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Glossary


PRELUDE – by Barbara Broccoli


FOREWORD – by Mark Gatiss


INTRODUCTION – The Pre-Title Sequence


1   THE OPENING TITLES


2   BITING THE BULLETS: Octopussy and A View To A Kill


3   THE CHRISTMAS BULLET: Moonraker


4   THE BULLET HOLS – PART I: From Russia with Love and Diamonds Are Forever


5   THE BULLET HOLS – PART II: Live And Let Die and Thunderball


6   THE DISCO BULLETS: For Your Eyes Only and The Spy Who Loved Me


7   THE ROGUE BULLET: On Her Majesty’s Secret Service


8   THE DESIGNER BULLETS: Goldfinger and You Only Live Twice


9   THE SILVER BULLETS: The Living Daylights and The Man With The Golden Gun


10   THE STRAY BULLET: Licence To Kill


11   THE BRITPOP BULLETS: GoldenEye and Tomorrow Never Dies


12   THE MISFIRED BULLET: The World Is Not Enough


13   THE RUBY BULLET: Die Another Day


14   THE SPEEDING BULLETS: Casino Royale and Quantum Of Solace


15   BULLET PROOF: Dr. No


AFTERWORD - by Maud Adams


THE CLOSING CREDITS




To Frederick James O’Connell -


Who drove me and a few others to James Bond 007
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BOND ARRIVING: Any musical or visual cue to denote James Bond 007 arriving in a country, nightclub or foreign lady’s comfort zone.


DIVORCED PARENT SUNDAY: A Sunday in 1980’s Great Britain when a divorced parent takes their child to either a vintage railway line or the cinema to see a James Bond film.


EXPLODING LAIR: The Bond films motif for blowing an expansive, penetrable un-penetrable base to smithereens.


EXPOSITIONAL CHAUFFEUR: A driver of a mode transport that James Bond is using who either passes on idle but valid information or threatens to kill him. Either way, the audience is told what is going on.


JAMES BOND TURKEY DASH: The eating of one’s Christmas dinner quickly enough to catch a Christmas Day showing of a James Bond film you haven’t seen before.


KEN-ADAMING: The production design of the James Bond films, often inspired by original visualist Ken Adam’s triumphant use of modernity, shapes and producer Cubby Broccoli’s wallet.


LEON LOVELY: Coined in honour of Dame Screen Crumpet herself, Valerie Leon – veteran of Bond, Hammer Horror and the Carry On films. The lady all passing ladies in James Bond films are to be judged by. Not to be confused with a leading lady.


MAUD ADAMS: Former Bond girl, my future wife and only ‘girl crush.’


MOORE (AS IN “TO MOORE IT UP”): Where British men arch both eyebrows when walking through customs, a hotel lobby or a lady’s walk-in wardrobe. American men have their equivalent in George Clooney and Dirk Benedict.


PAN AM (AS IN “TO PAN AM OUT OF HERE”): The moment James Bond flies off at the start of a mission on the now defunct airline Pan Am.


STEP-JAMES BOND: The second actor you see in the role of James Bond 007. Not your real James Bond (the actor you saw first).


STRAIGHT SHIELD: The defence mechanism a closeted gay guy holds up against the world to deflect attention from a lack of lady-dating.
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I spent my entire childhood in the company of Jimmy O’Connell. He was one of the most honourable, kind and funny men I have ever met.


The number of times he would chuckle when avoiding a roadside incident and say "Crash bang wallop... tinkle tinkle glass."


Jimmy was there from the beginning… in the Warwick Film days, through the hardest times of my Father's life when he was widowed and was raising two small children on his own. He was there when my parents married. I shall never forget him or the respect and love my parents and family had for him.


Catching Bullets is a wonderfully funny and touching memoir. I wish you the best for this book... I think I can say with some authority that Cubby and Jimmy would be proud.


Barbara Broccoli
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For me it began with diamonds. A darkened cinema, a family outing, two gay hit men (which is another sort of outing altogether), a scorpion down the back of the neck and a premature cremation - the sheer, stomach-churning terror of which has never left me. Welcome, little man, to the world of James Bond 007.


I was always a ‘sensitive’ child (i.e. gay) and so my fascination with the aggressively heterosexual Mr Bond has long been seen by some of my contemporaries as an aberration, the kind of strange quirk – like Hugo Drax’s gingerness, Blofeld’s lack of earlobes (though he did that to himself) and the wonderful fact that Francisco Scaramanga couldn’t whistle - which always singled out Ian Fleming’s baddies as a bit rum. Being a puff and loving James Bond somehow just don’t add up. So it’s a delight to read this funny, touching and gossipy book and discover that I’m not the only one. As any number of Ken Adam lair-inhabiting villains might have said – “We are very alike, you and I, Mr O’Connell.”


My earliest recollections of going to the cinema (or the ‘pictures’ as we always called it - my brother once told me very sweetly that he thought this meant merely looking at the lobby cards displayed outside) are clearly defined. Chitty Chitty Bang Bang, Scrooge, When Dinosaurs Ruled the Earth, Fiddler on the Roof and, of course, Diamonds Are Forever. The other films wove their own brand of motion picture magic, but the impact of James Bond on me was seismic. A heady vodka Martini of glamour, grown-upness, thrilling cities, titillation and outlandishness that instantly became hard-wired into my brain as the definition of fun.


Very soon after Diamonds, there was a re-release of Dr. No and Thunderball (the wrong way round as I recall) which my sister took me to see. Then, suddenly, someone else became James Bond! A suave, but less-threatening man with sandy hair and an ironic eyebrow. Him off The Persuaders, in fact. This left me, as a nascent Bond fan curiously on the cusp. Connery with Moore rising, to speak in astrological terms. The wonderfully wrong Live and Let Die (“Names is for tomb-stones. Take this honky outside and waste him!”) sealed the deal. I was in heaven. Through my Dad’s Ian Fleming Pan paperbacks and catching up with the old films on TV, Bond became part of the fabric of my life. We always went to see the new film as a family and I’ve never forgotten the magical thrill of those very special occasions. I knew the game was up though for the increasingly decrepit Roger Moore when my Dad leant across and whispered, “if the secret service is in the hands of this bugger, son. God help us.”


