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For Jake, who probably wants the steak




Should we do it on the tables at Quaglino’s or
Mabel’s or maybe somewhere else entirely?




Contents

Preface

Introduction: Peter Langan’s Champagne Supernova

1 London Stirs: How We Arrived at 1976

2 London’s First Designer Restaurants

3 192 and the Rediscovery of Notting Hill

4 Soho Awakens: The Reinvention of the Private Members’ Club

5 Marco Pierre White, 1987 and All That

6 The Ivy and the Dawn of the Gastropub

7 Big is Beautiful: Quaglino’s and the Atlantic Bar and Grill

8 The Pharmacy and the End of the Century

9 The Critics

10 Molecular Gastronomy and the Tyranny of the Tasting Menu

11 Celebrity Chefs, Bestselling Cookbooks and TV Saturation

12 Small Plates, Pop-ups and Street Food

13 How Sexy Fish Ate Mayfair

14 London after Lockdown

15 The City Reinvents Itself Again

Acknowledgements

Dramatis Personae

Bibliography




Preface

People go to restaurants to learn about style or to express their taste.

– Stephen Bayley

If you speak to any chef in London – and I spoke to dozens for this book – at some point they’ll tell you a secret, often about something transgressive that happened in their kitchens. They have great memories, most of them, and some of the stories are outrageous – the legally acceptable ones are included in the book you’re reading. Some happened back in the sixties, some just a few months ago, but the most salacious, and some of the most shocking, happened in the nineties, a decade that increasingly is seen as the golden age of the London restaurant. There is the story of the globally-renowned superchef who was caught on CCTV buggering a man who was very much not his wife (on the hotplate, too); the story of the junkie chef (not usually a recognised kitchen position) who stabbed a sous chef through his hand with a paring knife; the commis chef whose cocaine habit resulted in him being arrested halfway through the evening service.

Perhaps more woundingly, one night in the restaurant kitchen of a Park Lane hotel, the head chef accosted his chef de partie, and said, in his loudest possible voice, ‘Look, you’re thirty years old, you’ve got two kids and you’re still a fucking station chef. Why don’t you just go home and fucking kill yourself?’

Many other stories involve the Atlantic Bar and Grill, Oliver Peyton’s postmodern Soho gin palace, which opened with great fanfare in 1994. The Atlantic became so debauched, so quickly (it had a late licence, and cocaine was the contemporary drug of choice), that it rapidly developed a reputation for brazen fornication. Most nights of the week there were threesomes in the toilets, and – crazy as it sounds today – it wasn’t unusual to find a couple having sex at their table. One night, around midnight, a security guard tracked down Peyton to tell him a couple were going at it on a table right by the bar. Peyton arrived to find a City boy, his pinstriped trousers around his ankles, attending to his date in full view of the fifty-or-so remaining diners.

‘Leave them to it,’ said Peyton. ‘I don’t see anyone complaining.’

The Irish entrepreneur Peter Langan had his moments, too. In October 1976, when the restaurant world was a rather more innocent place, London was turned upside down when Michael Caine, celebrated chef Richard Shepherd and Langan opened Langan’s Brasserie, a celebrity hangout that would revolutionise the capital’s dining scene. This soon became the most celebrated restaurant in the city and helped turn London into an internationally recognised culinary hot spot.

London never looked back.

In the five decades since, the city has become a global culinary Petri dish, a multicultural hotbed of superchefs and gastronomic ingenuity, monstrous egos and appalling kitchen behaviour, bad reviews and scabrous critics, dictatorial maître d’s, inter-restaurant feuding, ridiculous trends, scandals, tricky customers, financial shenanigans, global media attention and much more.

The restaurant scene in London over the last fifty years has been one of the country’s most successful examples of Britain’s soft power. During that time the city has become the centre of the culinary world, eclipsing Paris, New York and all points in between.
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When L’Escargot reopened in Greek Street, Soho, in June 1981, I felt almost as excited as I had six months previously when some friends had opened a nightclub fifty yards down the road. Can’t remember why. It was only a restaurant. But for some reason it had a buzz. This wasn’t the bar at the Mayfair Hotel, wasn’t Peppermint Park or Zanzibar, or any of the other places we used, this was another thing entirely. Who knew? Apparently, it was being run by a maîtresse d’ called Elena Salvoni, who had just left a place called Bianchi’s (I hadn’t heard of either), while the chef was a chap called Alastair Little (nope, no idea). The restaurant had been bought by Nicholas Lander and Jancis Robinson, who would both turn out to be important voices in London’s restaurant world, Lander as a critic, and Robinson as arguably the most significant and respected wine critic in the world. The restaurant they’d bought was actually called L’Escargot Bienvenu (‘the welcome snail’) but Lander knew he had to change it – it was too much of a mouthful for sure, but it was also too French. In the end it was Lander’s mother who suggested the truncation.

There was such excitement, a friend with no restaurant experience somehow blagged a job in the kitchen. He acted as though he’d not only got on the guest list of an exclusive new club, but got free drinks, too. About four o’clock on his first day he was asked if he could make a roux. His reply – ‘A road in France?’ – got him the boot two minutes later. But almost immediately, it seemed restaurants were as important as nightclubs. So, we went. Can’t remember what I ate, where I sat or who I went with, although I think our gang included my friend Fiona Dealey, who would order a coffee from them every Friday before starting her job at Le Beat Route. What I’m sure about is that neither of us paid. How could we? I was still a cocktail barman at the Fridge, and wasn’t making the kind of money that would have afforded me food at L’Escargot. We were probably paid for by the much older boyfriend of a fashion designer friend of ours (Stephen Linard), a journalist with an expense account. What was it like? Exotic, and slightly intimidating. And it felt great to be there.

Restaurant culture is as different from culinary culture as restaurant criticism is from writing about food, and the social history of a city has far more to do with where and how and why people eat than what they might choose from a menu. The social history of restaurants is a much underexplored area, especially where London is concerned. Restaurants have become a cornerstone of our culture, but it’s easy to underestimate their importance in society. The GQ and Sunday Times writer A. A. Gill once said, ‘What people go out to restaurants for is a good time, not because they are hungry,’ and he wasn’t wrong; we go out to eat because we want to say something about ourselves as well as seeing what other people are up to. Where we eat defines us as much as how we dress. We want to know why people are going to a certain place as much as we want to experience it ourselves. ‘What do they see in the place?’ we ask ourselves before we go, and occasionally after we leave.

