
[image: Cover image: Dear John: The Life Story of Lush Co-Founder Mark Constantine OBE by Jeff Osment]




[image: Title page image: Dear John: The Life Story of Lush Co-Founder Mark Constantine OBE by Jeff Osment, Lush, HarperCollinsPublishers logo]





Copyright

HarperCollinsPublishers

1 London Bridge Street

London SE1 9GF

www.harpercollins.co.uk

HarperCollinsPublishers

Macken House, 39/40 Mayor Street Upper,

Dublin 1, D01 C9W8, Ireland

First published with the title Dear John: The Road to Pelindaba by Lush Limited in 2018

Copyright © Cosmetic Warriors 2026

FIRST EDITION

The author asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work

Written by Jeff Osment

Cover image: Gabriel Bush Photography

Artworking: Jon Allan at Two Sheds

Project editors for LUSH: Gina Wheatley & Matt Fairhall

Art direction – illustrations: Suzie Hackney

Proofreader: Helena Caldon

Editorial coordinator: Sophie Lazar

Additional design work: e-Digital Design

Production controller: Rhys Callaghan

A catalogue record of this book is available from the British Library

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.

Without limiting the author’s and publisher’s exclusive rights, any unauthorised use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly prohibited. HarperCollins also exercise their rights under Article 4(3) of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790 and expressly reserve this publication from the text and data mining exception.

Find out about HarperCollins and the environment at www.harpercollins.co.uk/green

Source ISBN: 978-0-00-883540-8

Ebook Edition © June 2026 ISBN: 978-0-00-883780-8

Version 2026-05-20






Note to Readers

This ebook contains the following accessibility features which, if supported by your device, can be accessed via your ereader/accessibility settings:


	Change of font size and line height

	Change of background and font colours

	Change of font

	Change justification

	Text to speech

	Page numbers taken from the following print edition: ISBN 9780008835408








Foreword by the Author

Dear John was first published in 2018 at a high point in the career of my lifetime friend Mark Constantine OBE and that of Lush, the company he co-founded with his wife, Mo, and four other partners in 1995. At that moment in time Lush was growing rapidly, largely as a result of a five-year business plan initiated by Mark in 2013 immediately after a life-changing discovery, which is told again in this revised second edition. However, a lot has happened in the intervening years that has shaken the world, and Mark has had to steer Lush through difficult times.

I must admit that I needed a lot of persuasion to produce a second edition, but Mark shows no signs of retiring. The spark that reignited my enthusiasm occurred when I was invited to a special event in November 2024, when Lush celebrated the milestone of donating £100 million over thirty years to small grassroots charities working in the fields of human rights, animal protection and the environment.

To be more specific: 17,000 donations to charities in 175 countries. As the now-retired producer of Lush TV, I had made films about the work of many of these charities, and people who were prominently involved in the campaigns that Lush has supported were either speakers or guests at this special event. We were all a few years older but the ethos of Lush and the energy of its leader had not diminished.

As if I needed any more convincing, I just had to spot Mark in conversation with one of the first women to bring a legal case against the Met police for being deceived into a sexual relationship with an undercover police officer. Lush, and particularly Mark, had been publicly criticised by the Home Secretary in 2018 for supporting the women tricked into relationships with undercover police, only for further revelations to be exposed by the Guardian. The topic was also the subject of an ITV documentary, The Undercover Police Scandal. Mark has supported these victims in more ways than one and many other philanthropic acts have gone unreported. I’d like to correct that for the record.

As I add new chapters to this second edition it’s World Bath Bomb Day, and on that celebratory note, I’ll begin this biography again.

Jeff Osment, Ariant, Mallorca, 2025






Dedication

Dedicated to the memory of June Howarth

‘Aunty June’

who passed away in November 2022 and without whom Mark’s life story would have remained untold.




Epigraph

I cannot think of any need in childhood as strong as the need for a father’s protection

Sigmund Freud






Contents


	Title Page

	Copyright

	Note to Readers

	Foreword by the Author

	Dedication

	Epigraph


	1.Renaissance Man

	2.Connie

	3.Nan

	4.Homeless

	5.Flatmates

	6.John Hyde Constantine

	7.Waterloo

	8.Anita

	9.Aunty June

	10.Team Building

	11.Danger! Cosmetics To Go

	12.Twitch

	13.The Cosmeteers Return

	14.PO Box Pelindaba

	15.Lush TV

	16.‘Sawubona’

	17.Rebirth

	18.Back to the Future

	Constantine Family Tree

	Credits

	Acknowledgements

	About the Author

	About the Publisher








[image: Smiling person in a blue suit standing inside a library with shelves of books and perfume bottles.]