Mark O’Connell’s experience though was a little different. His Grandad was Cubby Broccoli’s chauffeur! As you’ll see, this led to a curious interplay between the dazzling glamour of the fictional Bond and the realities of camel-coat wearing Pinewood blokes turning up on Christmas Day. Mark’s perfect Bond is A View to a Kill, almost certainly because it was his second and therefore the one he most anticipated. And anticipation is a big part of the appeal. To this day, the arrival of the Bond teaser trailer is a red-letter day for me and though, with a grown up eye you see things a little differently, there’s something immutably glorious about those early Bond experiences. Yes, Goldfinger is the paradigm and Sean is clearly bored and a bit overweight in You Only Live Twice. Yes, the sight of Grace Jones bedding Roger Moore makes you fear for his brittle bones but The Spy Who Loved Me is almost the perfect Bond movie. Yes, Timothy Dalton never quite caught on, but wasn’t he a Daniel Craig 20 years early?


Fashions, public taste and even safari suits change. But comparisons, Mr Bond, are odious. The formula remains fabulously familiar and yet flexible. An outlandish, imperishable comfort blanket, it’s curious joys are never better expressed than in Mark O’Connell’s charming book. And if he never quite got to consummate his crush on Maud Adams’ sinuous Octopussy, then there have been rewards for Mark elsewhere, I’m sure.


On Her Majesty’s Secret Service is still the best one, though.


Mark Gatiss
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Jimmy O’Connell with Cubby and Dana Broccoli at Pinewood Studios in 1976.
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BLACK SCREEN.


One white dot and then another shimmy across a black background, vying for consequence as they vanish screen-right. One dot instantly returns framing a bankable British actor of the day walking across the screen in profile. That actor pauses, twists on the spot (or drops to his knee - depending on what decade you were born) and fires his gun at the audience. Blood pours down the screen, the circle starts dancing around before opening out iris-like and revealing...


Early June, 1983


St. Cuthbert Mayne School. Cranleigh, Surrey. I was seven and hadn’t even heard of James Bond 007. In the classroom we might have been preparing our Catholic-marinated selves for our First Holy Communion, but in the playground we were kneeling at the altar of popular culture as we obeyed a very devout - and transient -rota of film and TV tie-in gameplay. Every lunchtime the school field was jammed with kids on their imaginary Star Wars Speeder Bikes or soaring around with Superman flying-fists raised skywards. Individually they all thought they had the Stormtroopers and Man of Steel down. Collectively it looked like the nuns had opened the Ark of the Covenant every lunchtime. Despite having both a Superman flask and a mild Christopher Reeve crush (I once saw him in Guildford High Street and was most devastated my Mum didn’t ask his Mum if he could come round to ours for his tea that very night) I was trying to keep my feet and fists firmly on the ground. Besides, I was training to be a Jedi Knight. Naturally.


Whilst not quite getting prompted from ghostly visitations from a robe-clad Alex Guinness (as we called him), I had spent a whole fortnight in the playground training to be a Jedi. I even had a satchel strapped to my back as a makeshift Yoda. My seven-year-old thinking was that if I kept running around the playground avoiding the other kids flying to Krypton with their various Lois Lanes I would genuinely become a Jedi in two weeks. Or by morning break Friday, at the absolute latest. I would even try to use my Jedi mind to levitate packets of Monster Munch crisps.


In keeping with the transient nature of our film and TV gameplay, my self-taught Jedi training was itself broken by a quite spectacular playground production of Dallas – unfurling like a children’s Aida over two successive lunchtimes. I would like to say I was cast as Patrick Duffy (another later innocent crush of mine at the time – he was always towelling himself off in one of Southfork’s various en-suite bathrooms). But the truth is I was a very unprincipled Victoria Principal. It was that or be a male, nearly-eight-year-old Sue-Ellen which – had I lobbied for the sassy drunk Texan wife role - it would have led the nuns to put me instantly into foster care. I always felt the beady eye of Catholic compassion on me throughout my primary school years. I would be occasionally dragged to local church halls for ‘divorced children’ parties – where the broken-homed children of the district would invariably play Pin the Tail on your Demons, Pass The Emotional Baggage and non-ending bouts of Musical Chairs – where the adults would add more seats as the music stopped so no kids had to endure having their world pulled from under them…again! Or something like that. It must have been quite a sight for the nuns and dinner ladies to witness key scenes from Dallas recreated by angelic seven and eight-year-olds. We even had a cross-year cast list – i.e. kids from the year above took part. And that never happened. That was Catholic détente brought about by a shared love of Texan-based oil dramas. This might explain why all we ever recreated from Dallas were the Ewings’ deaths and arguments – ironic as that was the main thrust of the Biblical parables and hymns we were trying to forget.
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In a school fancy-dress pageant far, far away – my best attempts at Luke Skywalker chic. Regrettably my Gandhi with a lightsaber ensemble did not win a rosette.


So with the school bell being the nearest we got to a Dallas cliff-hanger freeze-frame, our two-part special came to a not very dramatic end. Besides, our Bobby Ewing got detention, Cliff Barnes became the playground Airwolf until half-term and I chose to resume my Padewan studies a whole 16 years before George Lucas even invented the phrase. We were like a repertory theatre of Reagan era entertainment.


It was while I was trying my best Jedi running somersault-over-a-swamp tree manoeuvre that those two 007 white dots searched me out and found me in the playground. Just as my satchel Yoda and I were catching breath, I found an Octopussy pin badge in the grass. Too young to know that sounded naughty, it was however vaguely familiar. A boy in my class had just plastered some Octopussy breakfast cereal stickers all over his lunch box – but I didn’t like him as he had just glibly poached one of my best friends, and all the mums hated how glamorous his mum was in a Vicki Michelle from ‘Allo ‘Allo! type way. Some Bond fans have the first-time dignity of Sean Connery in the casino tux, George Lazenby in the kilt, Timothy Dalton and his C&A friendly anoraks or even Pierce Brosnan’s mid-90’s deck-wear. But no, it seemed my first encounter with my James Bond 007 was Roger Moore dressed as a clown promoting a wholegrain-wheat cereal ideal. Understandably I was not one bit bothered by this James Bond chap. Or Shredded Wheat.


