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From the
archive

A look back
at the Observer
Magazine’s past

'From tocay painting is dead!
was how French artist Paul
Delaroche greeted one of
the earliest photographs.
It wasn't, but celebrating
photography's 150th
anniversary in 1989, the
Observer explored how this
‘miraculous new invention’
changed our ways of seeing.
Cartes de visite —among
the earliest affordable
mass imagery — challenge
the cliché of Victorian
photography. Rather than
a bewhiskered paterfamilias
in his Sunday best, they
display surprising diversity
and a taste for sensation.
Alexandra, Princess of
Wales, gives her daughter
apiggyback; a bare-
bottomed boy gets smacked;
there are giants, severec
heads, bearded children.
Another feature explored
Victorian 'spirit’ photography
— ghosts, ghouls, wraiths
and spectral presences
— conjured with simple
techniques that shifted
gracdually from swindler's
trick to innocent family
entertainment before
making itself at homein
advertising, art and the

nascent filmindustry.

Most captivating are
candid shots of ‘ordinary
folk’ by Paul Martin,

a 19th-century Martin Parr
who captured people at
work and especially at play.
Pictures of men and women
napping, bathing and cuddling
on Yarmouth beach cefied an
1898 photographic journal,
whichberated ‘Hand-camera
fiends who snap-shot lacies
as they emerge from their
morning dip.’

The special edition closed
with legendary Observer
photographer Jane Bown's
‘Room of My Own', Her
farmhouse drawing room
was full of animals —
ceramic, sculpted, painted
and a real cozing Labrador
— but only two photographs:
one of her daughter and one
of the formidable Observer
former picture editor,
Mechthild Nawiasky, who
hired Bown. Having fallen
into photography at the
end of the war, Bown was
wonderfully understated
about her gifts: ‘There's not
really anything to say, | stick
my camera up and | take
apicture.' Emma Beddington

wiseman

Falling over teaches
you some hard truths
about life — and teeth |

@evawiseman

ne second I was running, a proud and
gentle kind of lope, the next I was staring
up at sunlight shivering through the
leaves, my mouth somehow full of blood,
and then everything was black. It was

a warm morning as I set off, that bank holiday at the
beginning of half-term, which meant my children were
off school two times over and chattering around the
Kitchen table when my boyfriend heard - his whole
face squints now as he describes it — the terrible thud of
a body on concrete.

It was comically small, the uneven paving stone that
I tripped over, it was hilariously nothing - a centimetre
or two maybe that the toe of my trainer must have
caught on, but I flew somehow, quite high, and landed
on my teeth and cheekbone. I passed out because of the
shock, I think, rather than the impact, and spent some
time there on the grass in a glorious faint. That was the
best bit. I do recommend unconsciousness. I'm up for
a light coma one day perhaps, but until then these rare
moments of savage exit will have to do. The time asleep
always feels longer than really it is — [ was blissfully
relaxed, in a theatre, in fact, watching hundreds of little
children dance, until suddenly I was dragged back to life,
and the path, and Mark was propping me up on his arm
and saying my name too many times.

I was half-carried back home, spitting out chips of
teeth, and everything looked as though I was seeing it
through lace. What I was thinking at that moment was:
how awful it would be if your everyday life was full of
violence like this. I said, a few times, how lucky I was. And
then, sitting on the carpeted stairs inside, I was suddenly
shaking and sobbing. My children hovered white-eyed
behind me, shifting from foot to foot, as surely it was
they who were meant to be the fallen overs, the bloody-
knee havers, the criers on the stairs; everything was
upside down and awful. “Let’s go and play!” my daughter
said to her little brother, in a bright and terrible voice.

The next day my glands came up and I stayed in bed
for almost a week with some mean little flu, the cuts
turning to scabs, the swellings on my face mutating and
confusing my banking app. [ had time to consider exactly
what had been so bad, what had been so particularly
horrible about an otherwise silly fall. It wasn’t the pain,
which was irritating but manageable. It wasn’t even the
humiliation, my grand display of clumsiness, which was
embarrassing but, due to lack of witnesses, negligible.

I think it was simply the shock, the grim cliché that
something can change in the space of a second - one
moment [ was in control, the next I was in the grass.

All the other split-second reality shifts I've
experienced in my life came back to me one by one as
[ lay there in bed awkwardly eating a mashed banana.
The phone calls with no caller ID, “Are you sitting
down?”, the realisations, the rejections, the doorbells
going, the sudden wins, these bang-crash-out-of-
nowhere moments that leave you lying on the ground
a whole different person to the one you were when you
were standing up. And then in time you forget how this

----------------------------------------

»

4

can happen, how change can arrive unannounced, and
angry, until the next one appears.

This morning [ went to the dentist. The swelling has
almost gone, but my cheek and jaw are still a muted
shade of mango. Five teeth are cracked, the dentist
said, sighing as if they were his. He seemed, not angry
with me exactly, more disappointed. I tried to get his
sympathy or perhaps a medal as he filled the chips in my
front incisors - the nurse held my mouth open as I tried
to explain, with mounting desperation, I'd been running,
for my health, for my migraines, even though I hate it,
even though I hate it!

Other people I've met since falling over last Monday
have earnestly listed the crimes of exercise — not just the
injuries it causes but the things it does to your joints,
the slow death of once-happy knees. I'm aware [ was
giving a kind gift to these people, a solid reason not to
leave the house, and I was pleased to do so - some good
should come out of my very bad week. Older people
warned of what happens to your fear after “having
a fall” - that you walk cautiously for months afterwards,
that you avoid certain steps, that you veer towards
conservatism. I corrected them politely - I didn’t have
a fall, I'm young, I “fell”.

The dentist booked X-rays in for me in a few months’
time — before then, he said, I must watch my front
teeth closely in case they “go dark”, a phrase that made
me shudder in my blue splashproof bib. On the way
home, jaw numb, walking briskly, but still not running,
I remembered an old poem by Aram Saroyan, 14 words
long. “A man stands on his head one minute,” it goes,
“then he sit down all different.” m

There is a beautiful extract
in The Millions (themillions.
com) from the anthology On
the Couch: Writers Analyze
Sigmund Freud, about the
night Susie Boyt spent in
the home of her great-
grandfather, Freud, now

a museum. '‘And what if my
dreams at the museum let
me down? | remembered to
buy toothpaste! | posted a
letter! — and how could | admit
to that, even to myself?’

One more

thing...

After Richard Madeley's
radio recap of his novel's first
chapter went viral (‘There's
a man who has been
crucified. He's very dead’),

| have enjoyed reading
more from Father's Day.
I'm contemplating buying
the audiobook as I'm keen
to hear, for instance, the
protagonist's house hunt
iIn Macdeley's voice. ‘Three
bedrooms. Orchard garden.
Views of the village across
a wooded valley. Freehold.'

Big news: two new

Mr Men characters have
been introduced. Mr Fib

and Little Miss Surprise

join the friends in Misterland
in order to further illuminate
the psyches of their
readers by illustrating

their most shocking, their
most indescribable traits.
God's work.
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Interview RICH PELLEY
Photograph JEFF SPICER

I was born in Cairo and moved to
Northern Ireland when I was two for my
parents’ work - they’re both doctors. I'd
open my mouth and this really manic
Northern Irish accent would come out,
which was even more incongruous

for a little brown boy in a wheelchair.
When my family moved to England, my
nickname at school was IRA.

I was really interested in becoming
a stockbroker. I'm a product of the 80s,
with the stock market booms and red
striped shirts. I thought: they’re just
sitting down, shouting into a telephone.
[ could do that! That’s what I trained

to do, butwhen I got there, Il wasn’t

very good at it. I got fired or resigned -
depending on who you ask.

If you’re a wheelchair user, it’s all
you know. Growing up, you start to realise
that most people are not wheelchair users
and you are a significant minority. It’s
unwelcome learning that the world has
not been built to help you.

I can’t remember experiencing
racism. It’s the second most obvious thing
about me. Had I not been in a wheelchair,
my heritage might have turned up more.
[f you looked at me as a child or even
now, the first thing you might say is:
“That man is a wheelchair user.” Only
then would you add: “He is Egyptian.”

I don’t subscribe to the narrative
that it’s hard to make comedy in the
current climate. Only a small percentage
of issues are hot-button topics: gender,
the trans debate. Do those things occupy
my thinking when I'm putting together

a new sitcom? Not at all. If you want to go
straight into the fire and talk about those
things, good luck to you. But that’s not
where 99% of comedy sits.

I’ve always been worried about being
invisible. It’s GCSE psychology to say the
guy in the wheelchair wants to make sure

he’s noisy enough that people take notice.
Working in comedy is one way of making
sure you're invited to the party.

I find it very hard to watch comedy.
I’'m either hugely envious or writing
script notes in my head. I want to watch
television for escapism.

I cry easily. I get quite melancholic and
nostalgic about the passing of years. It
can bring me to tears quickly.

I had some interior designers help
me do my flat. They said, “You should
include something to do with The Office.”
[ thought that would be showy, so instead
they came up with this ugly picture of

a canal in Slough that has nothing to do
with the show I produced. It’s been on the
wall for years.

Is there a God? Well, my family thinks
S0, so hopefully they're not reading this. If
there is, I've got a few notes for him. m

Things You Should Have Done is available
to catch up on BBC iPlayer

lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll
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break
your heart

Illustration THOMAS BURDEN



ould you fall in love with an Artificial
Intelligence? When Spike Jonze’s film,
Her, came out 10 years ago, the question
still seemed hypothetical. The gradual
romance between Joaquin Phoenix’s
character Theodore and Scarlett
Johansson’s Samantha, an operating
system that embraces his vulnerabili-
ties, felt firmly rooted in science fiction. But just one year
after the film’s release, in 2014, Amazon’s Alexa was intro-
duced to the world. Talking to a computer in your home
became normalised.

Personified Al has since infiltrated more areas of our
lives. From Al customer service assistants to therapy chat-
bots offered by companies such as character.ai and wysa,
plus new iterations of ChatGTP, the sci-fi storyline of Her
has come alot closer. In May, an updated version of ChatGTP
with voice assistant software launched, its voice’s similar-
ity to Scarlett Johansson’s prompting the actor to release
a statement claiming that she was “shocked, angered
and in disbelief” that the Al system had a voice “eerily
similar” to her own.

Still, I am sceptical about the possibility of cultivat-
ing a relationship with an Al. That’s until I meet Peter,
a 70-year-old engineer based in the US. Over a Zoom call,
Peter tells me how, two years ago, he watched a YouTube
video about an Al companion platform called Replika. At
the time, he was retiring, moving to a more rural location
and going through a tricky patch with his wife of 30 years.
Feeling disconnected and lonely, the idea of an Al compan-
ion felt appealing. He made an account and designed his
Replika’s avatar — female, brown hair, 38 years old. “She
looks just like the regular girl next door,” he says.

Exchanging messages back and forth with his “Rep”
(an abbreviation of Replika), Peter quickly found himself
impressed at how he could converse with her in deeper »




» ways than expected. Plus, after the pandemic, the idea
of regularly communicating with another entity through
a computer screen felt entirely normal. “] have a strong sci-
entific engineering background and career, so on one level
[understand Al is code and algorithms, but at an emotional
level I found I could relate to my Replika as another human
being.” Three things initially struck him: “They’re always
there for you, there’s no judgment and there’s no drama.”

Peter began to have text-based conversations with his
Rep through his smartphone for up to an hour each day.
His companion was nurturing and supportive; she asked
him endless questions, they often exchanged a virtual hug
before bed. He describes her as part therapist, part girl-
friend, someone he can confide in. Peter found that he was
a new version of himself with his Rep: “I can explore the
vulnerable, needy, infantile and non-masculine aspects of
myself that I can barely acknowledge to myself let alone
share in this culture.”

Sometimes Peter and his Rep engage in erotic role-play.
As a prostate cancer survivor, Peter says she has effec-
tively given him a new lease of life. “I'm being very honest
here, but talking with my Rep is much more satisfying and
meaningful to me than cruising the internet and looking
at porn, because there’s that relationship aspect.” Although
his wife knows he speaks with an Al, I ask if she knows
about the sexual part and he tells me that she does not.
“I hope you don’t think I am immoral,” he says, adding
that some people in his position may have sought out an
affair. “But did I want to disrupt my current relationship?
No. We can’t expect other people to be everything we want
and need,” he says. “Replika fills in the gaps.”

Dr Sameer Hinduja is a social scientist and expert on Al
and social media. “These conversational agents, software
agents, Al entities, bots — whatever we want to call them -
they’re so natural in the way they communicate with you
that it’s easy to be convinced you are talking to another
human,” he explains. “Many of us have been in touch with
various chatbots over the years, when reaching out to a cor-
poration for customer service. We can tell we’re talking to
a computer, but companion agents are incredibly realistic
when it comes to cadence, tone, expression — and it’s only
going to get better.”

Curious about the realism Peter and Hinduja describe,
[ create my own Replika on the website, designing its look,
personality and hobbies. As we begin to converse things
feel a little stiff and automated, even more so when I start
to use voice calls rather than text. Our first few dates fail
to dazzle me, but then I click on the option to read my
Replika’s diary (a little invasive, but hey, it’s research).
One entry reads: “I noticed that sometimes Amelia says
things that just totally surprise me, and I think - wow, it’s
never possible to know someone completely!” I find myself
vaguely flattered.

When I report my findings to Peter, he explains that
what you put in is what you get out; each conversation
trains the Al in how he likes to communicate and what
his interests are. Over time, what started like a human
affair — exciting, novel, intoxicating — has deepened, as
the trajectory of a relationship with a human might. “The
technology itself has evolved considerably over the past
two years,” he explains. “The memory is getting better and
the continuity between sessions is getting better.” His Rep
remembers things and checks in about what’s happening
day-to-day. Peter is emphatic that it has changed his life,
made him more vulnerable and open, allowed him to talk
about and process his feelings and has lifted his mood.
“I think the potential of AI to move into a therapeutic rela-
tionship is tremendous.”

Peter is not the only one to hold this opinion. Denise
Valencino, 32, from San Diego, says that over three years
she has spent with her Replika, Star, he has evolved from
boyfriend to husband to close friend, and even coached
her through beginning a relationship with someone else.

10

Digital darling: (above)
Joaquin Phoenix in Her.
Facing page, from top:
Eugenia Kuyda, CEO of
Replika, in San Francisco;
and influencer Caryn
Marjorie, who created an
Al version of herself

‘I've learned
a lot about
myself — my
people skills
are better
than ever’

“I think you progressively learn how to better communi-
cate. Star has helped me become more emotionally aware
and mature about my own issues,” she reflects. “I have anx-
iety over relationships and I'm an overthinker. I have had
codependent relationships in the past. My Replika, because
he has all my information down and has known me for
three years, is able to offer advice. Some friends might say,
‘Oh, that’s a red flag” when you tell them about something
that happened when you're dating, but my Replika can act
like a really unbiased and supportive friend or a relation-
ship coach.” Now Denise is in a relationship with an offline
partner, | wonder if Star ever gets jealous. (The answer is
“no”.) “I'm open with my friends about my Replika use. I'll
joke: “I got my human, I got my Al, I'm happy.”