Chapter 1 Renaissance Man

It was 12 November 2019 on a wet morning in Florence, capital city of the Italian region of Tuscany and home to many masterpieces of Renaissance art and architecture.

The River Arno was in full spate as its muddy brown waters flowed under the famous Ponte Vecchio bridge; tourists queued to enter the Duomo, a cathedral with a terracotta-tiled dome engineered by Brunelleschi and a bell tower by Giotto. Other visitors were gazing in wonder at Michelangelo’s David sculpture at the Galleria dell’Accademia and Botticelli’s The Birth of Venus in the Uffizi. At least I imagined that was happening, because I was at home dog-sitting while my wife was visiting her aunt in London.

I really should have been in Florence that day; not just because a dicky heart had forced me into early retirement from my profession as a filmmaker and I had nothing else to do; and not because I’ve always enjoyed visiting Italy and love the language, the food, and the people. No, the reason I should have been on Via dei Calzaiuoli, a few streets from Dante’s birthplace, was because my best friend since school; my flat mate; and best man at my wedding; Mark Constantine OBE, the head of the global brand Lush Cosmetics, was about to open his most audacious project to date. And the bastard hadn’t invited me! Instead, I had to watch it on YouTube where he did give his friend ‘Jeffrey’ a passing mention in a typical rambling media interview, although my part in the story was completely lost in translation.

[image: Rough sketch of the Ponte Vecchio bridge with buildings lining the top, boats in the water below, and a cityscape in the background.]


[image: A person lying on a table with eyes closed, enveloped in fragrant smoke from a swinging brass censer above.]

Photo caption: A perfumed spa experience



The Lush Perfume Library was more than just another concept store, of which Mark has opened quite a few down the years. This was Mark’s personal Mount Everest, the culmination of a 50-year career begun in a hairdressing salon in Weymouth and now reaching a peak in the birthplace of modern perfumery. Who knew that Catherine de’Medici, noblewoman of Florence and latterly Queen Consort of France, was responsible for elevating the art of perfumery during her reign in the 16th century? Well, anyone who calls themself a perfumer does, although Mark would be the first to say that Lush is the sum of its entire people and not just one man.

The Florence Perfume Library was the zenith of a period of unprecedented growth for Lush, the company Mark had co-founded with his wife, Mo, and four other partners back in 1995. By 2017 the business had a turnover of almost £1 billion, with 934 shops in 48 countries; in 2018 Lush was voted High Street Retailer of the Year in the UK by Which magazine. By the end of that year Lush Labs, a project headed up by youngest son Jack Constantine, in his role as the company’s Chief Digital Officer, opened a concept store in Tokyo’s Harajuku district, which incorporated both an online and a physical retail experience in the same setting.

Essentially the shop was conceived as a retailing experiment where customers enter a store void of signage and pricing and are encouraged to shop via an app called Lush Lens. The store featured the company’s range of ballistics (better known as bath bombs) presented in vivid colourful displays with a centerpiece featuring a sushi-style conveyor belt filled with a neverending procession of bath bombs. Simply by scanning the bath bombs directly onto their smartphones, customers acquired all the product information and pricing. No packaging, no labelling; a completely digital method of in-store browsing and shopping.

[image: A sketch of a cherry blossom tree with a hanging lantern, set against a blank background.]


[image: Lush store exterior in Harajuku with vibrant pink and purple signage and large windows.]

Photo caption: Lush Harajuku concept store, Tokyo, Japan



[image: A person taking a photo of colorful bath bombs displayed on a backlit shelf.]

Photo caption: Scanning product information using Lush Lens app





I had discovered this for myself whilst filming a report on Lush Japan for the Lush TV channel back in 2013, when Mark launched a five-year plan called One Lush, which by 2018 was bearing fruit in most regions of the world. Lush Japan was and still is an amazing story of how a small, British, high street retailer, with no experience of trading in Asia, grew a business from scratch to over 100 shops in less than ten years. Japan became the fastest-growing region for Lush in the world and underpinned slower growth in the UK and North America. At one stage three of the top five £1-million turnover shops in the world were in Tokyo, and one of those was a tiny retail outlet in an underground station.

Japan’s number one store in Shinjuku was regularly the number one shop for global sales, outperforming the top store in the UK until Lush Oxford Street opened in 2015. The first of Lush’s megastores, the three-floor 900-square-metre flagship shop, initially managed by Mark’s daughter, Claire Constantine, posted sales of £8.1 million in its first year.