After all, we go to restaurants to find our people. The British have often treated the meal as a perfunctory inconvenience, a necessary interruption to be endured in silence as swiftly as possible. For the French, the Italians and the Spanish, the importance of food and the table you eat it on is instilled early on. According to Adam Gopnik, the author of The Table Comes First: Family, France and the Meaning of Food, the table is the scene of celebration and solemnity, negotiations and debate, beginnings and endings. To be invited into the home of an Italian family to eat is more than a treat, it’s an embrace. To be offered a home-cooked meal in a Japanese home is even more of an honour. But as the Brits have rarely celebrated the home-cooked meal, it’s been restaurants where we’ve convened and built our social groups, and even then, only really since the end of the Second World War.

Restaurants were also where we went to reinvent ourselves, albeit only temporarily – dressing up a little too grandly, eating beyond our means, but invariably pleased with the result. We had come, we had eaten, and we had won whatever small victory we’d set ourselves.

If nightclubs offered a glimpse of transgression, with a side order of transcendence (factoring in the possibility of stimulants both legal and not), restaurants promised something else, namely a lifestyle change. Entering a restaurant meant slipping into a world that you might be able to claim for your own, a fillip in status that might bestow upon you any number of new social niceties. You might suddenly find yourself in an environment full of Ming vases, borzoi hounds, topiary and magnolias, or experiencing the time-lengthening poolside ennui of a hotel terrace, or simply the wood-panelled cocoon of glamour and privilege. Choosing a restaurant is really no different to choosing a film – where do we want to spend the next few hours? In Provence? Prohibition-era Manhattan? Tokyo sometime in the future? A restaurant can be anything you want it to be. It can sugar-glaze you with comfort, challenge your curiosity or act as inspiration.

Restaurants get under people’s skin, in the way songs and films do. There were some people I knew who, if they hadn’t visited 192 at least three times a week, would experience withdrawal symptoms. Although some restaurants open in London with great fanfare but not much else. When Keith McNally’s Balthazar opened in Covent Garden in early 2013, it created precisely zero buzz, almost as though it had arrived, fully formed, looking like a New York interpretation of Café Rouge. Many of us slumming Brits had loved McNally’s Odeon when we first visited Manhattan, but we didn’t need Balthazar in London.

Good restaurants continue to change the way in which we live, not just reflecting it, while societal change still tends to be administered in the way we decide to convene. It really doesn’t matter how much we interact on our phones – when we want to eat and drink, we meet. Michel Roux Jr. ran Le Gavroche for over a decade and said that restaurants were never just about the food, saying that even though some chefs still want to believe they are, it is just as much about the service and the atmosphere.


[image: ]


I wanted to write this book principally because there didn’t appear to be one, not one which celebrated all the extraordinary developments London has witnessed in the last fifty years. There are apparently over twenty-five thousand cookbooks published every year, and while there are now thousands of food memoirs, chef autobiographies and TV tieins, almost none of them are about restaurants.

I wanted to start with the launch of Langan’s Brasserie because it was – along with San Lorenzo and Joe Allen – the London restaurant that first generated international appeal, but unlike those other two establishments had a menu that reflected its location rather than one mirroring Italy or the US. When I worked for the British Fashion Council and had to regularly tub-thump around the world, espousing London as a cultural centre, I used to say – in an appropriately exaggerated and slightly tongue-in-cheek way – that if you decided to have a fashion show in Milan you were endorsing the most boring northern European city that wasn’t in Germany, that if you were showing in Paris you were implicitly supporting the most bourgeois city in Europe, and if you chose New York then you were just feeding into that city’s parochial anxiety. Come to London, I would say, opening my navy blue, Savile Row sackcloth arms, and see where the action is.

I feel the same, although rather more fervently, about our restaurants, places which are now so multifarious in their approach they have all but given up any desire to define themselves as Modern English. That battle was won decades ago, and in the intervening years London has proved to be a city that unquestionably hosts the very best cuisines as well as the very best restaurants. Saliently, it could also be said that having spent an inordinate amount of time aping international cultures, the approximate fusions and abstract expressionist cuisine we produce here is not only more inventive than any international urban competitor, but arguably more exact. Londoners have always excelled at both tradition and rebellion, and that is no truer than it is where our restaurants are concerned. We are not a citadel, and unlike other ‘destination cities’ haven’t gone out of our way to create any kind of culinary orthodoxy; rather, we’ve contributed to the organic way in which expertise has found its way along the arteries of culinary London.

‘Restaurants are more than just places to eat, they are a million different things of which eating is just one,’ said Tom Parker Bowles when I interviewed him for this book. ‘They are a central part of the fabric of any town or city.’

There are a lot of them, too. You could write dozens of obituaries a year for beloved London restaurants that have closed, but as the city is one of the most regenerative in the world, new ones fill their places almost immediately.

Adrian Gill understood more than most that a restaurant is always more important than the food it serves. When he first visited the Wolseley, Jeremy King and Chris Corbin’s gargantuan grand café in Piccadilly, in 2003, he spent more time describing the room than the food. ‘It’s a beautiful room, built as the eponymous car showroom in a style I think of as robber-baron imperial,’ he wrote. ‘Then it became a bank and, briefly, a misbegotten Chinese restaurant. Now it has been restored to look like a Hapsburg railway café, a Ruritanian patisserie and coffee house, a Bohemian grand-luxe bar and brothel. It’s quite unlike any other dining room in London, and apparently so authentically ancient, you’d think your grandfather ate there.’ He soliloquised about the acoustics, the design of the tables, the dead-zones (even if it wasn’t meant to have any), and later, much later, the food.

The thing is, the Wolseley meant something, and soon meant a lot more to a hell of a lot of people. If you wanted to announce a new job, you went to the Wolseley; if you wanted to show off a new suit or a new husband, you did it in the Wolseley. And, if you wanted to go out in style – leaving the job, the suit or the spouse – you obviously did it in the central horseshoe in the Wolseley, at the time, the only game in town.

It hasn’t been the only place. Londoners of a certain ilk still talk about the opening (and closing) of Le Caprice, still talk about the first time they went to Aubergine or visited Borough Market. Some, of a certain vintage, talk incessantly about what it was like to eat Marco Pierre White’s food at Harveys in southwest London in 1987, almost as though they were bragging about a Sex Pistols gig they’d seen at the 100 Club a decade earlier. Elsewhere, journalists discuss the battles for Michelin stars and the competition for customers and staff; said staff bitch about the obsessive nature of their chefs; and customers complain about the fact the place in which they’d just wasted £150 bore no resemblance to the one in the salivating article they had read the week before in The Times.