However, on a weekend not far from that point in time, my Dad chose to dedicate one of our Divorced Parent Sundays™ to take a very reluctant me to see the recently released Octopussy at the Guildford Odeon. Not befitting of a newly qualified Jedi Knight, I had an anti-Bond tantrum in the foyer. Quite a dramatic one if I remember rightly. I even tried storming precociously through the iron turnstiles the wrong way. Frankly, the pull of the also newly released Return Of The Jedi and the fear of a secret agent dressed as a creepy clown were too much for me. And that was far from befitting of a calm, meditative Jedi Knight. This seven-year-old wanted Ewoks and X-Wings, not Roger Moore, that French bloke from Gigi and two rounds of Swedish actress crumpet poncing around colonial India. But for a very good reason my Dad was most insistent we saw Octopussy that June day – and his reasoning made so much more sense in the months, years and decades to come…


END OF PRE-TITLE SEQUENCE.


FADE TO BLACK.


CAPTION : “ALBERT R. BROCCOLI presents”
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The title sequence of every Bond film lays out the stall for the ensuing film in striking graphic form - all to a John Barry inspired anthem. No such naked writhing and spring-boarding off of guns, bullets and unknown Leon Lovelies will be recreated here. But I will at least initiate this look at half a century of cinema’s most persistent chap of the British Empire by suggesting the image of some expensive cloth gloves spinning the leather-clad steering wheel of a bespoke car with a walnut dash. But they will not belong to 007 himself – even if the car sort of does.


I was always oddly fascinated by Grandad O’Connell’s gloves. They were one of the first things I remember about him. They were immaculate, looked expensive and felt relevant to his job. Actually both my grandfathers dressed well. And both of them had framed photos of their boss meeting the Queen hidden with veiled pride in their lounge drawers.


My Mum’s father, James McLaughlin, was a marine engineering draughtsman at the John Brown Shipyard in Clydebank, Glasgow. He helped design the iconic red funnel on the QE2 liner and – along with his brothers – was a leading design engineer in the John Brown firmament. My Mum was apparently near the Queen when she launched the QE2 at Clydebank – and then re-launched it because it did not move first time. They should have hired Roger Moore. He’d have slapped the ship’s back end into action. My Mum’s cousin, Sarah-Patricia, was allowed to ceremonially turn off the engines when the QE2 docked for the final time in Dubai in 2008. I like the poetry of the McLaughlins’ involvement in the conception of such a ship and then helping to administer its death rites.
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Frederick James O’Connell, serving in India in the mid-1930s.


My Dad’s Father was also called James – or Jimmy, as he was known. Born in Woking in 1911, he was the last of six children from Irish parents living next door to the same electrical works where their father worked. Like so many, Jimmy left school aged 14 and became an errand boy, labourer and newspaper deliverer until he enlisted in the army in 1929, aged 18. After discharging then promptly re-enlisting himself, he embarked for India in 1932 where he spent the next five years in the Signals Corp. Jimmy had been in India for less than two months when he “sustained an accidental injury to his left thigh,” yet “was not to blame” (according to army medical records). He returned to Woking in 1937 and met his future wife Renee at a local dance night, his leg clearly healed.


As the contagion of an Anglo-German conflict took a greater and uncertain hold throughout the summer of 1939, Jimmy finally set sail for France three weeks after Neville Chamberlain declared war. After marrying Renee in the Spring of 1940, he was now working as a dispatch rider for the Royal Signals Corp in Calais, Lille and Dunkirk. It was one day into the famous Dunkirk evacuations of May 1940 when – according to Jimmy’s own medical testimonies, “I was in Dunkirk and blown off my motor-cycle by shell fire. I was struck in the leg by a splinter, which smashed the leg, and caused shrapnel wounds.” His recovery was a messy six-month bout of operations, diseased wounds, special boots and callipers. With the army declaring him “permanently unfit for any form of Military Service,” Jimmy was eventually discharged in the July of 1941 with a dropped foot, slow-healing shrapnel damage and an inability to stand for any length of time.


With a wife and infant son to now support, Jimmy eventually saw out the war taking all sorts of work where he could find it – just like thousands of displaced others. In 1946, Jimmy started work as a chauffeur.


It was a job he had tried before until various cars and their clutch pedals got the better of his bad leg. But now he was working in Northamptonshire as a chauffeur for the Macdonald-Buchanan family at the stately Cottesbrooke Hall – a Queen Anne style address reputed to have been the inspiration for Jane Austen’s Mansfield Park. Having been more or less homeless and initially having to wrangle transport up to Cottesbrooke in the back of a Bentalls department store van with the five-year-old Gerald in tow, Jimmy and Renee worked ‘under stairs’ for the whisky baron’s family. It was here, in the village of Cottesbrooke that John – my Dad – was born in 1948. But the Southern-centric Renee would get very nervous in any foreign clime north of the Thames, missed her family in Surrey and the gentry-orientated education options for their two non-gentry sons were never going to be favourable. So after six years, Jimmy and the family left the Macdonald-Buchanans and Cottesbrooke Hall and headed back to Surrey.


There followed a series of driving jobs and temporarily splitting the family in order just to house them, an army medical board declared how that Nazi shrapnel may well have pre-determined Jimmy’s eventual chauffeur life. “He is fit for all ordinary work not entailing prolonged standing or walking.” Jimmy eventually negotiated a driving job with one Lord Furness. As was the reality for so many post-war families, Renee and the boys were living in a packed house in Hersham, Surrey, while Jimmy took an apartment in Marble Arch to be nearer Lord Furness and to avoid overcrowding the in-laws.


Anthony Furness was grandson to the Furness shipping magnates, a childhood friend of Elizabeth Taylor and Roddy McDowall and later a theatrical producer and agent – all the time alongside his parliamentary and shipping duties. Furness’s socialite mother Thelma was herself an ‘It girl’ and fleeting 1920’s film actress, counting William Randolph Hearst as one of her producers. She was also an oft-cited lover and companion of King Edward VIII, then the Prince of Wales. It was Thelma who was purported to have introduced Edward to her friend, Wallis Simpson. Some years later Edward resigned Thelma to history as he was about to go on and make some of his own with Wallis. Tony Furness was also first cousin to Manhattan actress, fashionista and heiress Gloria Vanderbilt. One of her husbands was one Pat di Cicco – Hollywood producer, agent and first cousin of film producer Albert R. Broccoli.


