a true ‘Holy Grail’. Move over, béarnaise,
your mother was a hamster!
To celebrate our 30th anniversary we
have a number of very special offers at
1989 prices. And to mark the occasion
at Boisdale of Mayfair, our French head
chef Luc Charton has created as a homage
to our beginnings a lovely little two
course French classical menu ingeniously
and appropriately priced at £19.89.

RANALD MACDONALD
Editor & Chief and founder of Boisdale
Restaurants and Bars

JA MI E L AU

WELCOME TO BOISDALE
LONDON’S ORIGINAL RE STAUR ANT S & BARS

BOISDALE OF BELGRAVIA

BOISDALE OF BISHOPSGATE

BOISDALE OF MAYFAIR
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UNLOCK

TASTE
Elevate your Gin & Tonic from
the ordinary to the remarkable
with the award-winning taste
of No.3 Gin. For the perfect
serve, garnish with fresh
rosemary and pink grapefruit
to unlock a refreshing burst of
juniper, citrus and gentle spice.

www.no3gin.com
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FEATURED
CONTRIBUTORS
JOANNA
BLYTHMAN

An award-winning
investigative journalist and
author of seven books
on food issues, Joanna
Blythman is the Guild of
Food Writers Food Writer
of the Year 2018. On page
50 she delves into the hot
topic of veganism, examining
the dangerous myths and
messages at the heart of a
growing movement.

HARRY MOUNT

Harry Mount is a journalist,
author, and the editor of
the Oldie magazine, whose
books include How England
Made the English. On page 33
he reflects on the challenges
of those who seem marked
for greatness in their youth.

WILLIAM SITWELL

Boisdale Life’s new Food and
Drink editor unveils a new
section for Boisdale Life, Eat
Well With Sitwell, on page
49. One of Britain’s foremost
food writers, critics and
broadcasters, William will
be bringing together the
country’s finest culinary
commentators to tackle the
epicurean issues of the day
for Boisdale Life.

NIKOLAI TOLSTOY

Count Nikolai Tolstoy-Miloslvasky is head
of the Tolstoy and Miloslavsky families,
whose father emigrated from Russia in 1920.
A renowned author and historian, he is a
fellow of the Royal Society of Literature ,
whose most recent book is The Mysteries
of Stonehenge: Myth and Ritual at the
Sacred Centre. On page 32, he comments
on the HS2 railway project, and the historic
precedents for the scandalous treatment of
people with properties in its path.

ALICE LACELLES?

The Financial Times drinks
writer, broadcaster and cofounder of Imbibe magazine
is also the author of the
book Ten Cocktails: the Art
of Convivial Drinking. She
unveils her new cocktails
column for Boisdale Life on
page 52

boisdale
Twitter @boisdalelife
Instagram @boisdalelife
Web boisdalelife.com
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LIFE & TIMES

THE CIGAR SMOKER OF THE YEAR AWARDS 2018

In December, we welcomed actors Jeremy Irons, Chris Noth and Kelsey Grammer ,and a panoply of guests, luminaries
and cigar aficionados to Boisdale of Canary Wharf for our annual awards night celebrating the world of fine cigars

Chris Noth, Cigar Smoker of the Year

The Cigar Humidor at Boisdale of Canary Wharf
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Kayte Walsh and Kelsey Grammer

J E RE MY GO D LO N TO N

Jeremy Irons, winner of the Lifetime Achievement Award

LIFE & TIMES

Guests enjoy the cigar terrace

Miranda and Mark Hadsley-Chaplin

Daniel Marshall and Harriet Chandler

Ranald Macdonald

Chris Noth, star of Sex & the City and owner of Ambhar Tequila

Guests at the awards

Guest with Davidoff’s Edward and Eddie Sahakian

The scene on the cigar terrace

Rosie Williams
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WINNERS’ ENCLOSURE

Cigar Smoker of the Year was awarded to the Hollywood actor Chris Noth, while Jeremy Irons received the Lifetime
Achievement Award. Other awards included Cigar of the Year - Davidoff’s Late Hour Churchill; Cigar Terrace of the Year -The
Arts Club; Retailer of the Year - James J Fox; Cigar Producer of the Year - Joya de Nicaragua; Writer of the Year - Tobias Gorn

Event host Tom Parker Bowles with retailers of the year James J Fox

Edward Sahakian presents Jeremy Irons with his Lifetime Achievement award

Chris Noth making his acceptance
speech as Cigar Smoker of the Year

Scott Vines, Mitchell Orchant and Ricardo Carioni

Tom Parker Bowles, Nancy Dell’Olio,Tobias Gorn, Roy Evans, Frances
Mollinghoff, Peter Scott, Barbara Widera
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Roy Sommer and Manu Harit

LIFE & TIMES

Guests were welcomed by bagpipes

Donald Maclaren of Maclaren
and Achleskine

Guests including Helen Soul and Nancy Dell’Olio await the arrival of the haggis

BURNS NIGHT IN MAYFAIR

In January Boisdale celebrated Burns Night in customary style, with babpipes and a traditional haggis dinner
for some of our closest friends in the welcoming surrounds of the private dining room at Boisdale of Mayfair

Ranald Macdonald and David Soul

Doug McIvor and George Reed

Bruce Anderson and Lucy Fraser

COURTNEY PINE AT CANARY WHARF

One of the most pioneering figures in modern jazz, Courtney Pine, played two shows of customary brilliance in March
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11-12 APRIL
SHOLA AMA – R&B QUEEN

Shola Ama is one of the U.K’s
most successful R&B artists with
two MOBO awards as well as a
Brit Award for Best British
Female Artist under her belt.
She joins us for two nights in
April with a show featuring
classic soul as well as her own
chart topping hits including
You’re The One I Love, You Might
Need Somebody and Who’s
Loving My Baby.
3-COURSE DINNER & LIVE
MUSIC FROM £59.50
SHOW ONLY £25

1-2 MAY
THE BLOW MONKEYS –
80s CHART STORMERS

The Blow Monkeys’ three
decade-long career has seen
them work with Curtis Mayfield
and Paul Weller, and brought
worldwide hits such as Digging
Your Scene and It Doesn’t Have
To Be This Way. Now the
journey continues with the band
about to release The Wild
River, their fifth album since
reforming in 2008.
3-COURSE DINNER & LIVE
MUSIC FROM £59.50
SHOW ONLY £19.50

18 MAY
JIVE ACES: JUMP JIVE
SPECTACULAR

25 APRIL
FLEUR EAST – X FACTOR SINGING SENSATION

After her triumphant 2018 nights at Boisdale Fleur East
returns for a magical night of Uptown Funk. In 2014 she
hit the no.1 spot whilst appearing on The X Factor, and
then went on to international success with her massive
hit Sax. With heavy influences of Janet Jackson and
James Brown in Fleur’s music, expect a show jam
packed with explosive funk, soul and R&B.
3-COURSE DINNER & LIVE MUSIC FROM £59.50
SHOW ONLY £25

7 MAY
JOOLS HOLLAND’S
BOOGIE WOOGIE & BLUES
SPECTACULAR

Jools’s annual piano pounding
extravaganza features the
incredible Axel Zwingenberger,
the veteran maestro Neville
Dickie, the delightful LadyVa and
from The Rolling Stones the
heavyweight champ of the
ivories Ben Waters. Join us for
two grand pianos plus five piano
legends and their special guests!
3-COURSE DINNER & LIVE
MUSIC FROM £77.50
SHOW ONLY £45

9-10 MAY
NICOLA ROBERTS – FORMERLY OF GIRLS ALOUD

29-30 MAY
SEYI SHAY – GLOBAL R&B
AFROPOP SUPERSTAR

During her time with the UK’s
biggest-selling girl group of the
21st century, Girls Aloud, Nicola
featured on 20 consecutive top
ten singles and five hit albums.
She’ll be performing many of
their classic hits including Sound
Of The Underground, Love
Machine and Something New
plus songs from her solo album
Cinderella’s Eyes.
3-COURSE DINNER & LIVE
MUSIC FROM £69.50
SHOW ONLY £25

Multi award-winning singer Seyi
Shay performs two exclusive
shows in support of her new
album Electric Package. Shay
signed to Island Records in 2015
after touring the world with
Beyonce and writing songs for
Chipmunk. From Nigeria, she has
become one of that country’s
most influential musicians with
her dancehall-infused afrobeat.
3-COURSE DINNER & LIVE
MUSIC FROM £49.50
SHOW ONLY £19.50
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Together for over a decade, this
extremely popular six piece are
renowned for their spectacular
stage shows and irresistible high
energy Jump Jive - the exciting
sound where Swing meets Rock
‘n Roll. Their mixing up of swing,
jive, and R&B classics with
unsurpassable show biz
razzmatazz guarantees an
uproarious evening.
3-COURSE DINNER & LIVE
MUSIC FROM £65
SHOW ONLY £35
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8 JUNE
BEE GEES:
JIVE TALKIN’:
THE BEE GEES
GREATEST HITS

SAT UR DAY NIGH T S
AT C A NA RY W H A R F

Saxon Sound DJs

4 MAY
ELVIS LEGACY:
THE EARLY
YEARS

DJ NIGHTS AT CANARY WHARF

Join us on the First Floor Bar & Terrace for a delicious
three-course meal at £29.50, and then dance the night
away to the sound of London’s finest DJs.
Saturdays
9pm-1am
Soul, Funk
And Reggae
with Saxon
Sound
System

Fridays
9pm-1am
Old Skool
Soul, Funk &
Rare Groove
with Aitch B

Thursdays
9pm-1am
Funk with
DJ Bruno

Mark Summers
captures the raw
power of the young
Elvis Presley, with
hits including All
Shook Up, Hound
Dog, Jailhouse Rock
and more.
3-COURSE
DINNER & SHOW
FROM £65
SHOW ONLY £35

Tuesdays &
Wednesdays
9pm-11pm
Funky disco
and feel good
beats Dj Roz
and Dj Na

Reuben Richards

25 MAY
THE EAGLES
GREATEST HITS
STARRING THE
ALTER EAGLES

The sun-drenched
sound of 1970s
California comes to
Canary Wharf, from
the world-beating
tribute band.
3-COURSE
DINNER & LIVE
MUSIC FROM £65
SHOW ONLY £35

This stunning
seven-piece band
performs the Bee
Gees classics with
amazing accuracy
and musicianship.
From the tender
ballads of the ‘60s to
the ‘70s disco
classics, all your
favourites are here
including Stayin’
Alive, Night Fever,
How Deep Is Your
Love, Tragedy,
Massachusetts and
more.
3-COURSE
DINNER & LIVE
MUSIC FROM £65
SHOW ONLY £35

The Overtures

S OUL NIGH T F R IDAYS
AT C A NA RY W H A R F
19 APRIL
REUBEN
RICHARDS

17 MAY
IVY CHANEL
AND HER BAND

A jukebox full of
Motown, Atlantic
and Stax classics
beams you back to
the Apollo in
Harlem in its ‘60s
heyday.
3-COURSE DINNER
& LIVE MUSIC
FROM £49.50
SHOW ONLY
£19.50

The US singer has
performed around
the world and
worked with the
likes of Q-tip, Biz
Markie and Curtis
Richardson.
3-COURSE DINNER
& LIVE MUSIC
FROM £49.50
SHOW ONLY
£19.50

24 MAY
EARTH, WIND
AND FIRE’S
GREATEST HITS:
FEATURING SERPENTINE FIRE

The music of one of
the greatest bands
in soul music’s
history lives again. .
3-COURSE DINNER
& LIVE MUSIC
FROM £49.50
SHOW ONLY
£19.50 £19.50

THROUGHOUT AUGUST: BEST OF BRITISH FESTIVAL

Every night this August the stage at Boisdale of Canary
Wharf will be home to a selection of incredible artists paying
tribute to the greatest British bands and musicians of all
time. A highlight of the festival sees magnificent 1960s
tribute act The Overtures, who supported Elton John at the
O2, play a repertoire that includes a panoply of the greatest
British hits of that era. According to Elton John, “they’re
simply the best band of their kind in the world.” Plan to
relax and enjoy the sounds of Queen, The Beatles, David
Bowie, Elton John, Amy Winehouse and more with our
super summer menu.
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LIVE HIGHLIGHT S AT BISHOPSGATE

19 APRIL
ERROL LINTON
AND HIS BAND

Boisdale loves the blues
especially with lyrics of mean
women boozin’, cheatin’, and
gamblin’ with the rent money.
Nobody does it better than
award-winning Errol Linton,
Brixton’s finest bluesman, a
consumate performer who plays
a mean harmonica too.
2-COURSE DINNER AND LIVE
MUSIC FROM £29.50

24 APRIL
RANALD MACDONALD

This young singer and pianist’s
set is steeped in the blues and
popular music of the 1950s and
‘60s, taking the finest songs
from long before he was born
and making them sound
immediate and bang up to date.
2-COURSE DINNER & LIVE
MUSIC FROM £29.50

23 MAY
SOUL JAM WITH BRIAN MCFADDEN:
LIVE & UNPLUGGED WITH VERY SPECIAL GUESTS

Boisdale of Bishopsgate is proud to present an intimate
acoustic performance from Westlife star Brian
McFadden and special guests in celebration of the vinyl
release of Otis, a collection of songs that pay homage to
Mr Otis Redding. On this rare unplugged session Brian
is joined for a real acoustic jam by Jimmy Thomas and
Emily Capell. Only 50 tickets are available for this
one-off performance.
3-COURSE DINNER & LIVE MUSIC FROM £49.50

Check boisdale.co.uk for our nightly live music programme
L I V E HIGHL IGH T S AT M AY FA IR

25 APRIL
THE LATIN BRIDGE DUO

A Latin / Cuban band,
created by Sergio Marciano
Pereda and featuring a wide
repertoire of jazz standards
including classic Bossa Nova,
Boleros, Cuban Son and
contemporary originals.
2-COURSE DINNER &
SHOW FROM £29.50

13 APRIL
DANA ELLE

The soul-enriching Israeli
songstress moves hearts
and minds with her
original compositions of
R&B and groove -ed soul.
2-COURSE DINNER &
SHOW FROM £29.50

19 APRIL
LUCY MERRILYN

Lucy’s warm and rich vocals
draw upon the influences of Ella
Fitzgerald, Dinah Washington
and Julie London as she
performs classics from the
legendary ladies of jazz.
2-COURSE DINNER & SHOW
FROM £29.50

26 APRIL
KATIE McHARDY

27 APRIL
JO HARROP

Katie’s rich and sultry tones are
infused with influences of jazz,
blues, soul and R&B and bring to
mind Sarah Vaughan, Amy
Winehouse and Erykah Badu.
2-COURSE DINNER & SHOW
FROM £29.50

Jo Harrop is a jazz singer whose
refined mellow sound evokes
the greats such as Anita O’Day
and Billie Holliday.
2-COURSE DINNER & SHOW
FROM £29.50
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BOISDALE EVENTS
Occasions, happenings and offers to be
found at Boisdale venues this spring

24 APRIL, CANARY WHARF
BRITISH WINTER
OLYMPIC GALA DINNER:
GUEST OF HONOUR
HRH SOPHIE COUNTESS
OF WESSEX

Boisdale of Canary Wharf is
proud to host the British
Winter Olympic Gala Dinner
and Auction of Hope, with guest
of honour HRH Sophie
Countess of WessexT, in
association with the British
Bobsleigh & Skeleton
Association, and in the company
of Winter Olympic Medalists.
Tickets from £250 to include a
champagne and Belvedere vodka
armtini reception, followed by a
luxurious three-course dinner,
with Botham fine wines. All
proceeds to help fund TeamGB’s
Winter Olympic training
programme.

10 APRIL, CANARY WHARF
THE VINA CARMEN GALA DINNER WITH
GUEST OF HONOUR CHARLIE SHEEN

Film and TV icon Charlie Sheen returns to Boisdale for
a one-off evening, featuring a sumptuous dinner and a
Q&A hosted by LBC and Boisdale Life’s Nick Ferrari.
Guest will enjoy Boisdale Premier Cru Champagne and
Silkie Irish whisky cocktails, followed by a sumptuous
three-course dinner with delicious Vina Carmen wines
and two exquisite cigars, and stories from one of the
wildest careers in Hollywood history.
TICKETS FROM £145
30TH BIRTHDAY CELEBRATIONS

In 1989 Boisdale of Belgravia opened its doors for the
first time. In 2019, 30 wonderful years later, the restaurant will celebrate over 5 million meals served. As part
of our 30th anniversary celebrations, enjoy our luxurious fruit de mer at 1989 prices of only £24.75 per head.
With oysters, razor clams, mussels, prawns and cockles
on the menu you are in for a feast! Book in advance and
mention the Fruit de Mer offer to ensure availability.
In addition we are also celebrating with these offers:
50 day dry aged 12 oz sirloin steak on the bone £19.75
(normally £39.50); a bottle of Veuve Clicquot Rose
£49.50 (normally £99). To book visit boisdale.co.uk

16 APRIL, CANARY WHARF
TRUNK SHOW WITH
TURNBULL & ASSER

Quintessential English shirtmaker and
sartorial powerhouse Turnbull & Asser sets
up shop at Boisdale of Canary Wharf for
one day only. Its bespoke experts will
enable you to create your own shirt, from
the initial measurements to fabric selection
and collar and cuffs options. Book an
appointment by emailing byappointment@
turnbullandasser.co.uk or visit
turnbullandasser.co.uk.
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BOISDALE EVENTS (CONTINUED)

20–25 MAY
THE BELGRAVIA FLOWER SHOW FEATURING
THE BOTANIST GARDEN

BOISDALE OF BISHOPSGATE
THE SPEAK EASY BAR

The bar of Boisdale of Bishopsgate has
undergone a stupendous transformation,
under the direction of General Manager
Ines Jankowska (right), into the City’s
ultimate speakeasy and music venue.
Expect Prohibition-era cocktails, a
revamped sound system, a new state-ofthe-art piano and a focus on hot jazz and
cool blues – and a free glass of champagne
for those who visit on opening night, 19
April. To book, visit boisdale.co.uk

Boisdale of Belgravia will
be in full bloom during the
week of the Chelsea Flower Show, decked out in a
series of magnificent floral
installations for our own
Belgravia Flower Show. At
the heart of this will be the
Botanist Garden: the terrace transformed into a floral celebration of Boisdale
and fine gin-maker the Botanist’s Scottish heritage.
This will see a gin cocktail
menu and natural foliage
and florals inspired by the
gin’s 22 hand-foraged local
botanicals from the Isle
of Islay. Wild Highland

foliage, fragrant florals,
blooms and roses will
combine. We’ll be hosting
an exclusive party on 20
May, with live jazz, canapés, special guests and gin
cocktails, to launch the
Belgravia Flower Show
amid this unforgettable
setting. For tickets,
visit boisdale.co.uk

8–12 MAY
BOISDALE AT THE LONDON YACHT SHOW

Setting a new standard for on-water events in the UK,
London Yacht Show makes its debut at St Katherine
Docks in May, and Boisdale will be hosting a champagne
and oyster bar throughout the event. A host of leading
nautical names are exhibiting, including Sunseeker,
Princess, Fairline, Azimut, Oyster and a host of others.
The show will feature two floating villages with fullsize event marquees, while luxury cars, bikes and trailer
boats will be on display at the Docks’ Marble Quay. VIP
Elite guests will enjoy a preview day on the Wednesday 8th May, during which they will enjoy the floating
champagne bar, VIP Lounge and Concierge service.
For more info, visit londonyachtshow.com