I’ve also spent a good deal of my working life, as well as my social life, in London restaurants. A rough estimate would suggest I’ve eaten in a restaurant in London approximately 1,300 times since the early eighties, a figure that could easily be increased by the number of breakfasts I had in the noughties and 2010s; it’s no exaggeration to say there were times, possibly three times a week, when I ate twice, sometimes three times a day in the Wolseley. It was a brisk walk from my office in Hanover Square, I knew I could get in and out (one course, usually the chicken salad, no wine or coffee) in seventy to seventy-five minutes, and, saliently, people (my guests) liked going there. So did I, and not for the reasons you think. I always wanted to feel safe in a restaurant, wanted to feel wanted, wanted what we all want, wanted to feel comfortable. For me, this was when having a good table meant everything.

Trevor Gulliver, who started the groundbreaking St John in 1994 with Fergus Henderson, says you should ‘never have lunch with someone in a hurry’, which might explain why we’ve never had one.

Of course, for many the business lunch was traditionally some kind of journey without end, a pilgrimage in some respects, an ordeal that could easily slip – unnoticed, but somewhat inevitably, into dinner. I once worked with a brilliant publishing director who would arrive earlier than most other people in the office, work like stink, and then at 12.45p.m. would walk with some purpose to Le Caprice, where he would stay, with his guest, until five or six o’clock. His opening gambit would always be, ‘A glass of bubbles?’, which would set the tone for the rest of the afternoon. He was the master of the business lunch, and he made the company a fortune. I went to a few of his lunches, as a kind of enthusiastic amateur (I was never a convincing wingman), and I was always amazed he could remember the often-complex nature of the deals he secured over three bottles of wine but secure them he did.
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‘To want to own a restaurant can be a strange and terrible affliction,’ wrote Anthony Bourdain in Kitchen Confidential. ‘What causes such a destructive urge in so many otherwise sensible people?’ Well, many of them are in this book: Marco Pierre White, Gordon Ramsay, Jeremy King, Angela Hartnett and all the rest, culinary mavericks who have all left their mark on London. Service travels all the way from soup to nuts, from the appetisers to the bill, and from the pavement to the table, hopefully reminding us that – on their day, with a good wind, a corner table and a full cellar – restaurants remain the essential social fabric of our great city, and of our time, places that adroitly capture styles of life and spots of time, that feed our souls as well as our bellies, and that we often carry with us forever, reminding us what is good about our lives and the lives of London.

Did you get a good table?




Introduction: Peter Langan’s Champagne Supernova

I spent more time in Langan’s Brasserie than I did at home. If anyone needed me, they’d know where I’d be. It was the only place in London you could get a soufflé with anchovy sauce. The atmosphere was incredible. On tables one to four, Michael Caine’s tables, you would have Sean Connery, Roger Moore and a Rolling Stone in a single night. It was outrageous fun.

– Richard Young

In 1976, when the already legendary Michael Caine and the chef Richard Shepherd joined forces with Peter Langan to create Langan’s Brasserie, London finally had a restaurant whose reputation immediately traversed the globe. All of a sudden, all eyes everywhere were on Mayfair.

The obituaries were rich in detail, as they were always going to be. Peter Langan, the ridiculously flamboyant Irish restaurant owner and weapons-grade bon viveur, was dead at the predictably although still preposterously young age of forty-seven. He had died when a fire broke out at 4 a.m. on 21 October 1988, at his home at Alphamstone, 50 miles northeast of London, in Essex, after what the police called a serious domestic incident with his wife, Susan, forty-six (apparently, she had just told Langan she wanted to leave him). News reports said she had broken her ankle jumping from a balcony. The Press Association said the police believed Langan started the fire deliberately. One obituarist tartly said he’d died, ‘after a failed attempt at self-immolation.’

In 1975, having previously worked as a wine importer in Dublin, and then as a petrol-pump attendant, a clerk, a part-time private detective and salesman, the swashbuckling entrepreneur had become a chef-restaurateur working in Odin’s, in Devonshire Street. One night, his friend Michael Caine tried the crème brûlée and came up with the idea of creating a Parisian brasserie in London, inspired by his beloved La Coupole. His pitch to Langan was simple: ‘Peter, let’s create the most fabulous restaurant in London.’ Caine would provide the guest list, Langan would create the atmosphere and Richard Shepherd, whose cooking Caine had enjoyed at the Michelin-starred restaurant in the Capital Hotel in Knightsbridge, would do the food.

They opened Langan’s Brasserie in September 1976 on the site of the Coq d’Or restaurant, in Stratton Street, just behind Green Park Underground Station, and immediately had a hit on their hands. Helped enormously by Philip Norman’s enthusiastic review in the Sunday Times, Langan’s was a smash from the off. Within six months, the Sunday Telegraph described the brasserie as ‘crammed regularly with the new set’. This triumvirate went on to create, arguably, not just one of the most fashionable restaurants in the world, but somewhere that finally put London on the international culinary map.
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The map of the restaurant world and its circuitous cartography is a complex and ever-changing beast, full of inconsistencies and contradictions. In the fifty years since Langan’s Brasserie opened, London’s restaurant scene has become the most vibrant, the most talked-about and the most popular in the world. Cookbooks would start to dominate the bestseller lists (was there anyone who didn’t have the first River Café Cook Book?), while cooking programmes started to colonise the TV schedules, making stars out of Loyd Grossman, Delia Smith, Nigella Lawson, Gordon Ramsay, Jamie Oliver, Ainsley Harriott, Nadiya Hussain, Mary Berry, James Martin, Heston Blumenthal, Jennifer Paterson and Clarissa Dickson Wright. Food went from being a mediacentric cult to a national obsession. Chefs became front-page news, with Marco Pierre White, Keith Floyd and Gary Rhodes vying for space with global conflict, interest rates and national tragedy. Their every utterance was deemed worthy of attention.

These days London is overflowing with great restaurants, but it has also become one of the street-food centres of the world, a city that celebrates multiculturalism, and that prides itself on innovation and disruption. It’s London that creates new fads, where fresh chefs thrive, and where the international culinary zeitgeist is decided. You can walk around parts of London – usually east of Tottenham Court Road – and imagine you are in Hong Kong, Naples or Shanghai. You can wander into Borough Market and feel as though you’ve stepped into an arcane epicurean laboratory. You can wake up in Soho, stagger into a lean-to no bigger than one of the lavatories in Claridge’s and discover a cuisine immune to categorisation. Or you can find yourself in one of the Pan-Asian enormodomes of Mayfair and wonder why you’re suddenly surrounded by escorts. (In the noughties there was a hotel bar in Belgravia frequented by a mother–daughter tag team who would try to turn tricks before diners had a chance to get to their table).
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And it all started with Langan’s. When Peter died, the Associated Press also noted that ‘Langan, an admitted former hard drinker, was remembered at Langan’s Brasserie for stunts such as crawling across the floor and biting customers’ ankles and putting out a fire in the kitchen with vintage champagne.’