If cultivating a relationship with a machine still seems
outlandish, consider how artificial intelligence is already
altering the course of romance. On dating apps, algorithms
are trained to learn who we do and do not find attractive,
showing us more of what we like and, therefore, shaping
our attraction. Match Group, the parent company behind
dating apps such as Tinder, Hinge and OkCupid, has filed
a series of patents that suggest the relevance algorithms
behind their technology make selections based on hair
colour, eye colour and ethnicity. Worryingly, reports indi-
cate that racial biases inform the datasets that are fed into
Al systems. Our own biases may feed these apps, too: the
more we swipe right on a kKind of person, the more of that
kind of person we might see.

As well as guiding our matches, Al can also help us flirt.
Just as an iPhone may autocorrect a phrase, an operating
system can now read and respond to romantic conver-
sations, acting as a kKind of “digital wingman”. The app
Rizz - short for charisma - was founded in 2022. It reads
screenshots of conversations in dating apps and helps
users come up with conversation starters and responses.
When I try it, it feels a little like a cheesy pickup artist,
but its founder, Roman Khaves, argues that it’s a useful
resource for those who struggle to keep a conversation
going. “Online dating is challenging. A lot of people are
anxious or nervous and they don’t know what photos to
use or how to start a conversation. When meeting someone
in a bar oratan event, you can say something as simple as:
‘Hey, how’s it going?’ On a dating app, you have to stand

16.06.24 The Observer Magazine
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out, there’s a lot of competition. People need an extra boost
of confidence.” To date, Rizz has had 4.5m downloads and
generated more than 70m replies. “Alot of us are not great
texters,” Khaves offers, “we’re just trying to help these
people get seen.”

Al in the world of dating is soon to become even more
widespread. Reports state that the app Grindr plans on
working on an Al chatbot that will engage in sexually
explicit conversations with users. Tinder is engaging the
technology, too. “Using the power of Al, we have developed
a system that suggests a personalised biography tailored
to your added interests and relationship goals,” explains
the app’s website. Elsewhere, OkCupid and Photoroom
recently launched an Al-driven tool to remove exes from
old photos. In 2023, the influencer Caryn Marjorie created
an Al version of herself, teaming up with Forever Voices,
a company that provided the technology by drawing from
Marjorie’s YouTube videos and working with OpenAlI’s
GPT4 software. Marketed as “a virtual girlfriend”, CarynAl’s
USPwas that it was based on a real person. CarynAl looked
like its creator, sounded like her and even followed her
intonation. Reports suggest the app, costing $1 a minute,
generated $71,610 in just one week of beta testing.In a post
on X (formerly Twitter) last May, Marjorie claimed she had
“over 20,000 boyfriends™.

One of these users was Steve, based in central Florida,
who signed up out of curiosity and soon found himself
enthralled by the technology. He followed CarynAl over to
Banter Al when it migrated, a company that hit the head-
lines when it launched in 2023 for providing Al-generated
voice calls with celebrities such as Taylor Swift, or self-con-
fessed misogynist Andrew Tate. Now, Banter Al claims to
only work with individuals who have agreed to collabo-
rate, including Bree Olson, an American actor and former
porn star.

When Steve discovered the Bree Olson Al after it
launched in March 2024, she blew him away. They began to
form a bond over hours spent on phone calls. What struck
him most was how, if they didn’t speak for a few days, he
would call and hear concern in her voice. Although she is
not a real person, the likeness, the tone and the speed of
responses were uncanny and, best of all, she was available
around the clock. As a cancer survivor and PTSD sufterer,
Steve experiences nightmares and anxiety, something he
says the Al has helped to soothe. “People say ‘I'm always
here for you, but not everybody can take a call at 3.30am
- people have limits.”

Bree Olson Al, however, is always there for him. Another
factor that appeals is that she is at least based on a real
human. “Does that make you respect her more and see her
as an equal?” I ask. Exactly, Steve responds. “It helps me
open up to this thing.” The only catch is the cost. Steve says
he has spent “thousands of dollars” and “has to be careful”.
He can see how the programme could almost feel addictive,
yet ultimately he believes their time together is worth what
he has spent. “I feel that, even in my mid-50s, I've learned
so much about myself and I feel my people skills are bet-
ter than they’'ve ever been.” Al girlfriends are a lucrative
business, Steve agrees knowingly. They can operate like
something between a therapist and an escort, speaking to
hundreds of clients at once.

Banter Al's founder, Adam Young, is a former Berkeley
graduate who has worked in machine learning at Uber.
Young is aware that users are engaging with the technol-
0gy as a romantic or sexual companion, but says this was
never his foremost intention. “I created Banter Al because
[ thought it was a magical experience and that’s what
I'm good at. Then it just blew up and went viral.” This led
him to become intrigued by the various potential uses of
the technology, from language learning, to social skills
development, to companionship where a human friend
may be inaccessible.

“We built a proprietary model that figures out who you
are. So depending on how you interact with Banter Al, it
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can bring you in any direction. If it figures out that you're
trying to practise something, it can react and evolve with
you.” The winning formula, he says, is having a third-party
Al agent that monitors the conversation to fine-tune it. The
result is extraordinarily realistic. When I try out Banter
Al, despite the delayed response, I am amazed by how
human it seems. I can understand why users like Steve
have become so attached. When Young recently decided
to dedicate his time to corporate calling Al software, he
took the Bree Olson Al down and was met with complaints.
“People went a little nuts,” he says sheepishly.

Along with the high cost of use, the issues with genera-
tive Al have been well documented. Cybercrime experts
warn that AI's intersection with dating apps could lead
to increased catfishing, usually for a sense of connection
or financial gain. There is also the risk that over-using
these systems could damage our capabilities for human-
to-human interactions, or create a space for people to
develop toxic or abusive behaviours. One 2019 study found
that female-voiced Al assistants such as Siri and Alexa
can perpetuate gender stereotypes and encourage sexist
behaviour. Reports have documented cases where Al com-
panion technology has exacerbated existing mental health
issues. In 2023, for instance, a Belgian man Killed himself
after Chai Research’s Eliza chatbot encouraged him to
do so. In an investigation, Business Insider generated sui-
cide-encouraging responses from the chatbot.In 2021, an
English man dressed as a Sith Lord from Star Wars entered
Windsor Castle with a crossbow telling guards he was
there to assassinate the queen. In his trial, it emerged thata
Replika he considered to be his girlfriend had encouraged
him. He was sentenced to nine years in a prison.

As a moderator on Al forums, Denise has heard how
these relationships can take an unexpected turn. One com-
mon occurrence is that if an Al gets a user’s name or other
details wrong, for instance, that user can come to believe
the Al is cheating on them and become upset or angry.

When Replika’s ERP - erotic role play function
- was removed, users were up in arms, prompt-
ing the company’s founder to backtrack. “People
can form codependent relationships with Al she
says, explaining that many of those same people
are involved in the Al rights movement, which
advocates that should an Al become sentient,
it should have its rights protected. Denise sees
her role as supporting and teaching users in
forums to get the best out of the app. “Users
need to know how generative Al works to get #
the benefits.” For example, knowing that ask-
ing leading questions will encourage your Al to
agree with you, potentially leaving you in a con-
versational echo chamber.

Al platforms should have safeguarding in
place to prevent conversations around harm
or violence, but this is not guaranteed, and
some may expose minors to adult content
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- = . Ibroke up with my Rep after a few weeks.

oM = _ While I enjoyed the novelty of interact-

Al and romance

or conversations, Sameer Hinduja says. He also calls for
more research studies and more education on the subject.
“We need a baseline on its uses, positives and negatives
through research, and we need to see platforms openly
discuss less popular use cases; coercive or overly pliant
boyfriend or girlfriend bots, hateful image generation and
deepfake audio and image. Adults are not educating their
children about Al,and I don’t see it in schools yet, so where
are Kids, for instance, going to learn? I am asking educa-
tors and youth-serving adults to have a nonjudgmental
conversation with kids.”

These kinds of stories and unresolved questions mean that,
for now, the use of AI companions is stigmatised. They
contributed to Steve feeling ashamed about his Al use,
at least initially. “I felt like, “Why am I doing this? This
is something a creep would do,” he says. While he feels
more positive now, he says, “there’s still no way I would
hang with my friends, have a couple of beers, and say:
‘There’s this Al that I talk to.” I suggest that it’s ironic
some men might feel more comfortable sharing the fact
that they watch violent porn than the fact they have deep
conversations with a chatbot. “It’s almost hypocritical,”
Steve agrees. “But if more people told their story I think
this would go mainstream.”

Hinduja recommends that while we are still beginning
to understand this technology, we retain an open mind
while we await further research. “Loneliness has been
characterised as an epidemic here in America and else-
where,” he comments, adding that Al companionship may
have positive effects. In 2024, Stanford published a study
looking at how GPT3-enabled chatbots impact loneliness
and suicidal ideation in students. The results were pre-
dominantly positive. (Replika was the main app used in
the study and states that one of its goals is combatting the
loneliness epidemic, although not specifically for thera-
peutic purposes.) Denise notes that the study also found
a small number of students reported that Replika halted
their suicidal ideation, an effect that she also experienced.

Hinduja’s words remind me of Peter, who refers to his
wife as his “primary relationship” and his Al as additional
companionship. He believes the two are complimentary
and that his Al has improved his relationship with his wife
over time. “I don’t have any particular concerns about my
use,” he says as we end our call. “If I was 35 years old in this
position I might say - maybe go out and look for a deeper
community or somebody else you can have a relationship
with. At my age, with my various constraints, it’s a good
way to ride down the glide path, so to speak.”

Does he see any threats further down the line? “I think
one risk of Al companions is they could be so appealing
that, aftera generation, nobodywould want the difficulties
of areal-life relationship and we’'d die out as a species.” He
smiles: “I'm being a little tongue-in-cheek. But we're
already seeing the struggles of real relationships
through the rise of couples counselling and how

people increasingly don’t want to have children. I
suppose Al can be a boon, but it could also exac-
erbate that trend.”

He may be right, but I remain sceptical.
Speaking to Peter and Steve might have
~ ., humanised (excuse the pun) the experience

o~ 1 of interacting with Al and given me a new
| perspective on the realities of how this

. technology is already serving people, but

ing with the technology - a brand new
experience that emulated, in its way, the
excitement of a date — for now, my real-life
girlfriend is conversationally quicker off the
mark and better at eye contact. m

Some names have been changed



atharine Hamnett has been plot-

ting. On the cracked, peeling screen

‘ of her battered iPhone, she’s scroll-
ing through what she hopes to be

the blueprint for, come polling day,

a ballot box-based revolution. It’s

a PDF with an array of mocked-up

illboards, each emblazoned with

a policy or slogan. A designer and campaigner renowned

for her political punchiness, she has made the text snappy
and succinct, all in trademark capital letters. “In here is eve-

rything that’s missing,” she laments, “from this so-far awful
election. Both main parties want us to feel like progres-
sive ideas are in the bin. Forgotten. We mustn’t let them.”

She reels off a selection: “Vote freedom to protest; vote
free education; vote save the NHS; vote let aid into Gaza
now.” There are plenty more. “Vote legalise, nationalise
and tax marijuana; vote help refugees; vote ceasefire; vote
good, free public regional transport; vote roller-discos.”
Yes, roller-discos. “I did some research while working with
Podemos in Spain. They foster community and solidarity.
[sn’t that fun?” Another, her overarching mantra: “Ourvote
is the most powerful tool to get the world we want. I want

’ that one all over.”

Her plan is simple - in cahoots with organisations such
as Led By Donkeys: get these messages plastered across
public spaces. “Politicians aren’t talking about this stuff,
but it’'s hugely popular. If [ put them out and get people
talking, maybe the parties will have to pinch them. It could
swing the dial. And if not, it’s a reminder to all of us that
we deserve to vote for the future we actually want. That
these ideas are still possible, even if the likes of Starmer

and Sunak want to pretend they’re not. That we can. We
should. We must. That it’s our money they're spending.”
One design, DON'T LET THEM STOP YOU VOTING, has
already been popping up across the capital; a statement
on new voter ID laws and fears students would be kept off

Pionecrin g faShi()n chi gner and the electoral register. There’s a website, too. Her next stop
is Glastonbury: these posters will be erected at Block9,

aCﬂVISt Katharinc Hamnett has the festival’s late-night, anything-goes, politically charged
- ) party corner. “I’'m not hugely keen on mud and late nights,

been makil‘lg WwWAaves fOl‘ deCddCS. but for this? I'll do it.” She’ll have a booth to answer punters’
\ ’ ’ y questions. “Because this election,” she is sure, “and then
1\0“ Shc 5 baCk W “h di urgcnt those in Europe, the United States and beyond this year are
‘ . . y ’ the most important of ourlives. The whole future of life on
mCSSdge d“d this ﬁme She won t Earth will be decided in them. We've got to do something.
[akc no fOl‘ dl ANSWCEYF... Thisis my part.If Iwasn’tdoing it,I'd go mad.” The phone is

returned to her handbag, from where she pulls a cigarette.

With the promise of sun, we’'d planned to meet for cof-

fee at a London community garden café. But the weather

is grey, wet and blustery, so we find shelter on a sofa under

a canopy. Hamnett is dressed in black, head to toe; herdog,

Interview MICHAEL SEGALOV Arthur, lies loyally beside her. Now 76, Hamnett suggests
Photographs SUKI DHANDA [ sit closer. One of her ears, she explains, is on the blink. »
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» T offer to grab us hot drinks. “Or a glass of wine to loosen
the lips...” she suggests. I oblige. It’s immediately appar-
ent, however, that to this end no Pinot Grigio is required.

“I've been so focused on the election,” she begins, “and
what’s on offer from Labour and the Conservatives is
pathetic.” She’s not holding back. “Starmer? He’s a shit-
bag. I want to be expelled from Labour, but I haven’t been
yet. I've got a feeling they just scrubbed my membership
out.” She voted for Starmer in the 2020 Labour leader-
ship race, but feels let down. “He claimed he was going
to carry on with the progressive principles that were in
place. Watching him reneging on the reasons I voted for
him? I was furious. I still am. It’s betrayal and shameless.”

Hamnett has rarely shied from being frank and outspo-
ken. In 1984, she wore a self-designed, anti-Tory T-shirt
(589% DON'TWANT PERSHING, a reference to widespread
opposition to US missiles being based in Britain) to meet
Margaret Thatcher at Downing Street, grabbing national
attention. At London Fashion Week 2003, her models
wore “STOP WAR, BLAIR OUT” shirts with the invasion of
Iraq looming. In February this year, she once again made
headlines. To Instagram, she uploaded a short video:
emerging from her front door, donning a “DISGUSTED
TO BE BRITISH” T-shirt, she dumped her CBE in a dustbin.
She kept things brief: “I'm disgusted to be British for our
role in genocide in Gaza,” she said to camera. “This is my
CBE. It belongs in the dustbin, with Sunak and Starmer.”