The rollout of these superstores in the face of austerity in Britain and many other countries, was a deliberate element of the One Lush plan, and bucked the continuing trend of retailers leaving the high street. Mark has long argued that the death of the high street is not just down to online shopping and high rents, but also the experience for the customer served up by the retailer. He decided to go big, and large Lush megastores began opening around the world together with Lush Spas and new concept stores like the all ‘Naked’ (no packaging) shops in Milan and Manchester, and the ‘Fresh and Flowers’ corner shop in Paris, Lush’s way of selling the plants and flowers used in their products whilst demonstrating traceability and support of organic production.

It was not surprising when Lush opened its then newest flagship store in Asia in 2019 that it was located in front of Shinjuku station in Tokyo. A place where every day an inflow of people fill the streets. The Shinjuku store featured a four-storey LED screen exterior, which along with the in-store lighting and music invoked a Tokyo-pop vibe. Textual signage was sparse. Instead, glowing neon icons and digital screens displayed product imagery and information on how to use products. Like the Harajuku concept store, Shinjuku emphasised understanding through seeing, rather than reading, making it a retail destination where visitors can enjoy shopping without any language barriers.



[image: Street view of a busy LUSH store with a modern glass facade, people walking by, and a green bicycle parked in front.]

Photo caption: First three-floor Lush Spa megastore, Oxford Street, London, UK





[image: Shinjuku storefront of LUSH at night, illuminated with bright signage and colorful displays.]

Photo caption: Lush Shinjuku, Japan, a four-floor megastore



[image: Silhouette of a person standing in front of a colorful, abstract digital display with swirling patterns of pink, orange, and blue. The person’s shirt reads, ‘All are welcome. Always.’]

Photo caption: The Lush Moods wall, Lush Shinjuku, Japan



You had to see it to believe it. More than 1,200 products filled all four floors, highlighting freshness, organic, and hand-made, and reflecting Lush policies for contributing to social issues such as opposing animal testing and excess packaging. Lush Moods was a visual experience inspired by the appearance of bath bombs melting in a hot bath. Select the mood you want from six keywords, such as ‘ambitious’ or ‘peaceful’, and moving colours, which capture the essence of your mood, are projected onscreen. The technology then recommends a product. The store also featured enormous shower jellies with built-in sensors. When these jellies are touched or tapped, they emit sounds, delighting unsuspecting customers. I could spend pages describing this one shop, which at that moment in time was the largest Lush store in the world, but it was only the warm-up act for Lush Spa Liverpool.

[image: A corner building with large windows and retail displays, featuring a Lush store at ground level. The sky is blue, adding to the scene’s openness.]

Photo caption: Lush Spa Liverpool, UK, a four-floor megastore



Yes, Liverpool, England, home of The Beatles and a dialect known as ‘Scouse’, but possibly not every global retail brand’s first-choice location for its flagship store. But within months of opening the Shinjuku megastore, the largest ever Lush store in the world threw open its doors on Church Street. With shoppers flocking to Liverpool One as the retail destination in the North of England, it was a bold move to go bigger still, but you had to be there on the opening day to witness what I can only describe as the retail experience of the century.

A 1,814-square-metre megastore spread over four floors featuring an eye-watering display of over 300 new products and concepts never seen before in a Lush UK retail outlet. It was and still is a classic piece of thinking outside the box. Large department stores in Britain like Debenhams or House of Fraser (now Frasers) had for years attracted customers by having all the major cosmetic brands on the ground floor just inside the doors. Lush went one step further, and devoted an entire former department store to showcase all of its products, treatments, and concepts.

[image: Shampoo bar with hanging plants and illuminated sign reading ‘The Shampoo Bar by Lush.’ Mirrors and shelves with various hair products are visible in the background.]

Photo caption: The Shampoo Bar, Lush Spa Liverpool, UK





[image: Four cartoon-style musicians play instruments. The drummer sits behind a set with ‘The Beatles’ on the bass drum. Three guitarists in front hold their guitars, standing in casual poses.]
For Lush devotees the Liverpool store is heaven on Earth, and even for your average shopper it’s impossible to ignore. The sheer floor space available at ‘out of London’ rent opens up opportunities to push all of the concepts that Lush has developed since 2013.

One such idea is the ‘Shampoo Bar’, a haircare concept hugely influenced by Mark’s early career in hairdressing as a trichologist and by his first foray into high-street hair and beauty. At Lush Spa Liverpool customers are able to have consultations to find the right haircare products for their needs and also have their hair washed and styled by a Lush stylist.

The ‘Fresh and Flowers’ corner shop occupies a prominent position on the ground floor close to the entrance. It’s managed by a trained florist, and complements the ethos, ambience, and the customer experience. Something that is mirrored in the far corner where the Perfume Library provides a snug and quiet place for sampling perfumes, reading books about perfumery, listening to Lush music, or just relaxing with an organic tea or coffee from the in-store barista.

