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ne morning
in August, I flew from London to St. Tropez
to spend a few days interviewing the most
beautiful woman in the world. A tough
assignment, given that she doesn’t give in-
terviews. At least she hardly ever has, and
certainly not about her personal life. It’s
nearly 25 years since Kate Moss got her
first modeling job, at 14, but this year she
agreed, in principle, to talk to Vanity Fair.
1 imagined she would be guarded. Her si-
lence came partly from the need not to lay
bait for the tabloids, for which she provided
a new blood sport in the U.K. But also, she
warned me, she’s not interested in being
a personnage: “1 just live my life, and then
[ work. There’s a difference between me
and what I do.” She didn't want to “blab,”
the way actors and actresses have to do for
their movies, about their lives. “There’s
nothing, really, to say about what 1 do,” she
said. “I just think I don’t want Lo speak.” It
was because I know Moss that [ was flying
down there. My wife, the fashion designer
Bella Freud, has done shows with her and
is a friend: 1 worked with Keith Richards
on his memoir, and Moss is more or less
a member of his family. Even so, this was
different; there were rules and boundaries
to be negotiated. Moss said she was up for
it—a Moss expression. We would see.

Of all the supermodels of the 1990s,
Moss has emerged at the top of the heap,
certainly in terms of cultural importance.
She’s a style icon, after 25 years, the only
one who has continued to model, with no
other self-fulfilling diversions or marriages
or time-outs, and she is still doing it in more
or less the same way she did it when she
started, working the same long hours. Last
year she earned $9 million—the second-
highest-paid model in the world, after
Gisele Biindchen. At 38, Moss still earns up
to $400,000 for a day’s shoot. Along with
all that, she has made an art out of having
fun, whenever and wherever possible.

Her reticence has created an enigma

that has played well in her career. But her
life is fascinating. By strange coincidence,
the room 1 had woken up in that morn-
ing—as I have done for 16 years—is the
room where Moss and the Italian-born New
York photographer Mario Sorrenti, her then
boyfriend, lived in the early 1990s, with a
mattress on the floor and little else to fur-
pish it. It was against the wall I face when
I open my eyes that a picture was taken by
Corinne Day of the young Kate unadorned
with makeup, modeling lingerie, with a
string of fairy lights behind her. It was part
of an eight-page spread in British Vogue in
June 1993 that changed fashion forever, and
that had the guardians of public safety bay-
ing outrage, from the tabloids to the liberal
papers. It nearly ended Moss’s career in its
infancy. The iconic photograph from that
shoot is now part of the permanent collec-
tion at the Victoria and Albert Museum.

oss is billeted on a hill

of pines that looks

down onto the Bay of

Pampelonne to the left

and the Bay of St. Tro-

pez on the right. Tall

wooden doors open to reveal olive trees and
vines, box hedges and gravel. A tail-less dog.
part Staffordshire. follows me to the back
of the house, where a garden conceals the
swimming pool. There, with her 10-year-
old daughter, Lila, lying full-length on top
of her, is Moss, talking animatedly to her
friend Tricia Ronane, who is from Croy-
don, the London suburb where Moss was
born, Warm greetings. I'm reminded that
Moss has very good manners. There is time,
before she leaves to change, to tell about a
party in London after the Olympics at her
neighbor George Michael’s house. Dancing
to his music?, I ask. “Oh, my God! ‘Every-
thing She Wants. I was in heaven,” she says.
Then we're off to lunch at the fashionable
Club Cingquante-Cing, which opened in 1955,
when Brigitte Bardot was as famous as Kate
Moss and lived around the bay. It’s the first
real look I get at Moss’s measured and steady
dealings with the frenzy that surrounds her
wherever she goes. There is the astonishing
level of covert surveillance from adults with
iPhones, walking close and pretending not
to be filming. For perhaps a minute, as our
table is located, Moss stands exposed to rapt
attention from the endless tables stretching
away under the canvas canopy. She might be
alone, waiting for a bus. She appears, quite
naturally, not to notice. On the other hand,
Moss spots everything, with X-ray eyes, even
somehow that someone at the next table with
his back to us is wearing a T-shirt showing
Moss naked but for a bridal bouquet over her
fanny. She gestures for him to turn around,

and she laughs. As we walk down a path
after lunch, paparazzi rise in a group from
behind a hedge, like cardboard figures in a
shooting gallery, and then pop down again.

There is much talk of Croydon. “That’s
because Tricia’s here,” says Moss. They do
some Croydonspeak for my benefit—rude
stuff, what girls ask girls about boys they
fancy, and the proper Croydon pronuncia-
tion of the word “cow” in the derogatory
sense, as in “stupid caa,” which sounds like
“cad” without the d. Moss laughs often—a
bewitching langh. She has a habit of look-
ing at you and cackling silently, mouth in
scream position, as in one of her early pho-
tographs, head nodding, face creased up, a
mannerism that Lila has inherited.

“God, you've got a lot of notes,” Moss
says to me at one point.