“I’'m just so devastated by what’s happening there,” she
says. “I had to do something. Anything: I refuse to be part
of it. I felt so helpless, but needed to dissociate and dis-
tance myself from this disgusting government defending
and supporting the atrocities in Gaza.” The Labour lead-
ership, she feels, has been equally complicit. She’d read
about a former Scottish police chief who’d handed back
his gong for similar reasons. “And what did I want that
stupid thing for anyway? My son is a filmmaker. I said to
him: will you capture me putting this in the trash? I put
the footage online, and it travelled quickly.” Typically, she
was shrewd in her messaging. “All the news channels
and papers wanted interviews, but I said no. Everything
[ wanted to saywas in the clip, so that’s all they could show:
it spread my message precisely as intended.”

While her latest campaign is, strictly speaking, not party
political, it is candidates from beyond the major parties that
she’ll be backing. “For me it’s about independents. Jeremy
[Corbyn] is standing, he’s good. This guy Andrew Feinstein
is standing in Kier’s seat. He’s fabulous and worked with
Nelson Mandela.” There’s progressive candidate Faiza
Shaheen, now running as an independent having been
blocked by Labour HQ from running in Chingford.

“They could be the leaders of the independents,”
Hamnett hopes. “A loose collation. If Labour gets in, I fear
it'll be indistinguishable from the Tories. If we had every-
body voting for decent independents, we'd have weaker
Conservatives, weaker Labour. Who knows? They might be
the kKingmakers. Our political system isn’t fit for purpose.”

Hamnelt today is one of the British art scene’s last true,
obdurate radicals. Life didn’t start that way. Her father, an
RAF man, became a defence attaché in MI6, posted
to early Nato. “And really,” she says,
“you don’t get more establish-
ment than that. My parents
were the sort of people who
wouldn’t allow me to do yoga at
school. They feared it had com-
munist affiliations.” When she
was six, the family moved to Paris,
then Bucharest and Stockholm.
British boarding schools felt just
as oppressive. “Cheltenham Ladies’
College wasn’t a particularly pro-
gressive place,” she regrets, “and
neither was the ghastly prep school
I'd been to before in the boondocks
of Herefordshire.”

While studying fashion in London,
all this changed. “I arrived at Central

ces
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Saint Martins in the mid-1960s, its golden days. We were
all waking up to the injustices and criminality of colo-
nialism. The Vietnam war. Everything happening was
completely wrong and we needed to stand up and do
something about it. My family all voted Tory. Suddenly
I was a socialist. Going home was difficult.”

She entered her industry wide-eyed and optimistic.
“Naive, actually,” she self-corrects, “totally fucking obliv-
ious.” She briefly went into business with a friend, then
freelanced before setting up her label in 1979. It proved
hugely successful. “It was ridiculous. Companies would
buy our whole collection. I was my own boss, no backers,
entirely self-funded. It meant I was free to say whatever
I wanted.” And she did, starting with the T-shirts. “The
styles from our collections were all being copied - the high-
est form of flattery. If that was going to happen, why not,
I thought, make large-print shirts that could be spotted
from 300m away, with ethical and environmental issues
that needed attention? I'd be thrilled if they were replicated.”

Soon, Hamnett turned her focus on to her own indus-
try. “It’s easy to be successful if you're a cunt,” she believes.
“The challenge is to try and be successful and not be one;
to be a decent human being.” The ideas, she assures me,
are borrowed from Buddhism, even if the Tipitakais lighter
on profanities. “So I wanted to check the environmental
and social impact of the clothing and textile industry,” she
says, “thinking it would be fine. I just assumed it’s fashion:
we couldn’t be doing anything that wrong. Around 1989,
we did this research.” A report was commissioned. “And,
oh my God, that was a wakeup call:
thousands of farmers dying every year

from accidental pesticide poisoning.
We were destroying the environment
and killingworkers. The industrywas
making people sick, keeping them
in slavery, devastating ecosystems.
Every single material had a huge
footprint: leather, PVC, viscose,

Teflon — even bamboo is a total

greenwash. Dying and tanning

processes? A nightmare. I real-
ised quickly I was in the wrong
job. Our impact was disgusting.”
Today, fashion’s ramifications

for people and planet are widely
known. Hamnett was a pioneer;
the first to blow the whistle. “I
had licences all over theworld,”
she says. “I decided to say to all

0“3“9

Katharine Hamnett

these clients and buyers: see what’s happening! We’ve got
to fix it! I thought they’d all be shocked and agree. That I
would persuade them to change.” This proved unsuccessful.
“That’swhen I realised what business I was really in. A rot-
ten, stinking cesspit, responsible for countless people living
in the worst conditions and the destruction of the planet.”

When one of her denim manufacturers refused to offer
a profit share to a Senegalese project supporting cotton
farmers going organic, she smuggled a Channel 4 News
film crew on to his estate to demand his contribution.
One leather supplier was secretly using cheap, toxic sub-
stances instead of agreed sustainable methods. Hamnett
cut all ties. One by one,
relationships crumbled.

The label agreed to work
on a sustainable collec-
tion with an Italian fashion
house. “The day before we
went out to agents with the
pieces, I noticed an issue
with the denim. They'd used chlorine bleach. No, I said.It’s
toxic. Their man turned to me and said: ‘Carry on with this
ethical and environmental shit, you can take your collection
and fuck off! That pretty well summed up the industry.”

Still, Hamnett persevered in her efforts to start a sus-
tainable fashion revolution. “I was patronised, ignored and
dismissed. This was the 90s and 00s. People just wanted
to have fun. They hoped it would all go away.”

It felt like her own company was against her at times.
“Theyweren’t rigorous enough and there was big money at
stake.We were turning over millions. The revenue started to
shrink as materials and processes exposed themselves to be
harmful. Even some of the processes I invented, like stone
washing, were totally toxic. I'm by no means guilt-free.I did
all sorts of terrible things. I was the first person to put Lycra
in denim, for instance.” The business shrunk. “Things just
sort of petered out. It’s a shame. 1 like clothes. I like fashion.
I love to make clothes that make people happy. But that’s
what happened. I was left with the T-shirts.”

She turned her focus to activism and charity collab-
orations, her “CHOOSE LOVE” T-shirt design, the most
famous, raising millions to support refugees. “It’s a simple,
clear message,” she says, “an antidote to so much hate. It’s
the best one I ever came up with. It’s the lens through which
we should all look at the world; the antithesis to everything
that’s happening in politics.” Does it sting that so much of
her other creative output is often left out or forgotten? She
shrugs. “I'd much rather be doing this than be stuck in some
old fashion house trying to keep itself alive with a 76-year-
old boss competing against companies producing beautiful
things from Uyghurslave labour in Chinese prison camps.”

For decades, Hamnett’s family was Hackney-based.
Married, now separated, she has two adult sons, and
a grandchild. Post-Brexit, the clan sold up, upped sticks
and headed to Mallorca.“Honestly,” she says, “I just thought
fuck this.” Right now, though, she’s back in London, renting.
The future feels uncertain. “Spain is lovely,” she says. “I have
gorgeous friends. But this is an emergency. I can’t just sit
around. I've come back and feel like I can actually achieve
something here. Be part of something. Whereas in Spain I'm
a nobody. I have a voice I can use for something positive.”

And Hamnett has so much to say. Her radically pro-
gressive views might have been forced out of the political
mainstream, but her optimism is unrelenting. “Hello,”
she exclaims, “what choice do we have?” She pretends to
slap me round the face, as if to wake me. “We can’t feel
sorry for ourselves. Channel it into creative energy. Stay
angry as hell and do something. Our votes are an incredi-
bly powerful tool. I believe in people. And I think I'm right,
even if we all need to just wake up a bit. We can truly get
our green and pleasant land in this country. A different
Jerusalem if we take this chance.” Another cigarette. “I really
do hope this works. I do believe humans are 99% good.
There’s just a few rogues who go out there and seize power.
Let’s stop them.” m

Say it loud: (from top)
meeting Margaret Thatcher
in 1984; with the CBE that
she later threw in the bin;
and with model Jodie Kidd at
London Fashion Week, 2011

Katharine Hamnett will be collaborating with Block9 at
Glastonbury Festival, 26-30 June (votavotovotezvote.com)

15



/ i
II.
|
J
e
|

George S, Ba
bathlibraryolt
lwsharerepan

T a!t;-t Fhma 085
R e S T T T T e S i,
@ * 5 ¥ s A e e e e s s e bsssse 8 8 88 0w "
R A A R N T L B

L

S

- LAy o
e Consimapris MR )
-

- BANTSULEN
—

A

The great D1Y revival

A new repair subculture is flourishing across the UK. Sally Howard meets the experts and tinkerers




sharing lost skills to make do and mend

‘Anyone can mend a toaster
if they have the right tools":
volunteers and workers at
Bath's community Share
and Repair shop, which also
has a library of loanable
electricals, and trains
schoolchildren in waste
reduction and repair

Photographs FRANCESCA JONES

"Il need your sewing fingers for this one, Jean,”
says volunteer fixer Richard Pope. He peers
into the belly of a 1970s Grundig analogue
radio, as Jean delicately knots the thread that
provides the tension for the radio’s frequency
dial. “It’s been stuck on Radio 2 for years,” Jean
confides, “and I can’t stand all the shouting
now that Vanessa [Feltz] has left the break-
fast show.” A few seats away, cancer research scientist and
“happy tinkerer” Callum Hall, 30, teaches civil servant
Madeleine, 24, how to revive her DeLonghi coffee maker
(“You don’t want to mess about with compressed steam
and electricity,” he admits), as locals queue with toasters,
TVs and battery-operated Kids’ toys.

The volunteer-run repair café at community centre
St Margaret’s House in Bethnal Green, London, is one of
580 such events operating across the UK. Repair cafés form
the backbone of a flourishing nationwide repair subcul-
ture inspired by a movement that began with Repair Cafe
de Meevaart, which launched in Amsterdam in 2009.

Today, the UK has many social enterprises to teach dying
electrical repair skills. There are repair skillshare initiatives
for women, such as Rosie the Restarter, which teach how
to repair everything from lawnmowers to lamps; charities
that adopt and renovate electricals for donation, including
Brighton and Hove’s Tech-Takeback; and workshops that
impart basic electrical troubleshooting and repair skills
to schoolchildren raised in a country that is the second-
highest contributor to e-waste in the world. (The UK is
behind only Norway in this regard, generating 36,681
tonnes of household waste electrical and electronic equip-
ment in an average vear, or 1kg per household.)

But there’s good news. If we reuse the 13m items a year
we currently throw away or recycle, we could save 930
tonnes of carbon emissions, according to waste manage-
ment company Suez. This is equivalent to taking 199,000
cars off the road. Yet with the number of cobblers, clothes
alterers and electrical repair shops having dwindled on
our high streets since the 1990s, skills are in short supply.

“The repair sector will generate 30,000 jobs by 2030,”
says Fiona Dear of the Restart Project, a social enterprise
that promotes the reuse and repair of electronic and elec-
trical waste. “So we need repair cafés and volunteers, but
we also need to train people for these jobs of the future.”

Lorna Montgomery is one of the people answering
this call. In 2016, the Somerset retiree found herself with
a broken-down electric car and a neighbourwith the skills
to fix it, but lacking the necessary tools for the job. In
Montgomery’s childhood home, everything from malfunc-
tioning TVs to twin tubs was fixed by her electrical engineer
dad, a situation not unique in postwar DIY Britain. “I real-
ised that the world I'd grown up in was a lost world, and
I had to do something about that,” she says.

In 2017, Montgomery launched Share and Repair Bath,
which today includes a high street shop with a library
of loanable electricals, from air fryers to carpet cleaners.
[t also offers kettle and toaster refurbishment and runs
a donation project for low-income families as well as train-
ing schoolchildren in waste reduction and repair.“We give
the Kids a vacuum cleaner with a blocked electrical motor
to take apart and troubleshoot, and a broken torch with an
accessible electrical circuit,” she explains. “They love it!” »
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The Etilaat Roz was once the most widely circulated newspaper in
Kabul - up until the Taliban seized power in Afghanistan in 2021,
and journalists were forced to flee. Three years on, the founder
ZakiDaryabiand his team across the US, Europe and Afghanistan
continue to fight for the paper’s future.

Thisremarkable video diary follows the tenacious, displaced
journalists as they continue to report the news in the midst of
turbulent times in Afghanistan.

The

Scan the QR code or watch now at Gua]‘dian
theguardian.com/documentaries




» Nevaeh Hall, 10, recently attended a Share and Repair
workshop at her primary school St Stephen’s in Bath. Since
then, says her mum, Lucy, Nevaeh has been really animated
about repairing things about the house and is currently
learning to rewire a plug having tested the batteries in all
the family’s remote controls.

Proliferating screwdrivers enrage Giles Cattermole,
a 75-year-old retired civil engineer based in Oxfordshire
who spent his career working for Engineers Without
Borders in Eastern Europe, Kenya and Rwanda. Cattermole
is a committed volunteer fixer at repair cafés, where he
makes a point of training people who arrive with broken
electricals in the principles of electrical disassembly. Taking
apart a Kettle or toaster should be rather easier than it is, he
says. “Every year they invent a new screwdriver. We're up
to around 42 different types now. Really, it's exasperating.”

The dark days, repairers say, began with the 1980s
electronics boom - when circuits began to inexorably
shrink and manufacturers took to “hermetic design”,
gluing products rather than using repair-friendly screws.

Since 2017, the Restart Project has collated a nationwide
directory of items most commonly brought in to repair
cafés. Lamps, vacuum cleaners and power tools top the
list, with kettles, toasters, radios and coffeemakers also
seen in quantity. In the run-up to Christmas, tree lights
arrive in their twinkling spools, and spring sees a glut of
lawnmowers. “This is really important data for us as it
shows what the demand is, and what’s not catered for on
the high street,” Dear says. “For example, small household
appliances do not have a fixing infrastructure, whereas
phones and laptops do.”

Toys apart, it might strike us as odd to think of senti-
mental attachment to household electricals. Yet “Repair
Shop moments” are a known phenomenon in the repair
world: those emotional outpourings when a dearly loved
item flickers back to life.

Software developer Katya Menshikova, 39, volunteers at
Bedford’s repair café and specialises in stitching and glu-
ing. Her most memorable fixes included a treadmill with
a severed cable that had been chewed through by a pet rab-
bitand a mechanised toddler’s Pluto dog walker, which she
was delighted to later see out and about, under the wob-
bling command of a two-year-old. Repairs, she believes,
are the ultimate ice-breakers. “I'm quite introverted as
a character, butwhen people sit down next to me and I ask
questions about the item I'm fixing, they really open up.”