10–14 JUNE
THE PRINCESS TERRACE

Boisdale of Canary Wharf is delighted to be
kicking off the summer season in association
with luxury boat manufacturer Princess
Yachts, who will be taking over the terrace
for a month, with the spectacular new R35
boat installed in Cabot Square from 10-14
June. Princess joined forces with Ben Ainslie
Racing Technologies and legendary Italian car

11 JUNE
RACING SUPPER WITH MARK JOHNSTON,
IN ASSOCIATION WITH FITZDARES

New for 2019, Boisdale Life is partnering with the world’s finest
bookmaker, Fitzdares, to bring its Starter’s Orders column to
reality, with writer Colin Cameron hosting a series of dinners with
the great and the good of the turf during the key dates of the UK
racing calendar. On 11 June, Britain’s winningest trainer Mark
Johnston will join us ahead of Royal Ascot, to discuss his career
and offer invaluable insider insights. For tickets, go to boisdale.co.uk

designer Pininfarina to conceive a boat that
redefines yacht design (pictured right). The
R35 is the first Princess R Class performance
sports yacht, designed and hand-built in
Plymouth. It combines revolutionary
performance capabilities, stunning design,
quality, and race-bred technology to deliver a
unique on-water experience at all speeds –
come and experience it for yourself!
For more info visit princessyatchts.com
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PEDRINO
THE PERFECT Spritz, EVERY TIME

Whatever your occasion, the
first drink matters, so start with a
chilled Pedrino over ice, it’s the
perfect spritz, every time. We have
raided the drinks cabinets of Italy,
Spain and PortugalWaitrose
toWaitrose
bring
you a
customer
customer
trio of terrace-ready
spritzers.
rating
rating
4.6/5
4.6/5

To create our original Pedrino
Spritz, we’ve married D.O.C.
fortified wines with our artisanal
tonic water; hand-made with citrusy
botanicals and signature bitters.
It’s Exchange
the
perfect drinkWhiskey
to mark
the
Whiskey
Imbibe
Exchange
4/5
4/5 of something special.
4/5
beginning

DISCOVER PEDRINO The
AND
EXPLORE
A
TRIOWhiskey
OF
MEDITERRANEAN
TASTES
The
Telegraph
Telegraph
Waitrose
Imbibe
Imbibe
customer
Whiskey
The Telegraph
Exchange
Exchange

Waitrose customer
rating 4.6/5

The Telegraph
8/10

pedrino.co.uk

Imbibe
4/5

8/10
8/10

Waitrose customer
rating 4.6/5

rating
4/54/5
4.6/5

The Telegraph
8/10

Whiskey Exchange
4/5
Waitrose customer

rating 4.6/5

Imbibe
4/5

4/5
8/10
4/5

The Telegraph
8/10

PREMIUM NATURAL SPRITZERS

Imbibe
4/5

Whiskey Exchange
4/5

DIARY

it really came to prominence with the
dance craze in the 1920s and 1930s. It
was dance music, but dance music that
was evolved on the piano. You can hear
it when it starts to go – it has this
excitement and rhythm to it.
Was the piano always essential to
boogie-woogie?
Absolutely. No other music
demonstrates the versatility and the
power of the piano. You need to be like
a drummer as much as you’re a pianist,
because you’ve got to keep that rhythm
going. The left hand is the rhythm
section and the pulse, then you’re
improvising with the right hand. You
can boogie on a guitar, but you can only
boogie-woogie with the piano.

COMING UP AT BOISDALE OF CANARY WHARF

JOOLS HOLLAND’S
BOOGIE-WOOGIE
SPECTACULAR
On 7 May, Boisdale’s Patron of Music
is once again hosting the BoogieWoogie Awards, celebrating one of
American music’s greatest art forms.
Jools Holland chatted to Boisdale Life
about his love for the music, and why
it takes a piano to put the woogie into
boogie-woogie.
What can we expect at the Awards?
Boogie-woogie has an amazing history,
and we’ll honour it by celebrating its
past and its present. In terms of guests,
we’re particularly delighted to have
Freddy Cole joining us, who grew up
with the legends who were doing
boogie-woogie before rock ‘n roll. We

have the great Axel Zwingenberger,
who’s the closest thing you’ll get to that
really authentic old sound, and we’ll
have people doing modern boogiewoogie too. There’s also a tradition
going back to the house parties of the
1920s when you’d get people joining in
and duetting with four hands on the
piano, or even six. So we’ll re-establish
a bit of that on the night.
How would you define boogie-woogie?
Well, let’s first look at the words boogiewoogie. The earliest place it’s found is
in an African American church
recording in 1910, but before then it can
be traced back to Africa as a dance, and

What else do we know of its origins?
It’s partly from the blues, partly from
rhythm, partly out of the church. It
started as they were deforesting North
America in the 19th century, the people
working on those logging camps needed
entertaining, and that’s where this all
began. Then you can go forward to
things like the rent parties in Harlem in
the 1920s, where you’d have a whip
around and a drink and a dance.
What is its relevance today?
It’s the root of all popular music –
there’s elements of it in all kinds of
things. Think of Lady Madonna by the
Beatles – McCartney’s channelling
boogie-woogie there. It’s the music that
makes you want to dance, and feel sexy.
It’ll get your foot tapping and your
temperature racing. Its influence on
popular music just goes on and on.

YOUNG CHURCHILLIANS
DINNER

ARDBEG BATTLE OF
BANNOCKBURN DINNER

25 September, Boisdale of
Canary Wharf

25 June, Boisdale of Belgravia
On the 705th anniversary of Robert the
Bruce’s victory over the English, Boisdale
of Belgravia and Ardbeg whisky is hosting a
dinner with distinguished speakers explaining
the history of the battle and why even English
monarchists can celebrate what was, after all,
the beginning of the Stuart dynasty from
which the Royal Family is descended. Guests
will enjoy a Scottish four course dinner with
superb wines and Ardbeg whisky tasting.
Tickets £175, members £75 boisdale.co.uk

The International Churchill Society will
hold the first Young Churchillians Dinner
at Canar y Wharf, with guest speakers
including Sir Winston Churchill’s great
grandston Randolph Churchill. Young
professionals with a shared interest in
histor y, politics and business will come
together Sir Winston’s extraordinar y life
and to inspire the next generation of
leaders. Tickets from £95 boisdale.co.uk
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Right: the Zombies
in their heyday. From
left, Hugh Grundy,
Paul Atkinson, Colin
Blunstone, Chris
White, Rod Argent.
Below: White,
Grundy, Argent,
Blunstone today (Paul
Atkinson died in 2004)

SPOTLIGHT

THE ZOMBIES LIVE AGAIN
In March, Rock & Roll Hall of Fame inductees The Zombies played
two rare shows at Boisdale of Canary Wharf. Jonathan Wingate
met the creators of some of the 1960s’ finest psychedelic music

T

hey may now be in their
seventies, but when we meet in
a private dining room at
Boisdale, Colin Blunstone and
Rod Argent are both fizzing with the
effervescent enthusiasm of teenagers. It’s
not surprising when you consider that
the Zombies, the band they formed in St
Albans in 1962, are now enjoying the
sort of success many of their
contemporaries could only dream of.
“Elvis Presley was the first person
ever to be inducted into the Rock and
Roll Hall of Fame, and to think that we
are on the same roll of honour as Elvis,
Miles Davis, Ray Charles and all of my
heroes is a career-defining moment for
us,” Argent says. “There have only been

about 300 inductees since it started, and
yet there we are alongside all of these
true legends. The extraordinary thing is
that on 29th March [the date of the
induction ceremony] it’s going to be
exactly 50 years to the day since we
reached Number 1 in America with Time
Of The Season.”
The band were all still at school
when they got together. Although they
immediately felt they had something
that set them aside from other local
groups, they didn’t seriously consider
playing rock & roll for a living until
early 1964, when they won a local battle
of the bands contest.
“When Colin showed up at the
Pioneer Club in St. Albans for our first
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Rod Argent (left)
and Colin Blunstone
performing a
rare accoustic
performance at
Boisdale of Canary
Wharf in March

DIARY

rehearsal, he had two black eyes and a
broken nose, which he’d got playing
rugby,” Argent chuckles. “I thought – Oh
no, what have we got here?”
“Rod was originally supposed to be
the lead singer and I was playing
guitar,” Blunstone recalls. “I had only
just met him, so I didn’t even know his
name. We stopped for a break and Rod
started playing this old upright piano in
the corner of the room. He was so much
more advanced than the rest of us. I told
him he was so good that he had to play
keyboards. After we finished, I was
singing this Ricky Nelson song to myself
while I was putting my guitar away, and
Rod said – ‘I’ll tell you what – if you’ll
be the lead singer, I’ll play keyboards,’
and that is basically how the Zombies
came together.”
The other members were Chris White
(bass and co-songwriting with Argent),
Hugh Grundy (drums) and Paul
Atkinson (guitar). In 1964 the Zombies
signed a deal with the record label
Decca, and went into the studio to
record their first single, She’s Not There.
“It was a big hit over here, and by
Christmas we were Number 1 in
America,” says Argent. “We became the

first British band after the Beatles to top
the US charts with a self-written song. It
was incredibly exciting. I was naïve and
arrogant enough to think this is what
happens, because I didn’t know anything
of the pitfalls of the music business. Of
course, it didn’t happen with the next
record and we thought, ‘hang on a
minute. What’s going on here?’”

T

he multi-million selling She’s Not
There immediately turned the
Zombies into one of the biggest
British Invasion bands, and they found
themselves playing in New York
alongside the Shirelles, the Shangri-Las,
the Drifters and Dionne Warwick.
“I think we played six shows a day to
an almost all-black audience,” Blunstone
remembers. “We were just a bunch of
skinny young white kids from St.
Albans, so we thought it might be a little
bit difficult, but people loved us. We’d
absorbed everything we could get from
America, so it was definitely a case of
coals to Newcastle. All the girls were
screaming, and we were doing what we
loved. We were living in a fantasy.”
A few months later during one of
their first US tours, the band were doing

an interview in Memphis when the
journalist asked if they would like to go
over to Graceland to see Elvis: “We just
knocked on the front door and said – Is
Elvis in?” Blunstone laughs. “His dad
came to the door and said – ‘He’s
making a film in Hawaii, but he would
have loved to have met you. If you want
to have a look around and hang out,
come in.’ We didn’t believe a word of
that, although we later found out that he
actually had our records on his jukebox.”
Although their second US single, Tell
Her No, reached the Top 10, momentum
for the Zombies then stalled, with
subsequent singles failing to chart.
“I think we all perceived the band as
being unsuccessful by that point,”
Blunstone says. “We looked at
everything in a one-dimensional way, so
we only really thought about having hits
in the UK and the States. We eventually
realised that we actually always had a hit
somewhere in the world.”
In 1967, the Zombies were sent on
tour to the Far East, expecting to play
tiny shows in hotel bars. “We played 10
shows at the Araneta Coliseum in the
Philippines to 32,000 people a night, yet
we were being paid £80 per show

T U R N O N , T U N E I N , D RO P OU T
T H E B E S T P S YC H E D E L I C A L B U M S O F A L L T I M E

THE BEATLES
SGT. PEPPER’S
LONELY
HEARTS CLUB
BAND
The most ambitious
album by the
greatest band of all
time, Sgt. Pepper is
the Beatles at the
peak of their powers
– a mind-blowing
mix of pop, art and
psychedelia that still
sounds astonishingly
adventurous over
half a century on.

LOVE
FOREVER
CHANGES
Sgt. Pepper may be
the album that
perfectly
encapsulated the
psychedelic period,
but for the relatively
small number of
enlightened souls
who actually owned
Forever Changes,
1967 was the
summer of Love.

THE JIMI
HENDRIX
EXPERIENCE
ELECTRIC
LADYLAND
A fuzzy, buzzy trip
from beginning to
end, the third and
final Jimi Hendrix
Experience album
found the band
taking their strange
brew of rock, funk
and psychedelic
experimentation to
the absolute limit.
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THE VELVET
UNDERGROUND
THE VELVET
UNDERGROUND &
NICO
For the people who
preferred black to
paisley, this was the
record to lose
yourself in. A
deliciously dark
blend of druggie
psychedelia, dreamy
pop, garage rock and
sonic minimalism.

PINK FLOYD
THE PIPER AT
THE GATES OF
DAWN
The only Floyd
album recorded
entirely with Syd
Barrett as leader,
their debut
is a weird and
whimsical stew of
psychedelic pop and
spaced out rock and
roll for those who
really decide to turn
on, tune in and
drop out.

DIARY

between us,” says Blunstone. “We left
our manager after that, and although we
did go and see another agent, he didn’t
seem particularly interested. That sort of
reinforced the way we were feeling at
that point. We were tired and depleted,
and we felt under-appreciated.”
Nevertheless, the Zombies signed a
new record deal with CBS and started
working on their second album. The
budget was a mere £1,000, with
recording sessions beginning at Abbey
Road Studios in June 1967, the week the
Beatles had finished working on Sgt.
Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band.
“It was fortunate, because we were
able to use the Beatles’ engineers, who
had made huge technological advances
with them,” Blunstone recalls, noting
that the Fab Four had also left several of
their instruments behind. This included
John Lennon’s mellotron, the tape-delay
keyboard made famous on Sgt. Pepper’s
Strawberry Fields Forever. “If he hadn’t
left it behind, Odessey and Oracle would
have been a completely different album,”
Blunstone says.
Recorded over three months, Odessey
and Oracle features a string of ageless
songs including This Will Be Our Year,
Care Of Cell 44 and Time Of The Season.
It’s an album that still seems both fresh
and familiar, like the missing link
between the Beach Boys’ Pet Sounds and
Love’s Forever Changes. A psychedelic
blend of ornate baroque pop and rock &
roll that perfectly encapsulated the sound
of the Summer of Love. Time Of The
Season was the last song recorded.
“We were running out of studio time
and they’d only finished writing it the
morning before the session,” Blunstone
says. “I wasn’t really on top of the
phrasing and Rod was coaching me from
the control room. I was getting more and
more tense and I ended up saying: ‘If
you’re so f__ing good, you come and
sing it!’ and Rod was going: ‘You’re the

The psychedelic album
cover for Odessey and
Oracle. The mispelling
of the word ‘Odyssey’
was a mistake by graphic
designer Terry Quirk.
Rolling Stone magazine
ranked it 100 on its list
of the 500 Greatest
Albums of All Time

f__ing lead singer. You stand there until
you get it right.’ It always makes me
laugh that I’m singing ‘It’s the time of
the season for loving’ and we’re both
looking daggers at each other.”

M

ore than half a century after it
was recorded, Odessey and
Oracle is now considered one of
the finest albums of all time, yet it was a
commercial failure when it came out.
“Time of the Season went to Number
1 in the States a year after the album had
been released, but by then we’d already
decided to call it a day,” Argent explains.
“Chris White and I always had a very
good income from songwriting royalties,
but the other guys weren’t making any
money and had families to support.’”
Blunstone confirms this. “When the
band finished, I was living at home with
my parents and I only had £500 in the
bank,” he says. “I knew we’d had these

JOINING THE ROCK &
ROLL HALL OF FAME
Inductees to the Rock & Roll Hall of Fame are
voted for each year by a 500-strong committee of industry experts, academics, producers
and musicians. Besides the Zombies, this year’s
inductees include Radiohead, the Cure, Def
Leppard, Janet Jackson, Stevie Nicks and Roxy
Music. rockhall.com
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huge hit records, so I was wondering
where all the money had gone. I felt a
lot of resentment towards our
management. My dad said to me – ‘If
you think you’re just going to sit around
the house and do nothing for the rest of
your life, you’ve got another thing
coming.’ So I got a job working in the
burglary department of Sun Alliance. I
stayed for a year until Time Of The
Season became a hit and all these offers
started coming in, and then I reluctantly
had to retire from my insurance career.”
Although Argent and Blunstone both
enjoyed success after the band split up,
the Zombies music never went away. In
1999 the band reunited for what was
expected to be a handful of concerts,
and haven’t stopped touring and
recording ever since, while their songs
have reached new generations of fans.
“The enduring appeal of our music is
astonishing,” Blunstone says. “When
you realise that, besides our peers in the
music industry, 320,000 fans voted for
us to be in the Hall of Fame, it really
helps validate what we’ve been doing all
these years. At the induction ceremony,
I think we will probably play She’s Not
There, Time Of The Season and This
Will Be Our Year, because it does seem
to be. It’s been a long time coming, but
good things are worth waiting for.”
The Zombies - In The Beginning vinyl
box set is out now on Demon Records

Taking bets since 1882.
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History

TH E QU EEN ’S S PEECH
Princess Elizabeth’s 21 st birthday speech was a
landmark statement of devotion broadcast to the
world. Olivia Utley recalls how her great-grandfather
authored the words that would set the tone for
the longest reign in history
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OLI V I A U T LEY
Po l i t i c a l j o u r n a l i s t
and deputy editor
of journalism
website
theAr ticle.com

n 21st April 1947, the
then Princess Elizabeth
made a speech which
was to become the
cornerstone of her future reign as
Queen. As the daughter of a
reserved father, the young princess
had been kept, by and large, out of
the limelight for most of her
childhood. Taking to the airwaves
on her 21st birthday, while on a
tour of Southern Africa, to the
country listening she was an
unknown quantity. Would this
pretty young woman take after her
father, the humble and dutiful
King George? Or after Edward,
his precocious and volatile
older brother?
It was quickly clear. Poised and
elegant in the dappled light of a
Cape Town garden, she famously
affirmed: “I declare before you all
that my whole life, whether it be
long or short, shall be devoted to
your service and the service of our
great imperial family to which we
all belong.”
And she meant it.
You don’t have to be an ardent
monarchist to recognise the
historic significance of the speech,
or the elegance of its words:
“If we all go forward together
with an unwavering faith, a high
courage, and a quiet heart, we
shall be able to make of this
ancient commonwealth, which we
all love so dearly, an even grander
thing - more free, more prosperous,
more happy and a more powerful
influence for good in the world than it has been in the greatest
days of our forefathers.”
Most would agree that
“unwavering faith, high courage
and quiet heart” have been

G E TT Y I MAG ES
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characteristics she has continued
to embody over her 72-year reign.
The words, however, are those of
my great-grandfather, Dermot
Morrah, who was the author
of the speech.
Buried deep in the bowels of a
bureau in my mother’s house sits a
touching letter, penned by
Elizabeth’s Private Secretary, Sir
Tommy Lascelles, to Morrah,
thanking him.
“I have been reading drafts for
many years now. But I cannot
recall one that has so completely
satisfied me and left me feeling
that not one single word should be
altered,” wrote Lascelles, known
to be a rather crusty, old-fashioned
character. “Moreover, dusty cynic
that I am, it moved me greatly. It
has the trumpeting ring of the
other Elizabeth’s Tilbury speech,
combined with the immortal
simplicity of Queen Victoria’s ‘I
will be good’”.
This was high praise indeed for
an ageing hack: Morrah, born in
1896, was a leader writer and royal
expert for The Times, whose
affection for the Monarchy was
deep-rooted. Family legend has it
in 1901 his nanny found him
curled on the hearthrug, face
pressed up against the fender,
sobbing inconsolably. Alarmed,
she asked what on earth had
happened, whereupon the
four-year-old pointed a shaking
finger towards the next room, where
his father was telling his mother that
Queen Victoria had died.
Later, ahead of the 1953
Coronation, he would be
appointed to the ceremonial
heraldic title of ‘Arundel Herald
Extraordinary’ – this position
happened to give him the best seat
in Westminster Abbey of any
journalist, not to mention the best
costume. He loved dressing up in
the Heralds’ ceremonial outfits,
despite reporting (we have this in a
recording still) that the stockings
could be “rather itchy”. My
grandmother even recalled
overhearing a lift attendant at The
Times asking, “who is that geezer
who comes in here all togged up
like a playing card?”