“These are people I've spoken to in
the last week—James Brown [a hairstylist,
Moss’s close friend], Amanda Harlech,
Marc Jacobs, John Galliano.”

“Then I don’t have to talk at e/}, actually!”

“I'm afraid you do.”

i‘No!‘"

She likes telling, however, of the way you
got a look in Croydon, the incubator of her
greatness. “1 definitely liked clothes,” she
says. “I used to dress my brother Nick up in
locks, as girls. His name was Sylvia. I used
to dress him up and make him come to the
door and knock and say ‘Is Kate coming
out?” to my mum. I've got a picture of him.
He had a beauty spot, fake boobs, and ev-
erything—very Liz Taylor. My brother didn’t
mind. He found the picture and framed it
for me. ‘Kate, Love always, Sylvia.

“My mother was a barmaid, and when |
started modeling she was like, ‘Why can’t
you just be normal?’ I turned round and
said, ‘Why do you think you're normal?’ It’s
that thing of being in suburbia and being
crazy, but they don’t think they are. She’d
say, ‘Youe not going out like that. Don't
walk down the street smoking. Don’t wear
ankle straps. Don't have a side ponytail” In
Croydon, if you had those you were com-
mon. But that’s all 1 wanted. Because the
cool girls had that. It’s like Lila wants a high
bun now, like all the cool girls.”

She continues; “My brother still lives near
there, and he doesn't really go to pubs there,
it’s so rough. But it was quite fun growing up
there, because it is so rough. There’s street
stuff going on. Everyone used to hang out
in parks and have fights and go to the cin-
ema and have fights. Bit of a fight culture in
Croydon.” Was that what you wanted to get
out of?, 1 ask. “I don’t mind a fight,” says
Moss. “What I wanted to get out of was the
whole thing of, this is it. This is what life is.
1 never had that feeling of, that’s your lot.”

In her early teens, Moss went to Miami,
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- FLUSIVME BEAUTY
= Moss'spointgd, catlike
New York, and San Francisco with her fa- ettt RV
ther, who worked for Pan Am. “When [ = ScarfistMarE Quini®

five an animalFawness
1({1 he perfect face.

used to come back to Croydon and get into
our car, which wasn’t air-conditioned—and :
[a house with] no pool—I was like, I'm not SR SEILERY

BY CHLDE; SHOES BY

staying here forever,” T W ANOLO BLAHNIK

The Wild Child

ulled out of the crowd at

JEK. Airport by Sarah Dou-

kas, founder of the Storm

modeling agency, Moss went

to carly bookings in her

school uniform. Her mother
lasted one day, Moss recalls. “She said,
“That’s it. It you want to do this, you're on
your own.” I was like, ‘O.K., fine.””

She hung out, well under-age. at a Croy-
don wine bar called Rue St. George and
drank Snakebite and Black. “Cider, lager,
and black currant. They’'ve banned it now—
makes you go crazy.” she says. James Brown,
four vears older, spotted her across the room
one Friday night. “I turned around and there
was this girl, and she just had this long, in-
credible hair, and she had perfect red lipstick
on, and just her giggle and her laugh kind of
made me turn. It was the Moss effect. I think
she’d just been discovered. I looked down,
and she had on these boots that Katharine
Hamnett made, and no one else had them,
and 1 was like, Who is this bloody girl!

She was barely 15 when she went to audi-
tion with John Galliano in London, in 1989.
“I didn’t mind going up on the train.” she
says. “I'd never tell anybody at school I was
doing photo shoots or anything. I just did it.
1 was so excited. 1 don’t know why, but I felt
comfortable around those people.”

“It was the show where I showed one of
the first bias-cut dresses I produced.”
Galliano. “We were looking for new girls,
and she was cast as a wild child. I think she
came up to the studio—we were in the New
Kings Road—and, wow, I'd found my little
rough diamond. She was just amazing—put
the dress on, immediately understood what
she was wearing, the line, the walk. It was

here was that magic, an enig-
ma, there in front of us. The hair! She had
gorgeous long hair. She was a real beauty.
But there was more there. She was, even
then, quite guarded. I don’t really think that
anyone knows who she is today.”

That was Moss's first meeting with Lu-
cie de la Falaise, another of the “feral girls,”
who became Mosg’s “sister” and close friend.
Lucie is the niece of the late Loulou de la |
Falaise, the designer and muse of Yves Saint i
Laurent. Galliano soon discovered that Moss
liked to be given a narrative for the dress she
was showing. “Then she lives it in her own
way. It kind of gives her a boost. She's really
shy. She loses it sometimes. She thinks, I can't
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do it. She knows she can do it. It’s like elec-
tricity, and then, boonr, she’s out there, and
she knows where the cameras are, where the
angles are. Very quickly she learned that. She
can tell couturiers about the line—what one
should be doing, what will and won’t work.
And we listen! She is the only real muse I've
ever had. Actually creative, creating with me.”

ast year, when Galliano was

just out of rehab after a mo-

ment of insanity, an outburst

in a Paris café that led to a

criminal charge and banished

him from the wotld of fashion
for an unknown time—he was found guilty
of “public insults” and given a suspended
fine of $8,500—Moss stood by him, and he
made her wedding dress, by himself, in se-
cret, in France. The old routine still worked.
“Mario [Testino] was shooting, and sud-
denly she just looked at me with those eyes,
and it was like, "'Who am I? What do 1 do? I
need a character, ” says Galliano.