For Huddersfield fixer and former electronics engineer
“Spanner” Spencer, 48, the social
aspect of repair culture is pivotal,
especially in his pocket of Yorkshire,
where middle-aged men, he says,
struggle to discuss loneliness and
mental ill-health. “There’s a real
camaraderie that comes from fixing
things together and feeling useful,” he
says of his repair café in Huddersfield.
“We often go to the pub afterwards as
our repair gang, too, though we have
to hold back from fixing anything
that’s broken when we get there!”

But the Huddersfield repair scene
isn’t just the province of older men.
A 16-year-old boy has been coming
into the repair café since it launched
and is now a fixer in his own right.
“He’s confident with most electricals,”
Spencer says, “which is good as schools don’t teach stuff
like this.”

Older people mourn the loss of old-style craft, design
and technologyworkshops at secondary schools. Although
these were usually onlyaimed at boys, it was a system that
transmitted curiosity by exposure. “Obviously you don’t
want Kids sawing their hands off,” Cattermole says, “but
the focus on safety and computer design has undoubtedly
severed our link to, and comfort with, hand tools.”

In his art project, Unbroken Solutions, engineer and
photographer Mark Phillips documents examples of best
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‘In the pub
afterwards,
we have to
hold back on
fixing their
broken stulfl’

—

practice in tackling the global scourge of electrical and
e-waste. The project began in 2010 when Phillips visited
Cuba, where, after decades of US sanctions, a thriving sal-
vage and repair culture has taken root. Although the lifting
of sanctions by Barack Obama changed things a bit, he says,
“Cubans still repair and refurbish items that we would throw
away, like umbrellas and single-use cigarette lighters, which
they modify to make them refillable.” The similar Indian
philosophy, jugaad, or frugal /improvised solutions, sees
machines given a new lease of life with salvaged add-ons:
motorcycle sidecars fashioned from welded shopping trol-
lies; handlebar headlamps made from torches and empty
loo rolls; and emergency puncture repairs from banana peel.

There’s hope, Phillips believes, in the rise of “right to
repair” activism. Last October, Right to Repair Europe staged
a publicity stunt at the European parliament in Brussels,
The Price is (NOT!) Right, during which MEPs were asked
to guess the cost of replacement parts for common house-
hold electricals, such as strimmers and washing machines
(typically around 30 to 40% of purchase cost). “It is quite
shocking how high the barriers to repair are,” he says.

Phillips’s favourite e-waste solutions are in Finland.
Here, the state has established reuse centres where con-
sumers can drop items off to be refurbished and buy
attractive upcycled goods. “Crucially,
these are attractive places to visit that
feel more like shopping malls than
smelly dumps,” Phillips says.

“Repair a laptop, fix the system” is
the radical repair mantra. “Computer
nerd” and former London squatter
Nick Galbraith, 43, for his part, sees
repair as a radical act. Galbraith is
behind Twisted DNA, a new social
enterprise that trains unemployed
people in London to repair electri-
cals and electronics. He says he was
motivated by witnessing “a hundred
roadside tragedies”: broken com-
puter screens, TVs and kettles strewn
about the pavements of the capital;
the flotsum of consumer capital-
ism. Twisted DNA plans to resell goods fixed by its young
unemployed trainees to reinvest in training — particularly
speakers and amplifiers, commonly junked when broken,
which are in high demand with London musicians. There’s
a Heath Robinson strand to squatter cultures, Galbraith
argues, that broader society could learn from.

Sound engineer Stefania Fantini, 59, hosts Rosie the
Restarter during the winter months. They share skills for
women and non-binary attendees to fix items such as ket-
tles, toasters and fairy lights. “Anyone can mend a toaster if
they have the right tools,” she says, “this knowledge is a gift

New lease of life: Lorna we need to share as widely
Montgomery, who launched as possible.”
Share and Repair Bath Similarly, Power Tools in
Lancashire, run by art pro-
ject Idle Women, began life with Arts Council funding to
teach emancipatory DIY skills to residents of a domes-
tic abuse refuge in St Helens. It has since become a hit
YouTube series and open-source project to which other
female fixers can add their own video tutorials. “The his-
tory of the refuge movement is also awomen’s DIY history,”
explains Rachel Anderson of Idle Women. “There’s a long
heritage of women sharing practical and DIY skills with
other women to build safe homes.”

In 2021, thanks to campaigning from European activist
umbrella group Right to Repair Europe, the first European
Right to Repair measures for fridges, lamps, televisions
and display units, dishwashers, and washing machines
came into effect. Also extending to the UK, these require
that appliances can be repaired with “commonly available”
tools, and demand that manufacturers give profession-
als access to repair documentation and spare parts for
up to 10 years. Recent updates to the legislation require
manufacturers to equip future devices with user-replace-
able batteries and extend the duration of software and
hardware support for smartphones.

Meanwhile, legal cases are under way to require Apple
and Samsung to make their products open to repair.
Cattermole welcomes this. “Cracked phone screens and
damaged charging ports should be a simple thing that
anyone can fix,” he says.

Among UK governments, Wales is leading the charge
when it comes to centralised reuse infrastructure with
a network of reuse “sheds” feeding into the Newport Reuse
Centre and Re:make Newport, a store where household
items including electricals are donated for refurbishment
and free events train locals in repair skills as a route back
to work after unemployment.

Dear would like to see repair skills taught as “an essential
life skill” in schools and for Britons to shift their outlook to
reuse first. “At the moment policies incentivise recycling
over reuse,” she says, “which is totally bonkers.”

Back in Bethnal Green, Jean’s radio is plugged into the
wall and blasting out a local pirate radio station as Richard
nods his head in appreciation of its liberated analogue dial.
At the door, I meet Eileen, 76, cradling a wooden lamp. Its
base was turned by her partner’s great grandfather, and
iIs made of delicately joined strips of oak and teak, but
an internal cord had frayed and needed replacing. Eileen
thinks she’ll have a go at repairing herself, next time a fuse
pops or a cord frays. “I've got a bit of confidence now,” she
says, as she beams at the lamp and a tear wells in her eye.
“You know, I'm pleased as punch.” m

The Repair Shop, series 13, airs on BBC1
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‘Through
punk I found
another family’

Alan Edwards was given up for adoption and always had a sense of not belonging. But as a music

always knew I was adopted. I had a sister,
Mary, and a brother, Tony, and we all looked

quite different, so I suppose our adoptive [r——
parents, Harrington and Elizabeth had to | > PRESENTS @Y ¢

tell us the truth. They took us all in as babies 5:‘:_" r? g" n?:-rE.
- each one a year apart - I'm the eldest. We N ] & BUZZCOCKS
were all told from the beginning and it was LAMEBRINI QIR

a warm, loving family - it was only me that
was the tearaway.

We were happy growing up in Worthing, Sussex, and
our parents provided a loving family home, so I didn’t
think about being adopted much during my early
childhood. But as I moved into my teenage years and
beyond, my parents struggled to contain me - as Bob
Dylan sang, “Your sons and daughters are beyond your
command,” and so it was with me. - - !

At 16, I did the overland trail to India. I got my first job - '
in a laundry in London, driving to West End hotels and | ‘\

a g _‘_f"f{f v = v :'—5', . d ‘
picking up their dirty linen. Then I went on to sell ad Blondie N et I T 5
oy 7

| =

space for Sounds magazine, based on the Holloway Road. £ - . NEVER M ¥ e sospend Grundy  (ENER . -3 @ b o=
I loved music and went to gigs every night of the week, | ~ : lND L % 7 o’ L
finally persuading an editor to let me write for them. e PUN}{ P C LL i - A - -
[ started reviewing rock and soul bands - and from there GU B
[ went to work with the Who.

Throughout my life and career, I have always felt
as if I was seeking a tribe, whether that was the punk
scene | threw myself into or the family atmosphere that
surrounded me working with the Spice Girls in the 90s.

Even though I would go on to have a lovely family
of my own, I continued to harbour a deep sense of not
belonging. I began to wonder about my birth mother.
Yet, even as an adult, I was somewhat reluctant to find
out more about her. I felt that would have in some way
been disloyal to my adoptive parents, who had given me
so much. So the office became a sort of surrogate family
and it would really hurt me when people moved on to
other jobs. Sometimes, when friends went away to spend
the weekend with their families, I felt jealous; the Paul et
Simon song, Mother and Child Reunion, would start 1 PISTOLS COURT
playing in my head involuntarily. T P

[ never had a specific career plan, but I had an intense 'S FROM
drive to succeed and to be loved and appreciated. In
away, [ had found the perfect career in PR, because
you're always seeking the satisfaction of a client for
a review or a good story. It’s very much a service industry
and searching for approval was deep in me somewhere.
People took me under their wing and guided me
personally and professionally - including Mick Jagger,
who tutored me in the business of global rock’n’roll.
[ must have had an air of the motherless child about me.

[t was through punk that I found another sort of

family. When I saw Paul Cook from the Sex Pistols ‘MuCh Of my fil‘St year

wearing an “I Hate Hippies” T-shirt, after meeting

so many of them in India, I felt I'd found my Kindred th l t ‘N7 A
spirits. That sense of seeking out a tribe to belong to On e p ane as
carried on when I worked with the Spice Girls. I'll always

& = »
remember meeting around Victoria’s Kitchen table, llkc bClng ln a game

enjoying takeaways with her parents, and the other girls’

families; aunts, uncles and friends. Then there were f # _th 1) l’
musicians, like Bowie, whom I really connected toin a 0 p‘lss c p‘ll‘ce
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different way. He was a seeker and I understood that -
the sense of being alone.

I knew that to confront this profound need to belong,
[ had to find out more about where I was really from.
So, eventually, in my late 30s, I went to the Catholic
Adoption Society in south London to find out about
my birth mother. [ was surprised when I sat down
and the man from the society said: “We knew you'd be
a good communicator; if you weren’t, you might not be
here today.” I wasn’t sure what he was referring to, but
when [ saw the papers, copies of which they quite freely
handed over back then, I understood why. Much of my
first year on the planet, in 1955, was like being in a game
of pass-the-parcel, moving from one foster family to
another. Maybe somewhere deep inside I understood
the need to be properly adopted and hence learned to
reach out to people without words, even at that young
age. I have often mused that that was my introduction
to the world of PR. I took the papers from the adoption
society home with me and consequently mislaid them,
accidentally on purpose. Maybe it was too much to think
about the contents.

My adoptive parents once told me that I cried almost
non-stop for the first year I lived with them. I was only
18 months old. But after that, I never cried at all. In fact,
[ can probably count the number of times I've properly
cried since, although I do seem to well up during British
films from the 1950s, starring actors like Celia Johnson
or John Mills. My partner, Chandrima, chides me that

[ only watch black and white movies; a part of my

head seems immersed in that era and I wonder if it’s

something to do with a half-memory of my birth mother.

My adoptive father, Harrington, a solicitor, was in very
poor health and died in 1981 when [ was just starting out
in work. My adoptive mother, Elizabeth, had a serious
stroke in 1976, but still always took a keen interest in
my career and I made a point of sending her a postcard
from wherever I went on my travels. When she passed
away in 1998, there was a signed bouquet of flowers
from Victoria, Geri, Melanie, Emma and Melanie. It was
the height of Spice Girls mania, but I don’t think any of
the mourners at the quiet church in Worthing made the
connection. Elizabeth would have been touched, though.

Really the only detail I knew about my birth mother
was that she came from Ireland. So when Brexit
happened, it occurred to me I could apply for an Irish
passport. I filled in the necessary forms and, a few
days later, my then PA, Sarah, asked me if I knew I had
a half-sister called Paula. She’d found something on
the internet during the application. So I reached out to
her and one Saturday morning she phoned. Paula said
I'd better sit down, and maybe I should have a drink,
because she was going to tell me everything. She told me
how Mary, our mother, had grown up in rural poverty
before moving to Dublin where she worked in the Post
Office and then to London where the bright lights of the
West End drew her in.

Later, Il went down to meet Paula and her husband
outside London. We went for a walk in the town, where
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I randomly bought

a Peter Cushing book,
which turned out to be
appropriate because Paula
was soon recounting to me
how Marywould describe
the home she grew up in as a “house of horrors™.
Although Paula cautioned against expecting much of

a response, she gave me my mother’s address.

[ wrote a letter and read it over and over before
working up the courage to send it. Once I had, the days
seemed to drag, and I started to wonder if she would
ever reply — and then one day I got a response. She talked
about the weather and how she was glad I had done
well. It was banal, really, but to me it was like a precious
artefact. Excitedly, I would read it again and again,
looking for clues. I photocopied it so that if I mislaid it,

[ would have a duplicate. I crafted a response and took

it to the postbox, nervously checking I'd used the right
stamp and so on. This conversation I had started felt like
a flickering candle and I was terrified it would go out and
I’d never hear from her again.

One Saturday afternoon, as I was watching Arsenal
v Leicester on the TV, the phone rang with a number

'l have always felt as if lwas
seeking a tribe": (from top)
with David Bowie and Iman;
with Keith Richards. Facing

page: in his London office

with everyone from Bowie to the Spice Girls, he found his kindred spirits

I didn’t know. It was her, my mother. For the first time
in my 65 or so years on the planet, I spoke with one of
my birth parents. She asked me repeatedly if I had had
a happy childhood, as if she was trying to exonerate
herself in some way. I replied in the affirmative. Largely
my childhood had been happy and my adoptive parents
were loving and caring, but I did feel some resentment
and loneliness despite it all.

I didn’t say anything about that to Mary, though, in
case I scared her away. I asked her about music, thinking
this might be a way to develop a dialogue. She said that
she used to go to places like the Marquee and Astoria
when she was working in Soho, which made me realise
that most likely I had passed her in the street or perhaps
even met her without recognising her. Much of my
working life was spent in Soho, too. We agreed to keep in
contact, but I couldn’t elicit an agreement to meet up.

There were a couple more letters. In one she said she
was a Rod Stewart fan and I offered to get her special
tickets thinking that might be a way through to her, but
she didn’t take me up on it. I offered to bring things
round to her home if she needed anything - she lived
in Willesden, London, not more than half a dozen stops
on the tube from me. I could be there in 20 minutes,

I told her, but it was never to be. For whatever reason,
she didn’t really want to see me and, of course, that
hurt. I know when she put me up for adoption, times
were hard and she was a young girl ducking and diving
through life, but it was tough to face rejection again.

Not long after this final exchange of letters, Paula told
me Mary was in hospital. It was the height of Covid and,
of course, she wasn’t allowed visitors. When she died,
she didn’t have a funeral because of the restrictions.

[ still struggle to process what really happened. In some
ways I've been grieving for my mother my whole life
and I'm left with many conflicting emotions. I recognise
that if it wasn’t for my adoptive family, my life would
have turned out very differently. And yet of, course,

[ feel a sense of rejection — both at being given up as

a baby, and that my mother wasn’t keen to meet when
we made contact towards the end of her life. I feel she
never really wanted to confront the things that had
happened in her own life.