It was during the Second World
War that my great-grandfather’s
royal speech writing career began.
Elizabeth’s father, George VI, was
famously afflicted by a stutter, but
in the early 1940s his courtiers felt
this was sufficiently under control
for him to make more complicated
speeches. A new speechwriter was
therefore needed. The King
himself, a devoted Times reader,
suggested “a chap on The Times”
by the name of Dermot Morrah.
In 1947, the King, the Queen
and the two princesses undertook
a tour of Southern Africa, and
Morrah was sent by the Times to
report on it. The King and his heir
presumptive realised, rather late in
the day, that something ought to be
done about her 21st birthday; and
it was decided that she would
make a broadcast speech to the
Commonwealth. But who was to
write it? That “chap on the Times”
was there. So the task fell to him
and, as Lascelles so graciously
recognised, he rose magnificently
to the occasion. Indeed, no less a
figure than Winston Churchill was
said to be moved to tears.
“We must not be daunted by
the anxieties and hardships that
the war has left behind for every
nation of our commonwealth. We
know that these things are the
price we cheerfully undertook to
pay for the high honour of standing
alone, seven years ago, in defence
of the liberty of the world.”
My great-grandfather’s genius in
writing the speech surely lay in his
ability to put into words what the
speaker herself clearly thought.
Her declaration that her whole life
would be devoted to serving the
nation and the Commonwealth
sounded genuine then; 72 years on,
with a reign that has taken in 13
prime ministers and visits to 120
countries, we know that it was.
Had those words been put into
the mouths of other 21-year-old
girls, they may have sounded false.
But when Princess Elizabeth, the
woman who was to become the
longest reigning and most active
monarch in the history of the
world said them, they rang
completely true.
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A book I love

HIGHLAND FLING
Bruce Anderson is riveted by
The Ragged Lion, Alan Massie’s
fictional exploration of the life and
mind of Sir Walter Scott

C

ivil wars create lasting pain and
enduring resentments. Think of
contemporary Spanish politics, or the
fact that in the US, relations between
North and South, white and black, are still bound
up with the antagonisms between the Confederacy
and the Union. There may have been no more war,
but it was not replaced by peace.
There is one exception. From the 1630s to the
1740s, Scottish history was riven by conflict.
Covenanters versus Episcopalians, Jacobites
versus Hanoverians, Highlands against the
Lowlands. In 1746, the Jacobites lost their final
battle. Culloden was the Last Post for the ancient
Highland order. Afterwards, the reprisals were
brutal, of a kind that would normally bring forth a
legacy of grievances to reverberate down the
centuries. Yet this did not happen. Instead,
Scotland came together.
There were a number of reasons for this,
prosperity first among them. The Edinburgh of the
gracious New Town became the capital of the
Scottish enlightenment; Glasgow, a pioneer of the
Industrial Revolution. Many of the Clan chiefs
were won over by lands and titles. But culture was
equally important. At a crucial moment, a great
novelist appeared, bent on reconciliation. Walter
Scott was steeped in the blood-stained romance of
Scottish history; I’ve recently been riveted by Alan
Massie’s 1994 book The Ragged Lion, a fictional
memoir of Scott’s life.
To the depths of Scott’s being, he understood
why previous generations of Scots had fought and
died. Few writers have ever been gifted with a
more powerful historical imagination: for him,
ghosts walked. He could hear the skirl of the pipes
that had inspired long-dead warriors to charge and
fight and die, and opened the way for all Scots to
celebrate their common history. You could be a
hard-headed Glasgow merchant, wholly
committed to the House of Hanover. Scott would
make you aware that the Jacobites’ doomed
gallantry was part of Scotland’s history. You might
be an Edinburgh rationalist. Scott could lead you
to understand why the Covenanters fought and
fell. All this is captured in Massie’s book, which I
commend wholeheartedly, but with a health
warning: it is un-putdownable.
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Opinion

E N C LO S U RE RETURNS
The sorry treatment of those with property in the path of HS2
has historic precedent – but is in some ways actually worse

R

ecently the Sunday Times
published a major article
about the heart-rending
fate of property owners
whose homes and land lie in the
path of the designated HS2 railway.
Everywhere the story is much the
same. Property is skilfully devalued
by making it known that it is to be
adversely affected by development.
No compensation is paid for
diminution of value where the
project does not destroy actual
buildings.
All this is bad enough, but there
are further sinister factors. First,
compensation for confiscation is
invariably set at an artificially low
rate, with little practical means for
objection on the part of owners.
Second, it is frequently not the
government itself which acts in the
claimed national interest, but such
non-governmental bodies as the
private company HS2 Ltd. Third,
and most flagrantly outrageous, is
the fact that such pitifully
inadequate compensation as has
been conceded is in reality either
deliberately delayed for years, or
not paid at all. Developers, abetted
by government, have established
such a tangle of legal obstacles as to
make it financially inexpedient, if
not impossible, for the helpless
citizen to exact his due under law.
Finally, wealthy individuals
with a direct interest in the project
have donated enormous sums of
money to government, which is not
known to have declined such
lavish sweeteners.
Malpractices on such a scale
enjoy virtually no precedent in
modern British history. The most
obvious comparison is with the
enclosure acts, whereby wealthy
landowners acquired common land
from the peasantry via Acts of
Parliament. These tended to result

N I KO L A I
T O L S T OY
Author and
historian

in gross injustices, driving many of
the poor off the land altogether. In
1781 Viscount Torrington recorded
of Burford in the Cotswolds:
“The neighbourhood of this
town, formerly so noted for hunting,
is now spoilt by enclosures; and
both the hunters and the poor are
driven into other countries [i.e.
locations]. As a sportsman I hate
enclosures, and, as a citizen, I look
on them as the greedy tyrannies of
the wealthy few, to oppress the
indigent many, and an iniquitous
purchase of invaluable rights.”
Little has changed. In some
major respects, the situation today
is much worse. Although mostly
inadequate, compensation for
enclosure was in the past provided
by law, and each enclosure act
required a distinct Act of
Parliament. Nor could there be any
question of devolving power to
confiscate onto private interests.
Today, it is a matter of the
immensely rich seizing what they
choose from the middling sort and
poor, with Government an eager
facilitator. In the past, conscience
and reason led many figures of note
– including members of the ruling
elite like Torrington – to condemn,
and on occasion reverse, tyrannical
inroads on private property.
Sir Thomas More regarded with
horror the callous greed of those
wealthy, who–
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“Leave no grounde for tyllage: they
inclose all in pastures: they throw
downe houses: they plucke downe
townes, and leave nothing
stondynge but only the churche to
make of it a shepehowse.”
In major respects, today’s
government-authorized
confiscations of private property,
bestowed often on wealthy party
donors, is more sinister than the
enactment of enclosure acts of the
past. Eloquent objection to the
latter oppression was voiced at all
levels of society – an objection
shared by most modern historians.
On the other hand, unlike the
HS2 project, the wealth of the
country was generally increased by
enclosures – principally through
expansion of sheep-farming. But
our more generous forebears
protested that the welfare of
defenceless individuals should be
preferred to increasing the wealth
of those already rich.
Of course government contempt
for private property rights extends
to many projects beyond HS2,
which is exceptional merely in its
colossal extent and lack of benefit
to the public interest. Nor can it
have escaped the gaze of those
authorizing seizure of property
that such power inflicts on a
population an underlying sense of
impotence and dependence.
Nothing belongs to us, save what
our rulers in their benigner
moments allow.
As John Ruskin succinctly
protested:
“Whereas it has long been
known and declared that the poor
have no right to the property of the
rich, I wish it also to be known and
declared that the rich have no right
to the property of the poor.”
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R EX FEAT U R ES

E

ver since the start of the
year, I’ve been obsessed by
two questions, and I keep
finding myself asking
them everywhere I go. At New
Year, a friend asked, “Who, at your
school or university, seemed most
likely to succeed? And who ended
up being the most successful?”
I knew the first answer
immediately. My most dazzling
university contemporary was taller,
funnier, more charming, richer and
grander than almost everyone else.
He ended up killing himself at 33.
And what about the ones who’ve
made it now? What were they like
back then? They were nice, reliable
and cleverish, but nothing special.
The rich bankers and QCs I know
now were from what you might call
the upper-middle intellectual class.
At Westminster School, some were
Queen’s Scholars; some got Firsts at
Oxford. But the really clever ones
from my youth – the upper
intellectual class; the top scholars;
the ones with the top Firsts – were
too clever for the modern world.
When I meet them now, they
remain highly intelligent but
they’re not in the public eye. Some
are university dons. The top scholar
at Westminster a few years above
me is a house-husband. Nothing
wrong in that, of course. But his
tightly-strung intellectual wiring
meant that he was never really
suited to the world of work.
So what are the youthful
characteristics that determine
success or failure in later life? You
can’t predict these things precisely,
but some patterns do develop. The
cliché of the super-explosive
firework that fizzles out superquickly rings true.
That’s what happened to my late
friend, who was in a way killed by
the flames he’d sparked off himself.
His success at university – when
money, girls, popularity and fame
came to him with no effort – left
him in no fit state for the dreariness
of working life.
As the rest of us found jobs as
bankers, lawyers or – in my case,
after failed careers as a banker and a
lawyer – as journalists, his firework
remained suspended in mid-air. He

Essay

WHY STEA DY
EDDI ES SUCCEED
The charmers and high-f lyers of our
youth seldom seem to find fulfilment
once life gets serious

H A R RY M OU N T
Author and
journalist , and
editor of
The Oldie

never did find anything that suited
his planet-sized brain. He had
enough money not to work, and to
top that brain up with booze and
pharmaceuticals. These conspired
with another dangerous toxin –
unemployment – to kill him.
The same cautionary tale runs
through Evelyn Waugh’s
Brideshead Revisited in the form of
another gilded Oxford undergrad,
Lord Sebastian Flyte. So grand, so
rich, so good-looking; and with the
brand of fatal English charm that
Anthony Blanche brilliantly
dissects at dinner with Charles
Ryder: “Charm is the great English
blight. It does not exist outside
these damp islands. It spots and
kills anything it touches. It kills
love; it kills art; I greatly fear,
Charles, it has killed you.”
When Waugh was writing
Brideshead in 1944, he wrote to
Coote Lygon, whose family – and
family home, Madresfield Court in
Worcestershire – inspired
Brideshead Castle. He said:
“I am writing a very beautiful
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book, to bring tears, about very rich,
beautiful, high-born people who
live in palaces and have no troubles
except what they make themselves
and those are mainly the demons,
sex and drink.”
How often those demons have
thrown my contemporaries down
the path to failure and ignominy.
Life’s winners are the Steady
Eddies. Not the complete puritans
– like all extremists, they confine
themselves to little pockets, trapped
outside the main flow of life in the
river’s eddies and whirlpools.
My most wildly ambitious
contemporaries also belong to a
kind of extremists’ group. They
ended up okay, as senior
professionals, but never as senior as
they’d have liked. Their ruthless
careerism made them unlikeable
and uncollegiate – too often
bouncing from job to job, because
their innate dissatisfaction never
allowed them to take root in one
spot for long enough.
They are the Widmerpools of
this world – the brilliant creation of
the Anthony Powell in A Dance to
the Music of Time. In his 12-volume
sequence of novels, Powell takes
his schoolboy contemporaries
through Eton, Oxford and the war,
and studies how the Fates play with
their childhood characteristics.
Kenneth Widmerpool the
obsessive young careerist, grows up
to become an MP and peer before
dropping out to join a sinister cult.
Charles Stringham, the schoolboy
romantic closest in character to my
dazzling contemporary, never
prospers, turns to drink and dies in
the war. Nick Jenkins – the writernarrator of the book, based on
Powell himself – keeps a step back
from the dance of life, observing
with detached irony how human
life develops.
Powell is too subtle to lay out
tips on how to get success and
avoid failure. But there is a sense
that too much of anything –
ambition, drink, sex – leads to
downfall.
In other words, the key to
success can be found in the Greek
inscription in the Temple of Apollo
at Delphi: ‘Nothing in excess’.
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Rant

T H AT ’ S A WRAP
First it was jerk rice, now it’s biryani
wraps, togas and sombreros that are
raising the heckles of the easilyoffended. Someone set up a taskforce...

A
N IC K F ER R A R I
Journalist and
b r o a d c a s t e r, a n d
host of the LBC
weekd ay
break fast show
and The Pledge on
Sky News

S YOU’RE reading this
magazine, chances are
you’re quite keen on
food. So how would you
view a new wrap on the market
that contains sweet potato, rice,
lettuce and sauce?
As a possibility if you needed a
quick snack on the run? Or as a
blatant sign of cultural oppression
and racial discrimination and also
displaying overtones of an
uncaring and bullying Empire?
That is the latest in the
seemingly endless row over what’s
being called ‘cultural
appropriation’, in which Marks

and Spencer found itself on the
receiving end of criticism after
launching a Sweet Potato Biryani
wrap. Apparently, for some putting
biryani in a wrap rather than a
bowl brings back memories of the
days of the Raj, when India was the
jewel in the crown of the British
Empire. It’s just a wrap, but to
these narrow-minded, oh-so-easily
offended, puerile prigs it may as
well be the Amritsar massacre.
Their criticisms included the
accusation that it was not
‘genuine’. But how could it have
been? It’s from Marks and Sparks,
not Mumbai. The development of
dishes has always been an
evolutionary process, just study
how creole cooking began: it’s
pretty much hurling everything
into a pot, chucking spice all over
it and then serving it. Pizza was a
peasant food in Italy, but now you
can as easily spend a small fortune
on one in a five star hotel, loading
it with squid ink, octopus and
truffles, as you can on a high street
Margherita.
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We’ve also seen ‘Jerk Rice’, a
Caribbean-inspired Jamie Oliver
concoction, dragged up for
apparently causing hurt and
offence by lacking certain
ingredients of a jerk marinade.
Quite how a packet of
microwaveable rice can hurt
anyone is beyond me, unless you
cook it for too long and burn your
mouth when you eat it.
It’s not just food that’s in the
sights of the crazed zealots. At
some recent student parties the
following were banned: sombreros
because they could upset
Mexicans, Roman togas because it
cold be seen to be supporting
slavery and hi-vis vests because it
could be interpreted as taking the
rise out of the working classes who
wear them as they dig the roads or
fill in the potholes.
Anyway, while we’re on the
subject of the Romans, we can be
utterly delighted about the
“appropriation” that went on
there. Thanks to them we got
roads, bridges, aqueducts and
rudimentary sanitisation and
sewers. Next time you pull the
chain to flush just think, in some
small part you’ve got Julius Caesar
to thank for it.

...

A career has been blighted and an
actor finds himself a pariah for
talking about some unpleasant
thoughts he had 40 years ago and
didn’t act upon. Welcome to the
world of the modern day witch
hunt, where legions of smallminded loons can – through the
wonder of social media – get any
supposed wrong-doer strapped
into the ducking stool or burnt at
the stake within minutes.
Let’s be straight about this. Liam
Neeson’s thoughts about wanting
to beat up a black man after he
discovered a close female friend
had been raped by a black assailant
were shameful, indefensible, vile
and positively racist. Neeson
knows this and admits to it. His
voice shook as he recounted the
story and he said he was
“ashamed” of his “horrible,
horrible” thoughts.
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Can any of us honestly say
we’ve never had dark, or even evil
thoughts, about someone or some
organisation? What I wanted to do
to a bank I was once with, and who
had managed to miss an entire
month’s direct debits and standing
orders, would have got me 20 years
in Wormwood Scrubs. But they
were thoughts, not deeds.
Quite why Neeson inexplicably
decided to go public with this
story, from which he emerges with
nothing but disgrace, will most
likely never be known. However,
as we do now know, he can be
forgiven – while the sorry saga
cannot be forgotten.
Or are we really now living in a
time when you are judged by a
mis-deed or vile thought, for the
rest of your life?

...

As this is being written, it has just
been revealed by the Metropolitan
Police that half of all knife crime
offenders in London are teenagers
or even younger children, some as
young as ten. This comes after the
Home Secretary Sajid Javid
unveiled new knife crime
prevention orders for children
aged 12 and above.
Get ready for task forces to be
set up, plus ‘full scale reviews’ and
‘urgent action plans’. All
nonsense. Indeed, there’s a dark
but superbly illustrative saying
among lower-ranking police
officers that highlights the futility
of such measures: “If in doubt, set
up a bleedin’ squad... because it
sounds good!”
The grim truth is the Home
Office needs to talk with the
Department of Education. More
than 40 children are expelled from
schools in England every day, and
to the year ending 2017, there were
7,720 permanent exclusions – a
rise of 56 per cent over three years.
Those disillusioned,
dispossessed and dismissed
youngsters become the next wave
of drug mules, dealers and gang
members. Find a way to help
those who’ve been cast aside, and
you’ll see all those grim figures
start to reverse.

Philanthropy

TIME TO DO GOOD
Leonard Stall talks to Boisdale Life about his work to promote
philanthropy with some of the world’s most inf luential figures

S

group I would call ‘ordinary
people doing extraordinary
things’, and who show that us
that ‘you can do it too’. They
proved that we can all do
something positive for society
using the skills we have in life.
For me it’s using my experience in
communications laced with a
determination to get things done.
And I am living proof that it
doesn’t always require brilliance,
money or celebrity!

In 2017, my team published How
to Do Good - Essays on Building
a Better World. It’s a collection of
extraordinary personal stories
from thought leaders, celebrities,
statesmen and women, Nobel
prizewinners, social entrepreneurs,
and philanthropists. These
included President Jimmy Carter,
Melinda Gates, Filippo Grandi
(UNHCR), Judith Rodin
(Rockefeller Foundation), Joanne
Liu (Médecins Sans Frontières),
and many others involved in the
world of philanthropy.

I was lucky enough to attend a
summit of Nobel Laureates and
Leaders in Delhi convened by
Nobel Peace Prize winner Kailash
Satyarthi, who co-shared the
honour with Malala in 2014.
Over the last 35 years Kailash has
helped liberate more than 85,000
Indian children from slavery,
exploitation and violence. But his
amazing work started close to his
home with a successful effort to
free just one young girl from
slavery, his neighbour’s daughter.
Kailash started his remarkable
journey to a Nobel Peace Prize
with one act of kindness, and has
simply never looked back.

L E O N A R D S TA L L
C h a i r m a n o f m e d i a g r o u p To u c h l i n e ,
editor-in- chief of Philanthropy A ge ,
and a fellow of the Institute of
Directors

ix years ago I helped
found a magazine called
Philanthropy Age,
intended to inspire and
inform intelligent giving. It’s
having a real impact and is now a
grantee project of the Bill and
Melinda Gates Foundation.