“He’s been talking to me like that since
[ was 14 years old: “You're a wild child,
and you're following the boys on the motor-
bikes,’” says Moss. “On my wedding day,
I'm like freaking out, obviously. “You've
got to give me a character.” And he said,
“You have a secret—you are the last of the
English roses. Hide under that veil. When
he lifts it, he’s going to see your wanton
past!’” There were wolf whistles for Moss,
and when her father thanked Galliano, the
congregation stood up. Jen Ramey, Moss's
manager, had wondered about a wedding in
a church. “I thought we might all burst into
flames, all the crap we've done.” she says.

Y ears back, Galliano and Moss would go
to Quiet Storm, a nightclub in St. James’s, in
London. Moss got in because she knew the
hatcheck girl, Fran Fox, who lived two doors
from Moss in Croydoen, and at strategic mo-
ments she'd hide in the coats. Moss was a
fearless 15-year-old, loosely supervised, start-
ing out for London at 11 p.M. wearing “pros-
titute shoes and crotch minis and not much
else. Oh, it was amazing, the best fun ever.
Everyone used to go there—Boy George, Ky-
lie, Michael Hutchence, It was just the coolest
place. I stood on Bryan Ferry’s foot, and it
was like he was seven foot tall. I'd wear these
knee-high leather boots and this tiny little Gal-
liano dress, because obviously it was the only
designer thing I had.” Didn't she have prob-
lems in clubland. especially dressed like that?
“For some reason, | made friends with older

people, so they'd always let me in. [ don’;‘-

know why they always took me under their
wing, these guys. It wasn't a sexual thing, ever.
I was really lucky in a way. Sometimes I really
fancied them, but they wouldn't go near me,
because | was 15 and they were 19 and stuff™”
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Around 1991, she would go on Fridays to
an acid-house club called Kinky Disco, on
Shaftesbury Avenue, where she would always
come in with the same girl, recalls her old
friend Bobby Gillespie, the singer in Primal
Scream. “T'd seen Kate in The Face [maga-
zine). I don't think I ever spoke to her. I think
I quite fancied her friend, whose name was
Fran Fox.” Moss would stay over with James
Brown, who had a flat in Edgware Road.
“Wed go to the phone box to ring her mum,
and I'd be absolutely paralytic,” Brown says.
*“She’d be holding me up, going, ‘It’s O.K. I'm
with Jimmy B., Mum. It’s fine!"”

his month, Rizzoli publishes

Kate: The Kate Moss Book,

which includes photographs

taken by Corinne Day dur-

ing the summer Moss left

school, in 1990—a seminal
moment in fashion history. They show the
freckled. unpainted Moss, running, scowl-
ing, standing on the beach, naked or dressed
in the simplest clothes, pictures that can still
take your breath away with their beauty and
raw impact. They appeared in The Face, the
street-savvy monthly, as “The 3rd Summer
of Love”—a classic statement of the anti-
glamorous grunge style, of which Day was a
founding artist. It had a direction-changing
impact on Marc Jacobs. Two years later he
nailed the grunge aesthetic with a famous
show in New York, with Moss as a model,
for which he got fired by Perry Ellis but
earned fashion immortality.

Corinne Day was something of a bully,
as well as a perfectionist, and the shoots
would last for days, sometimes weeks.
“Corinne would make me cry,” says Moss.
“[ see a 16-year-old now, and to ask her to
take her clothes off would feel really weird.
But they were like, If you don't do it, then
we're not going to book you again. So I'd
lock myself in the toilet and cry and then
come out and do it. I never felt very com-
fortable about it. There's a lot of boobs. 1
hated my boobs! Because 1 was flat-chested.
And I had a big mole on one. That picture
of me running down the beach—I’ll never
forget doing that, because I made the hair-
dresser, who was the only man on the shoot,
turn his back.” She adds, “When I see these
Fuce pictures, I see Lila. I love that.”

She describes her grimaces in the pictures
as “What are you talking about? Go away!
Leave me alone! Those are the things that
Corinne really played on. She would say, “The
more 1 piss you off, the better pictures I get.
And I'd just look at her with a look of “Hate
you!” Because I was myself. I don’t want to
be myself, ever. I'm terrible at a snapshot.
Terrible. 1 blink all the time. I've got facial
Tourette’s. Unless I'm working and in that

zone, I'm not very good at pictures, really.”