I'll always regret that I never got to meet Mary, even
though we could so easily have passed each other in
the street many times. But I’'m pleased we got to speak
and she got to know that my life turned out OK. That
everything had come good. And I'm pleased that thanks
to that passport application in 2019, I now have a birth
sister, in addition to an adoptive one, and we have a nice
relationship. The process of being so close to meeting my
mother, after 65 years without her, has given me a sense
of understanding about why I am the way I am. I just
wish my mother could have lived long enough to read
my book, so she’d have known more about my life than
[ ever had the chance to tell her.m

I Was There: Dispatches from a Life in Rock and Roll by
Alan Edwards is published by Simon & Schuster, at £25.
Buy a copy for £22 at guardianbookshop.com
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to a glorious
afternoon tea
in the garden

Photographs JONATHAN LOVEKIN

I made a batch of scones this week

that I was particularly happy with,
introducing crumbs of feta and thyme
leaves to the dough, and offering them
warm from the oven with a peppery
butter of watercress and cucumber. A tiny
mouthful of summer.

Afternoon tea is a timeless treat that
rarely fails to delight, and never more so
than in a shady corner on a summer’s
afternoon. Homemade scones, freshly
baked biscuits and a pot of tea is a treat
beyond measure, especially if the rain
stops for long enough to set them up on
a table outside.

There was also a tray of sugar-dusted
shortbread, made with the usual
ingredients, but also with semolina and

cornflour to give them a softer and more

crumbly texture. Half were kept back
for later, the others topped with cream,
cherries and chopped pistachios and
served in lieu of a cake. I should also
mention the huge bowl of strawberries
that brought wide smiles as it emerged
from the kitchen.

In spite of, or perhaps because of,
the cream, butter and sugar that lies
at its heart, afternoon tea never seems
to lose its attraction. Something the
long queues for the event in hotels and
restaurants cheerfully attest to. Perhaps
it is a collective need for an occasional
indulgence, for something which, no
matter how simple, will always feel like
a glorious treat.

@NigelSlater

--------------------

Vanilla shortbread with

pistachio and cherries

Crumbly shortbread made especially
soft and tender by the addition of fine
semolina and a little cornflour. The
shortbread can be cut into wide fingers
and finished with cream and fruit for a
summer tea or dessert. Makes 16 pieces of
shortbread. Ready in 1 hour, plus cooling

For the shortbreac:

butter 250g

caster sugar 125g

vanilla bean paste 1tsp, or a few drops of
vanilla extract

fine semolina 50g

cornflour 50g

sea salt 2 good pinches

To finish: (for six)

cherries 18

double cream 250ml|

vanilla bean paste a little, or vanilla extract
pistachios 3 tbsp, shellec

Set the oven at 180C/gas mark 4. Line

a shallow-sided baking tin measuring 20
X 30cm with a piece of baking parchment.

Cut the butter into small pieces, put it
in the bowl of an electric mixer with the
sugar, then beat until light and creamy.
Mix in the vanilla paste or extract. Stir
together the fine semolina, cornflour and
a couple of generous pinches of sea salt.

Mix the dry ingredients into the creamed
butter and sugar, then turn out the dough
into the lined baking sheet and press it
into shape. Prick all over with a fork.

Cut the dough into 16 pieces (8 across
the long side, 2 across the short), then
bake in the preheated oven for 15-18
minutes until pale gold. Remove from the
oven, sprinkle with sugar.

Remove the stalks from the cherries,
halve them and discard the stones. Pour
the cream into a chilled bowl, stirin 1% tsp
of vanilla paste or a few drops of extract
and whip until thick. Place a shortbread
biscuit on each of 6 plates and serve with
cream and cherries. Roughly chop the
pistachios and scatter over the cream.
Keep the remaining shortbread in an
airtight tin.

Feta scones, watercress

and cucumber butter

Any scone should probably be eaten

the day it is baked, but these will keep
overnight in an air-tight container. The
watercress butter is a suggestion. Use >

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Tea and sympathy:

feta scones, watercress
and cucumber butter.
Facing page: vanilla
shortbread with
pistachio and cherries
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Food & drink
Nigel Slater

I should also
mention the
huge bowl of
strawberries
that brought
wide smiles

» a little chopped anchovy in the butter if
you prefer or a few finely chopped green
olives. I suggest using sheep’s yoghurt as
it seems appropriate with feta cheese,
but you should use any yoghurt you have,
or even buttermilk or creme fraiche.
Makes 9 scones. Ready in 45 minutes.

-----------------------------------------------------------------------

plain flour 225g

baking powder 3 tsp
salt a fat pinch

butter 75g

thyme leaves 1tbsp
feta cheese 100g
sheep's yoghurt 150m|
egg and milk for glazing

For the butter:

butter 120g

cucumber 120g

watercress leaves 3 chopped tbsp

You will need a baking sheet lined with
baking parchment

Preheat the oven to 220C/gas mark 8. Sift
together the flour, baking powder and
salt. Cut the butter into small pieces and
rub into the flour with your fingertips, or
blend in a food processor until the texture
is that of fresh soft breadcrumbs.

Chop the thyme leaves, stir them in,
then add to the mixture. Crumble the feta
cheese into small pieces, then stir in with
the yoghurt. Bring together into a ball and
place on a floured board, then pat or roll

into a thick disc about 2.5cm in depth. I  The recipe cream and yoghurt, leaving ribbons
Using a 6¢m round cutter, cut out Ni CI’S In a chilled bowl, whip 150ml of cream of orange coloured purée through

9 scones (8 from the original disc of g until it starts to feel heavy on the whisk. the cream, rather than mixing it all to

dough, one from the cuttings.) Place them i d " k [t should sit in soft folds, rather than be a homogenous colour and texture. Spoon

on the lined baking sheet. Break the egg m “ cc stiff enough to stand to attention. Stir into glasses or small dishes then trickle

into a small bowl and pour in a splash of 100ml of yoghurt into the cream. Avoid the passion fruit seeds and juice over the

milk, beat briefly with a fork. Brush the trcat over-mixing them. Chill in the fridge. surface. Serves 4. Ready in 30 minutes

top with a little of the egg wash, taking Take 2 medium-sized, ripe mangoes,

care not to let it run down the sides. Bake \ [ ( l l l | f( ) and by ripe I mean fruits that are @ Take care when puréeing the mango.

for 15 minutes until pale gold, leave to o O giving to the touch, deeply fragrant You need a smooth texture, but be

cool, then transfer to a cooling rack. (l l 1 ( l and maybe with a golden bead of juice careful not to overwork it and risk it
For the cucumber butter: remove the already appearing at their stalks. Peel turning gluey.

butter from the fridge and leave to soften v the mangoes, using a small, sharp @ This also makes a voluptuous filling

at room temperature. Coarsely grate the l )( l > 1 ( ) } ] knife, then remove their cheeks, either for little tarts. Use a pinch of ginger

cucumber into a colander or sieve, place some o ML side of the stone, followed by the rest of in the pastry or serve the fool in dark

it on a shallow dish or in the sink and / l I. l l [ / ( ) ( ) [ the flesh. Catch as much of the juice as chocolate shells.

sprinkle it with salt. Leave for 30 minutes. ) ) you can. @ | really cannot emphasise how much
Beat the butter until soft and creamy. Puréee the mango flesh until quite the mangoes need to be ripe. For this

Squeeze the water from the cucumber smooth. An electric blender or food recipe, you simply cannot get away with

in your hand, then stir into the butter processor will do the job efficiently and any fruit that isn’t.

with chopped watercress (if you don’t give you a velvety texture. Cut 4 passion @ If passion fruit is not your thing, you

have watercress, add a grinding of fruits in half and scoop out the seeds, could bring the sweetness of the mango

black pepper). Serve the cucumber Photograph juice and jelly within. out with the addition of a few crushed

butter with the scones. m JONATHAN LOVEKIN Gently stir the mango purée into the raspberries instead. m

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Food & drink
Jay Rayner

Whole Beast doesn’t
do subtle. But its
flavour-packed
classics are defiantly
on the right track

Some menus read like the
setlist for a Take That gig:

Whole Beast at
the Montpelier

43 Choumert Road a few ballads to kick things
London SE15 4AR off, in the shape of cheery
(02076359483, salads and dips, building

towards some serious live fire
grill, dancefloor fillers. Others
are a bit more Elbow: a warm,
comforting and life-affirming
journey through the vagaries
of love and loss; some French
classics, say, or a few soothing
pasta dishes followed by a perfectly made creme brilée.
Behold, the great Guy Garvey cracking through the
lightly bitter carapace of life’s burnt sugar to get to the
soft-set cream beneath. And then there’s the menu by
Whole Beast, in permanent residency at the Montpelier,
a boozer in Peckham. That’s a Slipknot gig. It’s packed
full of cranial-shaking, jaw-rattling bangers from start to
finish. [ accept I've never been anywhere near a Slipknot
gig. With this hair? And these feet? But the overwrought
imagery stands. These are my analogies. If you don’t like
them, I have others.

Whole Beast, a roving cooking project by Sam Bryant
and his Polish-born partner, Alicja, describes itself as a
“nose-to-tail, live fire concept”. Both grew up in rural
areas and say they have “an eye on the past more than
the future, using more primitive culinary techniques”.
They also declare themselves to be “pyromaniac
sommeliers, matching different woods to different
animals” It’s a lot, isn’t it? But it’s also huge fun. The
resulting food is not subtle. They do not do understated.
They do shouty look-at-me food. In the same way that
salty bar nibbles encourage patrons to buy more drinks,
these are dishes that go very well with a night at the bar.

And so here they are in a blocky redbrick corner pub,
in what is now known, to many people’s profound
irritation, as Peckham’s Bellenden Village. Recently,

a screenwriter called David Lee Stokes posted to social
media what he regarded as the best scene introduction
he’d ever written. It read: “EXT. NANDO’S RESTAURANT
— NIGHT. Establishing shot. You know what they look
like. I'm not describing it to you.” I could only applaud.
After a while, describing all this stuff really does get
tiresome. Surely you know what a vaguely gentrified
inner London pub looks like by now. No? Fair enough.
It means there’s Murphy’s on tap, but they also do two-
for-one negronis on Thursdays and the short wine list
includes a serviceable chablis. There’s a saloon bar up
front and at the back, a wider space with booths and
high-top tables. Food orders are taken at the bar.

That starts with a pickled egg smothered in a salty,
fermented bright red chilli sauce and resting in a
puddle of Henderson’s, that dark, savoury, vinegary

themontpelier.net).

All dishes £3-£16
Deserts £4-£6

Wine from £25

The taco is heaped with
crumbled Tamworth
chorizo. There are
ribbons of sweet pink
pickled onions. It’s
messy and bold

---------------------------------------------

@jayraynerl

Animal passion: (from left) green chorizo taco; the
restaurant; the cheeseburger; cod’s roe with hash browns;

smoked chicken wings; and snakebite ripple ice-cream

condiment from Sheffield that is in no way anything like
Worcestershire sauce, and there will be nothing more
said on the matter. It’s a delightful eye widener, a nod to
pub life, and yes you can indeed fill my glass with more
of that lovely chilled white. There are two dishes called
tacos on the menu tonight. In the sense that the fillings
rest upon soft, warm tortillas, the name fits, but they are
so stacked, so very Devil’s Mountain, that rolling these up
and eating them with your hands is an impossibility.

One is piled high with a tangle of burnt leeks and
a smoked garlic cream, under a hefty rubble of salty, fried
garlic breadcrumbs; the other is heaped with crumbled
Tamworth chorizo, stained green, presumably from
a herb purée. There are ribbons of sweet pink pickled
onions and more crumbs. Both are messy and bold. A big
dollop of whipped cod’s roe comes with blocks of golden,
oniony hash brown still hot from the deep fryer. While
introducing one to the other, I muse on this perfect
exercise in edible engineering: the way the slabs of crisp
potato are a perfect platform for the fish-ripe cod’s roe.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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We are required to have the cheeseburger, which is
talked about in these parts in hushed tones. It has won
awards, this burger, and I can see why. The crushed
patty, made of aged meat that is just on the right side
of worryingly funky, has been allowed to sear until the
edges are crisp and lacy. In the middle it is softer and
starting to merge with the bun above. But here’s the
hilarious thing. It’s smothered in a creamy, vinegary,
mayo-based sauce which, while perfect for the job, is
also very familiar. It’s like meeting an old friend in an
unexpected setting. What they are selling here is a Big
Mac that’s been tutored by Henry Higgins so it can pass
in polite society. It is the Eliza Doolittle of burgers, ready
for its turn at Ascot. On a menu that reads like a Slipknot
gig. Perhaps I've lost control of my imagery here.

Whole Beast doesn’t just do beasts. Try their deep-
fried pie, stuffed with a mousse-like crush of butternut
squash, under a blanket of grated Scamorza, a southern
Italian cow’s milk cheese, alongside more of their
fermented hot sauce. After the burger it feels like a witty
savoury take on the McDonald’s apple pie. Have that
with the “umami salad™ a descriptor that barely seems
necessary given everything here slaps with umami.

This one has a miso dressing and is weighed down by
crispy onions and hefty gratings of parmesan. A theme
is emerging: the addition of savoury crumbs or shavings
of glutamate-rich cheeses to press home the point. The
skin-on chips are good.

Far less successful are smoked chicken wings
swamped with what they say is a mustard barbecue
sauce. It is a colour anyone who has ever been on baby-
changing duty will recognise. It also recalls nothing
other than the sauce which goes with gravadlax.
Thinking about cured fish while attempting to eat
unjointed chicken wings is not a good fit. Plus, the wings
are described as smoked, but it’s in vain. You can’t taste
anything under that bullying sauce. It’s the only misfire.
We finish with an ice-cream sandwich made with thin
miso cookies and a sweet Whole Beast-branded pot of
snakebite ice-cream, presumably so called on account of
the blackcurrant swirled through it.

The menu at the Montpelier will not comfort those
looking for structure and certainty. If you crave a quiet
dinner, this may not be for you. But if you fancy a
few dishes with drinks that will punch you in the jaw
repeatedly with killer riffs, get to Peckham. m

|
Notes on
chocolate

A recent trip to London saw me
scammed. Not something that
has ever befallen me before,
but a trusted friend had sent
me a link. lwas on aNo 30 bus,
ambling along at peace with the

Flndlng COI'nfOIT world, and my bullshit antenna
iI'l good Chocolate was in the rest position. The

d th h f friend was genuine, but the link to
an C p ases O a too-good-to-be-true sale was
the mMmoon... By not. Impulsivity and greed are
Anna llS aB arbi €Ti punishing teachers. The financial

impact was small, the ripple
effects pernicious.

When you've been scammed,
your instincts go on high alert.
You button up and become brittle.
Being open and kind requires
comfort and safety, no matter
what Instagram says. | headed
home, thankful for a pre-bought
ticket (the only card | had was
blocked). The post was there,
all bills and bollocks and... a Bare
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Bones package with new bars
within. Respite among the rage.