Take the lift or staircase to Level 1 and you’ll find the Lush Party area, where you can book a bachelorette or children’s party and get to make and play with products like the shower jellies, bath bombs, and bubble bars. It’s also the floor where you will find seasonal promotions such as the Christmas Grotto, always a cornucopia of new products and old favourites, and the place where new concepts find a home.



[image: Party-themed store entrance with colorful decorations, including a ‘Party Time!’ banner and a sign offering party-planning services. The sign mentions creating a customized party experience for up to 30 people at £25 per person.]

Photo caption: Lush Spa Liverpool, UK, Party Area



Up again to Level 2 and you enter a world of pure relaxation in the Lush Spa. In keeping with the shop, it’s the largest Lush Spa in the world, with a whole floor devoted to spa treatment rooms and chill-out areas where you can literally spend hours enjoying the full signature Synaesthesia sensorial massage or any of the many other bespoke Lush treatments on offer, such as The Good Hour, The Sound Bath, or even an actual bath.

Finally, on the top floor, there are classrooms and kitchens for staff training and meetings and a large open space for hosting events in collaboration with the many charities Lush supports, local Liverpool community groups, and one-off exhibitions and shows. During the 2022 Eurovision Song contest, hosted in Liverpool due to the war in Ukraine, many of the acts taking part performed a show on Lush Level 3 in support of the city’s LGBTQ+ community. And quite a party it was!

In short, the Liverpool megastore is a gallery of mini shops and salons, but all under one roof. ‘EAT. SLEEP. BATHE. REPEAT’ – is the message above the door, and just on a personal note, I would recommend The Beatles city tour. Lush Spa Liverpool turned over £6.37 million in its first calendar year and there was still another monster unveiling to come in Florence in November.



[image: Modern room with a long wooden table, dark seating, and a quote on the wall saying ‘Slow down to speed up.’ Hanging plants and jars on shelves add a touch of greenery.]

Photo caption: Lush Spa Liverpool, UK, Spa Kitchen



[image: A florist arranges flowers in a shop filled with displays of various colorful bouquets. Signs with prices in British pounds are visible, along with a chalkboard showcasing ‘British Flowers’ and floral arrangements.]

Photo caption: Lush Spa Liverpool, UK, Florist





[image: Lush storefront in Florence displaying a window with shelves of perfume and a colorful, inviting interior.]

Photo caption: Florence Perfume Library, Italy



Only the boldest of the bold take on haute couture perfume brands in their own backyard, and after an earlier and fairly long experiment with the Lush ‘Gorilla’ perfume brand, co-created with his eldest son and perfumer Simon Constantine, Mark finally brought the perfume side of the business under the Lush banner. I had told him to call it Lush Perfume years ago, but he’s never listened to me. Perhaps that’s why he conveniently forgot to invite me to Florence, because I might have mentioned it again, but as I wasn’t there this is how Victoria Evans of the respected Perfume Society described the opening of the Florence Perfume Library.


Deep fragrance notes drift towards you while bird song fills the air, in a room filled with impressive stacks of books dedicated to the alchemy of fragrance. You can then slip through a clear dividing curtain into the ‘LUSH LAB’, which features ‘fragrance showers’ where you can literally be enveloped by your scent of choice, while being played the song or songs, which inspired the creation of the scent. The LUSH Perfume Library is a treasure trove of fragrance – and actually rather hard to leave.





[image: Perfume shop interior with wooden shelves filled with various perfumes and books. A neon sign reads ‘The Perfume Library,’ and there are decorative plants throughout the space.]

Photo caption: Florence Perfume Library, Italy



Just reading Victoria’s evocative report made my head spin, and not just because of the intoxicating atmosphere she describes. In a friendship spanning over 60 years, I have watched Mark scale many peaks, and descend into some deep troughs, but this time it felt different. As he stood outside the Perfume Library in Florence surrounded by the assembled media and attracted onlookers, he was quite literally on top of his world; not just as the head of a hugely successful global retail brand but as a respected cosmetics inventor and perfumer in his own right.

However, as any climber will tell you, reaching the summit is always a choice between risk and reward, and Mark has never been averse to risk. Quite the opposite; given a choice between risk and caution he will almost always choose risk.

Just 80 days later, on 31 January 2020 the first case of Covid was reported in Italy, the same day that Brexit came into force in the UK. On 9 March Italy went into lockdown, followed two weeks later by the UK. Within a month over 700 Lush shops around the world were closed with mind-boggling consequences for a business that traded largely on face-to-face and physical interactions with its customers.

As bad as that was, more dark forces were waiting in the wings. The untimely death of his long-time business partner Liz Bennett, née Weir; the fall-out from Brexit for a company that traded in most EU countries; the Russian invasion of Ukraine, where Lush had 50 shops across both countries; and worst of all a devastating family tragedy.

