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As a former booker to fashion models, I’ve seen them all, boys and girls, appear and fade away, rise and fall. I can’t bear to look at old magazines. I believe we have to move on.


But my story is an eighties story. It’s the time I come from; it’s as bad as that.


There was this kid who won a competition in a teen magazine, the first prize being him on the front page with Boy George, who was on the skids even then, a man who it had seemed for two years – or was it shorter? – to be everywhere in AD 1982 to 1984 and in the minds of those alive at the period would forever be associated with that time even more indelible than the miners’ strike, the Brixton riots, the Falklands. Boy George – I'm saying – who all of a sudden, two years on, fell off the wave of the Zeitgeist. Four or five years later, and he had acquired a patina of dust.


Anyway, this kid turned up at the agency with this front cover photo of him face-to-face with Boy George – Boy George wearing yellow blusher, eyelids painted silver, blue lipstick, and looking so wrong when only a few years earlier this look would have been so right. And then this kid – well, he just looked like no-one, looked like who the fuck, as if he’d taken on to himself all the disappearing fame that was as awful as Boy George’s blusher and lipstick. Looking like someone whose name you might have to ask ten times because otherwise you’d just get it wrong, calling him Tom or Paul or other suchlike non-names.
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