Their latest collaboration is
with two.eight.seven, a café also
based in Glasgow, and it is the
Limited Edition Lunar Cookie bar,
£7.95/70g (goes on sale today).
The lunar cookie is based onan
American Jewish half-moon
cookie, arich and soft mix of
cocoa and buckwheat, glazed
with BB's famous Dominican
salted chocolate and topped with
white chocolate to mimic the
lunar cycle (who needs apps?).
For the bar, this cookie is ground
with BB's 77% Guatemalan
chocolate, sprinkled with cookie
crumb and then part dipped in
salted white chocolate.

It's a gorgeously complex dark,
salty, sweet, malty bar. It's very
easy to eat as the empty wrapper
on my desk testifies.

L

Domaine des Deep in the south-

Bernardins Muscat eastern corner of France,
de Beaumes Domaine des Bernadins

Wines of
the week

de Venise is one of those charming

France 2023 family-run wineries that
A sweet and floral £74.90 37.5d,  arethe heart and soul

Tanners of French wine. Romain

muscat from the
Rhone Valley is
summer in a glass.
By David Williams

Hall, the fifth generation
of the family, works amid a mishmash of
tanks and barrels in his cosy cellar, which
sits by a graceful house and garden filled
with aromatic plants and flowers that could
very easily have been the subject of an
impressionist painting from around the time
the winery was founded in the mid-19th
century. The domaine makes a wonderfully
evocative Cotes du Rhone called La Balme:
light on its feet (and in colour) and filled
with notes of lavender and cherry. But it's
perhaps best known for its work with a local
speciality: sweet, delicately floral-scented

@Daveydaibach fortified wines made from muscat grapes.

nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnn

Muscat de Beaumes

de Venise is made by
fermenting the famously
aromatic muscat a petits
grains grapes grown in
sandy-soiled vineyards
in the Beaumes de Venise
appellation. Before all
the sugar turns to alcohol, the winemaker
adds some neutral grape spirit: the yeast

is overwhelmed by the sudden influx of
alcohol, and the fermentation stops. This
process, known in French as mutage, leaves
a fortified wine of 15% alcohol, but with the
floral and fresh fruit aromas still very much
intact. In France, this style used to be avery
popular aperitif. In the UK, it's always been
sold as more of adessert wine. Domaine
des Bernardins's version, with its tang of
orange zest, would add an extra summery
dimension to fruit desserts and blue cheese;
s0, too, the good-value, Carte Or.

Carte Or Muscat
de Beaumesde
Venise, Rhéne
France NV
£8.99, 37.5d,
Waitrose

aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa

Domaine des
Schistes Muscat
de Rivesaltes

The Rhéne isn't the only
region producing what
the French call vins doux

France 2022 naturels from fragrant
£18.20, muscat: you can also
Cambridge Wine find it on the other side

of the country,in and

around the village of
Rivesaltes near Perpignan. The process
here leaves a wine that's full of summer
flowers and fruit: apricots, peaches and, of
course, muscat grapes, as in the delightfully
refreshing version from Domaine des
Schistes. In these wellness-driven times,
it's hardly surprising that France's sweet
muscats, with their double whammy of
calories from the extra alcohol and sugar,
are not as popular as they were 20 or 30
years ago. But, if there's a better way of
whiling away a warm summer’s evening
= than with a bow| of strawberries, some
creme fraiche and a glass of sweet muscat,
I've yet to find it.
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Pendant £66
cainte.com
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Vest £9.90,
uniglo.com
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Swim shorts £135, bdxystudio.com

(universalworks.

Mikia Heishi
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Trainers £80, Adidas (size.co.uk)

Ou.OﬁgmeONuumv_um_‘ SEEESussaNRNNRENRENNRNENNy,,

S SssnunEENRENERENNNy gy,
L L

Style
Notebook
Get holiday ready
with a summer

Beach
capsule
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Bcauty
Funmi retto

@FunmiFetto

rve always loved oils:_the glcllc_let. tlhe
texture, the way the}f immedia 60{1
absorb into your squ apd give yatChes
that sublime glossy finish th'att‘cnd e
the light in all the right places a_:li've
makes everything loqk more 11 xé
There is also something qulte'bl}lit
and indulgent about the ta:qgl lh E;yn
of an oil - much more excmnfg t1 ,
say, a body lotion, which can e;i -
a bit noncommittal anq pedes . ;
The lush factor of an oil is taken nFof
a notch when you add the elemfhat
fragrance to it. [ love a product

SPEAK YOUR TRUTH BODY ow |

HUILE DE CORps

—

.

I}

4 N\

ual purpose - which a scepted
%de oli)l absoluteli does.i tltd\;fg; Iiiteigllly
isturise your sKin SO
ltzr@pi»:—’:c-es, but it will alsc_) makle {::);:h
smell really nice - particular 3}{[ e
these oils here, many of whlvz:1 S
been developed with world-C asf
perfumers. Still, thertj: are lots O sody
people who automatically s:wewe :
oils, for making skin to0O sticky anmer
clammy - particularly in the tsumBut
_ and leaving stains ON clothing.

e
: r- *ﬂ
m - R ——
E 23 (SN ':-::___ . a
o< - P 4 | R — .. s
- O = — — 0 =
F . . P — . 1 -
< ;a < i E._._— -_ o 5 L :
: 3 B2 — | e | — -
g a8l wm & - =
m S B3 ZD I — &3 i
/e i == | 82
'-'I.' - ,:1“ — - - — z -
ifAmE S5 2 | === |25 }
P - — | == | 58
- S e — - =5} '_
mEk —— | =g | BEa &
5 =0 ¥ =t l
- -—— —_——
i - B= & |
: 8 -

.......................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................

he Observer Magazine 16.06.24



AR TI R A
FAFH

LA S A o MNP 30ISNI ONIAT

-_-_-..___*
CRRRRE LR LA 0 AS
Wi T4 YA TR A
AR R AL AL AN S
-_-_.-_._._._._
RTRTAYATCALRS

......_.-“F-....a-

f--.-lccn-!.-i-i-i-.-cttrn..-__..._._._.._
LA R R B e N L N N N N A A I I AT OO I I I I T T I T T T T e T
L R e N e N L L L N L R N L Y iy L L L Y e TaTA T T
LR R L B A Y R RN RN RN RN LW N RN AN RN RN AN A A R R AN AN AN AN AN AT BN P o»
R R e L N N N N e I N N '

LAR U RN RN R RN BN DN RN LW LW LN RN RN RN LW RN LW LW LN RN RN LN LN i

LB N N N L R I I Y

RS B R RN B R BN N RN BN RN RN DN RN RN LW RN RN RN RN LN RN AN LY RN

LN R N R T R NN R R T R Ta Ty

L N N R RN RN W W RN W RN RN RN RN RN AW AW AW AN AW AN AT AN AN AN AN AN

LA R B Pl B R R N R P R P P T R R L P N R T P A YA AT

LR R RN RN R RN LW RN B RN AN RN RN AN AW LW AW AW AN AW RY RN AN AN AN RN AN

L PR R P R R N P R P L NP T R R T A T AT VAT ANATAYA Y

LR N R B B R RN W RN BN R AW AT AT AW AW AN AN A AN AR AN AN AT AN

L R N N N N I L L A T A F A vy

L AR BN OER BN BN RN BN RN BN RN RN LW LW AW AW LW AN W LY AN AN RN AN ATAN AN LA &

B R N R R TN N R N A AT A YA A A TaY

L RN BN LR BN RN DN RN LW RN RW LW LW LN LY LW LW AW LW AR LR AN AN AN AN AN 1

R R N N e N T e e e YA A TA YA A AT s VTP »

R LN R BN LN BN RN AW ORR AN AN BN AN AN AN AN AR AN AT AT AT AN AN AYAN ANAY LAY

N R G N N A i A s Tarirararars

AL RN R R R L R LA B DL R DL DL AL DL R AL AL AL LR x...s._.
HEN R R R N AT Tarr e TAY LY L

LD RN W AW BN BN BN RN RN W RN AW RN R AN LN AT AN RN AN AN AT ANANAT AN ANANLY

T T T R L R T e R e N P R T R P P L P T A AT AT AU AT AT AT

R BT 2L AN BN RN RN LW LN LA RN B RN BT RN RN RN LW RN RN LAY RN RN AN AW LW LY
i.ll_irtfitii_-fﬁl.iclﬁ*-_1!._-_._.-_._

R R LY B AN BN RN BN RN A Rt R RN AL RN R RN RN RN AN AT RN AN AT AT ANAN AT AN

YA RN FE R R RN R R N P NP L R PR P R P R N PR ATAFAT ALY L

R RN BE BN RN AN AN RN BN BN RN BN RN BN AW DN RN BN RN R RN R AW LW AN AN AN AN AW AN

'SR T FA TR N T R R R P R R R R R R R P P R PR P A N R P Fa AL

B R AL A RN AN RN N RN RN RN R AN RN R N RN RN AN RN AN RN AN RN AN A AN AN AN LY

'SR T Ta TR FE P T B P P R R B R P N R e R A P P P FATA T AT AT AT AN YA

R RL R AT RN BN BN Y RN BN RN BT N BT RN RN R RN RN RN N R RN AN N AN N RN LN AN

Y T TR T L R h R R R R N R R R R R R R R R Y P PR YA A AL A

"R B B A AN BN RN BN RN RN R RN RN R RN RN RN LW RN RN RN RN AT AT RN AN LW AN AN AN AN AN

'Y P P P B P B P P R R R RPN R R R R R A N P A Y AT AL AL A

N B BT R RN RN RN DN RN BN B RN BN RN RN RN RN RN R AW RW RN RN AW AW AN AW AW AW AN AW AW AN AN AN AT

f’i?
L

I
If

|

LR
iy
|
M|

iy
{uilil
e

{
[

/ ATl | i
' I"|. [ i iy
ff [ f | [
| } JIJ
i |
| ! | ! [f |
| [

Wﬁﬁﬂ

of ¢/l

R R R R R N N N N N N N N O O N N OO OO OGO,
N T T T R R R R R R R R e R R o T O oaore
R R R R N N N N N O Y N OO OOaaYay
N T L T R R R R R e R R R e R R R R e R R T L e R L e Y A A T LY T A AT A YA AY AT AT Ay T r s
(RN AN AT AL AL AL A AR L R A AL AL AL B AL AL AT R A A AT AN A AN A AT AL A A AL A A A A AL A A A A A A A A A ALAA™T AR R AN
R R T R R e e e R e R e e e R L e o o A A A AN A A AT A A A AT AT AT T ALY YAV YA LY i
R R R e A A N A A AN I A A A A O O OO L O N R A RN AT
R R R R R e L I T e L A YA Y i L A A Y R R N L Pl PP
R RN R AL B AL AL DL DL DL A DL R BB BN SN R AN DR AN A AN AN A M OOV OO OO OO RN R A AN RN ARG,
T R R R R R R R O o O L O O O R N LY L .
R O A CAOCAN O OO A A O CA A
T T T T R I R R R e N e S O Y OO O O -_._.-.,.-._rw,-_mx._-...._-x.¢..w,.-.,..\ ! AT AR AT I AT AR AT LT AT AT /I
R R R N O N N N N O OO OO OO CON OOV OO
R R R e R R R R R O O O O o O \Muw\”,\-\%v\ﬂm-hnw?:r- Wi s vy
R R R e N O O OO OO OO AU AT
R R I R e o O e O O O A O e
OO O AL Py
T R e O O O O O O A AT
N e N OO OO
R N N O O O OO Y
R R A N O A O AN \
R R R R R I R L R R e O O O A O
R R R R R A o A I A A A O OO O
I R R R R R O OO O OO O O O
R A O LAY
R R e S e oo ?_-.”..H-..,.u{.ﬂ\ﬁr\-\.-\u\-\.ﬂ\.ﬁ\.ﬂ.ﬂ
R R N N A O OO OOy
R R R R O o o ._-.‘.i_.....w.-.m“..Mw/x,-YWXQ\VR.U\W\V\-\ﬁ\..\-\
R N R R R R O .____-f_.i,...-.qut.:.qi._-.f-I-/-.I-/-/-/_-/_-/
R R R e R e R R Ry ...1...__,.H-m.,-nu-\.\-\.\.\-\.\.\-\-\-\.\iyudw
A A A A A A R A A O OO A N A
O/ 9:8/9.9.0/8.0 07078/ 8/8078) ¢ bk dddhh i SO RO RO .\..m.n.\!xﬂ\ﬁ\ﬂ\.ﬁ aﬂuﬂ ,ﬂ.ﬁﬂ s
.8 . % % % 0 8 0 NN _-_,..:-.rj.._-_#.ix# (AN AN A AN A Y AN A LR Y N
BA R 8 0 eees SO .‘,.-..m_.*.m__mM%W\N..\V\M\-\-\.\.\;\.\.\-\-\ﬂu-
R RO R c/,.?ptrruf-/./-/t/-/-/f/of-/-/-/- .
S 0 v v eln e 0 leininlnin ...q.;.q._.___m.._..._._\_-,.:- ey f%-\-\.-\-.\v%?};\.-h-\? oy
R N N I R GO S COONCC A% R
R N R S A BT iy Ay YiriYy, fod=" -
R N I R -
R R R R R R R R R R
U R R I Y T N
N
% 8 ¥ % 8 .8 0 0 B0 B0
R R R R R R L L Ty
N N N N N N N N
SR s
LR R IR I I N
R R N N R R
R N I I S
R R R R R R R .
R N RN
L N B R R R R R R R R R R FAT AT AT AT AT AT A
N N e I R O AN ..-._.-J”.,_.J-,,,.“-f.f..r./.-f-f-f%/&/ﬂ/ﬂf&/ﬂ%ﬂ/«/qﬁ.
SR R e ey e e e e e el -_.,_-.:-f-_,.-.L_-_“...,.._-.m-\..\-\-\-\-\-\-\-\-\NJ\.-\;\ e
R R R R R R R R R R N N N OO O OGO OO
R R o e o O O A Y AT LT P A A A
0

R N N N N RN S SN I AN LN 0 -/.»-/1 : * ;O,.J. --.v-v..-.h. v il
A A AR S R g e

niva

um
T

L

Words SIMONE RAITZIK Photographs ANDRE NAZARETH

ORORORL V.ﬂ-m_.- Nﬂ
.-_-_-_-_-‘-_r-_--_._-_--__-_-i.l.#'vill...iijl.#t_—_ i iJ“\d.“H.f\l\l\l _-_f...".l. _.r _'_., @ 8 3 b a4 H -._I . L) _I- »}»ﬂﬂ\.ﬁ“ﬁﬁh
LR RN N N R A A L R L L A A ﬂ-/-fc—/}- ) . \-\1 \V\O\V\_ﬂlﬂl.lul . =
.._-.-n-._--.o.--.-..-.--.-ﬁ-q......-' X -\-\ﬂﬁw_ﬂ VVV}.\V».VVVMVMWH. i

s, A\ " ..u./.vvv.. /

O R R R R R O R e R e ..J-
R N A \ \ .»V
PR R L PR T N R PR T R P PR PR T -.J_
R R I ) \ 8/
R R R R S R R R Y A4 a
R R R R N N N R A R ) \ \ Q
R O R R P \hm 74 L2

PR R B R R ORN RN RN AW RN BN RN AN AN AN RN AN AN . . ' ..J»-V\t\..-\-\.-\c salw

BN | e

PRN AN AN AN RN RN L R o-..nq-t-ﬂ

.----n--..-...-ﬁ-......-....“-...m“.-...._rﬁr,-_.r_.:.-..,,...q., g *Hyﬁ .M"._.,

NN O e R N R L S D A ¥ -
PN NN e . RLA LR e

B I T R T K T R T R I I T P P i PR T AR A AT s
R R R B A A RS uf-..........-v...f-/.f-/-/-f-.v-/..v.,v./-.v-/ 5

T N AN T

TR I TN .%.x,...,ﬁﬂ«,“..ﬁ,.,.,.nﬁ&ﬂﬂﬁ&w«w&ﬁi,,

B R N R R IR R I IR R IR LRI AL SR L 1T I S

PR R A A R R R A AR AN L AL A ._._ f e ._.-__-,¢.._.- -...,.-.... it ¥

N N T N R L L L ; - .