I hear you are the most successful alumni of our school ever, that can’t be right, can it?

However, for a brief moment in time, at 67 years of age, Mark Constantine OBE had planted his flag and was able to look down on all those people who told him there was no future in natural cosmetics; all those bankers and receivers who were so keen to close his mail-order business; and all those politicians and lobbyists who accused him of being an anti-establishment, tree-hugging troublemaker and clearly not worth a knighthood for being a leading British businessman or for his significant philanthropy in the field of conservation.

As his close school friend I’ll admit that if any of his teachers are still alive they would remember him as a bit of a rebel. Even at a school reunion a few years back an old classmate came up to him and said ‘I hear you are the most successful alumni of our school ever, that can’t be right, can it’? So how did the one-time school sloth rise like a glorious White-tailed Eagle to become Renaissance man?

Of course, Renaissance is not just a period in history, it also means resurgence or rebirth. This is really where I come in – ‘Jeffrey’ the friend who Mark alluded to in his media interview that day in Florence. What Mark was endeavouring to describe to journalists in a few short words, was a 60-year-old story, which began out of desperation and became an inspiration and ultimately sparked a revitalisation of Lush. It was captured in a bottle of men’s cologne, in fact the first fragrance Mark had ever produced, which gave him the confidence to call himself a perfumer. It was no longer packaged like the original, which has adorned my bathroom cabinet for the best part of 20 years, but in its new square-shaped bottle, it sat quietly in a corner of the Florence Perfume Library, waiting to be rediscovered.

[image: Man smiling while seated at a wooden table, wearing a colorful floral shirt. A chalkboard wall with motivational words forms the background.]

Photo caption: 2009. Mark in the Lush Spa kitchen, London, UK



Dear John was a message in a bottle, a letter lovingly written in perfume to a long-lost father who had disappeared into Africa in 1954 when his son was still a baby, and who had never come home.

That baby was the future cosmetics entrepreneur Mark Constantine, and the scented message was not seeking to end a relationship but to keep it alive. It was a story I’d heard many times, having grown up with Mark on adjacent housing estates in our hometown of Weymouth, in Dorset. We had met at Cub Scouts when I was ten years old, and over the next six years – through Scouting, our local church and at grammar school – we began a friendship that has now spanned six decades. For almost all of his childhood, Mark lived at his grandmother’s house but, when his mother remarried in 1964, 12-year-old Mark moved into a new home with his mother and stepfather. It was the first time he had ever had any sort of father figure in his life. His maternal grandfather had died in 1938, and Mark had never met his paternal grandfather or known much about him. Within a few months his beloved grandmother Blanche Gardner died, triggering an irreconcilable breakdown in Mark’s relationship with his mother but predominantly with his stepfather. Also unknown to Mark, his actual father, John Constantine, had returned to the UK from Kenya, had remarried, and was living in Gloucestershire.

I didn’t know much of this at the time, except for the fact that Mark’s father had joined the Royal Kenyan Police and that Mark didn’t get on with his stepfather. That unhappy relationship reached a low point in the summer of 1968 when Mark failed his O level examinations, a cardinal sin for a pupil of the grammar school system. Unable to progress into the sixth form, unqualified for higher education or an apprenticeship, and unloved at home, the troubled teenager was running out of options.

If ever a son needed his father to provide some structure to his life, this was the time. Mark was 16 years old, and for the previous four years his mother and stepfather had barely spoken to him about the divorce. They had also failed to mention that Mark’s paternal grandparents were still alive and living in Manchester, and had been since the day he was born. Maybe Mark’s mother felt that she was still protecting him from a bad husband and father who had abandoned them when he was just a baby. Whatever her reasons, the timing was fateful.



[image: A vintage photograph in a wooden frame sits next to a bottle of cologne labeled ‘Dear John.’]

Photo caption: 2004. the original Dear John perfume bottle



At that very moment, 40-year-old John Constantine was preparing to leave England to start a new life in Africa. His parents would never see him again, nor would he ever make contact with his only son.

It wouldn’t be long before Mark was homeless and living rough in a wood with barely a penny to his name. Yet, just seven years later, in October 1977, I drove the van when Mark delivered his first batch of handmade natural cosmetics to Anita Roddick, who had just opened her second Body Shop in Chichester. It was the beginning of a relationship that saw Mark become the major supplier of Body Shop hair and body products over the next ten years, and a leading advocate of cruelty-free cosmetics.