There was so much more. It was once said Peter Langan’s signature dish was insults. Usually drunk and often obnoxious, he took a perverse delight in being rude to most people he ever met. One night, Michael Caine was having dinner with his wife Shakira at his usual window table, along with his daughter and his mother, when Langan decided to join them. Caine said that Langan’s style was to plonk himself down at diners’ tables, uninvited – usually unwelcome, sometimes entertaining, but never sober. On this occasion he could see that Langan was the worse for wear. They were business partners but hadn’t been getting on very well lately, and Langan had been making a nuisance of himself.

When he was like this, he would insist on addressing Caine by his real name, Maurice Micklewhite. He had this idea Caine was from a lower social order (Langan himself was from Clarecastle, near Ennis in County Clare), and when he wanted to be insulting, he described him as a ‘mediocrity with halitosis who has a council house mind’.

Caine would retaliate by saying, ‘Peter stumbles around in a cloud of his own vomit and is a complete social embarrassment. You would have a more interesting conversation with a cabbage.’

There was no one Langan couldn’t insult. Princess Margaret and Roddy Llewellyn were enjoying an intimate meal one night and were just at the coffee stage when Langan stumbled over, bumping into tables and chairs, with his flies undone. Mumbling incoherently, he took off his jacket and hung it on the back of the princess’s chair. He then proceeded to climb onto the table, knocking cups and saucers everywhere, where he promptly fell asleep. (‘He could sleep anywhere,’ said Richard Shepherd). The princess was not amused. The couple soon left, although, rather fascinated by its wayward custodian, they became regulars. When Princess Diana started coming, he did the same thing, and she was equally intrigued.

‘Is it true you’re a fucking poof?’ he once asked Prince Albert of Monaco. He once barred Rudolf Nureyev ‘for being himself’, called Ronnie Corbett ‘a fucking midget’ and failed to recognise Marlon Brando: ‘The only thing I knew about him was that he is even fatter than me.’ Excelling himself when Caine introduced Langan to Orson Welles, he said, ‘I think you’re a stupid fat cunt.’ A head waiter once found him eating a lady guest on the bar.

Nevertheless, in spite of this, or maybe because of it, Langan’s, this magnificent blousy palace, soared. The brasserie’s handwritten menu, which changed daily, was enormous, with twenty-six starters, as many main courses, and up to twenty desserts. Notable dishes included the soufflé aux épinards, sauce anchois (which is still on the menu today), and the croustade d’oeufs de caille, which at the time The Good Food Guide said was better than the one at the Connaught. The restaurant served up to one thousand customers a day, while managing to cater for the great and the good. Brian Sewell, who was one of the stars of the Evening Standard, as well as a great accomplice of Langan’s (he would eventually help complete his posthumous autobiography), said his friend wanted a brasserie that served breakfast at eight, omelettes at eleven, salami sandwiches at one, and toast and sticky pastries, ‘as well as proper lunch and proper dinner; he wanted sausages that came from Warsaw and Lisbon and all points in between; he wanted national and international newspapers racked with wooden spines for all to read at will; he wanted everyone from Vienna to Madrid to recognise at once that his was a brasserie of the European kind, where no stranger would be repelled for wanting nothing more than coffee and the Frankfurter Allgemeinschaft when all around were munching their way through three full courses.’

At Odin’s, Langan had encouraged the likes of Patrick Procktor to supply a number of artworks and to ‘eat down’ their work, and he did the same here, covering the walls with work by Lucian Freud, Francis Bacon, Patrick Caulfield, R. B. Kitaj, David Hockney and Procktor himself. He once went on a five-day bender with Bacon and, on his return, put himself through the luggage carousel at Heathrow Airport. Langan actually hated the idea of the restaurant being fashionable and had purposefully chosen mismatched furniture as he wanted the place to feel old and comfortable. This was very Langan; instead of driving a flash modern car, for instance, he drove a battered, bright-green Citroën Deux Chevaux.

When it opened, the Mayfair crucible had no dress code, which was highly unusual in London at that time, and its laissez-faire, buzzy atmosphere attracted everyone from David Hockney (who drew the masthead for the menu) and Peter Blake to Jack Nicholson and John Huston, from George Best and Bobby Moore to Elizabeth Taylor and Richard Burton, along with Muhammad Ali, Peter Sellers, Sean Connery, Roger Moore, Michael Parkinson, Richard Harris, Spike Milligan, Dudley Moore, Liza Minnelli – a regular passel of visiting Hollywood royalty. All of them were photographed, often more than once, by Richard Young, the de facto house snapper. Some of his most famous pictures were taken here: Elton John flicking the V-sign, Rod Stewart manhandling Van Morrison, Mick Jagger blowing out the candles on his birthday cake, Catherine Deneuve on the phone by the check-in desk and Marie Helvin running barefoot through the Mayfair rain. One of Young’s favourite pictures is of Langan himself, wearing his trademark white suit, scarlet braces and two-tone brogues, lying splayed out on the restaurant floor. He was halfway through one of his routines, the one in which he pretended to die in front of the inevitably shocked diners. ‘He made it look so real,’ said Young. ‘The customers would just start screaming.’

In 1982, Langan tried to carry Billy Connolly on a lap of honour through the restaurant after the Big Yin had opened in the play The Beastly Beatitudes of Balthazar B.

A. A. Gill first came when he was a student, determined to blow most of his grant. He recalled there were paparazzi at the door, when at the time the only other buildings that had photographers outside them were the criminal courts. Even though you didn’t have to wear a suit or a tie, everyone was dressed up at Langan’s, including Gill. He said there was a palpable sense of occasion, anticipation and glamour that was missing from the rest of London. Gill and his girlfriend walked in, ‘hyperventilating with the want of coolness’, and were swiftly seated next to Mick Jagger and Jerry Hall, who were dining with David Bailey and Marie Helvin. Gill acknowledged that the experience was altogether unlike fine dining in many of the depressing and snobbish establishments that made up London’s traditional restaurant scene.

