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The people vs
the EU

Europe has a democracy problem,
sayDouglas Murrayand Charles Moore

MICHAEL
MORPURGO’S

DIARY

What’s happened to Waitrose? Rachel Johnson Consider the badger Rod Liddle
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kid,’ says Bogie’s agent. ‘Bogart scowls,
grunts, and delivers on cue, “Get away
from that phone, Major Strasser”.’ At
which point Sigal, who has an eidetic mem-

— would recall in fictionalised form in the
pages of The Golden Notebook . But bru-
tal or not, it didn’t stop her inviting Sigal
straight to bed. She despises him for taking

her employer to protect her. ‘Men who
spent money were not.’

It’s a system that not only pits the vul-
nerable against each other, but which

inculcates them into its machinery of vic-
timisation. Once inside Stanville, Romy
and the other women are put to work
manufacturing the tools of the very sys-
tem that failed them: ‘Judges’ benches.
Jury box seating. Courtroom gates. Wit-
ness stands.’ With few other options, they
develop ever deeper reserves of rapa-
ciousness. When a letter arrives in the
prison from a clearly vulnerable man
seeking a pen pal, it’s auctioned off to
the highest bidder, because ‘victim meant
saviour’. Even when the women resist,
they are symbolically enfolded into the
established order: rules governing medi-
cation and portion size are named after
the women whose complaints led to those
rules being changed.

‘The rhythms of the world did not
always coordinate with the rhythm of the
person,’ Kushner writes. Her project is
to show how those rhythms collide, and
what happens to a person when they do.
She succeeds beautifully, rendering vis-
ible the sequences of injustice and exploi-
tation that underpin our society, yet never
losing sight of the individual lives those
processes depend on and destroy.

Suits you, sir
Dominic Green
House of Nutter:
The Rebel Tailor of Savile Row
by Lance Richardson
Chatto, £25, pp. 400

The tailor’s art is a triumph of mind over
schmatte. Not just in the physical cutting
and stitching, but in the faith that style
makes content. This, not the question of
which way you dress, is the secret com-
pact between tailor and client. ‘Every
faculty of his soul, spirit, purse and per-
son is heroically consecrated to this one
object, the wearing of clothes wisely and
well, so that as others dress to live, he lives
to dress,’ Carlyle wrote of the dandy in
Sartor Resartus .

Tommy Nutter was one of Tommy
Carlyle’s dandies, a ‘clothes-wearing man’
and a ‘poet of the cloth’. From 1969 to
1976, Nutter bestrode the world of tai-
loring like a Narcissus. Though he could
barely manage a backstitch, his designs
rewrote the book on male style. Any good

35 Savile Row: impeccable stitching, fash-
ion-proofed design, declining revenues.
Nutter took evening classes in tailoring
and worked his way up to the shop floor.
Tall, handsome and promiscuous, he min-
gled after work with ‘top-drawer queers’
such as Francis Bacon at the Rockingham
Club in Soho, which Quentin Crisp called

‘the closet of closets’. By 1967, this ‘come-
ly youth from Edgware’ had befriended
Brian Epstein’s assistant, Peter Brown.

On Valentine’s Day 1969, Nutter
opened the Row’s first new shop in a cen-
tury. His investors were Brown, a clerk at
the House of Lords named James Vallance
White, the caterwauling Cilla Black, and

Rajpipla. Bianca Jagger came
too, but Nutter discouraged
female customers by charg-
ing them extra. ‘I don’t know
how to deal with women’s tits,’
he admitted.

You didn’t have to be mad to
work at Nutters, but it helped.
Huntsman had Royal Warrants
in their window. Poole had sou-
venirs from the Great Exhibi-
tion. Nutters had ‘a painted
mura l  o f  Egypt ian  ru ins ’ ,
a  ‘Punch and Judy puppet
show’, a ‘riot of royal purple
and fuchsia-coloured ostrich
feathers’, and empty cham-
pagne bottles, with full ones
inside for the customers. Nutter
wanted to ‘show what we do, so
people will not be frightened to
come in’. He was not democra-
tising the Row — he had risen
the traditional way and he
maintained bespoke standards
— but saving it, by reconciling
aristocratic Edwardian style
with the demotic peacocking of
Swinging London.

The Nutter cutter, Edward
Sexton, had special ised in
building hacking jackets. The
Nutter silhouette redrew that
Victorian template. Nutter
emphasised the horizontal line
of the shoulder, and empha-

sised it twice more by straightening the
coat pockets and extending the drape to
almost Teddy Boy-ish length. He added
‘shape and flair’ to the skirt, tightened
the waist and chest, and replaced the
usual single-breasted lapel with giant
double-breasted ones that grazed the
sleeve heads. Sexton cut the ticket and
waistcoat pockets ‘seriously deep’; handy
for stashing dope and pills. Nutter, echo-
ing Dior’s reinvention of female fashion
in 1947, called this the ‘New Look’ for
men. Hardy Amies thought it ‘marvel-
lous’, and Nutter ‘the most exciting tailor
on Savile Row in decades’. Punch called it
‘an eccentric mix of Lord Emsworth, The
Great Gatsby and Bozo the Clown’.

It was a butterfly look, and fashion has
a dragonfly’s lifespan. Denim was com-
ing in, and Nutter, Edward Sexton recalls,
was a ‘fucking useless’ businessman. In
1976, Nutter sold his shares to Sexton.

Punch called the New Look ‘an
eccentric mix of Lord Emsworth, the
Great Gatsby and Bozo the Clown’

Tommy Nutter in 1973 — the most exciting tailor on
Savile Row in decades, according to Hardy Amies
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rewrote the book on male style. Any good
English suit carries a whisper of Nutter in
the cut of its cloth. Never mind the quality,
feel the width of Lance Richardson’s vivid
and tragic The House of Nutter .

Born in 1943, Nutter grew up dream-
ing of Hollywood. At 16 he became a
tea boy at the Ministry of Works. Driv-
en ‘practically insane with boredom’,
this camp Kipps escaped to the dusty
Edwardian dreamworld of Ward & Co.,

White, the caterwauling Cilla Black, and
the Scouse Svengali, Black’s husband-
manager Bobby Willis. The Beatles con-
nection, Vallance White admits, was ‘not
uninfluential’ in their thinking. Later that
year, three-quarters of the Beatles wore
Nutters for the cover of Abbey Road .
Nutters sold more than 1,000 suits in its
first year. The clientele included Peter
Sellers, Kenneth Tynan, David Hock-
ney, Mick Jagger and Prince Rajsinh of

1976, Nutter sold his shares to Sexton.
Nutter planned to take over America, but
became a salesman for Kilgour, French
& Stanbury. In 1979, he launched an off-the-
peg collection for Austin Reed. In his later
photographs, he resembles John Inman in
Are You Being Served ? In 1992, he died
painfully of Aids. By the end, he was
unable to recognise his visitors. He
thought Cilla Black was Barbara Wind-
sor. It was a small mercy.