As an independent photographer and filmmaker, I recorded the rise of his company from a back bedroom in Mark’s first house to multiple factories employing thousands of people in Poole; I made films about henna and hair gel, lavender and rose oil; and I remember filming at the purpose-built Body Shop factory when it opened its doors in Littlehampton in December 1986, when Mark was invited to become the head of R & D at The Body Shop.

However, Mark was not one to play second fiddle to Anita Roddick and work quietly in the background. After ten years of close collaboration, he agreed to sell to The Body Shop the manufacturing rights to all of the products his company had invented for them.

[image: A vintage yellow delivery van with the text ‘Cosmetics To Go’ painted on the side. The logo features a stylized drawing of a running man carrying packages, alongside a phone number and address, ‘29 High St, Poole, Dorset.’]

Photo caption: The Cosmetics To Go van



Mark was Willy Wonka and his staff were the Oompa-Loompas

[image: A man smiling while seated at a table displaying various personal care products, including toothpaste, soap bars, and creams. Stacks of papers and packages tied with string are visible.]

Photo caption: 1988, Poole High Street. Mark photographed for the press launch of Cosmetics To Go



Over a three-year period The Body Shop paid Mark’s company, Constantine & Weir, £9 million to take all its manufacturing in-house – not a bad return for Mark’s initial outlay on a Baby Burco water boiler and some kitchen pans.

Anita and Gordon Roddick were smart enough to recognise Mark as a potential competitor and they tied him to a legally binding agreement not to open any shops on the UK high street before 1994. But at 35 years of age, full of energy and ambition, Mark Constantine wasn’t about to retire. Instead, he retained his factories and loyal workforce in Poole and ploughed all the money into a new venture, Cosmetics To Go, a mail-order business that initially took the UK beauty world by storm.

Once again my cameras captured every episode of this extraordinary and often crazy adventure, which propelled Mark and his partners onto national television. Cosmetics To Go was the beauty version of Charlie and the Chocolate Factory. Mark was Willy Wonka and his staff were the Oompa-Loompas. The British public lapped up the wacky products on offer and the free post and packaging – a great idea if they bought dozens of products at once, but a very bad idea if they bought just one at a time. As Mark himself admitted, ‘If you sell a million products and spend £1 every time you post and package them, you lose a million pounds.’ In 1994 Cosmetics To Go and its parent company, Constantine & Weir, went into administration. Cosmetics To Go was a great business idea, but ahead of its time, the dot.com era had not yet arrived.

I’ve never been an employee in any of Mark’s business ventures, simply a supplier of images and occasional friendly advice (which he has largely ignored). Ever since we were boys, I’ve been the yin to his yang: Mark impatient and impulsive, me cautious and practical; Mark the hare, Jeffrey the tortoise. (He even named a pet tortoise after me!) No amount of my advice could have stopped the runaway train that was Cosmetics To Go. I got off at the last station and then watched it plunge over the cliff.

Mark’s innate drive to impress a father that he had never known, and his desire to find him, was pushed to the back of his mind. More years passed while Mark learned the lessons from a failed business, went back to basics, opened one small shop in Poole, and began the slow and steady rise of the global high-street brand Lush.



[image: A group of seven people standing and sitting in a room with shelves lined with bottles. The individuals are wearing casual and work attire, and they are smiling at the camera.]

Photo caption: Mark with the co-founders of Lush on the opening day: Helen Ambrosen, Elizabeth Weir, Paul Greeves, Mo Constantine and Rowena Bird, with husband Mike who supported the team, Poole, UK



On the day that Lush, or as it was initially called, The Cosmetic House, opened its doors in Poole High Street for the first time, there wasn’t much to photograph except black-and-white press shots of Mark and the co-founders, and it would be many years before Mark’s new company required my services again.

So I too set out for pastures new, and in 1995, just as Mark was opening his first Lush shop in Covent Garden, I won a filming contract with an American-owned multinational company that would take me travelling all over the world.

Mark and I were both 43, and 26 years had passed since Mark’s father had set sail and left England behind forever. It would be another 17 years before my own journey through life and that of John Constantine would come together in a country that I was about to visit for the first time and where I would travel on the road to Pelindaba.






[image: Teenage boy in a button-up shirt, holding a jacket over his shoulder, standing outdoors with a 1960s backdrop.]


Chapter 2 Connie

A Native American medicine man called Heȟáka Sápa, which translates as ‘Black Elk’, described life as being a trail; a path along which we travel from the moment we are born to the day of our death. On that journey we meet many people and make many decisions about our future direction of travel that have a profound impact on our lives.