As if Jimmy’s post-war serendipity was not already making him the Forrest Gump of Hersham – where he was close to finally acquiring a permanent address for Renee and the boys – he was about to start driving for Lord Beaverbrook. The British-Canadian business tycoon was the owner of the Daily Express, Fleet Street’s first press baron, close ally of Winston Churchill and a central member of the War Cabinet during both World Wars. He was also friends with the author Ian Fleming. The pair shared mutual acquaintances, wartime bolt-holes, military contacts, bridge tables and social hotspots – not least the post-war social set occupying the north beaches and colonial residences of Jamaica. It was Lord Beaverbrook who invited Fleming to turn the Bond novels into a daily comic strip form for his Daily Express newspaper. Of course there is scant linkage to be made here, but the 007 stars were already aligning for Jimmy.


In 1957 a bout of tuberculosis laid Jimmy low and his finances even lower. Always one who favoured driving a Rolls Royce – driving a substandard Austin Princess would apparently be mortifying for him – an eventually recovered Jimmy began to keep in with a small network of London-based Rolls Royce chauffeurs. Due to the nature of the job they often had time to kill and would congregate in and around Mayfair. Because gossip was free and their waiting hours lengthy, the band of chauffeurs would quickly hear all the local news – including which potential employers needed drivers. It was the late 1950s when Jimmy heard of and took that one job, under one boss that he would have for the rest of his working life. A London-based American film producer with a company called Warwick Films was looking for a driver. That producer was Albert R Broccoli. Jimmy landed the job, and witnessed the launch of Warwick’s final titles including the splendid The Trials of Oscar Wilde (1960), where he became a friend of the film’s lead, Peter Finch.
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The real ‘Universal Exports’ – 2 South Audley Street, home of Eon Productions for the first 30 or so years of Bond movie making.


Jimmy was there when Cubby and his wife Nedra experienced Warwick’s successes and continued their lives in London. Jimmy was there when Cubby first had the notions of adapting a James Bond novel for the big screen. And Jimmy was there when those thoughts were curtailed as illness tragically and unexpectedly claimed Nedra, leaving Cubby to raise a young son and daughter on his own. These were hard times for Cubby. But Jimmy’s assistance was resolute – possibly buoyed up by an understanding of being responsible for a young family in uncertain times. Jimmy then continued to drive Cubby into happier times when he later met and married Dana Wilson in 1959. And it was Jimmy who was waiting at London Airport a year later to meet Cubby and Dana off the plane when they brought their six-week-old daughter Barbara to the UK for the first time to set up a family home with all their children in London.


With finances and circumstances leaving Warwick at the end of its run, Cubby Broccoli eventually teamed up with Canadian producer Harry Saltzman who shared Cubby’s desire to fetch Commander Bond to the big screen and who happened to have the film rights to Ian Fleming’s novels. After a few months of back and forths, in 1961 the pair launched a new Mayfair-based independent film production company called Eon Productions. Eon’s output was – and still is – the James Bond films. And because the new set-up might possibly have needed a chauffeur, it seems Cubby brought Jimmy with him.


In hindsight, both my grandfathers had separate hands in some of the only decent output of the ailing British Empire in the 20th century – shipbuilding and James Bond. And it was my grandfather Jimmy’s hands – clothed in those ornate chauffeur gloves – that were my first inkling of his involvement with 007.


I have always had James Bond in my life – before I even knew it, and certainly before I found that Octopussy badge in the playground. I may have even been conceived (and I really wished my mother hadn’t told me this) at my Grandad’s house during a 1974 Christmas TV screening of Eon Productions’ Chitty Chitty Bang Bang (itself based on an Ian Fleming book). It may even have been a metre away from the same driveway where Cubby Broccoli’s car would sometimes stay overnight (though thankfully never during Christmas 1974). So, as a possibly serendipitous conception overseen by an Eon-employed Dick Van Dyke was followed by a childhood punctuated by James Bond movies, an adolescence soundtracked by 007, sparked a desire to work in film and then an adulthood and professional life that now sees them as vital cinematic security blankets, I feel sort of vindicated in writing a love letter to Bond.


Despite thinking I needed to be an actor, then a stuntman and possibly a director (the only film jobs listed in our rubbish school computer’s careers guidance directory) and because of the inadvertent influence of the filmic jaunts of this 007 chap and an early Channel Four commission, I eventually fell into writing. Although – conversely - I have never harboured great ambitions to pen a Bond film.


No, that’s not true. I admit it – I may have a Bond film treatment in a WHSmith box file somewhere with a killer title I will let Eon buy off me for an easy £1 plus an opening title credit. I even wrote title song lyrics, which I am willing to sell for another pound. That could be the best two pounds the Bond management ever spend.
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My four year-old self keeping the British end up (and the fortunes of the home-knit industry).


But Catching Bullets is not my autobiography. It is not even the biography of the James Bond films. It is the biography of watching James Bond films.


The world is littered with more than enough books chronicling 007’s 50-year cinematic reign. They slavishly discuss the films in release order, starting with Dr. No (1962) and usually ending on an afterthought of a final chapter detailing the most recent Bond outing. Catching Bullets may end up shamelessly repeating that last publishing truism. However, the rest of this tome intends to follow the very selfish path of revisiting the films in the order this fan saw them. Older Bond fans are fortunate enough to have seen all 307 Bond movies released in the cinema since Moses came down from a Pinewood mountain with two reels of film marked ‘Property of Broccoli.’ They are the increasingly elite few who have chronologically seen the on-screen Bond take his first steps, go through primary school in the 1960s, college in the 1970s, get married and widowed, take a few graduate jobs in the 1980s not wholly befitting of a spy (circus clown, ski instructor and iceberg navigator), get his pension, get married and widowed again, go back to his roots and then start all over again but with blonder hair and tighter abs. I too have seen those notes played out but – to paraphrase Eric Morecambe – not necessarily in the right order.