Over the last two years we’ve
taken a How to do Good speaker
tour around the world, with
many contributors taking part.
We spoke to packed venues in
Dubai, Oslo, Stockholm, The
Hague, Brussels, Paris, London,
and New York. The positive
response was a surprise, and I
found it was inspirational for me,
as well as for the audiences and
even the speakers themselves:
indeed some of them told me it
was life-changing.
Most important perhaps are a
number of authors who as a
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In his Nobel acceptance speech he
told an Indian folklore tale about
a fire in the Jungle. The lion,
running away, came across a small
hummingbird with one tiny drop
of water in its beak, returning to try
and fight the blaze. When the lion
asked what on earth it was doing,
the little bird replied: “I am just
doing my bit!”
I want to promote the message
that we can all be one of Kailash’s
hummingbirds. Like him – all we
need do is start with one or two
small acts of kindness. It would at
least be a start.
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Experience

OV ER HILL, OVE RFINCH
In darkest Exmoor, the writer finds a pimped, £210,000 SUV to be
the perfect ice-breaker with a publican yet to embrace electricity

S
A DA M H AYN IC HOLLS
Motoring writer
featured in the
D a i l y Te l e g r a p h ,
GQ, Cit y AM and
Metro

traddling Devon and
Somerset, the rolling hills
of Exmoor are precisely
where you’d expect a
muddy Range Rover to look at
home. But it was in its most
scandalous derivative that I
recently headed to the sticks. I may
have been wearing my tweeds, but
the customized Overfinch Range
Rover I’d borrowed was less Hunt
Ball and more Mayfair roubles
laundrette. With an aggressive
grille, carbon accents and spoiler,
heavily-tinted windows and
Lunar-grey paint, it had a whalelike quality. Inside, it had seats
made from ostrich. It was a
supremely comfortable place to sit
and, one might imagine, deal drugs.
So I was a little self-conscious
crossing the badlands in the
baddest 4x4 around (asking price,
£210,000). After all, it was round
here that metropolitan-arriviste
Damien Hirst angered the locals by
acquiring a trio of shops in
Ilfracombe and keeping them
closed. You can’t imagine much
sympathy towards anyone whose
car suggests they’d happily splurge
millions on formaldehyde-soaked
taxidermy or dot paintings.

However, I wasn’t looking for
art – I was looking for pubs. While
the rural landscape on Exmoor has
barely changed since the Triassic
period, the pub scene has, and not
for the better. There are very few
inns on the headland, and those off
to the sides are largely derivative.
The Lorna Doone Inn at
Malmsmead has become a bloody
tea shop. The 13th century Blue
Ball coaching house on
Countisbury Hill isn’t bad, but it’s
full of tourists tucking into their
venison pies. Where do the farmers
go? That was my mission.
I have discovered two gems.
The first is The Royal Oak in the
tiny village of Withypool. There
are many Royal Oaks on Exmoor
because since Saxon times the
forests had been the hunting
grounds of the king. Withypool’s
300-year-old boozer is by far the
best; the kind of place you might
find a poacher with an eel stuffed
down his strides. It was also once
owned by a Maxwell Knight, the
spymaster who inspired the 007
character ‘M’. General Eisenhower
also popped in for a pint while the
Allies practised manoeuvres on
the moor.
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Churchill’s preference, though,
was The Poltimore Arms. This place
is off-the-grid. There is no phone,
and certainly no website. It has no
address, you need GPS coordinates.
It’s in an area called Yardedown,
between Simonsbath and Brayford
off an unnamed road, and caters for
a mix of farmers, gamekeepers,
landowners and, at lunchtime on
the weekends, hunting types.
Prince Harry once visited after a
shoot. Some have actually entered
the main bar on horseback. They
were already drunk.
This is probably Britain’s most
eco-friendly pub. There’s no mains
electricity, only candlelight. A tiny
generator powers the essentials for
a few hours a day. The décor hasn’t
changed in a century. There’s a
‘dead wall’ of pictures of past
punters and, in the saloon, a brace
of Victorian pianolas. But the star
piece of furniture is the landlord,
Steve, who is registered blind,
switches between insulting
customers and giving them free
ales, and runs all of his business
decisions past his cat. The cat is
called Fred Hitler, and the cat is
always wrong. Thanks to Steve,
the entire community and I were
shortly like old friends.
Following an evening of
generous refreshment, I returned
the next day to take Steve for a
spin in the Overfinch. A couple of
last night’s characters were asleep
by the fire and Fred Hitler had left
them a present of a dead rat.
Steve claimed not to have left
his pub in five years. At first, he
wasn’t too sure about the
Overfinch’s body kit, saying it was
a car “for rich twats”, which I
wasn’t going to argue. However, on
hearing the engine’s guttural bark
– think Brian Blessed gargling
lighter fluid – and feeling the
thrust of its acceleration he
changed his tune. “This is
faaantastic!” he beamed.
Despite it being a four-hour
drive from London, I have started
to treat the Poltimore Arms as my
local. The only issue is that each
time I return I must bring an even
more extravagant motor to impress
the publican.
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ow that it’s only
marginally more
acceptable than public
nudity or robbery, it’s
almost strange to think that
smoking was once thought to be
elegant, glamorous, and even
necessary. Its trajectory from sexy
to sickening has had one side
effect: those of us that are still at it,
love it. We are dedicated,
determined and stubborn. We
battle the elements in our resolve
to satiate ourselves with nicotine.
We are united: we feel victimised
by the state’s determination to
control our simple pleasures. And
we are, of course, unhealthy. But
we are happy to sacrifice our
health at the altar of short-term
enjoyment.
My first memories of smoking
as a part of life are as a child
attending church: the minute Mass
ended, the grown-ups would dive
towards the open air – just about
overtaking the priest in their haste
– in order to spark up and chat in
the graveyard. To my five-year-old
self, smoking seemed, like God, to
be one of the key components of
life. It added to the gaiety of
nations and it kept the grown-ups
jolly. There was never any
question, nor discussion – as far as
I could see – about giving up.
However, the pious five year old
fast became a fascist. By about ten, I
was stealing my mum’s cigarettes
and dipping them in lemon, in a
bid to prevent her smoking. But by
14 I was hard at it, seizing any
chance to pounce on a neglected
packet of fags. Part of the fun was
hiding the evidence: rosemary
became a fragrant favourite. A
cousin once convinced me to lick a
bar of soap which, needless to say,
didn’t have the desired effect.
Today, I spend more time
thinking about giving up than I do
smoking. I’ve read Allen Carr’s
Easy Way to Stop Smoking, which
has helped over 30 million people
in 50 countries quit without
nicotine replacement – but not this
fool. Substitutes haven’t worked
either. Cold turkey renders me
friendless. One day I will stop. The
problem is, I love it.

Comment

S MOKING HOT
NO MORE
The nanny state may be winning the
war on cigarettes, but the glamorous
allure they once held is much missed

C O N S TA N C E
WAT S O N
Journalist and
author featured
i n T h e S p e c t a t o r,
T h e Te l e g r a p h ,
and The Oldie

There was a time when we were
encouraged to smoke. Sex icons on
the silver screen were weak and
feeble without a cigarette between
the lips. Hello Marlon Brando,
Hello James Dean. There was Paul
Henreid lighting two cigarettes
and giving one to Bette Davis, in
1942’s Now, Voyager, before asking
‘May I sometimes come here? And
smoke a cigarette with you and sit
in understanding silence?’
Or think of Audrey Hepburn,
iconic with her cigarette in its long
holder in Breakfast at Tiffany’s.
Even in the 1990s, Uma Thurman
stared seductively from the Pulp
Fiction poster, her features
bordered by white plumes of
smoke from a perfectly held ciggie.
Smoking is hardly seen onscreen now, and naturally, a quick
google search reveals that there are
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numerous fun-sponges
campaigning for smoke-free
movies because, supposedly,
“smoking in the movies accounts
for 37% of all smoking initiation.”
The government’s attempts to
encourage us to quit have been
pretty successful. In the UK,
smoking is at an all-time low, with
only 17 per cent of men and 13 per
cent of women confessing their
habit, the majority of whom (60
per cent) say they want to quit.
This is arguably the result of what
the government calls ‘action to
reduce smoking,’ but what could
also be called ‘incessant bossing.’
It’s been a long time coming. In
1965 the British government
banned television advertisements
of cigarettes, though in didn’t ban
smoking on the Underground until
1987. Now, it’s 12 years since the
ban on smoking in public places,
prices have hiked up to as much as
£14 for a packet of 20, about 82 per
cent of which is taxed. Cigarette
packets are no longer decorated,
and are instead made in
standardised black, emblazoned
with violent pictures of sorrylooking individuals, their
smoking-induced maladies in
close-up, and terrifying health
warnings about blocked arteries,
cancer and blindness.
We are also entering the age of
the vape, or the e-cigarette:
battery-powered objects that
mimic smoking, supply nicotine
but do not contain tobacco. A
study at the beginning of this year
found that smokers who ditch fags
in favour of vaporisers are more
likely to succeed in quitting than if
they use old-school nicotine
substitutes like gum or patches.
My personal favourite among
the vape brigade is the elegant
Juul, which looks like a USB stick,
tastes almost as good as the real
deal, and is inexpensive to top up.
It’s obvious, then, that the
halcyon days (to some of us,
anyway) of chain smoking are over
and gone. The Nanny State has
won. Somehow, though, I don’t
believe that Marlon Brando,
Audrey Hepburn et al would have
looked so good with a Juul.

Change direction.
You know where you are with tradition. In exactly the
same place as before. But if you really want to get
somewhere, you have to mix things up.
Take King Edward VII. Not only did he call for The King’s
Ginger (a revivifying and refreshing antidote to the ‘same
old, same old’) but, he was also one of the first to own a
horseless carriage. The rest, as they say, is history.
Next time you fancy a ‘G&T’,
why not add a more colourful drink to your tonic?
#KingsTonic

HISTORY

INVENTING THEIR
WAY TO VICTORY
When the Allies invaded Normandy 75 years ago, it wasn’t just tactical acumen and
bravery that won the day. A series of brilliant – and brilliantly esoteric – inventions, from
gliders to harbours to flame-throwing tanks known as ‘Crocodiles’, ensured success against
Hitler’s defences. Here, two of Britain’s most distinguished generals examine the
innovations that enabled the most complex military operation ever undertaken

T

his year marks the 75th
anniversary of Operation
Overlord, the greatest joint
operation in the history of
warfare. The Normandy
landings on D-Day, 6 June 1944,
provided the launch pad of the Western
Allies’ liberation of France and their
advance into Nazi Germany, which, in
concert with the relentless march of the
Soviet Red Army from the East, ensured
Hitler’s ultimate defeat in May 1945.
Years of experimentation, training,
preparation and planning set the
conditions for the success of this
extremely risky operation. It’s difficult
to contemplate what Europe would have looked like now had
the landings failed, but we probably wouldn’t be fussing
about how to get out of the EU.
The scale, complexity and sheer boldness of the operation
was remarkable. Operation Fortitude, the Allied deception to
persuade Hitler the landings would come in the Pas-deCalais, was masterful and it worked. It fixed in place an
entire German army that otherwise might have driven the
assault force back into the sea. Allied success, however,
would still rely upon integrating sophisticated naval, land
and air operations, and quite extraordinary feats of courage
from the American, British and Canadian forces taking part.
Allied planners visualised what would be needed to bring
about the unconditional surrender of the Third Reich. They
appreciated that an invasion of north western Europe would
be an essential step on the path to the German heartland.
Churchill, scarred by the travesty and ineptitude of the

Chuchill commissioned
the army to raise a
corps of “at least 5,000
parachute troops”
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Gallipoli campaign, which he had
initiated as an Admiralty minister in
1915, well understood the risks of
amphibious landings and the
excruciating cost of failure.
For the Normandy campaign, the
Allies would need overwhelming air
and naval support, and logistic
sufficiency. But success would also rely
upon a suite of innovative enabling
capabilities, many harnessing new
technology, which had been designed,
procured, tested and integrated into the
fighting forces through extensive
experimentation and training.
The work to anticipate these esoteric
requirements, with sufficient time to
realise them successfully, started back
in 1940. The Channel would have to be
crossed, beach obstacles surmounted,
key points neutralised, and urban areas
penetrated. Forces amassed ashore
would need resupply and repair, and
casualties would require treatment and
evacuation. A range of novel military
means was spawned by the special
demands of this problem.
Following the disastrous raid at
Dieppe in August 1942, in which the
Canadians had taken heavy losses, the
Allies knew that any attempt during the
invasion to seize a French port would
be extremely hazardous. Although the

G E TT Y IM AG E S

By General Sir Peter Wall and Major General Mungo Melvin
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defences of Hitler’s ‘Atlantic Wall’
focused on major ports such as
Cherbourg and Le Havre, the
intermediate coastlines were also
strongly protected by reinforced
concrete pillboxes and shore batteries.
Furthermore, the beaches were laced
with steel barriers – many of which
were mined – designed to block landing
craft from coming ashore. All such
obstacles were covered by machine gun,
mortar and artillery fire.
When Field Marshal Erwin Rommel
was appointed commander of the
German forces in northern France in
early 1944, he immediately set about
reinforcing the existing defences. He
believed that the only way to confront
an Allied invasion was to defeat it as
early as possible on, or as close as
possible to, the shoreline. Otherwise he
feared that his opponent would build
up a strongly defensible bridgehead
while Allied airpower would delay and
disrupt the move of German armoured
reserves towards the coast.
Seduced by the deception of
Operation Fortitude, Hitler had
compromised over the location of the
German panzer divisions: three were
deployed near the coast while four were

held back ready to be moved either to
Normandy or to Pas-de-Calais.
Fatefully, however, none could be either
deployed or employed without Hitler’s
express permission. Inevitably, the
flawed German system of command
aided the Allies on D-Day and
thereafter.

AIRBORNE FORCES

Parachute and glider-borne forces,
already in use by the Germans and
Russians, were a novelty for the British.
In June 1940 Churchill commissioned
the Army to “raise a corps of at least
5,000 parachute troops, suitably
organised and equipped”. Major John
Rock of the Royal Engineers was
charged with this remit. He persuaded
Churchill of the case for glider-borne
forces to complement these
parachutists, and himself formed the
glider pilot regiment.
Several parachute and airlanding
brigades were formed, grouped into two
divisions. One of these, the 6th
Airborne Division under Major General
Richard Gale, landed from the air late
on 5 June 1944 to secure the left flank of
the Allied landings, including the
seizure of key bridges on the Orne canal

Gliders were used
to deliver troops to
pinpoint locations and
seize key positions
behind enemy lines
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Rommel believed
the only way
to confront an
invasion was to
defeat it early,
on the shoreline
with pinpoint landings by glider.
Simultaneously, two American airborne
divisions landed on the right flank of
Overlord at the southern end of the
Cotentin peninsula.
Rommel had devoted his attention
to the threat posed by Allied parachute
and glider-borne forces. His solution
was to order the erection of nearly a
million wooden poles to render the
likely landing grounds unusable.
Nicknamed ‘Rommel’s Asparagus’, this
simple innovation not only hindered
Allied airborne operations, but also
allowed enterprising German infantry
to incorporate the timber in building
field defences. In the round, however,
Allied airborne forces played decisive
roles by neutralising key threats to the

HISTORY

landings, such as the Merville Battery, securing key points
before the Germans could react, such as Pegasus Bridge, and
holding the flanks against German counter attacks.

HOBART’S FUNNIES

Experience from the Western Desert and lessons from the
Dieppe Raid inspired the British Army to invent a collection
of specialist vehicles to deal with obstacles and strong points
for the beach assault and for the fight inland. This
responsibility fell to Major General Percy Hobart, who had
commanded 7th Armoured Division, the Desert Rats, in
North Africa. Known as Hobart’s Funnies, these vehicles
were grouped in the 79th Armoured Division. On D-Day they
were the first vehicles to assault up the beaches and penetrate
the Atlantic Wall.
Most of these ingenious machines were mounted on
Churchill or Sherman tank chassis. The ‘Crocodile’ was a
flamethrower; supplied from an armoured trailer carrying 400
gallons of fuel, it projected flame over 100 metres at trenches,
bunkers and fortifications with
terrifying psychological effect. Strong
points could also be attacked by the
Assault Vehicle Royal Engineers,
known as the AVRE, which fired a
40-pound high explosive ‘dustbin’
charge from a large calibre mortar
mounted on its turret.
The AVRE was a particularly
versatile beast which could be fitted
with fascines or small bridges to breach
ditches and tank obstacles, mine
ploughs to open routes through
minefields, and the Bobbin – a trackway
dispenser to allow tanks to pass over
soft ground, including the beaches. Its
crew of six could dismount to place
demolition charges or prepare obstacles.

Major General
Percy Hobart
(below) oversaw the
development of a range
of modified tanks, such
as the Sherman Crab
Mark II (bottom) with
a minesweeping flail
used to clear identified
minefields

GERMAN ARMOUR

German armour was also adapted to the
situation, albeit hastily, in the run-up to
the invasion. One of Rommel’s reserves
stationed in Normandy, the 21st Panzer
Division, represented a major threat to
the British and Canadian landing forces
in the Caen area. Major Alfred Becker,
an artilleryman with a doctorate in
mechanical engineering, set up a
workshop in Paris to convert captured
French armoured vehicles into an
impressive series of effective assault
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The ARK was a Churchill chassis
with ramps fore and aft that other tanks
could drive over to breach obstacles
and small rivers.
An American innovation was the
Duplex Drive Sherman tank with a
watertight canvas screen, which could
propel itself on to a beach from a
landing craft several miles offshore.
These were used in the initial assault to
support the first waves of infantry.
Notably, United States forces were
offered support from 79th Armoured
Division by the British but there was
not much take-up, probably owing to
the training burden and for fear of
encumbering the logistic chain with
different vehicles. Those decisions have
attracted criticism because some felt the
‘Funnies’ would have reduced
American casualties, most notably on
Omaha Beach, where for a few critical
hours, the landing hung in the balance.
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guns, self-propelled guns, personnel
carriers and rocket launchers. While
British ‘Firefly’ tanks – Shermans
armed with a 17-pounder gun – beat off
the 21st Panzer Division’s much
delayed and fragmented counter attack
on D-Day, Becker’s ‘scrap-heap
challenge’ force remained largely
unengaged. However a later British
offensive, Operation Goodwood in
mid-July, was defeated by a skilful
combination of German armour,
Becker’s mobile batteries, and 88mm
anti-aircraft guns used in the anti-tank
role, which proved lethal.

A truck traverses the
floating pontoons of the
Mulberry Harbour at
Arromanches

A L A MY, G ET T Y I MAG E S

MULBERRY HARBOURS

As early as 1940-41, various engineer
study teams were investigating how to
repair, or even to replace, ports in
liberated Europe. Churchill gave a
powerful stimulus to these efforts in
May 1942, directing famously that
“piers for use on beaches” must “float
up and down with the tide. The anchor
problem must be mastered. Let us have
the best solution worked out. Don’t
argue the matter. The difficulties will
argue for themselves.”
The Dieppe Raid, moreover,
crystallised the realisation that the
Allies could not rely on capturing a
French port. If ports could not be
captured the Allies would take ports
with them. Thus two portable Mulberry
Harbours (‘Mulberry’ was the military
code name) were constructed to provide
the port facilities necessary to offload
the thousands of men and vehicles, and
tons of supplies necessary to sustain the
landings and the battle for Normandy.
The required capacity was 12,000
tons per day. The harbours were
comprised of piers, breakwaters and ten
miles of floating roadways, constructed
by major civil engineering companies in
dockyards around the British coast. The
purpose of these items was so secret
that some of the construction force, not
realising the products were for the war
effort, went on strike and jeopardised
their timely delivery.
The Mulberries were successfully
towed into position on D-Day and were
operational within a few days. On 19
June a Force 8 storm blew into
Normandy and destroyed the Mulberry
harbour at Omaha Beach. The other
one, at Arromanches, survived and
came to be known as Port Winston. In

The harbour was
used to land 2.5
million men,
500,000 vehicles
and 4 million
tons of supplies
the ten months after D-Day, it was used
to land over 2.5 million men, 500,000
vehicles, and 4 million tons of supplies.
This stands as one of the greatest ever
feats of military engineering, both in its
technical prowess and the strategic
impact it delivered. The remains of the
harbour are still visible from the
beaches at Arromanches.