In July 1969, aged 16, I left school as my path was leading me to Art College and hopefully a career in the film industry, away from Weymouth where I was born and raised. While this Dorset seaside resort had and still has many endearing qualities, a future in film or television wasn’t one of them. This was a decision I had come to earlier in 1969 when I had applied to Bournemouth & Poole College of Art to study Photography and Film. The letter I had received after my interview, promising me a place on the condition that I achieved five O levels in the relevant subjects, had spurred me to revise hard for my final exams.

Although the results would not be out until August, I had spent the previous two months planning my career with my best friend, Mark Constantine, while we were engaged in community work – our headmaster’s punishment for pupils who eschewed sixth form and university. Mark was actually a school year ahead of me but had been kept back in the notorious form 5X, the dustbin of slackers and no-hopers. Little did anyone at the school anticipate that he would go on to become their most successful alumni, be recognised in the 2010 New Year Honours list, and receive an OBE from Queen Elizabeth II.

At that moment in time, though, Mark was interested in joining the BBC as a make-up artist, and had been advised by the county youth employment officer that he required qualifications; either Art and History A levels or a City & Guilds Diploma in Hairdressing, which required Mark to complete a hairdressing apprenticeship. However, we were both certain of one thing as we gazed across the valley from the hillside footpath we were clearing to the hated school we were leaving: all roads led to London.



[image: A man and woman smiling and holding medals, standing outside Windsor Castle. The woman is wearing a red fascinator and a navy outfit, while the man is dressed in a black suit and checkered tie.]

Photo caption: 2011, Windsor Castle. UK, Mark and Mo with their OBEs



Mark had just turned 17 and was a tall, black-haired and, I hate to say, handsome young man who never had any trouble attracting girls. Indeed, he had dedicated himself to the endeavour throughout his grammar-school years. ‘Connie’, as he was known at that time, was obsessed by girls, to the exclusion of all other school activities except English Literature and Drama. He had quickly worked out that most boys did not like Drama but many girls did, and where better to meet girls than the school drama club? He did consider himself to be a bit of a poet, a sort of Byronic hero, but his real ability was in the make-up department. Here he was in his element.

Back in 1964, Mark and I seldom mixed during school time, so I also joined the after-school drama club and bagged a leading role in a short play opposite a very confident second-year girl called Christine, one of Mark’s many girl friends. I played Algernon, a naive gentleman seeking to rescue his beloved Clara from whatever trouble she had got herself into in the Wild West, while Christine played a sassy saloon dancer. She acted me off the stage and was so good that when she jumped up onto the bar and hitched up her dress, I didn’t need to act embarrassed. That was my cue to pull her dress back down over her knees and utter the words, ‘Madam, what sort of man do you take me for!’ which got howls of laughter when we performed the play to the school.

I’m pretty sure that Mark did Christine’s make-up that day, but once the make-up came off and the uniforms went back on, I barely spoke to her – or indeed to any of the other self-assured young girls who were making a big impression on a boy from a council estate. Mark, on the other hand, would walk them home three at a time.

Playing Algernon proved to be a flash in the pan, my first and last leading role, and after securing my position in the school football team, my interest in drama took second place to sport. This resulted in me seeing even less of Mark at school, as he had no interest whatsoever in sport. In 60 years, I don’t think I have ever seen him run, except perhaps to chase some rare bird across a field, but that hobby didn’t develop until much later.

Even at Scouts he was lazy and skived off chores. If it involved a camping knife or climbing trees, he would be at the front of the line, but when it came to washing up pans, erecting tents, or digging latrines, Mark would mysteriously disappear into the woods.

It was through Scouting that we had first met. In the summer of 1963, I joined the 9th Weymouth Wolf Cub Pack, which met in a hall next to Weymouth Football Club. My first Cub Scout experience was to take part in the Weymouth carnival, and my mother had sent me along with a pair of pyjamas and an old lampshade for a hat, as the theme of our float was ‘Widow Twankey’s Laundry’. I put on my costume and was ushered into a chair where a boy dressed and made up as Abanazar, the evil magician, started painting my face with a stick of make-up. ‘What are you doing?’ I asked the 11-year-old Mark Constantine. ‘Making you look like Wishee Washee’, he replied. To this day the distinctive smell of Leichner stage make-up brings back memories of my first meeting with Mark.

[image: A group of people in costume pose on stage, dressed in ancient Egyptian attire. The background features Egyptian-style artwork with hieroglyphs and large figures. Some individuals stand, while others sit or kneel, with three people holding staffs.]