Like all virginity-bursting moments, my first encounters with the various Bond films were mixed and varied – catching 007’s bullets over a series of rainy British bank holidays, World Cup scheduling alternatives, a thankfully short-lived Cub Scout trip, a magical petrol station-cum-video store, Christmas Day TV premieres, the local monoplex, some birthday VHS tapes and a collection of charming Eon Productions’ crew screenings at dawn o’clock. But this is not a list. This is not about marks out of ten. This is about being in the audience, being raised on the cinema of the 1970s and 1980s and knowing why someone bolts down their Christmas dinner quick enough to catch Roger Moore falling out of a plane without a parachute on TV after the Queen’s Speech.


James Bond’s filmic bullets have punctuated a life, entertained a life, fascinated a life and inflicted years of Shirley Bassey songs on to friends, parties, at least seven barbecues and one wedding. And this odd marriage between a Surrey boy and a chap of the British Empire started with biting the first bullet – the first date that was 1983’s Octopussy.
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OCTOPUSSY AND


A VIEW TO A KILL


Sunday 12th June 1983


Octopussy. When a Double-O agent is found dead in East Berlin dressed as a circus clown, James Bond (Roger Moore) trails a dubiously purchased Fabergé egg into palatial India. He encounters the mysterious Octopussy (Maud Adams) before unearthing a rogue Cold War plot to trigger a nuclear war via a jewellery-smuggling travelling circus.


*


Octopussy is an unusually timeless Bond film. Apart from the odd fold-up jet, Sony monitor and Seiko timepiece, the film doesn’t feel particularly contemporary – with its émigré palaces, vintage cars, lush barges, hot air balloons and steam trains. It is an Agatha Christie India stepping on the sari of the then raging Raj genre – evidenced in Heat And Dust, Gandhi and the imminent Jewel in the Crown, The Far Pavilions and A Passage to India. This imperial setting seems a perfect fit for the Boy’s Own colonial outpost that is James Bond himself, which is curious as Octopussy is easily the most feminine 007 film entry to date. Like Octopussy’s island itself, the film is populated with women pushing on the story. From a Cuban Leon Lovely (a term used in honour of the 007, Carry On and Hammer legend and Dame Screen Crumpet herself, Valerie Leon – the only woman I have ever met who made me blush) setting in motion Bond’s pre-title break-out to an Ambassador’s wife taking delivery of the plot coupon that is the Fabergé Egg plus the shifting allegiances of Kristina Wayborn’s lithe go-between Magda, two Moneypennys (well, the real one and her Sloane-clone intern backup, Miss Smallbone) and a women’s refuge housing umpteen sari-clad hench-crumpets. Added to that is the titular Octopussy, powering character and story decisions from the start. To paraphrase another Fleming story from the posthumously-published Octopussy & The Living Daylights short story collection, the whole of this Bond film is the property of many ladies. And the last of whom is India herself.


Maud Adams is a defining leading Bond lady for me. When I was in “the closet” (the gay one, not the one Roger Moore had to shut all 70’s Bond girls in at least once) I would use Maud as my Straight Shield. “Come on Mark, your turn – who would be your ideal Hollywood romance?” friends would ask. “Oh let me think…” I lied, “without a doubt, Maud Adams.”


It was a defence mechanism that was apparently transparent to everyone but me. In fact when I did finally come out to friends, Maud Adams was thrown back at me like a scorned lover I never had. I would like it noted how I would still very much like to marry Maud Adams. My beautiful boyfriend of 12 years and counting might have some issues with that potentially very strange domestic set-up - “Mum, Dad, I’d like you to meet our wife Octopussy” - but he can worry about the domestic logistics as I row Maud through the English countryside, threading daisies into each other’s hair, mulling over the correct way to tie a sari for launching oneself off a palace balcony and planning our next trip to India. Straight guys are allowed a ‘man crush.’ Maud Adams is my ‘girl crush.’


[image: image]


A priceless gem - my future wife Maud Adams as the titular Octopussy (1983).


Adams is up there with the strongest leading ladies of the Bond canon. Channelling Lauren Bacall and an earlier era of screen heroines – again, adding to the picture’s timeless texture – this unnamed tycoon living the life aquatic is a rich Bond creation afforded cracking dialogue and delicious fury at the spy world: “Naturally you do it for Queen and country,” she argues, “but I don’t have to apologise to you, a paid assassin, for what I am.”


Rarely for a Bond girl, – and even rarer when you realise Fleming did not create the character (he only created her father) – Octopussy feels very literary, a creation that has had a life before the film. And like her possible template - Countess Lisl from the previous For Your Eyes Only (1981) - she is a presented without protestations about “equality” and “being a match for Bond.” That is now a mantra English law decrees every Bond actress since 1987 must declare when stood on a red carpet within half a metre of crowd-control railings. It must be some feminist precursor for ‘kettling.’


Octopussy even abides by the unspoken rule requiring all Roger Moore’s 1980’s Bond girls to be protecting their dead fathers’ legacies – along with Melina Havelock (For Your Eyes Only, 1981) and Stacey Sutton (A View to a Kill, 1985). How fitting for a decade where many critics slated Moore’s Bond for looking older than their fathers, most of his 1980’s heroines never stopped talking about theirs. With these women’s “Daddy issues” as near as 1980’s Bond got to the angst and introspection writ large in the Daniel Craig films. Moore never cried with a girl in the shower fully-clothed and covered in blood à la 2006’s Casino Royale. His psychotherapy skills boiled down to cracking open another bottle of Bolly and popping a quiche in the oven.


Moore cites Maud Adams as his favoured leading Bond lady and it shows. This is an autumnal 007 experiencing a credible late Solstice romance – with Moore’s Bond not shying from his years. It is Out of India. Well, nearly.


Another example of the latent femininity of Octopussy is John Barry’s elegant Indian summer of a score. It goes without saying that Barry’s contribution to the series is not only vital and sublime, it is the emotional beat of the Bond films. Even later efforts by other successors are channelled through Barry’s musical signage. His work on Octopussy is dignified and stately, an overture to his Oscar-winning work on Out of Africa (1985) and overlooked skill in scoring female perspectives (Peggy Sue Got Married, Frances, The Lion in Winter, The Scarlet Letter, Indecent Proposal, Enigma and Walkabout). Barry, director John Glen and Peter Lamont’s lush production design create a curving ambience – one that is sheer Cubby Broccoli in its dedication to opulent escapism.