‘The two best London restaurants of the seventies were Joe Allen and Langan’s Brasserie,’ says Jeremy King, ‘and Peter Langan used to say he wanted a place where the duchess can sit down at the table next to the taxi driver. He was a genuine egalitarian, which always appealed to me as well.’

He would call Dudley Moore the ‘house pianist’ and Hockney the ‘house painter’, and neither of them minded. His famous friends, who were all regulars, loved him anyway. They knew it was an act, and that his performative style was simply his way of showing affection. Wayne Sleep loved him so much he once danced naked across the tablecloths, and Langan bet the Shell heiress Olga Deterding she wouldn’t sit naked in his window all afternoon. She did (the wager was £5). On another occasion, an infuriated guest found a dead cockroach in the ladies’ loo. ‘Well, it can’t possibly be one of ours,’ Langan said. ‘This cockroach is dead, and all ours are alive and healthy.’ At this point he put the insect in his mouth and swallowed it whole, washing it down with a large glass of the guest’s vintage Krug.

In its pomp, Langan’s generated newspaper headlines every day, with enough famous patrons to fill the society pages in both the Evening News and the Evening Standard. This was always the plan: when they embarked on their venture, Langan had told Caine, ‘the walls must talk.’

They didn’t just talk, they shouted.

‘But it was the Peter Langan show, every night,’ says Richard Young. ‘He was the circus ringmaster.’ A conjuror who could drink twelve bottles of champagne a day, often leaving the establishment to buy art in the middle of the afternoon. One day, Richard Shepherd answered a phone after the lunch service. ‘I am speaking from the managing director’s office at Sotheby’s,’ the rather tentative, posh voice said. ‘I believe we have Mr Langan in our sales room. I wonder if you could send somebody over to pick him up – he is halfway up the stairs on a bookcase, and every time somebody goes past, he tells them to fuck off.’

Often when they closed for the night, Shepherd and Langan would go to Tramp, on Jermyn Street, which at the time was the hottest nightclub in London. Langan would have bangers and mash, and Shepherd fish and chips. Langan would order an expensive fillet steak and would dice it up into little cubes and take it upstairs and feed the dog at the front door. Tramp was a glitzy, spritzy affair, often ankle-deep in champagne – Peter Sellers, Joan Collins, Liza Minnelli and Ringo Starr all had their wedding receptions at the club. Claudio, Tramp’s longstanding head waiter once recalled an evening where they had three James Bonds having dinner at the same time – Sean Connery, George Lazenby and Roger Moore. Just by accident. Brian Sewell remembers his friend asking him if Sewell could bring his dog, Susie, to dinner at Odin’s one night when she was recovering from a hysterectomy. Sewell’s dog sat at a table eating diced steak as Langan sat opposite, sipping champagne.

‘She gazed about her as though she wished to see and be seen,’ said Sewell. ‘At a neighbouring table, four boisterous Australians objected, with one shouting, “Jesus, now I’ve seen everything.” Another said they weren’t going to pay the bill as the restaurant was obviously unhygienic. Langan ignored them for a while before responding – without rising from his chair or raising his voice and taking care not to disturb Susie. ‘I own the joint, and I don’t give a damn about hygiene. I’d rather have this restaurant full of dogs than Australians; as you can see for yourselves, they have better manners.’

‘Peter Langan was a nice enough man, but he was always drunk,’ David Bailey told me. ‘His drinking wasn’t exaggerated – he really was like that. All day every day. I was always amazed he got away with being so rude to people. At the time he was trying to open Langan’s in Los Angeles, and while it’s OK to be rude to people in London, if you said the wrong thing to someone in LA you’d be dead. You had to be careful. There were gangsters on the West Coast as well as anywhere else, and you had to make sure you weren’t being rude to the wrong people.’

At the time, Bailey was launching Ritz, a British version of Andy Warhol’s Interview, with the journalist David Litchfield, and he used Langan’s almost as a staff canteen.

‘Our offices were deep in Covent Garden, right next to the Lady, right around the corner from Joe Allen’s, up a couple of flights of rickety stairs, and it was always full of hangers-on, and kids who wanted to get involved to get a step up the publishing ladder,’ said Bailey. ‘We only had two little rooms, yet they were always full of people hanging around – little worker bees who wanted to get involved in the magazine. We either had our meetings in Langan’s – lunches and dinners I always seemed to pay for – or else at my house in Gloucester Avenue, in Primrose Hill. I seemed to spend most of my social life in Langan’s so it seemed to make sense to use it for work, too.’

Bailey was always good at finding the scene, and in 1976 the scene was all about Langan’s. From a distance of fifty years, it’s difficult to imagine just how important it was at the time, but along with Joe Allen (which opened a year later), San Lorenzo, Mr Chow and Zanzibar, Langan’s Brasserie was responsible for turning London into a restaurant capital. It would take another ten years before the city hit its stride, and another ten before it reached proper critical mass, but Langan’s in 1976 was alchemy incarnate. By 1983, it would be voted ‘Brasserie of the Year’ by The Good Food Guide, and in the citation, the editors wrote: ‘This is a copiously stylish place run with train time-table precision, noisily ebullient, and with food which can, on occasion, rival that of anywhere in London.’

Even this prosaic description couldn’t disguise the fact that in six years Peter Langan had created a gastronomic palace of bacchanalian proportions, a phenomenon that lived in the moment, a feast for the eyes and the stomach, if not quite the soul. You came to be fed, of course you did, but what you really came for was the atmosphere, the celebrity adjacency and the expectation. Because at Langan’s Brasserie, you never really had any idea what might happen, and more importantly, what might happen to you. There was a mild sense of danger about the place, a hint, a pinch, of jeopardy. As Langan used to say himself, his eyes swimming a little, ‘You are not coming to our restaurant on the way to the show or after the show: you are the show. When you walk into the restaurant, you are the star. And when you sit down, you become the audience.’

Not only was there something special about the place, something very particular, but its success proved that London could subscribe to invention with as much panache as New York, Paris or Los Angeles. The city was on its way. Having already witnessed a cultural reboot some fifteen years earlier, London finally had a restaurant to be internationally proud of.
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There will have been many who were interested in sampling a spinach soufflé for the first time, but there were far more who were just excited by the thought of experiencing a restaurant at this new, egalitarian level. Langan’s took the city to new heights in terms of service, cuisine and experience, but it was largely the experience. Its success also encouraged a host of other similarly minded entrepreneurs and budding restaurateurs to try their hand at something similar, those with ambition like Jeremy King and Chris Corbin who also had desires on this new world. What Michael Caine, Richard Shepherd and Peter Langan achieved was fundamentally a magic trick, bringing the kitchen into the restaurant, and making everything about front of house. The age of the chef may have been about to emerge, and yet from now on their success would be adjudicated out front rather than out back.