PLUTO

The ‘Pipe-lines under the Ocean’ (Pluto)
scheme, which delivered fuel to the
Allied forces ashore, proved another
brilliant innovation. Although the battle
of Normandy was largely won by the
time the first petrol was pumped to
France, cross-Channel pipe-lines
provided fuel for the remainder of the
campaign, and were a foundation for
post-war offshore oilfield exploitation.
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Besides strategic, operational and
tactical acumen, engineering ingenuity
was a critical ingredient of Allied
success in a battle that both sides new
would determine the course of the war.
The mix of engineering science and
military technologies would transform
battlefield tactics and campaign logistics.
Never before, and arguably never since,
had so much ingenious preparation
paved the way for such a climactic battle
with so profound an outcome.
Overall, the balance of successful
foresight and innovation rested with the
Allies to a marked degree. The
Mulberry harbours, for example,
astonished the Germans. Hitler’s
henchman Albert Speer concluded:
“By means of a single brilliant technical
idea the enemy bypassed [our] defences
within two weeks after the first landing.
… Our whole plan of defence had
proved irrelevant.” As Rommel himself
said, “sweat saves blood, blood saves
life and brains save both.”
The Normandy Memorial Trust is to
erect a memorial to the 22,442 British
and Commonwealth soldiers, sailors and
airmen who gave their lives in the
campaign. Donations can be made at
normandymemorialtrust.org

Below, a bronze
sculputre of WC
Handy at the museum
in the cabin where the
bluesman grew up

UNSPLASH

The Tennessee River
at Muscle Shoals

Left, Muscle Shoals
Studio; above,Tom
Hendrix, and the wall he
built in memory of his
great-great-grandmother
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relocation of Native Americans
following the Indian Removal Act of
1830. “Te-Lah-Nay listened to all the
rivers and streams she found in
Oklahoma, but there were no songs,”
Hendrix said. “She eventually escaped
and spent five years walking 800 miles
to make her way back home to the
Singing River.”
Each stone of Hendrix’s creation, the
Wichahpi Commemorative Stone Wall,
represents a step on Te-Lah-Nay’s
journey back to the music of the river.
It’s an atmospheric starting point for any
tour of this area’s exceptional musical
history.
The godfather of that legacy is the
legendary bluesman, William
Christopher ‘W.C.’ Handy, born in
Florence in 1873 and brought up in a
two-room log cabin that can be visited
today. Although Handy never claimed
to have invented the genre, he was
certainly the first musician to introduce
the blues to the American mainstream.
Living in the cabin built by his
grandfather, a former slave, Handy
spent his spare time playing the cornet
and the church organ, listening to the
Alabama may lack the iconic
sounds of the local songbirds and the
tourist destinations of other
rolling rhythms of the Tennessee River.
Handy saved up enough money to
states, but from the blues to
buy his first guitar by picking berries
Muscle Shoals Sound Studio,
and nuts and making his own lye soap,
but his Methodist preacher father said
its musical legacy is as rich as
he considered the instrument to be ‘the
any in the USA
devil’s plaything’. He made Handy take
it back to the store and swap it for a
by Jonathan Wingate
dictionary.
Despite his family’s misgivings,
Handy worked as a touring musician,
travelling around the Deep South
soaking up all the blues he could find. One hot summer
afternoon in 1903, he was trying to catch forty winks as he
waited for a train at a railroad station in Tutwiler, Mississippi
when he noticed a dishevelled drifter whiling away the time
playing his guitar.
“His clothes were rags, his feet peeped out of his shoes,”
Handy recalled in 1941. “His face had on it some of the
sadness of the ages. He pressed a knife on the strings in a
manner popularised by Hawaiian guitarists. The effect was
unforgettable. ‘Going to where the Southern cross the yellow
dog,’ the singer repeated, accompanying himself on the guitar
with the weirdest music I had ever heard.”
Inspired by the mystery guitarist, W.C. Handy laid down
the foundations for the blues boom that soon erupted, when
he wrote a string of iconic songs including Memphis Blues,
Beale Street Blues and Saint Louis Blues. When he realised
that his peers were not being paid for their compositions, he
became the first blues musician to copyright his own songs.

ALABAMA
SOMETHING
IN THE
WATER

I

f you listen to the gospel sung in the
churches of the Deep South, you can
hear the roots of soul, blues, country
and rock and roll music. The Native
American, African and European
populations who’d either been enslaved
or came looking for jobs after the Civil
War produced a unique cultural blend
that helped create an unmistakable
sound. These influences all meet at a
corner of the Tennessee River, in
northern Alabama, where the towns of
Florence and Muscle Shoals sit on either
bank, forming a backdrop for the most
remarkable musical legacy.
Around here, locals really do say
there’s something in the water. “The
Indian tribes called the river Nun-NuhSae, or the Singing River, because they
believed in a young woman living in the
water who sings songs that guide them
through life,” 82-year-old Tom Hendrix
told me. “If you go to the river’s quiet
places, you can still hear her sing.”
Hendrix devoted 35 years to building
an extraordinary stone wall – recorded
in the Library of Congress – in memory
of his great great grandmother, Te-LahNay. A member of the Yuchi tribe
which lived along the riverbanks, she
was taken from her family during the
infamous Trail of Tears, the forced
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Although you rarely hear Handy’s name mentioned with the
same reverence reserved for the blues singers for whom he
paved the way, his beautifully preserved cabin is now one of
the most popular stops on the Alabama tourist trail.

S

am Phillips is undoubtedly much better known than
Handy, though there is nothing outside his childhood
home, also in Florence, to indicate that the man who
discovered Elvis Presley also grew up here. 1057 Royal
Avenue is a magnolia clipboard house with a Confederate flag
nailed to the porch and a tyre hanging from an old oak tree in
the front garden – it’s now in private hands.
Born in 1923, Samuel Cornelius Phillips was raised by a
family of sharecropper farmers who could barely afford to
feed their eight children. After cutting his teeth as a DJ and
radio engineer, he signed the lease on a small storefront
property in downtown Memphis. Promoted by the slogan ‘We
Record Anything-Anywhere-Anytime,’
Phillips opened the doors of Sun
Records and his Memphis Recording
Service in February 1952.
“If I could find a white man with the
Negro sound and the Negro feel, I could
make a billion dollars,” Phillips
repeatedly told his assistant, Marion
Keisker, during the early days at Sun. In
the summer of 1953, 18-year-old Elvis
Presley dropped in to the studio to
record a two song acetate. When
Keisker asked him who he sounded
like, Presley simply said: “I don’t sound
like nobody.”
Phillips arranged for two of his
regular session men, guitarist Scotty
Moore and double bassist Bill Black to
come over to the studio on 5th July
1954 to play with Presley for an
audition. After a few hours of fun but
ultimately fruitless jamming, they were
Above, Etta James at
about to call it a night when Elvis
Fame Studios; right,
started playing an uptempo version of
Muscle Shoals Studio
an old Arthur Crudup blues number,
today
That’s All Right. “Sam didn’t know
what he was looking for,” Moore
explained when I interviewed him a
few years ago, “but he knew it when he
heard it.”
Sam Phillips had found his
superstar, but he never got close to the
billion-dollars he dreamed of. Although
it was at the time by far the biggest deal
in the history of the music business,
Phillips sold Elvis Presley’s contract to
RCA Records in November 1955 for
$35,000. Within months, Presley
released Heartbreak Hotel and became
an international star.
Across the water from Florence, the
city of Muscle Shoals (current
population 13,000) may be tiny

“We were just a
bunch of redneck
musicians, so when
I look back and
think of all the
music that came
out of here, I have
to pinch myself”
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compared to cultural metropolises like
Memphis, New York or Los Angeles, yet
it has an extraordinarily rich musical
history that rivals any of them. There
were periods during the ‘60s and ‘70s
when 10 per cent of the world’s hits
were being produced in the Muscle
Shoals region.
The seemingly endless stream of hit
records that came swirling like
Tennessee River water out of Muscle
Shoals started in Rick Hall’s FAME
Studios, which opened its doors in
1959. Originally located in Florence,
FAME (which stands for Florence
Alabama Music Enterprises) moved to a
former tobacco warehouse in Sheffield
in the early 1960s.
Inspired by his mentor, Sam Phillips,
Hall launched the careers of scores of
soul singers who came to FAME Studios
for a bit of Muscle Shoals magic. The
foundation of what became known as
‘the Muscle Shoals sound’ was built on
the idea of putting black soul singers
together with local white musicians
during a time when race relations were
at their worst in the Deep South.
Guitarist Jimmy Johnson, bassist David
Hood, keyboard player Barry Beckett and
drummer Roger Hawkins were known as
the Muscle Shoals Rhythm Section.

Given the nickname ‘the Swampers ‘by
producer, Denny Cordell, because of their
“funky, soulful Southern swamp sound,”
they confounded the conventional
wisdom that only black musicians could
play soul and that white Southerners
played only country.

F

AME is a nondescript-looking
brown bunker on a busy main
road junction that sits between
an auto-parts store and a
pharmacy. Above the doorway to the
studio where Percy Sledge recorded
When A Man Loves A Woman and
Aretha Franklin cut I Never Loved A
Man (The Way I Love You), a handpainted sign reads: ‘Through these doors
walk the finest musicians, songwriters,
artists and producers in the world.’
“I can’t really put it into words, but I
know that when I hear something that
was recorded here, it just rings a bell in
my head,” says trombonist Charles
Rose, co-founder of the Muscle Shoals
Horns. “The music always had a certain
purity about it. Most of the Muscle
Shoals musicians were not overly
sophisticated virtuosos – they were just
good old boys who played with a
unique style. Maybe it’s osmosis, but
working here with these people, you
instinctively know what feels right.”
Nearby is the Muscle Shoals Sound
Studio, set up as a rival operation in
1969. It was here that the Rolling Stones
recorded their 1971 album Sticky
Fingers – legendary sessions that
produced classics including Brown
Sugar, Wild Horses and You Gotta Move.
After relocating in 1979, the original
studio remained closed until it was
refurbished two years ago, thanks to a
$1 million donation from Apple.
“We were just a bunch of redneck
musicians, so when I look back and
think of all of the incredible success we
had and all of this music that came out
of a little place like Muscle Shoals, I
really have to pinch myself,” says Jimmy
Johnson, who engineered those Stones
sessions. “At the time, I don’t even think
we realised that it was so special, but it
really was. I don’t know whether it’s true
that there’s something in the water here,
but there is definitely something magical
about this part of Alabama.”

FAME Studios in
Muscle Shoals

Clockwise: Mick Jagger
recording; the FAME
studios mixing desk;
Rick Hall; tribute to
Sam Phillips at Alabama
Musical Hall of Fame

For further information on Alabama
Tourism, visit: alabama.travel
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W ITH S IT W E L L

TH E VEG TH AT
MEANS S PRING

Boisdale Life’s new food and drinks
editor considers whether cultivating
asparagus is heroic or plain foolhardy

O

f all the homegrown vegetables,
asparagus are
possibly the most
rewarding. But you must
approach the subject with
patience. Really they are an
antidote for a soul that wishes
to plant a vineyard. The latter
takes about seven years before
the first harvest and a great
deal of heartache and
endeavour.
Those eager for quick
results, and ready access to a
windowbox rather than a
rotavator and a hoe, might
wish to sow coriander seeds.
But if your ambition lies about
half-way between coriander
and a vineyard then asparagus
could be your poison.
And so you dig trenches
creating a ridge along which
you will place your deadlooking crowns, the roots of
asparagus that hold your
dreams of 20 years of spears. It
may or may not work. When
the little purple heads pop out
of the soil, for the first three
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years, you must ignore them.
Don’t attempt to cut or eat
them. Restrain yourself as
Odysseus did passing the
island of the Sirens. Let them
grow big and scraggy. Cut
them only as autumn comes.
Alternatively cheat. Hasten
to the bar at Boisdale, order a
good glass of Carmen Fume
Blanc Reserva 2017, then
peruse the menu and order a
plate of the chef’s best and
freshest spears, presented
with sublime hollandaise or
just butter. And gobble them
up as you peruse these pages.
Like me, Bill Knott is a
food scribe and dreamer.
Follow him as he embarks on
an epic, beautifully-imaged
gastronomic journey. Pause as
you read Joanna Blythman’s
historic take-down of
veganism, and relish the air
of a pure Icelandic chef’s
garden between sips of Alice
Lascelles’s luscious cocktails.
Eatwell with Sitwell – you
know it makes (rather
delicious) sense.

The so-called
‘Impossible Burger’, a
plant-based burger
developed in California
to simulate the taste
and texture of beef

T H E GREAT
V E G AN W IN D-UP
As supermarkets and
makers of processed food
jump excitedly aboard the
vegan bandwagon, a high
profile report proposes a
radical, plant-based shift
in the planet’s eating.
However, food writer
Joanna Blythman argues
we shouldn’t be taken in
by the smoke-and-mirrors
claims of the vegan lobby

N

ot so long ago, vegans were
a vanishingly small
minority, an estimated 1 per
cent of the UK population.
Now when you turn on the
TV or pick up a paper, you’d think that
their ranks had swollen exponentially.
In a highly orchestrated Orwellian
groupthink exercise, fuelled by protests,
publicity stunts and a voracious media
apetite for vegan-related headlines, we’re
repeatedly told that for the good of our
health and for the environment, we must
wean ourselves off animal foods and
onto ‘plant-based’ eating.
This organised vegan chorus reached
new heights recently with the slick
launch of the EAT-Lancet diet, which its
ambitious advocates presented as
‘The Great Food Transformation’,
a radical planetary shift in the
way we eat.
For those of us who simply
want to enjoy reasonable amounts
of traditional animal foods, to
make our pastry with butter, to
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enjoy the odd steak, to sink our teeth into
a cheese sandwich – in other words, to
consume the animal foods that sustained
our ancestors for millennia – EAT-Lancet
is an alarming prospect. Just to give you
a flavour of it, sign up for this diet and
you’ll be permitted no more than
one-and-a-half eggs a week, and seven
grams of meat a day (that’s about a third
of a rasher of bacon). And although it has
been presented as vegetable-rich,
vegetables account for only three per
cent of the recommended EAT-Lancet
diet, with grains providing 60 per cent of
our total energy requirements.
If we were to adopt this regimen, the
inimitable Full English Breakfast, and
cafe favourites like Eggs Benedict would
disappear from our menus. Chefs would
soon find that their char-grills were
redundant. You’d toil to find a coffee bar
that serves proper milk in amongst the
expensive soy and oat lookalikes.
Seeing the way the commercial wind
is blowing, food manufacturers and
supermarkets are slobbering over the
profits to be made from chasing the
vegan pound. Many of the most debased,
ultra-processed, health-wrecking foods
on the market at the moment, things like
sweet breakfast cereals, ‘fruit drinks’,
additive-packed industrial bread, can be
recast in a flattering aura of health when
they are presented as vegan.
Companies have rushed out a new
portfolio of vegan, ultra-processed foods
to cash in on the trend. They’re being
sold as better for us than their animal
food equivalents, but one look at the
ingredients shows that they are anything
but. Be it vegan ‘burgers’ or ‘chicken-less
fillets’, the recipe tends to be only
variations on the same cheap
ingredients: lots of water, some kind of
protein powder (such as pea protein
isolate, soya), a stiffening measure of
chemically altered ‘modified’ starch,
powerful food glues (carrageenan,
xanthan, guar), industrially ‘refined’
vegetable oils, all this flavoured up with
what’s known in the fake food industry
as ‘flavour modulators’ – sugars, excess
salt, synthetic flavourings. Developed in
California, the ‘Impossible Burger’ uses
such hi-tech ingredients, but adds in a
genetically engineered form of iron that
creates a ‘bloody’, meat-like appearance.
These vegan doppelgängers not only
ape animal foods by employing all the
food technologist’s black arts, they also

E AT WELL

Another week, another
headline: from protests
to novelty food items,
veganism has become
a news cycle fixture

This plant-food
push could have
very serious
consequences for
the nation’s health

U N S P L A S H , IM P O S S I BL E

Is this the future of a full
English breakfast?

appropriate their descriptions.
Sometimes this language theft is done
with a sense of humour. For instance, an
‘artisan plant-based cheesemonger’, La
Fauxmagerie, recently opened its doors
in London. Vegan haggis, vegan cheese,
vegan milk, vegan ribs and more –
imaginative copies of real animal foods
– are flooding supermarket shelves. In
restaurants, menu descriptions of these
food-like vegan configurations are a
free-for-all. While a restaurateur who
tries to pass off beef as lamb faces
prosecution under various food
regulations, terms, such as ‘vegan
burgers’ or ‘vegan hotdogs’ don’t seem
to trigger any official action.
It would all be amusing if it weren’t so
worrying. This plant-food push could
put some of our best farmers out of
business, and have very serious
consequences for the nation’s health.
For starters, a vegan diet contains no
vitamin B12; lack of that micronutrient
eventually causes pernicious anaemia.
Nutrition expert Dr Zoe Harcombe, who
has analysed the detailed composition of
the EAT-Lancet diet, says that anyone
who followed it would become deficient
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not only in B12, but also in vitamins D3,
K2, potassium, sodium, calcium,
essential fatty acids, and absorbable iron.
It’s tempting to turn a deaf ear to the
vegan cacophony, to see the whole
plant-based surge as another passing
avocado and quinoa-laced fad, even as an
Instagram-led eating disorder that will run
its course, unfortunately harming those
who are naive enough to fall for it along
the way. But influential vegan zealots
won’t allow us that liberty. In addition to
holding well-financed launches in 40
countries, EAT-Lancet is lobbying
intensively in the corridors of power to
impose its prescription on us by way of
dictatorial interventionist measures. These
include, “influencing nutritional labelling
and dietary guidelines”, taxing meat, and
last but not least, “removing meat from
restaurant menus”.
If ever there was a need to stand up for
our right to eat real food, as opposed to
fake food, it’s now.

E AT WELL

BLOOD ORANGE &
BERGAMOT GIMLET
INGREDIENTS

• 50ml BBR No.3 Gin
• 35ml Bottlegreen Blood
Orange & Bergamot cordial
• 15ml freshly-squeezed
lime juice
METHOD:

Shake ingredients with ice and
strain into glass.
GLASS:

COCKTAILS WITH
ALICE LASCELLES

Small cocktail glass
GARNISH:

none

I

’ve always though people
who drink Gimlets are
rather cool. They’re the
kind of people who really
know their own mind. They
have no need for bartending
pyrotechnics or cocktail
parasols or trendy craft gins.
They just take their liquor
short, strong, sour, and
completely unadorned.
A classic Gimlet is equal
parts gin and Rose’s Lime
Cordial. This formula was
supposedly invented – like

quite a few mixed drinks – by
the Royal Navy, who were
always looking for more
palatable ways to get their
daily dose of vitamin C.
I do love simplicity in a
drink, but I must say this ratio
is a bit uncompromising, even
for me. Purists may disagree,
but I think a Gimlet’s much
better if you dial the cordial
back a bit and add a splash of
lime – then you get a drink
that’s heavenly: pure, tart and
icy, icy cold.

The beauty of the Gimlet is
that you can re-invent it very
easily just by switching the
cordial – I’ve made good
twists with rhubarb cordial
and Thorncroft Nettle Cordial
in the past. However,
Bottlegreen’s new Blood
Orange & Bergamot cordial is
a bit of a discovery, with a
nice zesty tang to it. Play
around with the cordial by all
means, but for the gin stick
with a classic London Dry
– I’m going for a Berry Bros
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No.3, but Beefeater or
Tanqueray would be good too.
Lime juice must be
freshly-squeezed – there’s no
place for the bottled stuff in a
cocktail – and coldness is
critical. Before you start
mixing the drink, put your
glassware in the freezer so it
acquires a lovely frosty sheen.
And go for a cocktail glass on
the small side – a succession
of icy little Gimlets is much
more tantalising than one big
but tepid one.