In opposition to the feminine drives are the very masculine ones brought by Steven Berkoff’s scheming KGB hangover General Orlov. It is a cinematic Russia – framed by a Kubrick KGB war room with Berkoff’s Dr. Strangelove turn lending a mid-1980’s sense of Soviet menace. Bond films do not do politics. It is not their remit. But the contemporaneous politics straddling the Berlin Wall in Octopussy are there when Roger Moore is starkly abandoned at the school gates of Checkpoint Charlie by boss M (Robert Brown), when agent 008 is climbing barbed wire for his life in East Berlin and every time the glorious KGB middle-ground that is General Gogol (Walter Gotell) refuses to make black or white his real allegiances. Gogol is a splendid personality in the Bond films. Adding a greater duplicity the 1980’s Bonds get overlooked on, Gogol’s recurring legacy lives on via the likes of Robbie Coltrane’s Zukovsky (GoldenEye, The World is Not Enough), Emilio Echevarría’s Raoul (Die Another Day) and Giancarlo Giannini’s Mathis (Casino Royale, Quantum of Solace).


Despite the Octopussy cereal-packet stickers featuring Moore as a clown almost putting me off 007 for life, his Fool in the third act is one of the most arresting tics in the series for this fan. There is something sinister and hyperbolic about the court jester trying to avert nuclear war (very Dr. Strangelove) and hoping to be taken seriously (a bit like Roger Moore himself). Usually a Bond film’s third-act peril is resigned to a remote villain’s lair, boat, plane, volcano, airship (delete where applicable) with the only victims being the stuntmen’s league and the poor soul who washes the orange boiler-suits at Pinewood Studios. But Octopussy shows the faces of its potential carnage, the families and circus staff. The jewellery caper is no longer a jaunt. This is an urgent beat the Roger Moore films don’t get nearly enough credit for.


There is a plush panache to Octopussy. With its luxurious set-dressing (check out Octopussy’s bed - easily the moment designer Peter Lamont matches the bombast of his towering predecessor Ken Adam), lavish jewellery (the story begins and ends with gemstones), palaces, private helicopters and stately dinner banquets. As a kid I was simply obsessed by the Octopussy women’s gymnastic attack on villain Kamal Khan’s stronghold. When other kids recall the fold-up Jet or the taxi chase, this eight-year-old remembers Maud Adams and her saucy sirens back-flipping to victory. I was never the little gay kid secretly into musicals (apart from Bugsy Malone – but all boys secretly dig that one). Yet this camp, happy-slapping by saris is Busby Berkeley meets Charlie’s Angels. And it is the moment I was full-on obsessed by Octopussy and James Bond.


It rapidly bypassed my passion for Superman and Return of the Jedi. And having accidentally left my entire Star Wars figure collection in a Luton airport taxi – having taken my Hoth figurines and their ice planet garb to bask in the Cretan sun – my Star Wars interests were put on hold. My supporting cast of school friends and toys always bore the scars of my Bond-play. So much so that my friend Patrick once cut his head open on an Octopussy-style stair stunt gone wrong. I would often tie my pyjamas together and wrap them like a sari round my plush Snoopy and then unfurl him from my bedroom window with ungraceful finesse. He was no Kristina Wayborn as he went up and down outside the kitchen window where Mum was preparing that night’s sausage casserole.


I also swapped a week’s worth of Penguin chocolate bars with a friend for an Octopussy toy plane. And whilst others can lay claim to Wham!, the Pet Shop Boys or Blondie being the first album they owned, mine was a copy of the soundtrack to Octopussy passed on from Cubby Broccoli’s office. And instead of a football team or The Incredible Hulk, it was a massive Octopussy poster that adorned my bedroom wall for years to come. It too was from the Eon office and was the first of a glorious run of first edition poster gifts I have carefully kept to this day.


My Mum separated from my Dad a year or so before Octopussy. It was a slightly turbulent divorce (as if there is any other kind). As films go it wasn’t quite Nil by Mouth, but it wasn’t Singin’ in the Rain either. Some kids have divorce films – movies that transport them back to the dark days when their parents were separating amidst reassurances that “we still love you” and “of course you can still watch He-Man – just in a different house.” Mum later remarried Rob – the best man at her first wedding. How very Felix Leiter.


My Dad – who had moved away (but not far) – lost some touchstones with me, his only child. My burgeoning fondness for the Bond films quickly became a common ground. They became our equivalent of a kickabout down the park or the Scalextric kit in the loft. About to marry my stepmother Ali and inherit two rugby-mad step sons – Richard and Andrew – Dad did once try to get me interested in rugby. But I alas saw no need to run around on a Sunday morning in a freezing cold Surrey field when I could draw pictures of Roger Moore and Maud Adams whilst listening to Rita Coolidge’s glorious title song on Mum’s hi-fi. So as other 1980’s dads and their car stereos boomed to the sound of Freddie Mercury and Status Quo, the O’Connells’ Sierra would play the Octopussy soundtrack as we sped down the A3 out of London. I do hope Dad wasn’t humouring me.


It’s hard to believe for folk raised on Blu-ray and 3D, but the early 1980s were just not a time of DVDs and home film libraries. You simply didn’t see a film again unless it returned for another run at the cinema (not uncommon) or was eventually shown on television (either Christmas Day, Boxing Day or a wet bank holiday). There were no Blockbuster rentals, Sky Movies or LoveFilm.com. You didn’t own films. A lot of people didn’t even own their TVs. They would rent them from chain stores like Rumbelows on the high street. And without a video machine, computer or the internet we would have to wait a long while to see our Bond films again. It was a whole year or more before I properly saw Octopussy again. What if Maud had moved on? What if she had met someone else?


I had a new friend, Inigo, whose parents not only had a video recorder (we didn’t yet), but they lived within short walking distance from the illustriously named Village Video shop and owned a wine bar - so fresh Coke, crisps and movies were on tap. And not only had Inigo’s Dad taped Star Wars off the TV and therefore didn’t have to return it in the morning, but they also happened to rent out Octopussy one Saturday circa autumn 1984. So as Inigo’s mum vacuumed the hallway with her Julio Iglesias album on loop in the background, I too sung a mental ballad to “all the Octopussy girls I’d loved before.” That early home-cinema rationing is the reason I get excited today if there is a free DVD film with the Sunday papers – and which explains my random piles of films like Zulu Dawn, Closely Observed Trains and Ashanti. I wouldn’t buy them normally. But if they are being given away in a gardening supplement I’m there. It’s about not having enough of something when you are young. Great-grandparents are the same with bananas.