The images also indicate a vulnerability
that is still detectable in Moss’s pictures. The
subtext of the Moss story, evident between
the lines of our conversation, is how remark-
ably alone and unsupported she was, travel-
ing the world, early in her career. “When
I was 15, 16, I was always on my own, and I
think that probably made me very vulnera-
ble,” she says. *“But I just did it. I'd get in the
cab from Croydon, go to the station, to get to
Gatwick, to get on a plane to get to work in
Paris by nine o'clock in the morning. Imag-
ine! That was before the Eurostar. There was
nobody backing me up, really. When I met
Lucie’s mum, she kind of took me under her
wing. A lot of people have taken me under
their wing, Because there wasn’t that much
to fall back on. There's nobody that’s ever
really been able to take care of me.” She fell
in love with Mario Sorrenti, one of the new
wave of photographers, which helped, but
they were often separated. He would be in
London while she was in New York, where
she stayed with his mother, Francesca.

It was in New York, in the early 90s,
that Moss became suddenly, at 19, the sole
inspiration and focus for a major editorial
renaissance in the fashion world. The late
Liz Tilberis, the British editor, was relaunch-
ing Harpers Bazaar, with Fabien Baron (co-
editor of the new Rizzoli book) as creative
director and Paul Cavaco (whom Moss calls
“Daddy™) as a key fashion director. They
put Moss on an early cover, and in almost
every subsequent issue. Baron hired many
of the photographers trom The Face—Ma-
rio Sorrenti, David Sims, Craig McDean,
Glen Luchford—who all, says Baron, “want-
ed to use Moss and only Moss.” Dennis
Freedman was the creative director of W
as Moss arrived on the scene. “No one ex-
pected us to survive,” he says. “We would
never have done so without Kate. She was
our muse, no question. She was an accom-
plice. She was a thread throughout those
15 years.” Sam McKnight, the hairstylist,
adds, “And suddenly this little, unknown,
fresh-faced, scruffy-haired, no-makeup
boyish girl appears, with a new breed of
photographer, who was taking much more
natural light, and it was a new wave, and
it kind of changed fashion forever. She be-
came the leader of that, the icon of that.”

Baron was the creative director of adver-
tising for Calvin Klein, who gave Moss an
eight-year contract after a single audition—
her first big, life-changing contract. Paul
Cavaco was consulted as to whether she
should sign. “I said, “Well, I think she’s gor-
geous, but she’s really little, I have a feeling
that she may not work a lot.” So I complete-
ly called it wrong. 1 just loved this child.
When she came to my office, | would mea-
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sure her to see if she’d gotten any taller.”

“She was way shorter than the other
models,” says Baron, “with short legs that
curved a little bit, teeth not straight and per-
fect, but with amazing charm.” Moss is five
feet seven. After the first Klein campaign—
raunchy jeans ads shot with Mark Wahl-
berg—“waif™ became the epithet for Moss’s
look. It was an image Americans weren’t
used to, and it caused a storm of protest.

“I had a nervous breakdown when [ was
17 or 18, when 1 had to go and work with
Marky Mark and Herb Ritts,” recalls Moss,
who regretted doing the pictures, “It didn’t
feel like me at all. I felt really bad about strad-
dling this buff guy. 1 didn’t like it. T couldn’t
et out of bed for two weeks. I thought T was
going to die. [ went to the doctor, and he said,
Tl give you some Valium,” and Francesca
Sorrenti, thank God, said, “You're not taking
that.” Tt was just anxiety. Nobody takes care
of you mentally. There’s a massive pressure
to do what you have to do. I was really little,
and 1 was going to work with Steven Meisel.
It was just really weird—a stretch limo com-
ing to pick you up from work. I didn't like it.
But it was work, and I had to do it.”

“Did they think you wanted a stretch
limo?,” I ask.

“No.” says Moss. “They were just show-
ing off.”

From This Little Kid to This Creature

oon she was shooting with

Corinne Day again, this time

for British Vogue—pictures that

launched endless columns of

vilification. It was a lingerie

shoot, styled by Cathy Kaster-
ine, who had worked for Fogue. Kasterine
recalls, “We thought, Let’s do something
showing how we all wear our underwear
when we’re hanging around the bedroom.
You find an old T-shirt, you have a pair of
tights, you put your tights over the top. In
the context of fashion at the time, and cer-
tainly Vogue, it was unheard of. For a beauti-
ful young girl like Kate to appear in such a
raw way was: Who is this thin girl? She has
no boobs: she has no hips. | think that was
the cherry on the cake of people’s reaction
against grunge as a movement.”

“The pictures are hideous and tragic,”
Marcelle D’Argy Smith, a former editor of
Cosmopolitan in the UK., said at the time.
“I believe they can only appeal to the pedo-
phile market. If T had a daughter who looked
like that, I would take her to see a doctor.”
[ show the article to Hannah Lack, deputy
editor of Jefferson Hack’s Dazed & Confissed
magazine, who was 13 when they were shot.
“It is so weird reading this stuff,” she says. *1
remember loving that shoot so much. Final-
ly, something normal that T could relate to!™
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“It was very Corinne,” says Moss.
“Cheap turquoise—they probably weren't
cheap, but, you know, triangle-shaped
knickers, nothing push-up, the kind of un-
derwear that we would wear. But under-
wear in a girl’s bedroom and just hanging
out, instead of being sexy, was shocking. If
it had been a girl with bigger breasts than
mine, and what they'd expect to be a linge-
rie model, then it wouldn’t have been shock-
ing at all. Because it was shot on a teenage
girl, they said it was outrageous, pedophilia.
Ridiculous. I must have been 19. I'm stand-
ing in my underwear. Really controversial.”