JA MI E L AU

The renowned drinks writer and Boisdale Life’s new cocktails
columnist suggests a flavoursome twist on the classic Gimlet

Single Estate Spirits
Distilled from the finest Horatio wheat
grown on the Ramsbury estate. Handcrafted
from field to bottle in the heart of Wiltshire.

www.ramsburyestates.co.uk
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A TA STE OF
T HE W ILD

In the volcanic Westman
Islands in the southern region
of Iceland stands Slippurinn,
a family-run restaurant with
a simple philosophy. Here chef
Gísli Matthías Auðunsson cooks
everything from scratch from
wild herbs and seaweed to fruit
and vegetables grown in his
kitchen garden

Chef Gísli Matthías
Auðunsson in the
coastal garden of
Slippurinn on the
remote Icelandic
island of Heimaey

E AT WELL

I

was born in 1989 on Heimaey, the
only inhabited island of
Vestmannaeyjar (the Westman
Islands). The archipelago was
formed by volcanic activity during
the last few thousand years, around the
south coast of Iceland. Fishing has
always been the main industry on
Heimaey; I come from a hard-working
family of fishermen and cooks.
In 2011, an idea came up in a family
gathering to open a restaurant in
Vestmannaeyjar. My mother had always
dreamed of reviving this amazing old
machine workshop that used to serve the
slipways behind the building (where the
name, Slippurinn, comes from).
A year later, Slippurinn became a
reality. We built it from scratch. Along
with my sister Indíana and my parents,
Kata and Auðunn, I have always had a
clear vision of what Slippurinn should
be: a place that is charming, with an
amazing atmosphere. It would only open
in summer. Our objective was to keep it
sustainable, to work with local island
produce, and to be seasonal. We want
our guests to experience a strong sense of
time and place while dining with us.
Although the restaurant itself has
changed since we first opened – every
year it becomes more seasonal and more
sustainable – our core elements have not.
The islands are surrounded by the
Atlantic Ocean and the weather makes
for rough growing conditions, with high
winds and saltiness in the air. Lava ash
tends to settle everywhere. We have a
volcanic soil that is rich in minerals and
nutrients. When combined with ash, the
soil becomes more acidic. It retains a lot
of water so good drainage is important.

Above: Gísli Matthías
Auðunsson at work in
his restaurant
Slippurinn’s garden
Right: His book,The
Garden Chef (Phaidon),
is out in May

We grow some of our produce ourselves
but we also work closely with farmers on
the mainland, who use geothermal energy
to power their greenhouses all year round.
We also forage on the island for wild
herbs such as Arctic thyme and different
types of seaweed, such as sugar kelp,
dulse, sea truffles, kombu, and Irish moss.
Our garden is a four-minute drive
from the restaurant, on the south coast of
the island. It’s not very high above sea
level and we use it for growing tough
root vegetables such as kohlrabi,
radishes, rutabagas (swedes), carrots, and
potatoes. We also grow kale and salads,
such as mizuna which has a spicy

O U R FAVO R ITE I C E L A N D I C H E R B S F O R COC KTA I L S

ARCTIC THYME
Aromatic foraged
herb with flavour
notes of thyme,
honey, and lavender.
We infuse it in pear
cider with burnt
lemon and vodka.

SPANISH
CHERVIL
This gives an anise
kick, something that
Icelanders love (we
really like licorice).

ROWAN
BERRIES
Bitter red berries
that we infuse in our
version of a negroni
along with our
rhubarb liquor in
place of Campari.

SORREL
A herb that grows
wild all over the
island and has a very
nostalgic sour taste
for islanders.
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flavour, and we have a small greenhouse
for more delicate things like black
currants, nasturtiums, lovage, and herbs.
My mother takes care of the garden
together with an islander called Bubba,
and occasionally our cooks give a helping
hand. The garden is only active from May,
when we sow seeds and plant out; those
crops are then harvested in July and
August. On non-flowering crops, such as
the root vegetables, we use well-rotted
horse manure. We stick to simple organic
methods. For deterring pests, we mainly
use a blend of garlic and water. We simply
blend the garlic with water and spray it
on the beds. It’s good for aphid attacks.
The local people know that we love
wild produce, and many of them let us
take the rhubarb from their gardens in
exchange for a voucher for cocktails. We
also get herbs like peppermint, parsley,
and lovage that way. We wanted to create
cocktails with only hand-foraged herbs,
berries, and spices from the islands, with
the idea that people would sense the
time and place in the first sip. We felt
that it would be more fun and unlike
anything anyone else is doing.
Preserving vegetables from the garden
is another key activity. All the stems of
various herbs we either turn into
seasoned salts or dry and make powders
and seasonings. We also pickle a lot of
root vegetables, such as turnips,
rutabagas, and carrots, to use early
season, a little over a half year after they
are harvested.
We work on our menu in close
connection with the garden and the wild
ingredients that we are able to forage.
Seasons change quite dramatically; we
have many micro seasons throughout the
summer. After exploring the island for
produce over the past seven years, we
feel that we know exactly when each
herb will be hitting its prime.

Sir Ian Botham Wines are now available in Boisdale Restaurants

Also available in

Please enjoy Botham wines responsibly
www.bothamwines.com

@bothamwines

UP, U P
A N D AWAY
Bill Knott unfurls a mysterious
family heirloom and embarks on
his dream epicurean adventure
Illustrations Wesley Merritt

brightly-coloured fishing boats, and huge
frames from which thousands of ropes of
mussels and oysters are suspended: the
best, the legendary Tarbouriech oysters,
are lowered and raised from the water
(using a solar-powered Heath Robinsonlike device) to simulate a non-existent
tide in the placid lagoon, which makes
them fat and sweet.
Narrowly avoiding a flamboyance
of flamingos as I landed my carpet,
I happily devoured a dozen of these
divine bivalves in Tarbouriech Le
St Barth (lestbarth.com), a glorified
fishermen’s shack with a short but
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fabulous menu. Nor did I stint on a
crisp, lemon-scented bottle Picpoul de
Pinet, the splendid local white: it is a
little-known fact that nobody has ever
been breathalysed on a magic carpet.
Time to hit the Amalfi Coast for
lunch. I invariably arrive at Da Adolfo
(daadolfo.com), an alfresco jewel
perched on a shingle beach. It’s a
10-minute boat ride from the harbour
front in Positano, and the restaurant’s
ferry – a red fish logo atop its mast –
acts as a shuttle service for diners.
This time, however, I approached
discreetly from Laurito, the hamlet
behind Da Adolfo, and fluttered to a
stop by the small kitchen. Sergio, the
owner, usually takes everything in
his stride, but he was dumbfounded.
“Che magnifico tappeto!” he eventually
exclaimed, reverentially stroking my
carpet as though it were a Ferrari.
I feasted on mozzarella grilled in
lemon leaves; prawns no bigger than
a little fingernail; gilthead bream with
steamed mussels; and fresh mulberries,
strewn with sugar and served in a bowl

W ES L E Y ME RR I T T AT DEB U TA RT

I

had always, I thought, been my
Uncle Eric’s favourite nephew: in
his will, however, his only bequest
to me was a rather scruffy Persian
rug, together with a claret-stained
pamphlet written in ancient Farsi.
Fortunately, Uncle Eric, who was the
Emeritus Professor of Mesopotamian
Studies at Oxford, had taught me
rudimentary Farsi over tea and
crumpets in his study when I was a
boy. I tried a few sentences out loud: to
my amazement, the scruffy old carpet
started to quiver, then slowly left the
floor and floated a few inches above it.
A good deal of trial-and-error
followed. My grasp of Farsi was far
from perfect, and the wine stains had
rendered some of the text illegible, but I
finally managed to clamber aboard and
navigate myself to a nearby pub.
Sat at the bar, it occurred to me that,
in terms of sustenance, I could do a lot
better than a pint and a ploughman’s;
and so, early next morning, I loaded
my carpet with a few necessities and
headed south. Apart from a minor
scare when I was mistaken for a drone
somewhere near Gatwick, the voyage
to my first stop, in the south of France,
passed without incident.
I hovered over the Étang de Thau,
the lagoon in the south of France that
produces some of the world’s finest
shellfish. The waters are dotted with

E AT WELL

of ice. The local wine was white, chilly,
unpretentious and delicious, while
coffee and a slug of nocino – strong,
bitter-sweet green walnut liqueur –
fortified me for the onward journey.
Waving addio to a still-awestruck
Sergio, I piloted my trusty rug
westward, across the Med and the
North Atlantic, putting my foot
down (metaphorically: actually I just
murmured,  خیلی سریع برو,which is Farsi
for “go very fast”) until the Manhattan
skyline hove into view.
Cranking up Gershwin’s “Rhapsody
In Blue” (surprisingly, the carpet boasts
a superior kind of car stereo) as I darted
between the Midtown skyscrapers,
I swooped below the Williamsburg
Bridge on the Brooklyn side of the
East River, landed on the cycle path,
dismounted, and – rug tucked under
my arm – strolled into the welcoming
arms of Peter Luger: actually, he died

It is a little known
fact that nobody
has ever been
breathalysed on
a magic carpet

in 1941, but the famous steak house
named in his honour (peterluger.com)
happily survives. Luger was German,
and a thoroughly bierkeller-like
atmosphere pervades the magnificent
oak-and-brass dining room.
A diner here need utter just four words
to the waiter: porterhouse steak, medium
rare. Mine was perfect: gloriously
marbled, richly flavoured and running
with juices. A bottle of house reserve
Napa Cabernet matched it rather well.
Time, finally, for a cigar and a
digestif: back across the Pond, then, to a
little place I know just next to Belgravia
Coach Station, where I could cap my
adventure with a large Springbank malt,
and a robust, spicy Hoyo de Monterrey
Epicure No. 2 to keep it company.
Curiously, although the terrace at
Boisdale was packed, not a soul saw me
land. You might suspect that they were
they all too drunk… but no: Uncle Eric’s
magic carpet was, so an addendum to
the pamphlet says, woven by a renegade
Scot from a long line of kilt makers.
Several centuries ago, frustrated by
life on the ocean wave, he jumped
ship in the Persian Gulf and went
back to the family business: perhaps
unique amongst Persian carpets of the
16th century, it is woven in tartan. At
Boisdale, my camouflage was perfect.

LA FAMILLE PERRIN:
NOW AT BOISDALE
We’re thr illed to announce a new
entente with one of the premier
wine marques of the Souther n
Rhone , the House of Perrin. Since
the 19th centur y the Famille
Per r in have been producing some
of the region’s greatest wines, of
which Boisdale has now secured
a definitive selection (see below).
These r ange from a delicious Cotes
du Rhone to the outstanding,
award-winning Chateau de
Beaucastel, and are now available in
Boisdale bar s and restaur ants, or to
be ordered as a sample case to be
enjoyed at home .
On 15 May, Boisdale will
also be hosting a six-cour se
Famille Perrin Lunch, with wine
pair ings, at Boisdale of Belgr avia,
in collabor ation with the Oldie
Magazine . Please go to
Boisdale .co.uk for more infor mation.
Our La Famille Perrin selection
-

Cotes du Luberon Blanc 2017
Cote du Rhone Reser ve 2016
Cote du Rhone Reser ve 2016
Rasteau L’Andeol 2015
Vinsobres Les Cornuds 2015
Gigondas 2012, Domaine du Clos
des Tourelles
- Chateauneuf-du-Pape 2016, les
Sinards
For more infor mation on Famille
Per r in, visit familleper r in.com
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20 Chesham Place, London SW1X 8HQ
info@thehari.com | 020 7858 0100
www.thehari.com
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62

70

72

80

It's vast, it's lavish, and it
goes off-road: we take
Rolls Royce's SUV, the
Cullinan, for a spin

The latest indulgences
and extravagances from
Cartier, Montblanc and
Louis XIII

Tom Jeffreys heads to
Portugal's northern wine
mecca, and onwards to
the Douro valley

Nick Hammond visits
the maker of the world's
first truly organic cigar,
in Nicaragua

CHANGE
OF ROLLS

BOISDALE
APPROVES

THE CHARM
OF PORTO

CIGARS GO
ORGANIC

66

PHASES
ON STUN
Timothy Barber finds that moon phase watches
have an eerie beauty harking back to man's
earliest attempts to mark the passage of time
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The Cullinan has
reasonable off-road
ability should anyone
really decide to take it
into the sticks, but it’s
hardly an interior to
be hosed down
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PURSUITS

Cars

LET’S OFF-ROAD
(IN A ROLLS-ROYCE)
Ben Oliver has little truck with the all-consuming SUV fad, but is still
seduced by the most absurdly lavish, and controversial, example yet

T

he new Rolls-Royce
Cullinan may be the
marque’s first four wheel
drive, but its cars have been
used off the beaten path for
more than a century. TE Lawrence used
a fleet of armoured Rolls-Royces to
sabotage the Hejaz railway, and
described them as ‘more valuable than
rubies in the desert’. Indian maharajahs
specified pistol holsters, rifle racks and
even trailer-mounted machine guns for
theirs and went elephant hunting in
them. The military versions rescued
downed early pilots in the Great War,
and saw service again in the early years
of the Second World War in the Western
Desert and Iraq. Unfortunately for
Rolls-Royce, conservation and the fact
that it is now owned by Germans
prevent it from using this history to
justify its controversial decision to
build an SUV.
Starting with the Phantom of 2003,
Rolls-Royce has been brilliantly
reinvented by BMW. Its cars have eerie
refinement, sybaritic interiors and
dramatic, borderline-arrogant design to
announce it all. It would be sacrilegious
to scratch that mirror-finish paint as
you nose through the undergrowth, or
to sully the heavy lambswool rugs with
muddy boots. Nobody will, of course,
and that just highlights the absurdity of
the super-luxury SUV, and indeed most
SUVs. We seldom if ever use their
off-road ability, but we’ve become
addicted to the sense of security their
bigger, higher bodies give us, and we’re
prepared to ignore the resultant
deleterious impact on their performance
and handling and efficiency.
SUVs are simply less good as cars,
yet they’ve leapt from 15 to 35 per cent
of global car sales in the past five years,

and next year will account for more
than half of sales in the US and China,
Rolls’ two biggest markets. Even the
most desirable carmakers can’t afford to
ignore our irrational desire for SUVs.
Almost all of the elite brands have now
launched one. Even Ferrari, which once
swore on its Mama’s life that it would
never capitulate, has confirmed it will
build the Purosangue ‘FUV’ from 2022.
The outcry from purists over the
Cullinan – which will set you’re
looking at upwareds of £260,000 –has
been intensified by its looks. I usually
try to avoid commenting on design: you
can see the pictures and decide for
yourself. But seen in the metal it’s
certainly not the visual home-run for
which Rolls’ is known. It has an oddly
upright, static quality, and an
unresolved contrast between the long,
squared-off nose and the hatchback-like
rear. It’s also massive, and even the
paddle-steamer sized 22-inch wheels
seem lost in those cavernous arches.

I

t’s more successful inside, sharing the
same extraordinary, unmatched
tactile quality of the cabins in other
Rolls-Royces. The Cullinan adds less
glossy finishes as befits an SUV, such as
the open-pore wood trim and a box-grain
leather finish used on the dashboard
which is copied from high-end luggage
and intended to resist scuffs. But those

It moves from stasis
to motion without
the slightest rocking
of its owner’s
Botoxed head
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squidgy rugs remain: this is not an
interior designed to be hosed out.
It shares its six-and-three-quarter litre
twin-turbocharged V12 engine with the
range-topping Phantom, and despite its
563 horsepower you get only the faintest
sense that it’s ticking over through the
steering wheel, much as you can
occasionally sense the movement
running in a Swiss watch when you
hold it in your hand. Its refinement
trumps every other super-luxury SUV.
As every Rolls should, the Cullinan
moves from stasis to motion and back
again without even the slightest rocking
of its owner’s Botoxed head.

H

uge acceleration is there if you
need it, of course, as is
reasonable off-road ability. But
you’re unlikely to. Rolls-Royce’s
representatives talk about this as being
a car for the ‘last mile’: the snowed-over
drive that leads up to your chalet in
Gstaad, or the track that takes you from
the highway to your Jackson Hole
ranch. In truth, a wet polo-match car
park is about as much as the Cullinan
will have to cope with. Most will spend
their lives in cities. Here, the Cullinan’s
extra ride height makes it surprisingly
wieldy for such a colossal car, as proven
by an emergency (lunch) dash from
Boisdale of Belgravia to Mayfair for a
senior member of management.
This sort of journey is the Cullinan’s
true métier, and one for which it is
well-suited. Rolls-Royce will doubtless
sell all it can build to people who
simply must have the most expensive
SUV available. The more discerning
will probably continue to use both a
Phantom and a Range Rover, but be glad
that their Phantoms will get ever more
opulent on the profits of the Cullinan.

PURSUITS

Luxury

BOISDALE APPROVES
A foray into the finer things

PEARL BEFORE WINE

MAYFAIR DE LUXE

I

t’s 110 years since Cartier, the French jeweller par
excellence, opened its palatial store on London’s
long-time hub of conspicuous consumption, Bond
Street. At the time, Alfred Cartier had tasked his
three sons with taking Cartier to the world: Louis ran
Paris, Pierre set up shop in New York while Jacques
took on London, courting aristocrats, film stars and
Maharajas (along with Charles de Gaulle and the
Free French who were given offices in the shop in
1940), and establishing the firm’s long relationship
with the Royal family. Much of the historic fabric of
the building – including its incredible Belle Epoque
oak staircase – survives, amid a dazzling revamp
that re-affirms the place as one of the most beautiful
temples of fine things to be found anywhere. There’s
even a private bar (pictured), if you can find it...
175-177 New Bond Street, W1S 4RN; Cartier.com

A PEN FOR A GIANT STAR

A fountain pen in the style of a switchblade may seem a cur ious
(though r ather nifty) idea. But this one . with a white gold nib that
extends out with a flick, has an iconic moment from cinema as its
inspir ation: James Dean’s knife fight scene from Rebel W ithout A
Cause. The actor, killed in a car cr ash aged 24 before that movie
was released in 1955, is the latest in a group that includes John F
Kennedy, the Beatles and Miles Davis, to inspire a ser ies of pens from
the Hambur g maker, though this one , with its bar rel in eboy and
hand-engr aved gold fittings, may be the most distinctive yet.
Pr ice on application. 020 7629 588. Montblanc .com
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You might know Louis XIII for the
luxurious quality of the cognac (on
offer at Boisdale venues, of course),
or simply for the famous bottle,
based on a flask found on the
battlefield of Jarnac in 1596. Black
Pearl is its rarest blend, taken from a
single cask deep in the darkest,
dampest corner of the cellars, and
now available in a remarkable, 35cl
crystal decanter that’s the colour of
steel. Handmade by Baccarat, it’s
limited to 1,498 examples.
louisxiii-cognac.com

TRUNK SHOW

With 122 years of trunk-making
history behind it, Globe-Trotter is
surely the last word in hand-made
luggage. But for the traveling dandy,
Jermyn Street outfitter New &
Lingwood is offering the last word
in Globe-Trotter trunks, with cases
fitted out with its sensational
custom-made silks. Commission
your own design or choose from
N&L’s exclusive styles, with 12
colours of Globe-Trotter trunks
to pick from. 0800 083 5102
newandlingwood.com

Forover 55 years,
we’ve measured success
just one way:
We only win when
our clients win.
There was a time when investment bankers were trusted partners and
advisors to their clients. The goal was simple: relentlessly commit to
your clients; be hardworking and humble; stay unconflicted in your work
and uncompromising in your values. The rest will take care of itself.
Our success proves there’s still room in the world for a firm that embraces
an approach that has stood the test of time: Clients First–Always.SM

© 2018 Jefferies LLC. In the United Kingdom, Jefferies International Limited is authorised and regulated by the Financial Conduct Authority.