Having only heard of such wonders, my Stepdad Rob’s biker mate Dave once came round and plugged in his video recorder so we could watch Airplane in our own home. It was like witnessing man first create fire, in our very lounge. And possibly the reason I still spell aeroplane wrong. That December, Mum finally got us our own video machine one Saturday afternoon. It was just in time for ITV’s Christmas Day premiere of Raiders of the Lost Ark - where I would nervously punch out the adverts with the sweaty concentration of a NASA tech at Houston. The first film we rented out that same Saturday was Star Wars. It took three of us and three golden retrievers about three hours to work out how to plug in and tune the damn thing. It would have been easier to find that Ark of the Covenant than locate those two elusive white tuning bars. We didn’t get to a galaxy far, far away until at least midnight – so I was given a special dispensation for being up late. And it was a Saturday. And I was a Jedi myself.


We had a great little Aladdin’s cave of a local video store. Gaston Gate Garage was a busy petrol station just outside Cranleigh, Surrey. It would sell everything from the shop space of two small bathrooms. One corner housed the till and shelves of tumblers you would receive if you collected their faux Tiger tokens. In the opposite corner lived a never-manned video rental counter flanked by wire shelves and carousels teasing such B-list gems as Krull, Supergirl, The Trail of the Pink Panther, Superman III, Hawk the Slayer, The Cannonball Run, Omen III and The Care Bear Movie. Sometimes the Garage would be canny enough to foresee a new release’s popularity so would throw caution to the wind and get in two copies of a film. Imagine that – two copies of one film under the same roof. That was the first recorded example of Cranleigh entering a multimedia age. The second was when presenter Anthea Turner opened the summer fete. And if a film was “out” then you could write your name in a little diary and book it in advance. I did that for The Empire Strikes Back – deliberately reserving it for Christmas Day to make the most of the one night fee. See – film rationing in those days made you shrewd with what resources you had to hand. Gaston Gate Garage was very nearly an early forerunner to Sky+. And it sold fags, wine, wine glasses and car air-fresheners. I don’t see many Sky boxes supplying their owners with Blue Nun, 20 Benson & Hedges and a pine-forest aroma. Not all progression is progressive, Mr Murdoch.


Suffice to say as soon as we got our video recorder I would rent out Octopussy a hell of a lot. Always on Saturdays and always with my pocket money. I could probably have reimbursed the film’s budget to Cubby myself with what I forked out on rentals. I even did my own pirating. Sort of. I once recorded some of my favourite Octopussy scenes onto an audio tape player to play back at my geeky leisure. I felt quite the criminal returning the hefty flight-recorder sized black-boxed VHS case knowing 60 minutes of Maud Adams and Roger Moore’s dialogue had been shamelessly kept at my house on a TDK cassette. Guilt very quickly got the better of me and I wiped the evidence with David ‘Kid’ Jensen’s radio Chart Show the following Sunday afternoon.
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Saturday 15th June, 1985


A View to a Kill sees James Bond (Roger Moore) and his chauffeur Tibbett (Patrick Macnee) linking a racehorse racket in Paris to über Aryan playboy Max Zorin (Christopher Walken), his deadliest mare, May Day (Grace Jones) and both their plans to corner the world’s microchip market by destroying Silicon Valley.


*


If John Glen’s sex and sari epic Octopussy was the first holding hands moment on my journey to 007 fan adulthood then A View to a Kill was a successful ‘first base’ with a bit of knee-touching thrown in. These adolescent metaphors do end soon, I promise. Otherwise the likes of Quantum of Solace and Skyfall will be acknowledged on obscenely filthy grounds.


By the summer of 1985, I had fully grasped that Grandad O’Connell worked for the producers of the Bond films and that another one was in the works. I would overhear half-conversations between Jimmy and my Dad as they looked for a parking space at Jimmy’s second home – The Bear pub, Esher. Random names and places would be mentioned in passing - “Roger’s last film,” “Pinewood,” “Cubby,” “the Eiffel Tower,” “Mrs Broccoli,” “Eon,” “Barbara” and “the new film has horses in it.” A studio visit was touted but alas didn’t happen in time. And I remember catching the end of a set report on Barry Norman’s Film ‘85 programme when they interviewed the Bond cast and crew on an airship filming day. Airships were a common sight at that time. The Fuji blimps were forever circling south-east England in 1985 – either taking some newly coined yuppies on a corporate jolly or advertising that a new Rumbelows had opened in Woking. During a school lunch break, a white airship passed over our school field with what appeared to be a dummy attached to the mooring rope. I soon found out it was on a practice flight from a local airfield for the climactic stunt scenes of A View to a Kill. They were eventually shot at Amberley Chalk Pits in West Sussex – an industrial museum we would be taken to on one of our deathly-dull school trips. That was no bad thing – having the local diocese unwittingly take two coach loads of Catholic kids to a Bond villain’s lair. The school priest would even ceremonially bless the coaches. It was no doubt in case Max Zorin himself might take a machine gun to us if we ate our packed lunch early. Normal nine-year-olds chose go-karting, Thorpe Park or London Zoo for their birthday treats. I picked a return trip to this heritage centre priding itself on its mining and farming heritage simply because in the undergrowth was some genuine Zorin Industries rolling stock. I even took photos of said rolling stock on my new birthday camera and used up all of the 12 exposures I had been allocated on the exact same tunnel Grace Jones exploded in.


It was and still is a fine Eon Productions tradition that the new Bond film is ‘premiered’ to the cast and crew, new and old, before the official royal premiere. A number of central London cinemas are made available to the people who worked on the film and for Eon and their families and friends to take in the new Bond movie in comfortable privacy. It is a mark of the company’s commitment to their staff and colleagues and no doubt an important mainstay from the Cubby days when sharing the collective spoils of everyone’s efforts was important.
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The Regal Cinema Cranleigh. Opened in 1936, the single screen seated 466 and was a mecca of 1980’s cinema.