The London restaurant world was suddenly open for business. There would be challenges and unforeseen developments, but the rivalries, the obsession with novelty, class and celebrity, and the way in which food would become an integral part of late-twentieth- and early-twenty-first-century culture created an intensity that moved the focus of the international gastronomic community completely towards London.

We had put up our awning and the world wanted in.




Chapter 1

London Stirs: How We Arrived at 1976

You have to remember how grim things were in post-war Britain. However, there was a younger generation growing up who, for the first time, had a bit of money in their pockets and wanted to live a different life to that of their parents.

– Terence Conran
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Mick Jagger solo dining at Trattoria Terrazza in Soho, London, 23 December 1966



London’s post-war restaurant scene emerged in the sixties with the rest of the city’s cultural verisimilitudes, with the likes of the Ad Lib, Trattoria Terrazza, Alvaro’s and Casserole slowly giving way to more pivotal places such as San Lorenzo and Mr Chow.

London after the war was a city caught between the shadows of conflict and the dawn of a new era. The scars of the Blitz were still visible as it was a culinary wasteland. While other European cities such as Milan, Madrid or Paris could revert to the orthodoxies of their gastronomic heritage, London returned to a world of boiled vegetables and scrawny pieces of stolen meat. If you were lucky. Food was in scarce supply, and the focus was always on acquiring it, not preparing it. London at the time was not a city of expectation, but rather somewhere knitting itself back together. People were worrying about rationing, not new restaurants. London’s restaurant scene only highlighted the paucity of British cuisine. If you were to take a snapshot of London restaurants in the early fifties, it wasn’t much better, with Lyons’ Corner Houses at one end of the social scale and Mirabelle, Scott’s and Quaglino’s at the other, with not much in between (and not much at either end, actually). The capital’s grandest restaurants were ‘Crowded with peers, theatrical impresarios, exiled royalty and visiting American movie stars,’ according to Andrew Marr, in his book A History of Modern Britain.

Willie Landels, the former editor of Harper’s & Queen, remembers that in the fifties, going to a restaurant was still a formal occasion. He recalled that his mother would make a point of always wearing a hat whenever he took her out for lunch. During the war, the government had introduced a ‘British Restaurant’ initiative led by Britain’s minister of food Lord Woolton to improve the nation’s health and strength. On Woolton’s instruction, the Ministry of Food formalised the establishment of ‘communal feeding centres’ in 1940, which were also known as ‘community kitchens’, ‘community meal centres’, ‘civic’ or ‘municipal’ restaurants. By 1943, the country had over two thousand of them. These were public dining rooms, run by local authorities in places like schools and church halls. They offered inexpensive, nutritious meals, often for only a few pence a meal. They didn’t require ration coupons, making them accessible to a wider range of people, including those who might struggle to afford more expensive private dining. They were officially disbanded in 1947, although by then many workers were accustomed to taking their midday meal near their place of work rather than returning home. The initiative had brought eating out to the masses, if not ambitious longings: a Gallup poll in 1947 had asked the public what they considered to be the ‘perfect’ meal. The results (in sequence) were unremarkable: a glass of sherry; tomato soup; sole; roast chicken with roast potatoes, peas and sprouts; trifle with cream; cheese and biscuits (plus wine and coffee to finish). It was perhaps not so surprising that, in 1949, the Hungarian humourist George Mikes declared that ‘On the Continent people have good food; in England they have good table manners.’

To cross the Atlantic in the early fifties from the modest hopes of Britain to the United, Euphoric, You-name-it-they-had-it States was to court vertigo. The years of abundance in the US began in 1950 with the defence expenditure triggered by the Korean War, and the boom continued throughout most of the decade. On her 1947 US book tour Simone de Beauvoir said, ‘Optimism is necessary for the country’s social peace and economic prosperity.’ But if the United States was experiencing a post-war boomtime, with a massively expanding middle class and a consumer culture that was rich in ambition and saw vast improvements in housing conditions, food, restaurants and automobiles, post-war Britain still felt vastly undernourished.

Americans were often incredulous regarding the British diet. When interviewed in 2016, Gene Simmons of the rock group Kiss summoned Siri to bring up a picture of faggots in gravy. Aghast at what he saw, he assumed that the reason the English were smaller than the Americans was because of the food they ate, because instead of butter and pancakes, they had beans on toast. ‘What the fuck else did you eat?’

The first Americans since the twenties to come of age in peace and prosperity, the Eisenhower generation had more of everything. They were super consumers in a decade of abundance. The picture-perfect snapshot of America in the fifties is a sunlit scene of backyard barbecue fantasy, with a wholesome blonde Venus in a decorous bathing suit and her Don Draper-style husband tending to hot dogs on the grill, surrounded by the newly acquired polished chrome trappings of the upwardly mobile. Here in the UK, the sun never shone, there was nothing in the shops to buy, and nowhere to go out to eat. Discounting coffee bars, people had very few places to convene, while good restaurants were still scarce, even in London. One such place was parodied by Alex Atkinson and Ronald Searle in their socioeconomic comic book The Big City in 1958:

What a confusion of sounds greeted my entrance! Here were upwards of four hundred eaters, close-packed at tables so overcrowded that a man might easily cut a slice from his neighbour’s veal-and-ham pie and stand but the smallest chance of detection. And such was the clanging of dish-covers, the cattle-like low of conversation, the crashes of gravy-slopped crockery, the rattle of knives, the scraping of forks, the banging of cups, the clatter and clamour and buzz and hullabaloo inevitably attendant upon the hasty feeding of so large a throng, that smaller sounds (such as the cursing of waiters or the pizzicato tinkling of a string orchestra attired in Russian boots, kimonos and leis of crêpe-paper) were for the most part inaudible, and could only be imagined.