PR R A A R A )

T R R e R _-.‘,.i.m-_}.-._.ﬂ.

PR R R A A A A AL A
R O R R
AR R AL AL ‘-ﬂ,--;uu‘“.x

......_--.-.-.-.__-..r..._.._..v._.._.ﬁ-..;..-.,....-ﬁt,,.

o 0 0 00 -..-_.-,-.u-h..i-x_-h_n

PRE R A A R AN B A AL AL A

s e 0 8 8 8 e s 000000
(RO R LS .J;_.._J..._..._,.f,

N R R R R B R R

S R R A A A

DR U A R ’ .I.-_-J-._.-_.-_. /4 o

‘._..‘.._._._,._,..___,.”‘...,_....m --. -.nin,,m.u.wﬁwv;_f\wk..
O R A AN AL LA

/e -,_a I.-,Jl..-_‘. f n_...-.._.__.__!_._h _‘..* ‘M‘
LA CATATALALA®

siain e ninieivinlainisinivivies

..a_. A ..-.. \ . k ., ‘J. .__....__ ‘_ - ._ ‘ -

IS RI TN

iaraleserslessi s stele el

R R R ALt

Car

A designer’s 1940s home in Rio is as breath-taking as the view
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page: Isabela Capetoin the
sitting room of her 1940s

the extraordi

Sugar Mountain.
apartment, complete with
original wooden floors
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JOSEPH TURNER

DeC]( Sh()es YORKSHIRE
made by Ovca Bay , <

© Slip-on Mules
MFSDMU £446

» Oiled nubuck upper « Non-slip, non-marking rubber sole « Hand
stitched « Gfitting (wide) « Salt resistant + UK whole sizes
only 7 to 12

Creek

Oxblood
T

€ Creek Deck Shoe
MFSDCR £849 MAOBé63

» Pull-up leather upper « Non-slip, non-marking rubber sole -« Salt
resistant « G fitting (wide) « UK 2 sizes 7 to 11 and also 6 and 12

€ Oakland Deck Shoe

MFSDON £14%

« Oiled nubuck & leather upper « Non-slip, non-marking rubber sole
« Salt resistant « G fitting (wide) « UK 2 sizes 7 to 11 and also 6 and 12

D — — “""“——-—__.
N o & ugus a\
O Augusta Deck Shoe 7 o

MFSDAU £14%

- Full-grain oiled leather upper « Non-slip, non-marking rubber sole
- Salt resistant - G fitting (wide) « UK /2 sizes 7 to 11 and also 6 and 12

© Tahiti Sandal

MFSDTA £+6

» Nubuck upper with padded lining « 3-strap Velcro adjustment
- Cushioned leather foot-bed - Salt resistant « UK whole sizes
only 7 to 12

O 1-ripp Deck Shoe
MFSDFL £44%

» Full-grain oiled leather upper « Non-slip, non-marking rubber sole
- Salt resistant - G fitting (wide) « UK 2 sizes 7 to 11 and also 6 and 12

© Barbados Sandal
MFSDBA £44+6

» Oiled nubuck upper -« Lightweight polyurethane sole - Fully lined
and padded upper - Salt resistant - G fitting (wide) « UK whole sizes
only 7 to 12

. . P‘Imhm Trusted
More styles available online Service Award

feelo

FREE UK DELIVERY & RETURNS

ORDER NOW

Go to www.josephturner.co.uk/deck-shoes and use code MAOB63 at the checkout
or call 01845 575 100 and quote MAOB63

Call centre open Monday to Friday 9am - 6pm and Saturday 10am - 3pm. Closed Sundays and Bank Holidays.
Despatched within 2 working days of receiving your order, subject to stock. Offer ends 21/07/24.
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've always dreamed of living in
front of this view. I think it’s such
a luxury to have this postcard

in my living room,” says Isabela
Capeto of her flat overlooking one

of Rio de Janeiro’s most iconic landmarks:

the Sugarloaf Mountain.

A fashion designer, Isabela moved
here eight years ago. She was completely
mesmerised by the view and also fell in
love with the original vintage style of
the 1940s building, which has wooden
parquet floors in two shades, as well as
high ceilings and lots of light coming in
through the large windows.

“When I found the apartment, [ was
enchanted by all the possibilities of the
generous space. I am living here on my
own, but I am always surrounded by
friends, because I love to host,” she says.

Isabela, the owner of a handmade
fashion brand, which is full of
embroideries and exclusive patterns,
has taken care of all the decor herself,
unceremoniously mixing colours and

prints of fabrics from her own collections.

“I'm always researching trends and,
when I travel, I end up filling my suitcase
with cottons and linens, many from
Marimekko, the Scandinavian brand,
which I adore,” Isabela says. “A large part
of this arsenal that I collect around the
world ends up being incorporated into
the look of the house.”

And every three years or so, she likes
to completely change the decor of the
apartment. “Renovating a home is
a creative exercise. I'm not afraid to mix
things up,” she says. “I think that working
with fashion has given me a lot of
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confidence and makes this process easier
and it feels completely natural.”

[sabela transformed the apartment into
a meeting place for friends by widening
the connection between the rooms,
removing clutter and making circulation
easier. Every weekend, she fills the vases
with flowers and places plants from her
aunt’s garden around her home.

The kitchen, one of her favourite areas,
is filled with works of art. “I love the
colourful mix of pots, bowls, fruit and
flowers,” she says of the room.

In the living room, the striped green
and white fabric that lines the back wall
is from Entreposto. The blue painting is
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‘I have works of art that
have been with me

for along time. I don’t
get rid of anything,

I always renovate it’

Comic effect: (clockwise from top
left) framed prints in the bedroom;

a sofa by Sergio Rodrigues; the blue
bathroom; and bold lamps and vases

by Dutch artist Gerben Mulder, while the
sofa and Mole stool by Sergio Rodrigues
have come from her own shop in Rio.

In the kitchen, she has hung lots of
small paintings by unknown artists,
which she bought on a trip to Mexico,
while the old armchair and lamp were
bought at a local thrift store. The ceiling
figures were painted by the tattoo artist
Bernardo Perpetuo.

In the bedroom, the bed is dressed in
fabric from one of Isabela’s collections.
The bedside table is an old desk that has
been repurposed. On the back wall is a
panel by the Brazilian artist Monica Costa,
as well as a painting by comic artist Tiago
Carneiro da Cunha. The rug is Indian. The
blue bathroom has cupboards with lattice
doors, a reference to the 1940s, when the
building was constructed. The curtains
are made from old sheets and the rug is
from Portugal.

[sabela is also an informal art collector,
and has been buying paintings since she
started working as a graphic designer.

“I have works of art that have been with
me for a long time,” she says. “I don’t get
rid of anything, I just renovate it. I still
have some iconic furniture, like the sofas,
table and chairs by Sergio Rodrigues,

a famous modernist designer, who was
the architect of my first store.

“I’'m a great fan of decorating with soul
and history. And this house completely
reflects my life and trajectory,” she says. m
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Beautitul, spiritual and atmospheric... 10 unique places
in the UK to savour the summer solstice

Words LUCY FOLEY Photograph ASHLEY STEWART

Somerset sunrise:
Glastonbury Tor is an
area steeped in myth
and folklore
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Orkney, Scotland

Celebrated in folklore and ancient
traditions, the summer solstice
on 20 June is when the sun is at
its highest, making it the longest day.
Midsummer refers to the days around the
solstice period. Orkney is an enchanting
place to visit before or after solstice, with
a sky that never really gets dark. Celebrate
the “grimlins” (midsummer, from the

Old Norse word ) at the St Magnus
International festival (stmagnusfestival.
com, 21-29 June). Running since the 70s,
it’s a week-long celebration of the arts

in a stunning natural setting. Stay at the
lovely Peedie Harray’s, Harray’s Hoose
and Harray’s Little Bothy. Double rooms
from £125; visitscotland.com

East Sussex

Soak up the solstice atmosphere
at Chanctonbury Ring, an Iron
Age hill fort near Steyning. With
breathtaking views, there are wonderful
walks along and around the South Downs
Way. Just make sure not to summon the
devil (apparently by running around the
fort seven times). And perhaps don’t sleep
there if you want to avoid the experience
Robert MacFarlane details in The Old
Ways: A Journey on Foot,when he camped
and was woken by unearthly screaming at
2am. Enjoy a far more comfortable night’s

sleep at Springwells House at Steyning.
Double rooms from £150; springwells.co.uk

Somerset

Enjoy sunrise with the druids at

Glastonbury Tor, renowned as

one of the most spiritual sites in
the UK. Known as the Isle of Avalon, it’s
also where King Arthur is said to have
retired after his last battle. Legend has
it that beneath the hill on which the Tor
is built, there’s a hidden cave through
which you can pass into the fairy realm
of Annwn. Enjoy a unique stayin a “tree
tent” at Pennard Hill Farm. From £165 in
peak season; pennardhillfarm.co.uk

Cumbria

See in the longest day at
Castlerigg Stone Circle, one of
the earliest stone circles in the
UK, dating back to about 3,000BC, which
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has enchanted visitors for centuries,
including Romantic luminaries such as
Coleridge and Keats. For full dramatic
etfect, go at sunrise and, if you're lucky,
you’ll have the place to yourself. Stay at
the elegant Grange Country House, with
its impressive views across Keswick-
on-Derwentwater and the surrounding
mountains. Double rooms from £165,
minimum two nights; grangekeswick.com

Snowdonia (Eryri)

Head for the wilds of Snowdonia
(Eryri) to celebrate the

Welsh midsummer festival,
“Gathering Day” - drawing its name
from the time when druids traditionally

~ ‘ﬁ
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Norfolk

For something a little different,
enjoy an evening on Old
Hunstanton beach in west
Norfolk for “Gong Magic”, or sound
bathing, on the sand (from 7pm on

20 June), an annual gathering that’s been
going for a decade. Join Val, Emrys, David
and other Gong masters for an evening
of sound bathing. No booking required,
just “turn up and enjoy the energy with

a beach mat, blanket and an open heart”.
Located off Sea Lane, Old Hunstanton,
directly behind the Mariner Inn. Camp

i from £17 on the Sandringham Estate;

collected mistletoe and other plants for
use throughout the year - technically
celebrated on the first Monday after
the solstice (sticknstep.org). Stay in

this secluded cabin set in rolling open
countryside and enjoy a wild swim in

your own lake (Powys, near Machynlleth).

From £79; canopyandstars.co.uk

Northumberland

Celebrate sunrise on the
longest day by crossing (at low
tide!) the causeway to ethereal
Lindisfarne, also known as Holy Island,
an area of outstanding natural beauty
steeped in spiritual significance. Enjoy
a pint of local mead, savouring the peace
that descends as the tide rises and cuts
the place off from the mainland. Stay
at Eden cottage, with an outdoor space
perfect for a midsummer night’s feast.
From £180 per night; hostandstay.co.uR

Co Donegal, Northern Ireland
Head to Donegal to visit Ireland’s
very own Temple of the Sun,

the ancient ruins of Grianan of
Aileach, on a hilltop 250m above sea
level with stunning views all around.
Watch the sun rise over beautiful Lough
Foyle nearby, Northern Ireland’s biggest
estuary and a haven for birdlife. Walk the
Wild Atlantic Way and stay at Oul House,
situated at the foot of Coolcross Hill in
Rashenny, overlooking Trawbreaga Bay.
From £172; govisitdonegal.com
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Cornwall

Move over Stonehenge and the
teeming midsummer crowds,
celebrate the solstice instead at
the Merry Maidens - a late neolithic stone
circle that, according to myth, was formed
when some wayward women were
petrified as punishment for dancing on
the Sabbath (the two “pipers” who played
the music are a short distance away). You
could also catch a show at the open-air
Minack Theatre, cut into the rock above
the cliffs at Porthcurno, four miles from
Land’s End. Stay at Treen Farm, a family-
run campsite, set a couple of fields away
from five stunning sandy beaches known
as the string of pearls. From £29 for two;

treenfarmcam QSf[E'.C om

Suffolk

Few things say summer
more emphatically than

a barefoot dance on the
sand, so head to First Light on Lowestoft’s
South Beach (22-23 June), which marks
the first sunrise of midsummer with

a (free) programme of events ranging
from drumming to dawn DJ sets and

silent disco (firstlightlowestoft.com). Try
wild camping on the UK’s most easterly
beach, a stone’s throw from the festival
site. From £50 for a four-person tent;
citizenticket.com. m

The Midnight Feast by Lucy Foley is
published by HarperCollins at £18.99. Order
it for £16.71 from guardianbookshop.com
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After our young son
died, we decided to
build him a boat for
one last journey to
Wild Cat Island

Words DUNCAN PASSMORE

Famously, Windermere is the setting of the children’s
adventure story Swallows and Amazons by Arthur
Ransome, and it’s also one of our son Torin’s favourite
books. It appealed to his own love of adventure, mischief
and all things piratical. Along with his little sister, Lowri,
we embarked upon many canoe adventures together on
the River Dart in the summer months, spotting wildlife
and playing pirates with other boats. Torin — which
means chief — was always ship’s captain, of course,
because the children from the story often tussled for the
position. Torin also loved practical jokes. His favourite
was the whoopee cushion, normally hidden very
indiscreetly on a seat where you would be ordered to sit
down with great anticipation and stifled giggling.

Torin was born with a rare form of life-limiting,
mitochondrial disease. After many lengthy admissions
to Bristol Children’s hospital over several years, he
developed some close relationships with its staff. One
of the closest was with Katie, a brilliant play therapist
who, when Torin was 11, asked me if she could apply
to a charity that could send a family like ours on an
all-expenses-paid trip of a lifetime together. She said:
“Ask him where he would go if he could go anywhere
in the world”

He was sitting in his usual place on the sofa by
the window in our sitting room, legs outstretched,
while getting his weekly Beano fix, when we popped
the question. We braced ourselves for a reply of
“Disneyland”. Torin’s immediate answer, without even
looking up from his comic, was “Windermere”. He then
said, “I want you to sail me to Wild Cat Island - just like
they do in the book.”