I was given an Eon crew screening ticket for A View to a Kill. The only downside was the screening had already happened. But Jimmy thought I would like the ticket as a keepsake. Maybe it was decided a nine-year-old was not quite mentally ready to see an ageing Roger Moore having a carnal wrestle with Grace Jones. I’m not sure at what age anyone is really ready for something like that. I did ask afterwards what the film was like, trying to shield my blossoming interest in Bond. Grandma Renee said, “it has horses in it – you’ll like the horses.”


But to make amends for the cruel snub, my Dad took me to see Roger Moore’s swansong at the Regal Cinema, Cranleigh on the first Saturday it came out, June 15th 1985. The Regal was a glorious monoplex first opened in 1936 which retained its art-deco trappings until it finally closed in 2002. God I loved that cinema. We all did. The smallish Cranleigh should never have even had a cinema (although in the early part of the 20th century it apparently had three). Nine or so miles south of Guildford in Surrey - itself 30 or so miles south of London - Cranleigh laboriously prides itself on being England’s officially “largest village.” In our book that translated as “most rubbish small town.” Yet it had the Regal, despite the four screen Odeon down the road in Guildford. Just as it was verging on closing down altogether in the 1970s, The Regal was bought by an ex-ITN cameraman and his wife who must clearly have put a large wedge of their own finances and time into the cinema. They certainly didn’t have to, but the people and kids of Cranleigh are forever in their debt and owe a great deal to their love and commitment to cinema exhibition.


We all saw so many films at the Regal with its old-school ticket rolls, ice-cream ladies, intervals and no-nonsense staff. Some of my fondest film memories are from the Regal – Return of the Jedi, Dances with Wolves, Short Circuit 2, Chaplin, Jurassic Park, The Jungle Book, Superman IV, Labyrinth, Memphis Belle, Who Framed Roger Rabbit, Star Trek IV: The Voyage Home, Flight of the Navigator and all 67 Police Academy films.


The Regal was the sort of place where if you looked respectable and like you wouldn’t make trouble, they would let you in to see something harmless like Rain Man even if your voice hadn’t broken as much as the 15 rating required. I famously got my best friend Greg in to see Rain Man when I was barely 12 and he looked about six. The staff were not negligent, just fair. But if you were a ten-year-old kicking off during The NeverEnding Story then you were out, almost grabbed by your denim lapels by the Medusa-like female staff with their rigid hair and even more rigid notions of behaviour (modern day multiplexes please take note).


The place smelled like the movies should – popcorn, stale filter coffee, a faint whiff from the Gents and a faint lingering fag-ash smell that a smoking ban and two paint jobs couldn’t shift. They had a Blade Runner poster in the foyer for years simply because it was a good poster, framed lobby cards touting new films and a stand offering free copies of a monthly newspaper called Flicks – a ‘colour’ portal to a future film world with its photos of new films and their posters. Belinda Carlisle would be in the charts declaring Heaven Is a Place on Earth. She failed to be more specific and mention it was The Regal Cinema, Cranleigh.


The Cranleigh Leisure Centre ran school holiday ‘Fun Splash’ days – which consisted of a nose-bleed-inducing fight-to-the-death session on the water inflatables in the morning, a packed lunch, some dull ball games then a Ten Commandments-style exodus through the village to the Promised Land that was The Regal. It was almost always a Disney film we saw, and as the waft of wet sandwiches and chlorine filled The Regal, the trailer for A View to a Kill played like some revelation. The very American voiceover man even name-checked Duran Duran as he whipped all us kids into a frenzy with his ”In the world of high adventure, the highest number is still 007!” If Octopussy was quite statesmanlike, Bond ’85 already looked very contemporary. And I was more than ready, now that I was a very mature nine.
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My tenth birthday. Note the dashing Bond fan (second from left) in an equally dashing faux Roger Moore blazer complete with a homemade cardboard Moonraker space gun (don’t ask!).


Alas, nine-year-olds were apparently not mature enough to stay up late to watch ITV’s coverage of the Bond royal premiere. It was on “after the News at Ten” which was parental code for “not bloody likely.” But I did of course set the video to record it and left NASA style back-up instructions for Mum on what to do if something happened were News at Ten to delay the A View to a Kill premiere – i.e. go manual! The TV coverage was an hour of interviews in Odeon Leicester Square’s foyer. Lady Travelogue herself Judith Chalmers hosted like the Thames TV society hostess she was whilst clearly fawning over Roger Moore in between advert breaks.


The best part about the Bond premieres on TV were the abundance of clips. Taping one was as near as you got to having the film at your fingertips. And there was always something a bit classy and special about seeing Cubby Broccoli and the Eon family arrive in CUB 1 – their Rolls Royce Silver Cloud II which has its own supporting role in A View to a Kill.


It is an Eon tradition to this day that Michael Wilson, Barbara Broccoli and the family still arrive at a London Bond film premiere in CUB 1. For a while it was the main car Jimmy drove for Eon and the one he would occasionally have to park overnight at his Hersham house. He would often stay up all night guarding CUB 1 from the lounge window and overseeing my Dad and his brother’s attempts to squeeze their motorbikes past without causing a scratch. None of us can even imagine how Jimmy got it up the drive. Dukes Road and the neighbouring Profumo Road were not really designed for automobiles let alone anything like a Silver Cloud II (I love the era-defining demarcations of Greater London at that time – ‘Profumo Road’ – I wonder if there is a ‘Christine Keeler Avenue’ somewhere?). These premiere shows were parochial even back in the 1970s but I shamelessly lapped up the whole shebang - “and now Princess Diana meets the Second Unit crew – oh look, the stuntmen are no doubt remarking upon her dress and the look of strain in her eyes whenever you mention Charles.” In those days the red carpet extended about as far as the Odeon Leicester Square’s front kerb (it was not pedestrianised yet) and that was it. The big London premieres would be the Bonds, the Spielbergs and the Star Wars entries - with maybe a semi-lavish bash to launch whatever worthy political biopic Richard Attenborough had directed that year. Nowadays every St Trinian’s III, Saw 17, Gnomeo And Juliet and Jason Statham punch-up gets half of pubescent London turning out to run down their phone batteries in the hope of a Twitter anecdote and photo. The whole of Leicester Square is carpeted weekly and the very phrase ‘red carpet’ is now a tabloid genre in itself, made up of baying ice-dancing, talent-show ‘celebrities’ and ‘famous’ people’s children waving from under their Islington mop-heads. Shame.
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