Alexandra Shulman, the longtime edi-
tor of British Vogue, says, “Everything was
hung on this shoot, and on Kate: anorex-
ia, porn, pedophilia, drugs—the evil quar-
tet. One or two maintain that these are
still the most interesting pictures we pub-
lished. I knew they were unconventional,
but I never knew there would be this fuss.
1 would have published them anyway. 1
thought they looked beautiful”

Moss was tagged with “heroin chic” as
well as anorexia. “1 had never even taken
heroin—it was nothing to do with me at
all,” she says. “I think Corinne—she wasn't
on heroin but always loved that Lou Reed
song, that whole glamorizing the squat,
white-and-black and sparse and thin, and
girls with dark eyes. She loved that look.
1 was thin, but that’s because 1 was doing
shows, working really hard. At that time,
1 was staying at a B and B in Milan, and
you'd get home from work and there was
no food. You'd get to work in the morning,
there was no food. Nobody took you out for
Tlunch when I started. Carla Bruni took me
out for lunch once. She was really nice. Oth-
erwise, you don’t get fed. But I was never
anorexic, They knew it wasn’t true—other-
wise 1 wouldn’t be able to work.” The noise
from that shoot has never died down. It
furnishes the basic “churnalism™recycled
disapproval, set-in-stone narrative—of the
Kate Moss dossier. Churnalism kept alive
partly by Moss’s silence.

fter she split up with Sor-

renti, at the end of 1992,

she did get looked after,

by fellow supermodels

Naomi Campbell and

Christy Turlington. “1
was taken under their wing. They’re like,
“You're with us now.” So much fun! Sleep
in the Ritz between Christy and Naomi’s
rogm.”

“She did feel kind of lonely,” says Tur-
lington. “She was working so much and so
Jhiard and being thrown around the globe in
the way that happens to younger models,
before they've learned to say no. I remem-

ber she was wearing her little sneakers and
her jeans, and had this little suitcase, and
she was very much like, ‘O.K., where am
I going tonight? Who am I staying with?’
We were going to go to Dublin to a wed-
ding, and Naomi just grabbed Kate and
said, ‘Come with us!” Naomi would travel
with suitcases and suitcases. Kate would
have this tiny little bag, with all of these
possibilities. She’'d have her Galliano Union
Jack jacket—that’s what she wore to this
wedding. She’'d whip that out. and then sud-
denly Kate was this other person. She went
from this little kid to being this creature.
Not that long after the weekend in Dublin,
within that next year, she met Johnny.”

In New York, in the 90s, Kate Moss
and Johnny Depp lived in a building on
Waverly Place, where Carolyn Bessette,
John Kennedy Jr.’s then girlfriend, lived
downstairs, A tribal arca was staked out
by James Brown, Jen Ramey, the casting
director Jess Hallett, and Lucie de la Fa-
laise, the wife of Marlon Richards, who
is the son of Keith Richards and Anita
Pallenberg. They all lived nearby, except
Hallett, who would fly in from London for
frequent visits, Moss seemed to bind to-
gether her proxy family, giving them nick-
names and honorary titles—“Jessie Girl,”
“Jimmy B.,” and so on. Lucie’s mother
was “Mum.” Moss tells me, “Me and Lu-
cie are like sisters, and me and Marlon are
like brother and sister, When 1 met Mar-
lon, we had this weird thing, because he
was so uncomfortable in his skin, and so
was I, kind of. We were very uncomfort-
able. And we came from completely difer-
ent backgrounds. His was, like, opposite.
My mum and dad stayed in and drank a
bit of sherry, and Ais mum and dad, well,
obviously ... We bonded immediately.”
Keith became Uncle Keith. (Keith’s avun-
cular testimonial for this article was sim-
ply: “For a bad girl, she’s always been very
well behaved.”)

And then Moss and Depp parted abrupt-
ly, which her friends say affected Moss very
badly for a long time. She won't talk about
her exes, saying only this about Depp when
we discuss her carly
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life: “There’s nobody @v fcom
that’s ever really been SEE MORE RARE
able to take care of PHOTOGRAPHS
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me. Johnny did for
a bit. I believed what
he said. Like if T said,
“What do I do? he'd tell me. And that’s
what I missed when 1 left. I really lost that
gauge of somebody I could trust. Night-
mare. Years and years of crying. Oh, the
tears!” It was from Depp, however, so her
friends say, that she picked up much lasting
advice about how to protect her privacy.
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The Kate Factor
0ss’s genius in putting
together her looks with
casual brilliance, as if
by luck, and never re-
peating them has given
her huge power in the

industry. She tells me she never goes out de-
liberately to find a new style or a new look.
But Bella Freud, working inside a big retailer
as a design consultant, describes the walls
and mood boards pinned with pages torn
out of Grazia magazine of daily sightings of
Moss: “Whole clothes lines have been made
out of one look she put on one morning.” Re-
sponding to that, Moss says, “I know. That’s
why I just wear black jeans now. Or gray. If
you do a different look every day, they're go-
ing to be waiting for the next look, and then
it’s a paparazzi shot. Whereas if you just wear
the same thing, then they get bored and leave
you alone.”