A TASTE OF
THE COAST

With a new distillery set to open at Aldeburgh,
Fishers Gin, served at Boisdale’s bars, keeps it
local with a recipe infused with the botanicals
of the Suffolk coastline, writes Neil Ridley
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Botanist James Firth
came up with the
combination of local
botanicals like wood
avens root and spignel
found in Fishers gin

T

o say that the UK is currently
in the grip of a ‘ginaissance’
would be something of an
understatement. In fact, over
the last five years, the country has
witnessed a botanical bonanza, with
exports and domestic sales doubling to
over £2 billion last year, according to the
Wine and Spirit Trade Association.
Thirsty Brits bought over 60 million
bottles of gin in 2018 which is up 38 per
cent on the previous year. And nestled
among the long-established, marketleading marques are a growing number
of smaller, more craft-orientated
ginmakers, whose main USP is a
celebration of all things local.
In fact, re-gin-ality is the clear trend
among smaller producers, who are
eager to explore their surroundings
and imbue a flavoursome sense of place
into their gin recipes.
One such brand is Suffolk-based
Boisdale favourite Fishers, which
describes itself as ‘The Authentic
Coastal Spirit’ – and it’s easy to see
why. Fishers is one of a small number of
British gins which draw on a handful of
more unusual botanicals in their
recipes, in this case those growing by
the seaside. In fact, at Fishers’ heart lies
perhaps the south east coast’s most
delicious and highly prized aromatic rock samphire. This former Victorian
delicacy is notoriously difficult to

harvest, given that it only grows in
remote, rocky outcrops, and will only
germinate in very specific conditions.
It’s a task that falls to Fishers’ very own
botanist, James Firth: a man who after
studying botany at Oxford has
dedicated his life to understanding the
distinct and unique environments in
which certain plants thrive, including
gin botanicals. Fishers’ founder Andrew
Heald takes up the story about how
the gin came to life, using Firth’s expert
understanding of all things aromatic.
“I’ve always been interested in
brewing and distilling, closely following
our friends and neighbours at the
Adnams Copper House distillery who
developed one of the first ‘grain-to-

COCKTAIL:
FISHERS SOUR
INGREDIENTS

• 50ml Fishers Gin
• 20ml lemon
• 12.5ml sugar
• 1 egg white
METHOD:

In a cocktail shaker,
add all the ingredients
with ice, and shake
until chilled. Strain
into a glass.

GLASS:

Sour glass, or any small
cocktail glass
GARNISH:

Maraschino cherry
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glass’ gin and vodka distilleries in the
country,” he explains. “I never thought
I’d make a gin, but I’ve always wanted to
produce something from the East
Coast and it seemed like the perfect
medium to capture the spirit of our
wonderful coastline.”
The very nature of gin means that
many of the botanicals (like cardamom,
cinnamon, citrus fruits) are grown
abroad, but Firth, an old family friend of
Heald’s, was able to propose the
combination of botanicals that would
anchor Fishers to the East Coast.
“Initially I wanted to introduce a
herbal and English-tasting gin that
contrasted with the Mediterranean and
Eastern flavours people are used to,”
says Heald. “James is passionate about
botany, and he came up with the
combination of native botanicals that
could dominate the flavour of Fishers
and be true to its origin from the
English coast.”
Besides the rock samphire, these
include the wonderfully named Bog
Myrtle, which grows in damper
conditions on a seasonal basis, and has
an aroma Firth describes as “smelling of
Christmas”. Alongside this come
fennel-flavoured spignel, so rare that
Fishers has cultivated its own secret
source, and the smoky root of the
wood avens plant, as well as a number
of more conventional botanicals,
including the all-important juniper.
Fishers is currently made in 600
litre batches in a process which takes
24 hours, including a 12 hour steeping
time, where the botanical recipe is first
soaked in neutral spirit to help release
a more intense flavour and aroma. It’s
currently distilled at the Adnams
distillery in Southwold, however, Heald
reveals his plans for the future include a
permanent site which truly embodies
the ethos behind Fishers.
“The gin business is even more
competitive than ever now, so to an
extent our USP will also become our
location, which will be the majestic old
fishing town of Aldeburgh, when we
open our new distillery, flanked by the
North Sea and the Salt marshes. I
believe that the evocative experiences
people have when they visit us here will
build long-lasting memories.”
To find out more about Fishers gin and
the progress of the new distillery, visit
fishersgin.com

Watches

LUNAR TUNES
You don’t need a moon phase display, writes Timothy Barber, but
after seven centuries it’s still bringing poetry to timekeeping

The Arceau L’Heuere
de la Lune from Hermes
(£20,500), in which two
dials rotate above a pair
of fixed moons

I

’ve a watch collector friend who,
being an advocate (or barrister) in
the Edinburgh courts, is a
meticulous empiricist, a beacon of
logic, reason and rationalism. Except
regarding one thing: he is loony for lunar
watches, bewitched by displays of the
phases of the moon – and devotes
unnatural amounts of energy and time to
acquiring them. And Switzerland
happens to be providing a particularly
fulsome supply of these timepieces just
now, 50 years after man first stepped
onto the moon’s surface.
To state the obvious: unless you
happen to plant your vegetables
according to the waxing and waning of
the moon, or you have a particular
interest in the movements of the tides,

there’s no practical value to a watch
with a moon phase display. For plenty of
hardened watchophiles, that’s reason
enough to ignore them, but here’s how
my legal eagle chum explains his
obsession: “If all I cared about was
timekeeping, I wouldn’t need a
mechanical watch. It’s about science and
art, engineering and design and
creativity, and a sense of wonder.”
A moon phase lends a watch a kind of
romantic potency, tapping into artistic
depictions of the moon through the ages,
into ancient myths and superstitions, and
into man’s oldest ways of measuring time.
In clocks, the indication of a 29½ day
lunar cycle goes back to the astronomical
clocks of the 14th century – the
magnificent medieval clock at Wells
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Cathedral (around 1390), for instance, is
dominated by a large lunar depiction
with a disc that rotates through the
phases. By the 16th century a basic lunar
age and phase indication became
commonplace on domestic clocks –
according to a British Museum
horologist I spoke to, this was partly
because, in days when there were no
artificial street lights, it was useful to
know when the full moon would be.
Even then, the moon phase on a clock
gave it noticeable swank value, despite
the fact that the mechanics were and
remain fairly simple: illustrate two full
moon circles on a disc that rotates
behind a crescent-shaped aperture,
through which the moon gradually
reveals itself and then departs. In the

PURSUITS

Clockwise from left:
Jaeger-LeCoultre’s
Master Ultra Thin Moon
Enamel, price on
request. Omega’s
Speedmaster
Moonphase, £7,520.
The Grand Lange 1
Moonphase from A
Lange & Sohne, £36,800

Vacheron Constantin’s
FiftySix Complete
Calendar in steel
(£19,700)

early 17th century this made the leap to
watches, and by the late 18th century
was adding poetry to the finest calendar
timepieces from the likes of Breguet,
Mudge et al. So it has remained.
Rolex in fact gave up on moon
displays around half a century ago when
it concentrated on its highly functional,
non-whimsical day and date indications
– its incredibly rare lunar calendar
watches from the 1950s reach
spectacular prices at auction now. That
made the moon’s reappearance on a
Rolex watch in 2017 all the more
surprising: the rose gold Cellini
Moonphase (inset right, £20,600) is a
niche kind of piece for the brand, but
beautifully executed.
However, perhaps the
benchmark for pure moon phase
watches now is the Grand Lange
1 version from Germany’s A
Lange & Sohne. With its
asymmetrical dial, large date
display and perfect
proportions, the Lange 1 is
among the most
distinguished modern watch
designs, 25 years old this year.
The Grand Lange 1 is its larger

Displays of the
29½-day lunar
cycle go back to the
astronomical clocks
of the 14th century
brother, and while you can have it sans
moon phase, there’s something
magisterial about the large, burnished
blue disc spattered with stars and a
polished gold moon so large you see
yourself reflected back in it at full moon.
No less elegant is the Master Ultra
Thin Moon from Jaeger-LeCoultre
particularly in a new version
incorporating a delicate guillocheengraved dial beneath layers of
translucent blue enamel. In
white gold, and with a
superlative in-house
movement, it’s a dress watch
with an added dose of culture.
Another heritage name,
Vacheron Constantin, takes a
crisp, design-forward approach
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with its full calendar FiftySix with a rich
blue dial – a watch that appears both
classical and rather breezy.
Doing things completely differently
is Hermes, which revealed its inspired
Arceau L’Heure de la Lune in January.
Instead of a moon transitioning through
an aperture, this has two large, static
moons in mother of pearl (one for each
hemisphere), with a pair of dials (for
timekeeping and date respectively)
rotating above them over the course of
the cycle. It’s madly whimsical, with the
moons set into an aventurine background
resembling a starry sky, but pulled off
with the French brand’s customary
finesse and style. It’s enabled, by the
way, by some next-level mechanics that
Hermes had to engineer especially.
And what of the brand that actually
landed on the moon, on the wrists of
NASA astronauts? Omega’s famous
‘Moonwatch’, the Speedmaster, does of
course have its own moon phase version
– under a loupe, you can even see a tiny
engraving of Buzz Aldrin’s footprint
on the moon’s surface. How amazed
the inventors of the Wells Cathedral
clock would be by that, though they’d
recognise the indication.

Travel

A

fter three days in Porto, the
true reason for the ancient
alliance between the
English and the Portuguese
dawned on me. Yes there’s
wine and having a common enemy in
the Spanish, but it’s really about a shared
love of stodgy food. The city’s most
famous dish is called a Francesinha, a
sandwich stuffed full of steak, sausage
and ham, covered in melted cheese and
baked in a spicy beer sauce. With a fried
egg on top. And it’s served with chips. Of
course it is! It tastes like it was invented
after rather too much herbal refreshment.
Forget any thoughts about a
Mediterranean diet, the other classic
local dishes are tripe stew and salt cod
served dozens of ways (my favourite are
the deep-fried croquettes stuffed with
cheese from Casa Portuguesa do Pastel
de Bacalhau.) The English originally
brought the cod, caught on the Grand
Banks, and exchanged it for wine. The
Portuguese noted how enthusiastically
the English drank the stuff: there is
still a popular insult, bebabo Inglez – it
means ‘English drunk’.
And that’s how it was for centuries.
Porto was a working town based around
wine, and the vast majority of the
visitors were British. But now the rest
of the world has woken up to the city’s
charms. This is my third visit and,
according to Richard Bowden of Porto’s
Yeatman Hotel, “the city is rocking at
the moment.” Why has it taken so long?
It’s a gorgeous-looking place, built up
the steep side of the valley leading
down to the Douro river, with bridges
(one of them designed by Gustave

WINE, HISTORY
AND SALT COD
In northern Portugal, Henry Jeffreys discovers that the
beautiful city of Porto is being transformed by a growing
tourism industry, while the remote vineyards of the Douro
valley have a charm all of their own

Salt cod, a local delicacy,
hangs drying outside a
shop in Porto

In Porto they drink
chilled tawny port,
as well as white
port and tonic
instead of G&T

Eiffel) linking Porto with Vila Nova de Gaia on the opposite
bank. Vila Nova is where the British built their warehouses
so that they would be outside the jurisdiction of the city.
All the old names are still there emblazoned above the old
warehouses: Taylors, Fonseca, Croft, Dow etc. But they’ve
been joined by bars and restaurants along the shore. The
grungy city that I first visited in 2014 is fast disappearing.
It was the Yeatman Hotel which put Porto on the
international tourist map when it opened in 2010. It was the
brainchild of Adrian Bridge, CEO of the Fladgate partnership,
which owns Taylor’s, Fonseca, and Croft. The hotel has a
two Michelin-starred restaurant, and even a couple of suites
with beds built into huge oak port barrels. The hotel sits
in an elevated position overlooking those old warehouses.
From the terrace – or indeed the infinity pool – you can catch
splendid sunsets over Porto.
At the moment the famous view is rather impinged upon
by the cranes working on Bridge’s latest project: a museum of
wine that’s set to transform Vila Nova, a place where the old
warehouses are already like working museums. For now, we
recommend the visitor experience at the Taylor’s lodge.
Port has been through some tough
times. Many of the old names were
bought by multinationals and quality
deteriorated, but the wines are now
better than ever. Sales by volume may
be down (hence the switch to tourism)
but the premium market is booming.
In Porto they drink tawny port, woodaged, mellow and pale in colour, drunk
lightly chilled; as well as white port
and tonic instead of a G&T. The table
wines are now also excellent.
To get across the river you can take
a boat, or cross at one of the bridges.
The city has a modern tram and metro
system but we spent two days walking
fuelled by ice cream (our daughter)
and Port (my wife and I). The Fladgate
empire continues on the other side of
the river at the Infante Sagres hotel.
It’s a Porto institution (one port CEO
told me louchly, “I had one of my
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dogs and went exploring. At night I got an idea of just how
remote the quinta (farm in Portuguese) is. From the terrace
there were almost no other lights on the hillside. It was
deeply peaceful. That night we dined with the other guests
(salt cod, inevitably – and deliciously); not even a couple
from the West Midlands wittering about Brexit could spoil
the moment. With a glass of 20 Year Old Churchill tawny in
my hand, I fell into a state of Port-fuelled bliss.

honeymoons there”), now returned to
its former glory. The attached Vogue
cafe has a glamorous bar and does
recognisably Portuguese food like salt
cod, but lighter than the traditional
style. Well, it is called the Vogue cafe.

ALAM Y, E SE R D E GI R M E N CI O GLU, LAU R E N CE B R AN D J AS

A

fter time spent in Porto, you need
to go up country to find the source
of the wine. It would have taken
early British merchants weeks to get there
braving bandits, rapids and extremes
of temperature. We took the train: a
charming old number that trundled
slowly while we watched the scenery
change from the lush vegetation of Porto
to the dramatic, sunbaked Douro valley.
It takes about an hour and a half to
reach Pinhão, a village perched on the
banks of the Douro. I was expecting a
sleepy, one-donkey kind of place, but it
was crammed with buses and umbrellawielding Chinese tour parties. Luckily,
our driver Manuel was waiting for us
in an old Mercedes to whisk us up into
the hills, to the premises of Quinta
da Gricha. This is a winery owned by
the Churchill Graham family, which
happens to have guest rooms to stay the
night, and for those that want them,
offers cooking classes, wine tasting and
vineyard tours. Very soon we were alone
with only ancient pickup trucks ferrying
grape pickers to the vineyards.
The weather was baking, so on
arrival we cooled off in the pool and ate
oranges and grapes straight off the trees.
Our daughter befriended the vineyard

Clockwise from below:
the infinity pool on the
terrace of the Yeatman
hotel; a suite with a bed
in an oak port barrel;
the view over the
Douro valley from
Quinta da Gricha; the
colourful riverside
facades of Porto

2019 rates at The Yeatman are from €195 for a single room.
For more information visit the-yeatman-hotel.com. Quinta
da Gricha is a working winery with four suites available. For
information go to churchills-port.com/quinta-da-gricha.
TAP Air Portugal has 20 weekly departures from London City
and London Gatwick to Porto. Prices start at £49. For further
information visit flytap.com.

PURSUITS

Travel

WINE HOTELS: THREE OF THE BEST
We raise a glass to a trio of Europe’s most luxurious hotel-wineries that mix tastings,
treatments, terroir and other diversions for the committed oenophile
HOTEL MARQUEZ DE RISCAL

The world’s most famous living architect,
Frank Gehry, not only opened the door for
the profusion of architecturally wondrous
wineries around Rioja with his Guggenheim
Museum in Bilbao, but followed it up with a
breathtaking hotel and winery in the wine
heartland itself. Built for the Marquez de
Riscal, Rioja’s oldest winery, it’s a freeform
symphony of crazy, billowing surfaces and
folds, and boasts a groundbreaking “vinotherapy” spa, restaurants and its own winery.
The Epicurean Experience package includes
accommodation in a Deluxe Spa Wing room,
breakfast and a Tasting Menu dinner, with a
guided tour of the winery itself.
From €450; marriott.co.uk

LES SOURCES DE
CAUDALIE

▲ THE ROYAL CHAMPAGNE

While the Champagne region has long been
a must-do for the oenophile, it’s not been
easy to do it in fine style – until now. At last,
a five-star hotel has opened in the heart of
fizzing France. The Royal Champagne is an
odd-looking place – all angles and modernity.
But it grows on you, and sipping your morning espresso from a balcony above a parcel
of prime Bollinger vines gives one a suitably
satisfying start to the day. As you’d expect, the
spa and restaurant sont formidables. Consider
the sumptuous Suite Joséphine for pue luxe.
From €510 (approx. £445) per night.
royalchampagne.com

Amid vineyards surrounded by forrests, Bordeaux’s
family-owned Les Sources
de Caudalie has as much the
feel of a rural hamlet as a
luxury hotel. There are three
restaurants for just 61 rooms,
a majestic spa and oodles of
rural charm across a series of
rustic buildings.
The time to visit is in the
autumn, for the hotel’s ‘In the
Footsteps of the Winemaker’
package during the harvest
season. Guests can grab pruning shears and get stuck in at
the estate’s Chateau Smith
Haut Lafitte winery, and enjoy
cellar tours, tastings, special
menus drawing on the best of
the terroir and insights into
Bordeaux viniculture.
From €1,600 for two people
sources-caudalie.com
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SHEPHERD NEAME’S
GREAT BRITISH CLASSICS
With Britain’s oldest brewer, the fine ales give you several centuries
of history in a glass, writes Rob Crossan

A

ccounts of the era of rationing
generally centre on the rarity of
staples like eggs, bacon, sugar and jam.
What isn’t as well remembered is the
cataclysmic effect on the nation's pints, since
malt was another ingredient subject to massive
restrictions. According to the Journal for the
Institute for Brewing in 1946:
“The amount of malt each brewer was
allowed to use was not to exceed the amount
he used in the year immediately previous to
the war, while the amount of sugar was also
restricted.”
It was only in the late 1950s that malt
rationing was finally lifted. And to celebrate,
Kent brewer Shepherd Neame created
Bishops Finger, a malty, blue-eyed, hoppy
beauty of an ale that to this day still tastes of
the shafts of sunlight that beam down onto
the hop fields in this corner of England.
The ‘Bishop’s Finger’ in question refers to the
signposts that would guide pilgrims to the tomb
of Thomas Becket in Canterbury Cathedral. A
man who loved a drink himself, Becket was said
to have brewed his own ale while a young priest,
using water from a vicarage pond. He was even
originally adopted as the patron saint of English
brewers, and is referenced Brewers’ Company
coat of arms in the form of a dark-skinned lady,

relating to a legend that Becket’s mother was a
Moorish maiden.
While the end of rationing resulted in
Bishop’s Finger, World War II itself inspired
another classic Kent ale. It was in 1990, to
mark the 50th anniversary of the Battle of
Britain, that Shepherd Neame launched its
celebrated Spitfire beer.
Named after RJ Mitchell’s iconic aircraft, it
has since been joined by Spitfire Gold and
Spitfire Lager. Due to their use of exclusively
Kentish hops (namely the East Kent Goldings
variety), these beers all carry the prestigious
PGI status (Protected Geographical Indication)
only awarded to foods and drinks with a
special attachment to their surroundings.
This means Shepherd Neame is an integral
part of an extremely exclusive (and extremely
tasty) club alongside Jersey Royal potatoes,
Stilton cheese, Melton Mowbray pork pies and
Cumberland sausages.
As Britain’s oldest brewer, you’d expect
Shepherd Neame to know something about
endurance, quality and consistency. Dating
back to 1698 and now in the hands of the fifth
generation of the Neame family, there’s
substantial historical evidence to suggest that
brewing has been taking place on the same
site since Faversham Abbey was founded in

1147 – around the same time Becket was
making his homebrew.
Both Spitfire and Bishops Finger have been
a top ten Premium Bottled Ale in the UK for
the past decade, with an international reach
that now extends to over 35 countries. And
with a British lineage that takes in everything
from medieval martyrs to battle hardened
bravery, these are truly beers with stories to
tell.You’re not just sipping a pint, you’re
exploring over centuries’ worth of turbulent,
heroic and fascinating history.