Quo Vardis in Soho was one exception. When, in June 1940, Italy had declared war on Britain, Winston Churchill ordered that all London’s Italian males between the ages of sixteen and seventy were to be rounded up and interned, telling the police to ‘collar the lot’. Quo Vardis’s Peppino Leoni was no exception. After the war, Leoni arrived back at Dean Street to find his restaurant all but destroyed. But after a lot of work, the place was soon more popular than ever.*

For the upper-working-class and middle-class customers, Lyons’ Corner Houses continued to thrive, functioning as glorified cafés selling teas and coffees and a slightly more upmarket selection of hot dishes and cold dishes, buns, cakes and rolls. Even then, a visit to a Lyons was considered a treat. Many had art deco interiors and projected a department-store egalitarianism, becoming a byword for quality. They had 250 tea shops in London alone, with bigger Corner Houses on Tottenham Court Road, the Strand and Coventry Street (which claimed during the fifties it was the largest restaurant in the world, catering for 2,000 diners at a time). There were also grand Maison Lyons in Marble Arch and Shaftesbury Avenue, large buildings on four or five floors, the ground floors of which had food halls with counters for delicatessen, sweets and chocolates, cakes, fruit and flowers. Elsewhere they had hairdressing salons, telephone booths, theatre booking agencies and at one period a twice-a-day food delivery service. During rationing, the government had implemented price and quantity controls on meals served in private restaurants, aiming to limit costs and encourage the use of less-rationed ingredients. A meal couldn’t exceed five shillings and three courses. When rationing finished in 1954, the company introduced a variety of small restaurants in the Maisons, all linked by a central kitchen: Grill and Cheese, the Bacon & Egg and Wimpy Bars (synonymous with American cuisine, they served hamburgers, knickerbocker glories and milkshakes). For a time, the Corner Houses were open twenty-four hours a day.

Michael Caine, who would go on to have a huge effect on the development of the London restaurant scene, said, ‘The places we had to eat were Lyons’ Corner House, fish and chip shops, and eel and pie shops.’ Ever sensitive to the divisive nature of class, he said one of the most irritating aspects of those restaurants which purported to be ‘above the salt’ were the dress codes: ‘You had to have a suit and a tie, or you couldn’t come in. Which kept most working-class guys out. It was a bit snotty and very expensive.’

So few Londoners who grew up to be chefs had any experience of good food when they were young. Keith McNally, who grew up poor in London, once said that for people like him, eating at a white tablecloth restaurant was comparable to being pushed on stage without knowing one’s lines.
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International food started to slowly infiltrate London, with three Indian restaurants in particular: Veeraswamy in Regent Street, Punjab in Covent Garden and the particularly interesting India Club, down on the south side of the Strand, which opened inside the Strand Continental Hotel in 1950. This was handy for its initial customer base, most of whom worked at the Indian High Commission. India’s first prime minister, Jawaharlal Nehru, is said to have been among the club’s founding members. To reach the restaurant you had to climb the narrow and somewhat gloomy stairs, past the hotel reception, and on up to a shabby dining room kitted out with linoleum, chandeliers, stained-glass windows, cheap stackable banqueting chairs and ‘wood effect’ Formica-topped tables. People would often meet there to celebrate birthdays, weddings or – before they became institutionally celebrated by Sadiq Khan’s mayoral administration after 2016 – even festivals like Diwali, the Hindu festival of lights.

In 1957, Shanta Pathak and her husband opened a shop in Drummond Street by Euston station, encouraging others to do the same. By the sixties it had become an alternative Little India, involving half-a-dozen mainly vegetarian restaurants, which became popular with impoverished students and clubbers. Further east, the Halal Restaurant in Shoreditch opened in 1939, in an area that after the war was suddenly full of cheap property – premises that were often turned into basic canteen-style restaurants that catered for both Indian immigrants and locals who needed a cheap and filling meal.

The first Chinese restaurants here tended to be fairly utilitarian (cheap), while they served mainly Cantonese food – a trend that, to a large extent, continues to this day – because of Britain’s old colonial links to Hong Kong, and because that’s where most of the chefs came from. Many restaurants were in Docklands and then, after the war, in Chinatown (the area wasn’t officially designated until the seventies). The city’s first Chinese takeaway was the Lotus House in Queensway in 1958. The restaurant was so popular that customers who couldn’t get a table asked if they could take the food home. Places like Poon’s wouldn’t arrive until later.
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As the sixties arrived, London started to change. The uncompromisingly squalid, rackety, decidedly monochrome life of fifties London – which had survived on a wartime austerity diet of rationing and the black market – began to give way to a new colourful decade in which there were immediate flashes of excitement in music, film, fashion, design and, yes, even food. Restaurant culture was slowly changing, a situation forged by prosperity, Italian immigrants and a new generation of urbanites who were intrigued by the possibilities of all these new lifestyles. The parts of London society and the people affected were admittedly small, but they were significant.

Looking back now, it almost seemed as though everything started happening at once. In a decade that would be dominated by youth, London started blooming. The Union Jack became as ubiquitous as the black cab or the red Routemaster; the introduction of the contraceptive pill coincided with the rise of the miniskirt; symbols of rebellion and liberation affected all areas of commerce, including restaurant culture. Carnaby Street’s turnover was over £5 million in 1966 alone (money absorbed from the West End’s own ‘Carnabitian Army’, in Ray Davies’s famous words). Quite simply, London was where it was at. Fuelled by growing prosperity, social mobility, post-war optimism and wave after wave of youthful enterprise, the city captured the imagination of the world media. Here was the centre of the sexual revolution, the musical revolution, the sartorial revolution and, very slowly, a culinary revolution. Pubs, coffee houses, bars and trattorie needed to make accommodations for change, as London became a cauldron of benign revolt.
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Kevin Lansdown (restaurateur): Before the sixties, you either had red sauce Italians or chintzy, white-tablecloth places most people couldn’t afford. It wasn’t exactly egalitarian.

‘The fifties were a time of austerity, of punitive conventions, of a grey uniformity,’ said the critic and jazz legend George Melly. ‘Soho was the only area in London where the rules didn’t apply.’ At the time, Soho was defined as much by its nightclubs as anything, fuelled by sex, drugs and a growing sense of bohemia. Post-war Soho was the new bohemian capital of London. With its cheap rents and worldly village character, people flocked to Soho for all sorts of entertainment, including music, restaurants, coffee bars, nightclubs and drinking dens. It was the place to be for artists, free thinkers, dancers, teenagers – and sexual adventurers. The area was still being described in guidebooks as ‘the principal foreign quarter of London’.