“Her style is—it’s indescribable,” says
John Galliano, “and you can’t work it out.
I'mean, it’s a huge influence on people. I've
been to meetings with businessmen sitting
around a table with their computers and cal-
culators working out a product, and at the
end I'll say, ‘T don’t know if Kate would wear
that” And they all listen. It’s the Kate factor.
And that bag will make it into the collection
or not.”

Moss won't abuse her power, she says, “I
would never take over or be bossy. Like Lila
is. I would say if it isn’t working, but I'd never
take control. I don't think that’s the role of a
model. My part is to make it believable.”

In the flat on Brewer Street, in London’s
Soho, where James Brown and Corinne Day
lived, Jess Hallett remembers, “they had this
huge wardrobe of charity-shop finds, and
Kate and that gang would just pull things
out of it and style themselves. An early pa-
parazzi shot of Kate is in a see-through dress
that came from that wardrobe.” Scissors
were, and are, much used for improvement,
according to Moss: “I cut up loads, I always
want everything shorter, shorter, shorter. Lila

.had to stop me the other day, cutting a dress
up. ‘Mummy, don’t cut it. It looks really nice
like that T got Fifi [her personal assistant] to
cut a £40,000 coat once. Because it was mid-
calf. T can’t do midcalf. I've got bowlegs, so if
I do a midealf look, I look bandy. I mean, 1
know my lengths.”

“I do think it’s very innate,” says Anna
Wintour; editor in chief of Fogue. “1 think
it’s an English sensibility, that you can throw
things together in a way that an American
girl can’t, for whatever reason—it's just not
the way they like to dress. There are a lot of
English girls out there that dress like that.
Look at the girls in the street—it’s the big-
gest runway in the contiNuED on PAGE 217
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ECAUSE his masterly portrait of Picasso—in three volumes, with one sill
fo come—brings to life the colossus at the center of 20th-century art.
BECAUSE, at 88 years of age, he continues work on the biography
while curating shows of Picasso’s art for the Gagosian Gallery that
are erudite, playful, and without the usual deathly museum pall. se-
CAUsE he always hastime for friends, including much younger friends—among them
a gang of young Guinnesses—and BecAUSE he was close fo Picasso, Francis Bacon,
and Lucian Freud. BECAUSE he has written for this magazine for 25 years and BE-
CAUSE, as a writer, he loves to prick the bubbles of pomp, pretense, and convention
that constantly arise in the art world. BEcAUSE he knows whers all the bodies are bur-
ied (and might, with a wicked twinkle in his eye, tell you, too). BECAUSE he is at home
in Paris, London, and New York. Because he is a delirious collector, with a connois-
seur’s taste for the bestin art, a crow's lust for glitter, @ pack rat's relish for stuffing,

and a wit's appreciation for the delicious inconsequence of kitsch. BECAUSE, by bril-
liantly arranging his collection of marvels, he has turned the grand enfilade of his

apartmentin New Yorkinto one of the city's great operatic stage sets. BecaUsE, affer
he was knighted by the Queen at Windsor this year, he chose to pore over old-
master drawings in her library rather than engage in chitchat. BecAUSE he likes being

called Sir John in a monarchy, but prefers just John in a democracy. BECAUSE he never

forgets a story, unlessit's dull. seCAUSE he does not submitio age. —MARK STEVENS
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Julian Fellowes
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CONTINUED Frou pace 177 develop John
Fowles's novel Daniel Martin into a movie for
Anthony Hopkins to star in. In discussing
her travails with Fellowes, she discovered,
she said, that “Julian was smarter than any
of the writers I was working with,” posses-
sing both “a depth of knowledge about the
book and an ability to regurgitate aspects of
the book in a commercial way.”

The Daniel Martin project never came to
pass, but it left Maisel with an instinct about
Fellowes's latent screenwriting abilitics. She
talked him up to her friend Bob Balaban, the
actor and occasional director-producer, when
they were working on an adaptation of The
Eustace Diarmonds, one of Anthony Trollope’s
Victorian-era society novels. That project,
too, languished, but, said Balaban, “Julian
took a rather inert draft of the novel that
someone else had done, and the thing that he
handed back to us leapt off the page. [ never
forgot him.”

t the turn of the millennium, Balaban

persuaded Robert Altman to collaborate
with him on a film that, in theory, sounded
more Merchant Ivory—friendly than a fit for
the director of Nashville and MeCebe & Mis.
Miller: an Agatha Christie—type mystery in
which a bunch of rich people gather at an
English country estate circa 1930 and some-
one is murdered. Altman liked the idea of
subverting the conventions of a clapped-out
old genre, but neither he nor Balaban knew
much about country houses, shooting partics,
and the like. “So I got Julian in a room with
Robert,” Balaban said, “and Julian starts talk-
ing, and he knows everything that happens in
a British house of that kind. Both Bob and
I were floored.” On the wrong side of 50, at
least in indusiry terms, Fellowes had won his
first screenwriting job, with one of the best di-
rectors in the history of the medium.