Plasencia’s plantation is free
from chemical fertilser, and
garlic spray is used instead
of pesticide

Cigars

SMOKE WITHOUT IRE
Nicaragua has produced the world’s first truly organic cigar, and it’s
a beauty. Nick Hammond saddles up to find out why this matters

Nestor Plasencia Jnr has
created the world’s first
organic cigar (below)

W

orm food; the fate of all
organic matter on the
planet. A comforting
thought as I gaze into
the mass of enormous, writhing red
worms as they work their way through
the mulch in the huge concrete
container in front of me.
There are clippings and veg scraps
here and I also recognise the odd
broken stalk from Nicotiana tabacum.
Nothing goes to waste on Nestor
Plasencia Jnr’s farm, and he looks on
proudly as if the worms were his kith
and kin. In a holistic sort of way, I
suppose they are.
Nestor Jr is scion to the world’s
greatest cigar tobacco growing family.
His father, Nestor Snr, came to
Nicaragua as a youngster, his own father
in exile from the tobacco fields of his
native Cuba following Castro’s
revolution. And since then, this
courteous family have carved a place as
cigar greats – albeit under-the-radar
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cigar greats. Most New World cigars on
the market will have passed through the
Plasencia hands in some form or other.
It’s only recently that Nestor Jnr has
embraced the limelight and added the
family name to a new line of cigars.
They’ve now opened their own US
distribution company, and released a
slew of new cigars, including the
remarkable Plasencia Reserva Original.
For the cigar enthusiast, this is a
must-try – not just for the rich taste,
which is bold, earthy, and complex, but
for its game-changing provenance.
“You thought I was crazy when I said
I wanted to make an organic cigar,”
Nestor Jnr tells his father in their office
at the beautiful Plasencia factory in
downtown Esteli, Nicaragua’s cigar
capital. A fountain gently tinkles in the
background as the heat of the day sinks
into the soil – and a man’s thoughts
turn to cold beer and warm food.
“I still do,” growls his Dad.
The process of certification to create
a truly organic cigar is rigorous enough
to stop most even trying. Of course the
young seedlings can’t be given chemical
fertiliser, but the ground they are grown
in also has to have been chemical free
for several years to qualify. Such land is
not easy to find in and around Esteli.
“To be truly organic, you have to do
a lot of preparation, lay down the rules

PURSUITS

Left: Nick Hammond (r)
takes to the plantations
on horseback. Below:
the Plasencia Reserva
Original is bold, earthy
and complex to taste

P L A S C EN C IA C IG A R S / NI C K H A M MO N D

Nestor Plasencia Snr
amid the tobacco plants

that you’re going to rely on in the
future,” says Nestor Jnr.
“Everything is harder when you try
to grow tobacco organically. It’s more
expensive; it’s harder to get rid of the
bugs when they strike; we learned how
to do that biologically, bringing in
predators to control them, things like
covering the plants with a garlic spray
which bugs don’t like.”
Persuading me to cherish my inner
cowboy and get on a horse the next
morning, Nestor saddles up and leads
the way to show me the select fields in
which the tobacco is grown. Row after
row of lurid green plants – new at
around six inches of height – gently
rustle in the breeze.
“This land is perfect,” Nestor
says with a sigh. “Esteli is ideal for
growing tobacco – too much wind
ruins tobacco, but the mountains
protect us.”
It’s apparent that the list of what
ruins tobacco is quite a long one.
Too much wind, rain, sun, heat,
cold, insects – growing tobacco

chemically sounds hard enough. To do
it with the goal of achieving a 100 per
cent organic result would seem madness
if Plasencia hadn’t made it a reality.
“People said it couldn’t be done. I
said it couldn’t be done,” Nestor Snr
confides in me later. “I told him, it’s too
hard, it’s too expensive, don’t bother.
But he had studied this stuff. He comes
from a different generation to me.
People need to think in other ways
now, the world is changing. And I have
to say, he’s done a wonderful job.”
The Reserva Original plays but a
small part in the stable of Plasencia
cigars. But it’s an important one. This
is the world’s first truly organic
cigar. If cigarmaking is to fight and
thrive for its next generations and
beyond, it will need to think
creatively about breaking up
mono-culture concerns that large
scale tobacco growing inherently
brings. It will need to think about
ways of using less water, fewer
chemicals, how to improve soil
structure and use of the land.
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“I said it couldn’t
be done. But people
need to think in
other ways now. The
world is changing.”
As the worms writhe and burrow
beside us and I wonder whether I’ll pay
for the horse ride in aches tomorrow,
Nestor stands firm.
“These worms provide us with the
compost we can use to feed the plants.
I’m planting stands of trees over there.
In the long run, I’d love to open an eco
resort so that people can see the beauty
of Nicaragua, and how cigars can fit
into that.”
The cigar world needs a man with a
vision right now. And Nestor Plasencia
Jnr could just be that man.
Nick Hammond is a freelance journalist

PURSUITS

Cigars

GAMES NIGHT

Glen Collins opens up the Boisdale humidor
to highlight a trio of new additions for those
taking to the smoking terraces

DANIEL MARSHALL
RED LABEL PETIT
CORONA
American humidor maker and
cigar industry legend Daniel
Marshall also produces some
very fine cigars. This beauty uses
a special Nicaraguan blend rolled
in the Plasencia factory, and has
a creamy flavour with a hint of
cedar. Medium-to-full bodied, it’s
the perfect afternoon cigar.

MONTECRISTO LINEA
1935 DUMAS

DAVIDOFF 2019
WINSTON CLHURCHILL
THE TRAVELER (LIMITED
EDITION)
Davidoff’s new addition to its
Winston Churchill collection
is inspired by the great man’s
love of travelling. It’s a multiorigin robusto blending tobacco
from Mexico, Nicaragua and
Dominican Republic, limited to
just 8.000 boxes worldwide.
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Also pictured:
Dominos set by Bamford London,
£300, bamfordlondon.com;
handmade calf’s leather Snakes &
Ladders board by William & Son,
£590, williamandson.com; chess set by
Aspinal of London, £995,
aspinaloflondon.com

P H OTO G R A P H : B EN T L EY C R EAT I V E

Montecristo released its newest
line at the end of last year, using
tobacco grown in the legendary
Vuelta Abajo (Pinar del Rio).
It’s a full-bodied cigar with rich
flavours from the beginning and a
little spice, which only intensifies
as you smoke through it.

INSPIRED BY LEGEND
Inspired by the Silkie sea maidens of Donegal, The Silkie Irish Whiskey
is a super-soft blend of the finest Irish whiskeys, honeyed with hints
of green apple, orange zest and warm spice.

@silkiewhiskey

Enjoy Silkie responsibly.

Lord Charles SpencerChurchill, known to his
friends as ‘Nutty’.
Right, at Blenheim
Palace, seat of the Dukes
of Marlborough, in 1964

PURSUITS

Tribute

NUTTY BUT NICE: THE LORD
WHO WAS THE LIFE OF THE PARTY
Impresario Michael Gelardi remembers his friend and Boisdale regular, Lord Charles Spencer-Churchill

G E TT Y I MAG ES , R EX FEAT U R E S

I

’ve been privileged to have known
many exceptional people in my life
to date. There have been great
musicians, actors, pop stars,
celebrities, cognoscenti,
entrepreneurs, aristocrats, royalty.
But of these, I can say that Lord
Charles Spencer Churchill – aka ‘Nutty’,
as affectionately known to close friends
– was special. Charles, who died in
December 2016, was the brother of the
then Duke of Marlborough, and was a
uniquely charismatic, insightful,
humorous, and very English gentleman.
He was a good family man too, with a
dedicated young wife, Sarah, and three
successful sons from his first marriage to
Jane (of Jane Churchill Interiors fame). As
for his actual profession, many conjured
with this question; but I think I could
probably most aptly describe him as a
lifelong ‘Professional Lord’.
I first met him in 1989 when I was
running the entertainment division of
Trust House Forte PLC. My boss, Rocco
Forte, called me one morning to say that
Lord Churchill was joining the company
and would I please meet him, as he was
particularly interested in music and
entertainment in the company.
I arranged to meet Charles for the first
time at La Fontaine, the restaurant at the
Grosvenor House Hotel. His business
card described him as ‘Vice-President of
Guest Relations’ – an impressive title, I
thought, (in addition to the Lord bit) and
I asked him if it was Rocco Forte who had
bestowed it. “Oh no,” he answered wryly,
“I gave it to myself! Do you like it?”
That summer we had the jazz legends
Ella Fitzgerald and Oscar Peterson
performing in the famous Great Room of
Grosvenor House. It was a week-long run,
and Charles was at every performance
with friends of all sorts. Through him, I
made another life-long friend that week,
Peter Boizot, the legendary Pizza Express
founder. And I subsequently had many
extraordinary, memorable experiences

with my dear friend Charles, and I will
try to describe just a few of these.

FIRST CLASS FRIEND

Charles was a prolific traveller,
particularly to America, where he had
many high society friends and
acquaintances, among whom he was
literally considered royalty. One of these
was the president of Pan Am, which
always ensured us a First Class upgrade
and VIP treatment (including, somewhat
awkwardly, being ferried from lounge to
aircraft in the cart for invalids). However,
that President rather selfishly decided to
retire eventually, which meant Charles
had to look elsewhere for VIP treatment
at a reasonable cost.
What he found was inauspicious: a
newly-inaugurated budget airline named
People Express, but it appeared to have a
reasonably-priced First Class. Opportunity
to test it out arrived when Charles
initiated a deal for us to book the cabaret
for Café Carlyle, New York’s most
prestigious cabaret room, and off we went.
The service was excellent and the very
comfortable seats, we were impressed to
note, were made of real leather! After a
good lunch I settled down to watch the
film, but Charles, who could never sit still
for too long, disappeared, I guessed to
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inspect the rest of the plane and see how
the folk in ‘cattle class’ were doing. When
the film finished there was still no sign of
His Lordship, so I went looking – he was
nowhere to be found in either cabin. I
asked the Chief Steward if he had seen
him anywhere. “Oh yes,” he replied, “His
Lordship is in the cockpit with the
Captain, I’ll take you to him.”
Charles was at that point just exiting
the cockpit, having been royally
entertained. In fact, the owner of People
Express had been contacted at his ranch
in Texas, so that Charles could tell him
how wonderful his airline was.
Inevitably, they’d made plans to meet up
immediately. Thus Charles had another
best friend in the airline business, and
the VIP travel that came with it.

TRUMP CARDS

As I explained, Charles had many
wealthy, powerful friends in the States.
One evening we were at dinner at the
famous 21 Club in New York, during
which the Maitre D’ would appear from
time to time to offer salutations from
various diners who knew him. One of
these, a Senator, sent over a bottle of
champagne, a tipple Charles detested
– whisky was his drink. So he returned
the fizz with an instruction for a bottle of
whisky if the Senator wanted to send
anything. It duly arrived.
On leaving the club and reaching the
top of the stairs to the sidewalk, we heard
a voice at the bottom calling, “Lord
Charles, Lord Charles!” Down in the dim
light, we perceived a figure mounting the
stairs at speed: it was Donald Trump.
Charles didn’t stop and as we were about
to jump into our chauffeur car, Trump
approached and said to Charles, “You
didn’t tell me you were in town.”
“Oh well – ring me, Donald, ring me,”
Charles responded, and with that we shot
off leaving The Donald standing on the
sidewalk. Charles’ lovely widow, Sarah,
recently told me that he had actually

predicted Trump’s rise to his current
elevated position. I wonder what he
would have made of it all now.
Charles actually convinced Trump
that my brother Geoffrey, a hotelier,
should open his Trump Tower hotel in
Atlantic City. The only problem was that
Charles hadn’t actually put this to my
brother. One day Charles dashed into my
office to put Trump on the phone with me
to discuss this – which was slightly
awkward since my bro had worked in
Atlantic City and I knew there was no
way he was ever going back.
I have a feeling, though, that even
Donald understood that Charles’ could
sometimes get over-zealous in his
enthusiasm! Instead of Trump Tower,
Geoffrey returned to the UK to open the
Lanesborough – he ran it for 28 years.

LONG ARM OF THE LORD

Nevertheless, Charles was an uncannily
good judge of character. He would often
warn me against certain people if he
didn’t trust them, and was also unafraid
to let them know what he thought of
them. He was invariably right. There was
one particular character, whom I will not
name, who took a number of us to a
rather sorry financial end while suitably
enriching himself. Charles, though never
having had dealings with him, had also
never trusted him; I should have listened.
Some time after, we were invited to a
party in Mayfair during London fashion
week. It was quite the exclusive event,
with a raised entrance enabling you to
survey those in the room on entering.
The said villain happened also to be a
guest, and when I arrived was getting
busy, no doubt seeking out candidates for
his next venture. Charles arrived a short
time later, and on surveying the room his
eyes set upon our culprit. His nostrils
flared as he stood to his full six foot and
five inches, and bellowed the man’s name
across supermodels and fashionistas.
“What the hell are you doing here?” he
screamed, “You should be in jail!”

He grabbed the
Maitre D’: “You’re
a waiter and I’m a
Lord, and we want
service please!”

Charles SpencerChurchill with
Carla Bamberger
in 2015

He then walked calmly down to greet
me amid a now dumbstruck crowd; the
villain, stunned, had no option but to
quietly slope out of the door.

ROLL WITH IT

Charles always thought it useful to let his
powerful friends know how they could
improve their companies’ services. One
such was the always-affable Lord John
King, chairman of British Airways during
the 1980s – a friendship that afforded
him the opportunity to fly on Concord
from time to time. After one such flight,
he wrapped up a stale bun he’d been
served in a serviette and, on arrival in
London, sent it to Lord King with a note.
Surprisingly, it came back, also with a
note: “Dear Charles, thank you for your
note and the roll. However, I suggest that
you send it on to your boss Rocco Forte,
as your company does our catering.”

DINING OUT

There are many anecdotes about Charles
and restaurants which, along with
entertainment, were his great passion. At
the Café Royal, where his office was, the
General Manager once recounted to me
how, on one of Charles’ frequent
inspections of the lunch service in the
Grill Room, he decided that a customer’s
dish had not been properly cooked or
presented. And so, to the astonishment of
the customer, he promptly and without a
word confiscated his plate, berated the
Maitre D’ and took it back to the kitchen
to have it properly prepared.
On one occasion, at a restaurant in
Belgravia, we were invited to a special
culinary evening. It was quite a plush
affair but the service, because of fine
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delicacies being specially prepared for us,
was rather too slow for Charles, who was
getting hungry. “I know,” he said, and
disappeared. A film producer friend who
with us, slightly confused, asked where
did he go? The answer was soon evident,
as Charles reappeared some 10 minutes
later with a selection of Chinese dishes
from the local takeaway, announcing
“this should keep us going in the
meantime chaps!” The restaurant
manager, obviously unimpressed, had the
sense not to make a fuss as we ticked into
Singapore Noodles and spare ribs until
the chef’s works of art arrived.
The last restaurant experience of so
many that I had with Charles was lunch
around the corner from his apartment in
Knightsbridge at one of the best Italian
restaurants in London. It was busy and
the service was slow. Charles by this time
was very weak from cancer, and on
crutches, but his feisty spirit and
personality remained intact. Fed up with
waiting to order, he grabbed the arm of
the passing Maitre D’ and snorted, “Now
look, you’re a waiter and I’m a Lord and
we want service please!” The manager,
who had known Charles many years
kindly smiled and replied, “Yes M’Lord
of course, right away if not sooner.”
And of course, it was Charles who
introduced me to Boisdale – a lifechanging moment. This was down to the
fact that Charles made it his business to
seek out good music – it was after dinner
with Jools Holland one night that he
suggested to me we try this place in
Belgravia of which I’d never actually
heard. The band was playing when we
visited that first time, and the bar was
packed, but Charles pushed his way to
the front in his usual aristocratic way. He
ordered a particular whisky which the
barman didn’t have, and loudly
demanded to see the owner.
In fact, Boisdale chief Ranald
Macdonald was listening to all this at the
end of the bar. He snuck behind Charles,
tapped him firmly on the shoulder, and
asked how he could help – and of course,
great bonhomie ensued. We’ve never
looked back since.
There will be as many great anecdotes
about Charles as there were people who
knew him. For my part, I can say that he
made a big difference to my life for the
better – and most of all, we had a lot of
fun. God bless you dear Charles. You
made a difference.

G E TT Y I MAG ES ,
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BOISDALE’S
JAZZ JUKEBOX
"ALFIE”:
BY SONNY ROLLINS, 1966

Sonny Rollins’ soundtrack for the iconic British film
Alfie, starring Michael Caine, saw the saxophone great
performing at the height of his improvisatory powers

O

n any list of the greatest jazz
saxophonists, Sonny Rollins
(born 1930) is right up there at
the very top, alongside Charlie Parker,
John Coltrane and Dexter Gordon, and is
arguably the last of the 20th century’s
great jazz pioneers still living. There are
more famous and more critically
important albums among over 60 that
Rollins recorded – 1956’s Saxophone
Colossus being the record that made his
reputation. But it might come as a
surprise to many to know that the film
that turned Michael Caine’s cockney
lothario Alfie Elkins into an icon of
1960s England, stands also as a
landmark moment in jazz, thanks to
Sonny Rollins.
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In 1965 Rollins, a New Yorker, was in
London performing a three-week
residency at Ronnie Scott’s when the
film’s producers heard him playing and
asked him to write a score for the film,
which follows the story of Caine’s cocky
playboy as he gradually learns that his
philandering ways offer little fulfilment
in the end. As the album notes describe
it rather beautifully, it’s “the involuntary
education of a hipster”. Scott would stay
late in the club to work on the music,
which was recorded for the film with
local musicians including pianist Stan
Tracey and Ronnie Scott himself, while
the soundtrack album was subsequently
laid down with a 10-strong ensemble in
the States.
At the heart of things is the lilting,
loping swagger of Alfie’s Theme, awash
with Rollins’ tour de force improvisations
– Rollins is regarded as one of jazz’s great
improvisers and here we see why, as he
repeatedly bends and reshapes things in
every direction he can find. But it’s an
album too that takes you on a narrative
journey – through moods of silky
introspection, to questing melancholy
and urgent, up-tempo diversions, finally
sowing in a kind of brilliant uncertainty
with Alfie’s Theme Differently – a return
to the start, but in which everything, as
for Alfie himself, has changed.

R EX FEAT U R ES , G E TT Y IM AG ES

Michael Caine as Alfie.
Sonny Rollins was
performing at Ronnie
Scott’s when he was
asked to write the film’s
soundtrack
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