Into this mix in the fifties came the espresso bar, an addition that drew a lot of attention from the young. Whether you were into jazz, folk or rock ‘n’ roll, this new Italianate Soho had instant appeal. Achille Gaggia had invented the espresso machine in Milan in 1946 and, by the early fifties, Riservato and Partners were exporting them to the UK. The company’s British premises were on Dean Street, and the postcode’s first espresso bar was on Frith Street. In 1953, Pino Riservato, an Italian dental technician, got Gina Lollobrigida to open the Moka Bar at 29 Frith Street, and the trend took off. Coffee bars could stay open later, you didn’t have to be eighteen, and they were less male dominated. They became so popular that in 1956, the comedy magazine Punch said, ‘We have reached the stage where virtually the entire population of these islands goes in hourly danger of opening a coffee-bar.’ Bar Italia had opened in the winter of 1949, its owners Lou and Caterina Polledri having borrowed £50 off the men who were distributing ice in the area. They saw an opportunity of opening an Italian café in the heart of Soho, although it wasn’t until 1953 that they too started using the Gaggia.

The Brits liked trats in the same way they were starting to enjoy the type of cooking espoused by Elizabeth David, who in 1950, inspired by the cuisine to which she had become accustomed in France, Greece and Egypt, published A Book of Mediterranean Food. Even though her recipes called for ingredients such as aubergines, basil, figs, garlic, olive oil and saffron – all of which were scarcely available in Britain – she was adored. Her book Italian Food was published in 1954.

Michael Caine (actor): It was the Italians who revolutionised London. They came along with fabulous cheap food, and stayed open until one o’clock in the morning, until everybody had gone, and they couldn’t make any more money!

By the sixties the Italian trattorias and coffee bars’ popularity had started to dip, but they were still an important part of Soho life. The Gioconda in Denmark Street had become an iconic meeting place for musicians, especially those on the make, like the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, and even those who wouldn’t become famous until much later, like David Bowie.

‘David Jones, as he was then, was like a fifth member of the Small Faces when we got together,’ said the band’s drummer Kenney Jones in Mojo. ‘In the very early days, we’d hang around Denmark Street at the Gioconda. David was always in there – an ace Mod like us, completely unknown. We’d tell him we were playing Loughton or Epping, and he’d ask to come along. We said, “no problem, as long as you help us unpack the van.” We got on great together and we’d like to have adopted him a lot more, but he was doing these Ban the Bomb songs, protest stuff. The great thing is that he was exactly the same size as us, but he was a very careful dresser – everything was cut in proportion, so if you looked at him, you’d think he was 6ft.’

The 2i’s Coffee Bar arrived in Old Compton Street in 1956, which was almost a research centre for young British talent. It played a formative role in the emergence of Britain’s skiffle and rock ‘n’ roll culture, and both Tommy Steele and Cliff Richard were said to have been discovered there. ‘The basement was full of people auditioning,’ says Michael Caine. ‘I saw lots of well-known people down there . . . well known now, but unknown then.’ As a sixteen-year-old in 1963, the writer Richard Williams remembers standing outside the 2i’s, a couple naked from the waist up (‘at least’) poking their heads out of a first-floor window to chat with someone across the road. ‘This must be the life,’ he thought.

Ed Victor (literary agent): I was studying in Britain, and when I left university in 1963, at the age of twenty-three, I married an Englishwoman, Micheline Samuels, and decided to stay here. When I arrived in 1961, it was an austere, post-war society, a black-and-white movie. And then – boom – everything changed. This place became so vibrant, so sexy, so full of life – pop music, photographers – I mean, it became really fun.

Terry O’Neill (photographer): The first photo I’d taken for a national newspaper, the Daily Sketch, was the Beatles at Abbey Road. No one knew who they were, but I was told to go and shoot them. That turned out all right, so the picture editor, Len Franklin, asked me who else I’d like to do. I said, ‘Well, the Rolling Stones are a big group, and they’re better because they play the blues.’ So I took them to Tin Pan Alley, Denmark Street, as I wanted to shoot them on location. It was the centre of the music industry, and had the coolest coffee bar in London, the Giaconda. London was full of coffee bars at the time, as it was a coffee bar culture. So that’s what I did. I took them down to Denmark Street, walking around with their instruments and to make them look cool. They showed up looking like five ragamuffins.

David Bowie (singer): I met Vince Taylor at the Giaconda on Tottenham Court Road, which was my general hangout in the mid-sixties. Everybody would be there – would-bes, had-beens and gonna-bes. Vince Taylor was a has-been in England already. He had come over from America because he wasn’t making it there and did a series of British TV shows as one of the variations of Elvis. Of all the Elvis imitators he was the most authentic because he was American. He had this endless stream of parties that would go on at his house for days and days. One day, on Tottenham Court Road in the middle of the rush hour, he took out a map of the world and put it on the pavement. All these people were walking past us, and he was showing me where aliens were keeping their arms and encampments. One night he went out on stage in white robes, sacked his band and proclaimed himself the son of God. It was all part of the stew for the Ziggy character.

Richard Young (photographer): With David Bowie you could tell all he was interested in was music and fashion. He was in John Michael, then John Stephen, then Vince, then Hung On You. He’d go to the Giaconda, the Ship, the Edwardian pub. Both David and Marc Bolan would pick up rubbish bags of clothes behind the shops in Carnaby Street.

Dana Gillespie (singer): David would go down to Carnaby Street and get himself kitted out in a fancy outfit, because he was very into his image. You would never see him walking around like a slob. He didn’t do slob. We would sit in the Gioconda in Tin Pan Alley, Denmark Street, having a cup of tea or showing off. That was the place you would go if you wanted something like a backing singer or a bass guitarist.

David Bailey (photographer): London at this point started to open up. You have no idea what that meant to someone like me from my background. In some respects, it was inevitable something like this should have happened after the war; everything was changing as class barriers broke down. It was like Michael Caine said in Goodbye Baby & Amen – ‘It was unavoidable justice. It had to happen’. We suddenly realised all these people we respected not only didn’t respect us but didn’t respect themselves. So all the old values were out of the window.

John Barry (composer): The partying never got in the way of the work, and vice versa. Back in the sixties I would get up at eight o’clock and work until one, walk to the King’s Road, have a long lunch, maybe a siesta, and then get back in front of the piano before the round of evening parties started. I loved Italian restaurants and wine – in those days, trattorias were the only restaurants that stayed open late – and made a point of keeping away from drugs. I was quick then, too. I wrote ‘Born Free’ in twelve minutes and ‘Midnight Cowboy’ in twenty. Sometimes it took a little longer: I know I kept Michael Caine up until dawn one night. I was putting the finishing touches to ‘Goldfinger’.

David Bailey: There were nightclubs, and coffee bars, and Italian trats, but the city wasn’t exactly awash with great restaurants, as there weren’t any
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