“I'am that rare person who owes everything
to one guy, and that guy is Bob Altman,” Fel-
lowes said. “He fought the studio to keep me
on, and he never once said, “This is my 18th
film and I'm a worldfamous director. Who the
Sam Hill are you?” It was just two overweight
men talking and occasionally arguing.”

That the toking, anarchy-fostering maver-
ick auteur worked so harmoniously and [ruit-
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fully with the necktied monarchist is a testa-
ment to the character of both men. “T don't
fall into the trap of thinking that people who
disagree with me politically are bad people,
and neither did he,” Fellowes said. “And
where | was very, very lucky was that, because
Bob was such a respected director, and he had
never directed a British film, and he was in his
70s, the actors here knew that, if they wanted
to be in an Altman film, this was probably it.
So L as a first-time-out, was having every part
I'd written plaved by one of the best actors in
Britain"—the players included not only Dame
Maggie but Michael Gambon, Helen Mirren,
Derek Jacobi, Kristen Seott Thomas, Clive
Owen, Emily Watson, Jeremy Northam, Kelly
Macdonald, and Stephen Fry.

Altman’s outlook lent Gosford Park a hard-
ness that Downton doesn’t have—"a reckless,
almost contemporary feel.” as Balaban put
it—and Fellowes said that if he had to do it all
over again he would make the film’s lord-of-
the-manor character, a loathsome letch played
by Gambon, more sympathetic, just the slight-
est bit more Lord Grantham—ish. Not that he
has any complaints about any aspect of the
Gosford experience, which culminated in his
taking home the film’s only Academy Award,

In fact, said Gareth Neame, the manag-
ing director of Carnival Filims and one of
Downton's executive producers, “Julian was
very, very wary of returning to the territory
of Gasford Park when T first approached him,
because it had been such a turning point.” In
broad terms, the original idea for Downton
Abbey was Neame’s: to do a late-Edwardian-
period serial drama because, he said, “the
setting of a country house is a very good pre-
cinet to build a TV show around, like a hospi-
tal or a workplace.” Just a few weeks after he
persuaded Fellowes to at least give the idea a
whirl, Fellowes came back with the first sea-
son more or less entirely mapped out.

Tea in the Library

To go “abovestairs” at Downton Abbey,
one takes a 50-minute train ride west
of London to the county of Hampshire, fol-
lowed by a 10-minute cab ride to Highclere
Castle, the fictional great house’s vast, im-
posing stand-in. Highelere was designed in
the 1830s by Sir Charles Barry, the architect
also responsible for the Houses ol Parliament,
with which it shares a sand-colored stone
exterior and pointy Gothic Revival turrets.
Smce the 1740s, a home on this property has
been the family seat of the Earl of Carnar-
von, The fifth earl, an Egyptology enthusiast
named George Herbert, is famous for having
underwritten and accompanied the archae-
ologist Howard Carter when the latter dis-
covered the tomb of Tutankhamen, in 1922.
The current Earl of Carnarvon, 56-year-old
Geordie Herbert, is the eighth.

His wife, the Countess of Carnarvon,
known to intimates as Fiona, met me for

tea in the library, which stands in for Lord
Grantham’s library and appears exactly as
it does on television. (Said Fellowes, “To re-
produce the library at Highclere out of hired
props, we'd spend the budget for an entire se-
ries on one room.”) Lady Carnarvon, friendly
and unpretentious, was dressed in a long gray
cardigan, traflic-cone-orange jeans, and her
13-year-old son’s bright-blue sneakers. She and
the ear] are good friends with the Kitchener-
Felloweses and have frequently had them over
as houseguests. As far back as the Gosford
Park days, she sensed Fellowes scanning and
ogling the house, scrutinizing it for both its
narrative and filmic possibilities. “We lost out
on Gosford,” Lady Carnarvon said, “but in
some ways Downron, as a series. is stronger for
us in terms of long-term marketing,”

This is the' reality of maintaining an En-
glish manor house in the 21st century: having
a solid long-term marketing strategy. Fellowes
noted that even if, as the viewers wish, Mary
and Matthew were to tie the knot and keep
Downton Abbey in Crawley hands it would
be on their watch, or perhaps their children’s,
that the family would succumb to the inevita-
ble and start renting the place out as “a venue
for marriages.”

Highelere is indeed available for weddings;
white reception tents were being erected in the
rainy fields at the very time I paid my visit. It is
also, during the summer months, open to visi-
tors from Sunday to Thursday—a boon to
the many Anglophilic Downron pilgrims from
overseas. for whom seeing the place where
Mary pushes Matthew in a wheelchair is akin
to viewing Elvis’s grave at Graceland. Lady
Carnarvon is cheerfully pragmatic about all
this. She actively campaigned for Carnival
and ITV, the commercial channel on which
Downton airs in Britain, to use Highclere in
the show. “Julian wrote it for here, because
he knows the house,” she said. “He has expe-
rienced the normal weekend party here. He
knows how the rooms work, how the doors
work—because, in a sense, the main action is
walking through doors.”