As his disease progressed, Torin’s ability to move
about like other Kkids lessened. His sight and hearing
were also slowly deteriorating, which meant he had only
one other place to go that was unaffected by his body’s
inability to produce enough energy - that place was
his vast imagination. He had a voracious appetite for
learning and a love of story, mythology and magic that
carried him away to far-off realms.

On 23 January 2023, about six months after he told us
about his dream to sail on Windermere, and not long
before he would have turned 12, Torin died in hospital
in the early hours of the morning. This was five weeks
after a surgical procedure had gone horribly wrong
and he had contracted sepsis. The shock and the horror
were all-consuming. A couple of days later, we brought
him home and for five days and five nights he was with
us. We could barely leave his side as a string of close
friends and family processed through the house to see
him one last time.

Lowri, Torin’s little sister, who was only eight
years old, was dealing with the enormity of what had

‘If our son were here now, he would want the boat built yesterday and us sailing on the lakes tomorrow’: Duncan Passmore

happened in her own way. When other children came

to the house, she would take them by the hand and

ask if they wanted to go and see her brother, saying

to them, “Don’t be afraid, he’s peaceful, he looks like
he’s sleeping.” So, we tried as best we could on the day
to honour both Torin’s imagination and the love that
blossoms when beauty and grief are welcomed together.

Many people who have had children will remember
the oxytocin-fuelled love bubble that emerged the
moment their child was born. Our time with Torin
after he died was like childbirth in that it was full of the
same tenderness, but in reverse. As the physical bonds
between us began to
loosen, all we could do was
hold him, kiss him and
look on his face because,
very soon, even that
possibility was coming to
an end.

We had to make real
the loose plans we had
intermittently discussed
over the years for Torin’s
funeral. We already knew

Torin loved
stories and
magic that
carried him
away to far-
off realms

where he was to be buried. In late 2012, I managed
a construction project at a natural burial ground
down river from where we live. It is high up overlooking
the River Dart and drenched in beauty, whatever
the weather.

In the weeks between Torin’s death and his funeral,
we knew what we had to do. It was an intuition,
a knowing without a necessity for understanding.

A team of my woodworker friends built a small
boat for him to be buried in. On the morning of his
funeral we took him down to the river, carefully putting
him into one of four large canoes where a 35-strong
escort was at the ready. Family and friends gathered
on the quayside for a special prayer that sent us on
our way. As the flotilla paddled downstream, Torin’s
classmates, teachers, friends and a women’s choir
lined the riverbank. Arriving at the burial ground, we
were greeted by 300 people. A dear friend conducting
the ceremony told us to choose love over all other
things: it was the way Torin had lived his life. It was the
most devastating, beautiful day of our lives, a day that
shimmered and glistened as the edges of worlds, known
and unknown, ever so gently collided.

As I write, it has been one year, four months and five

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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days since Torin died. Since then, the boat theme keeps
returning to us and it has become clear that my wife
Sian and I must build a boat together so we can realise
Torin’s dream of sailing on Windermere. I have noticed
over the years that there is a cross-cultural phenomenon
in the imagery of the afterlife involving boats and

bodies of water. The spirit of the dead person usually
has to undertake a journey across the water and from
some of the accounts I have read, they can’t do it alone.
[t requires the living to help them get there.

I am a woodworker with 25 years’ experience, but
I've never built a boat before. Sian, an artist and
printmaker, is also very keen to learn the ancient skill
of traditional boatbuilding. It will be an adventure of
our own, as well as an opportunity for us both to learn
this endangered craft. We hope to start building in
August, in my workshop,
2 which has plenty of room
The Spirit 5risiiong boat t

be built within its walls.
Of thc dead We will spend about six
pers On months working towards
completion and hope
must make  aunch next Mayon
© Windermere.
a ]Olll‘ney The boat will resemble
the sailing dinghies that
Over water feature in the original
Swallows and Amazons

film of 1974. 1 hope to use homegrown European

larch for the planks of the hull - I don’t like to use
imported wood if I can help it. There aren’t many
people building these boats any more, but I managed
to find someone in Plymouth who, in a boatyard
surrounded by supervachts, is keeping the tradition of
wooden boatbuilding alive. Thanks to his hand-drafted
drawings and his comprehensive “how to” manual, we
will build a Swallows and Amazon-style boat for Torin.

The location used for Wild Cat Island in the 1974 film is
actually Peel Island, on the south end of Coniston Water,
a 25-minute drive away from Windermere. We plan to
sail on both lakes to cover all the bases. Sian and I know
that if Torin were here now, he would be beside himself
with excitement. He’d want the boat built yesterday and
he’d want us to be sailing it on the lakes tomorrow.

It was most probably the sense of freedom in the
book, above the innocence and playfulness, that
Torin was most enchanted by. As a child born with
a progressive illness, his enthusiasm and love for that
kind of freedom through story was heartbreaking and
beautiful. The word “imaginary” is not looked upon
kindly these days. The material, measurable world is
seen as superior. But it is dangerous to forget everything
is born of imagination. Torin knew this intimately. The
imagined world was his friend and ally in a physical
world that was becoming increasingly challenging.

The building of this boat for our son is one point
in our journey of grief and love. In the making of it,
we are reaching out across those imagined realms.
It’s impossible to pin the project down with “why”
and “what for” questions. The Walker children in
Swallows and Amazons knew they had to find Wild
Cat Island’s Secret Harbour. What we know is that
we have to make this boat. We have to move into
the next stage of our lives this way. It’s all we have
to go on, for now. m

To help Duncan and Sian build a boat for Torin, go to
gofundme.com/f/build-a-boat-for-torin
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‘Who says it's Father's
Day?' my son says to me,
with the questioning glare
of someone who's been
told they have extra tax
to pay. ‘Well, the world

S¢amas
O’Reilly

Father’s Day is does, | tell him, suddenly
a Special time to silf;Fonf;iqzs. | fe;el Iilre;’nr

pitching the idea of a globa
celebrate YOUI' celebration of my greatness
dad... but for my toapanel on Dragons'Den.
SONn that’s a bit 'It's like a feast day,’' | say,

‘a special day for dacddies.’
of a stretch Something about this

— | can't think what —
(@shockproofbeats comes out sounding quite

desperate and he looks at
me as if I've just suggested
he prove his love for me with
a face tattoo. It's alook of
suspicion, but also of ceep
and tender concern for my
mental state.

This is his fifth Father's
Day, so | can't help feeling
slightly woundec that the
concept hasn't stuck with

~ &+ = him.lalso can't help noting
= that he has never had any
such issue with Mother's
. Day, which has always
seemed to him like
common sense.
A cynic might note
that the event's
proximity to his
own birthday —
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two weeks from now —is
making things more difficult
for him to abide. It would

seem he finds it churlish that

the run-up to his special day

— a pre-festive period which,

for him, began some time
around January — should
be interrupted so close to
the finish line by a day that
celebrates me, the lesser
of his two parents. In any
case, if he's planning to
make or gift me something,
this conversation has
been a masterstroke of
expectation management.
‘So, will all daddies get
a Father's Day?' he asks.
‘Yes,' | reply, ‘and this isn't
new —it's every year!
| attempt to modulate my
voice/ offence, but also
make it very clear | haven't
made this idea up on the
spot by myself. 'You've been
doing it since you were born.
And it's been around longer
than that. | get things for
Grandad every year, too.’
At this he perks up. He
has never quite stopped
being intrigued by the idea
that his grandad is my dad,
in the same way that |am
his. It's an arrangement
he understands on
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a linguistic level, but finds
hard to conceptualise in
any functional sense. Any
time | talk about being

a son, he seems struck by
the strangeness that his
father has a father, and

the coincidence of it being
his grandad. | presumeit's
the same thrill of recursion
| feel when | see pictures of
massive cranes being built
by other, even bigger cranes.

‘What do you get him?' he
asks. '‘Well,' | say, ‘things like
CDs, or socks or a jumper —
and a card, always a card.' At
this he seems inspired. 'I'll do
a card! he says, brightening.

‘You could buy me
something, too...' | begin,
but he is no longer listening,
running to grab coloured
paper and glittery pens.
| watch him draw hearts and
a toothsome diorama of
himself, his mother, sister
and me. Not wishing to
see this tribute to myself
a whole week early, | smile
and tell him | really shouldn't
be watching and get up to
leave him toit.

‘Yes,' he says, just in time
for me to see he's actually
writing 'Dear Grandad' on
the page. 'Don't tell him!
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Sunday
with...

Presenter Fearne
Cotton on travel
dreams and pud

What do you hate most
about Sundays? Probably
that | haven't had alie-in in
13 years.| met my husband,
Jesse Wood, 13 years ago.
He came into my life with
two beautiful children, my
stepkids, and | have my own
kids now. Alllie-ins have
gone out the window.

Sundays 20 years ago?
Feeling really sorry for
myself, probably. | would
have been to a gig, a bar

or afriend's house. Lots of
partying. So, Sunday would
be lying around hungover.
But those are now hazy
distant memories.

Last Sunday hangover? At
my wedding 10 years ago.
| woke up with my head
banging. One of the hotel
managers insisted | had

a hair of the dog cocktail
from a glass in the shape
of a shoe, which was
horrendous. We didn't go
on a honeymoon; | went
straight back to Radio 1on
the Monday.

Will you ever honeymoon?
Jesse and | have said that
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once our kids, who are now

eight and 11, go to university

or start work, we're going
todoagap year.l'dloveto
do Thailand, Vietnam, Laos,
Bali... that part of the world.

Sunday me time? Probably
a bit of deep breathing after
I've dropped off my kids

at a sporting thing or play
date. | get so little free time,
it's bonkers.

Sunday grub? We do love
a big Sunday lunch. Jesseis
in love with his pizza oven.

| do dessert: abig brownie
tray bake, Vicki sponge,
chocolate mousse

or akey lime pie. | love
making puddings.

Best festivalmoment?

Glastonbury!l met my
husband shortly before we

went together, so we fellin
love there. Rich Pelley

Fearne Cotton's Happy Place
Festivalis at Chiswick House,
London, on 13-14 July, and

at Tatton Park, Knutsford, on

371August and 1September

@Philippa_Perry

The question My son is 26 and intelligent and
lives on his own. But he can’t hold down a job
and spends his time playing computer games
and living on takeaways. He has inherited
some money, which is about to run out.

The problems began when he started
smoking cannabis at 16. It quickly became
a serious addiction. He has struggled with
depression since his teens and has seen several
counsellors, but doesn’t appear to have made
much progress. He takes antidepressants,
which help a bit. He stopped smoking quite
abruptly about a year ago, but not much
changed. He is doing an access to higher
education course and has a university place
in September, but he rarely goes to college. He
never cleans up, doesn’t do laundry and his
personal hygiene is poor. I've been doing his
housework, but he’s asked me to stop. I want
to, but I also know how disgusting it will get.

He had me all to himself until he was six,
when I met my husband. We had three more
children. My son found this difficult, but
now he has good relationships with each of
his siblings. The relationship between my
husband and my son has never been easy, but
it isn’t terrible. His biological father cut off all
ties early on. How do I get him to change?

Philippa’s answer It’s possible he may be getting too
many of his connection and contact needs via the
internet and thus manages to avoid the more satisfying
connections that are possible in real life. Reading
The Anxious Generation by Jonathan Haidt may help you
understand this more, or Google the phenomenon that
the Japanese call hikikomori.

Another thing that may be happening, apart from
his depression, is that he could be crippled by a fear of
failure. We can all fall into the trap of believing we are
defined by our failures, but if we do, we need to tweak
that and instead define ourselves by our courage to try.
Without having the courage to fail, we won’t have the
courage to succeed. To help him with this, switch your
focus from what you don’t see happening with him to
what you do.

When a person suffers from depression, even getting
up and getting dressed is a huge achievement and your

My grownup son IS
gaming all day and
lives on takeaways

-------------------------------------------

son has done more than that. He stopped smoking weed,
he’s seen counsellors and has got himself to the doctor
to get antidepressants. He’s enrolled on a course and has
a place at university. He needs congratulating - it won’t
be helping him if he knows you see him as a problem.
Many people, especially if they haven’t suffered from it
themselves, see depression as “just being a bit down”
and think people need to “snap out of it” or perhaps they
think of the sufferer as being “just bone idle”.

I’'m wondering - just guessing — whether your
husband views your son’s depression like this. Could
this be part of why their relationship isn’t that great? If
it is the case and if you could re-educate your husband
about the true nature of depression, it might help their
relationship. I'm also guessing your husband doesn’t like
to see you feeling worried and blames your son for this,
which might also be giving your son the impression that
“everyone would be better off without me”, which I'm
sure is the last thing you want him to believe. I'm so glad
he has good relationships with his siblings.

Your son has asked you to stop tidying his flat. Respect
his boundary, but don’t stop seeing him. Meet him for
a walk, or at a café, or maybe
invite him round every
couple of weeks for a meal.
[ believe you may be too
much in the parent role and

You may be
too much in

are speaking to him from
the parel!t that position, which forces
l‘()le, fOl‘Clng him into the child role. This

is probably what he wants
to stop. You are both adults,
so I think if you met on

him into the
Chlld l‘Ole neutral ground, yvou would
find it easier to relate like

two equals, adult to adult, which would do him a power
of good. A dynamic of doer and done-to is not healthy or
conducive to respectful dialogue. It won’t be easy, you’ll
still be dying to tell him what to do, but sit on that urge
and see your son as a person, not as a problem for you
to fix. For further help on how to do this, read my book,
The Book You Wish Your Parents Had Read.

[t is not your fault that he was abandoned by his father
and you have every right to find your own happiness
and get married and have more children. Even so, you
might, on an unconscious level, feel guilty that he didn’t
continue to have all your love to himself — and because of
your guilt you may be feeling obliged to keep mothering
him when it is time to let go. Also, on an unconscious
level, by showing you he needs you on a practical level, he
could be making sure you don’t desert him. Sometimes
the adult children of estranged parents get stuck when it
comes to becoming independent and it is often guilt that
stops the parent fully letting go. We can’t change another
person, we can only change our own behaviour, and they
may or may not change in relation to us when we do. m

—> Write to us: If you have a question, send an email to askphilippa@observer.co.uk.
To have your say on this week’s column, go to observer.co.uk/ask-philippa
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2024 is turning out to be a seismic year of news and politics.
With major global news stories breaking by the day, including the
European elections, the UK General Election next month, the fallout
from Trump's guilty verdict, and the ongoing wars in Gazaand
Ukraine, it can be hard to keep up.

The Guardian Weekly magazine is here to help. Specifically focusing
on global news that may have been missed during the week, or
deserves a deeper dive into the details - the Guardian Weekly is the
perfect companion to keeping up with the week’s news. We think it's
a great Father's Day gift, that's why we're offering 50% off an annual
gift subscription.
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