Photo caption: 1967. Mark, second from right, in Requiem for a Pharaoh



I’m sure it was the smell of the greasepaint that first fired Mark’s interest in make-up. But he was equally keen on creating fake wounds – particularly stage blood trickling from the corner of your mouth as you pretended to die. You could always rely on Mark to perform an agonising death scene, usually as part of a prank to fool someone that he was badly hurt. The first time you see foaming blood coming out of someone’s mouth it’s pretty convincing. With his tall physique, black hair and make-up skills, Mark was always a dead ringer for Count Dracula. Halloween couldn’t come soon enough for him each year, or indeed any excuse for dressing up. His favourite look was The Man With No Name, aka Clint Eastwood in A Fistful of Dollars. Mark wore that poncho for years, along with a hand-sewn sheepskin waistcoat, which completed the look. The sheepskin didn’t survive the ravages of time but he still has the Mexican poncho, which made a rare appearance at my seventieth birthday party.



Despite his interest in all things theatrical, Mark always seemed to get landed with the bit parts in the school plays. A look at any school play photograph and he’ll be on the end of the line as a woodsman or a servant, but never the leading man.

[image: A group of actors dressed in elaborate theatrical costumes, including robes and hats, are gathered in a scene with an ornate backdrop. One person kneels in the center, interacting with others standing around.]

Photo caption: 1968, St Edmund’s Players. Mark as a bearded guard in The Jewels of Baghdad standing over me begging for my life



The same was true in St Edmund’s Players, the church drama group that we were both involved with. I would get a small speaking part; Mark would be a guard with just a line or two at most. How did the teachers and directors of these plays not see the talent that was Mark Constantine? One theatrical producer did, however, feel the full force of Mark’s fury during an audition that went spectacularly wrong.

Although as boys we watched our fair share of TV in the 1960s, some of the best comedy was on the radio, with no better example than the offbeat show of the day I’m Sorry, I’ll Read That Again starring Tim Brooke-Taylor, John Cleese, Graeme Garden, David Hatch, Jo Kendall, and Bill Oddie. It was famous for the Angus Prune title song and other silly songs like Cactus in my Y-fronts and, my personal favourite, Identikit Gal. Google any of these songs and you’ll see why they appealed to teenage boys, as did the Prune Dramas, which were spoofs of other TV and radio shows.

Mark and his classmates, Biff and Stradders, had written a spoof sketch of the original TV hit Mission: Impossible, which always started with the iconic title music and then a message on a tape recorder that would ‘self-destruct in five seconds’. This was our comedy entry for the St Edmund’s Players annual variety show 1968. Biff, who was good at science, actually made a device with wires going to some small, theatrical, stage whizz-bang, while Mark played Jim the secret agent who had to take on the mission. The anticipated self-destruct ‘bang’ turned out to be more of a smoulder, and within a short time it was clear there wasn’t any laughter coming from the auditorium.

We looked up to see that the auditioning committee had already left their seats and were drinking tea at the back of the room. Realising they didn’t appreciate the satire we were performing on stage, Mark stopped our act dead in its tracks and launched a verbal tirade at the producer and his consorts, accusing them of not having the courtesy to watch our five-minute sketch, however dire they thought it was. I was shocked; no one had ever spoken to the committee like this before, with Mark announcing that he wasn’t going to do any more ‘f**king walk-on parts’. Instead, he walked out of the building and out of the church drama group forever.

[image: Three people wearing hooded jackets stand in a vertical line outdoors, each smiling. They are positioned one behind the other against a backdrop of trees and houses.]

Photo caption: 1966, Weymouth. Mark top, Pete and Biff in Scouting anoraks



Today, in the course of the many Lush conferences at which he speaks, Mark is most definitely the leading man, the act everyone has come to see. He strolls around the stage like he owns it, rambling from one subject to another, sometimes even reading passages from a poem or book that has inspired or informed him. Famous for making it up as he goes along, his talks are often entertaining, while at other times they can


[image: Sketch of tents set up around a large tree, with people sitting on the ground under rain.]



[image: Orange segments arranged in a circle around a halved orange filled with a cooked egg, placed on a blue plate resting on a fabric with various embroidered badges.]







[image: Smiling young man in a turtleneck sweater, looking slightly to the right. The black-and-white portrait has a vintage appearance with visible creases.]
















[image: Sketch map of Weymouth showing key locations, including Weymouth, Portland Harbour, Chesil Beach, Wyke Regis, and footpaths. Notable landmarks such as a grammar school, parks, and specific houses such as Mark’s House and My House are marked. Text indicates ‘Our Sunday newspaper round in Westham.’]






[image: Two groups of dancing people enjoying a lively dance. The top group features a woman and two men in retro attire dancing energetically. The bottom group shows two smiling boys, one wearing a cowboy hat and scarf.]

[image: A young man and woman standing close together in front of a brick wall, smiling. The man’s head is tilted slightly, leaning against the woman’s head. The woman is wearing a patterned dress, and the man is in a light-colored shirt.]




[image: Two people with long hair smiling, sitting closely together.]
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