The Downton boost has assured the Car-
narvons that they can continue to finance
the upkeep and improvement of Highclere,
much of which had fallen into disrepair
under previous earls. It isn’t so much the
TV money that helps—*The income from a
day’s shooting probably won't even pay for
my cappuccino,” Lady Carnarvon said-—as
the platform the show provides for tourism
and ancillary projects. Lady Carnarvon has
already published one well-received book
about the castle’s Edwardian years, Lad)y
Almina and the Real Downfon Abbey, and is at
work on another historical book, a Highelere
cookbook (albeit, disappointingly. not The
Mrs. Patmore Cookbook), and a product line
of Highclere bath soaps and household gifts.
Lady Violet’s plumed head would no doubt
wobble on its base in disapproval, but, these
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days, a home can no longer be just a home.
When the doorbell made its brrring-brving
sound, indicating that my cab had arrived and
it was time for me to leave Highclere, it was not
a latter-day Carson but Lady Carnarvon her-
self who hopped to her feet, opened the front
door to greet the driver, and, in the very spot
on the pebbled drive where the footmen stand
at attention on television, bade me good-bye.

Reality Television

P eople with houses and titles, Fellowes
maintains, are dutiful, constructive
members of society. “They accept that, if
they are to have this position, they have to
justify it,” he said. “Not by inventing the
wheel but by taking on responsibility and
doing their stuff. Popular fiction needs these
people to be horrible rats, living in their cas-
tles. But the reality of it is that most of the
ones I've ever come across—the nice ones
and the not-so-nice ones—all feel that they
have to do their stuff as a sort of expression
of who they are.”

Truth, in Fellowes’s view, is nicer than fic-
tion. “My own belief,” he said, “is that most
people are trying to do their best. It doesn't

mean they have no nasty side, or that they
don’t have a bad temper, or that they have
never done anything they feel ashamed of.
But fiction operates on people waking up
trying to be horrible, and I don’t think most
people are trying to be horrible.”

Deovnton Abbey is, effectively, this belief
put into practice. In the new season, even the
show’s most villainous character, Thomas,
played by Rob James-Collier through corpse-
cold eyes and bluish curls of cigarette smoke,
shows a softer side. “For me, the fact that
Thomas is gay makes him slightly sympathet-
ic,” Fellowes said, “because being gay in that
period was a crime. His nastiness is his way
of revenging himself on a world that has dealt
with him unjustly.”

Without getting into specifics, Fellowes ex-
plained that “Thomas has a different shake in
the third series a bit,” and that his homosexu-
ality, which didn’t figure much into Season
Two, has something to do with it.

The new season of Downton Abbey, its cre-
ator said, “has resonance with today, in that it's
about fallout: society trying to see if it can still
walk after its leg was broken.” The 20s have
arrived, but they do not yet roar; as Fellowes

said with characteristic authority and preci-
sion, “The year of the Charleston was "26.”

How much longer the program itself will
continue is unresolved. One thing Fellowes is
certain of is that he doesn’t want the plot to
carry over into World War I1. which he feels
is well-trod territory. Gosford Park was very
carefully set in November 1932, he said, “be-
cause Bob Altman didn’t want Christmas and
neither of us wanted the Nazis.”

There will definitely be a fourth season and
probably a fifth, but milking a show for all it's
worth is not the intention. “What we don’t
want,” Fellowes said, “is to go too far ahead
and have the actors doing wobbly-stick acting
with talcum powder in their hair” It wouldn't
be, he might have observed, the done thing. O
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Kate Moss
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go to London. She captures that.”

It was Britishness, perhaps, that inspired
Moss to throw together her look for her visit
to the notorious KitKatClub, in Berlin. “I'd
never been to Berlin before,” she says, “and

- Eloved Cabaret. 1 just took black and leather,

Giloves, shorts, tights, jacket, caps—I went
full-on Berlin. Cabaret-esque. T was doing
a shoot for Bazaar, And after the first day, I
said, ‘T'm going to the KitKatClub.' Nobody
would come with me. And I was “I'm not leav-
ing Berlin without going to the KitKatClub!’
So my driver said, Tl come with you.” And he
was amazing. [ went with him on my own. We
got to the door, and there was a big man with
a big mustache, and he said, “You can't come
in dressed like this.” And 1 was like, “What
do you mean?” He said, “It’s S&M night. You
can’t come in.’ So I was like, ‘Right.” | took my
top off, got the belt from my leather skirt and
put it round my tits, and my driver took his
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pants off. T was like, “You are the best driver
in the world” And we walked in, and it was
pretty hard-core. | got scared. Not scared—I
was just like, Maybe thisisnot. . .T went up to
this man and said. ‘1 like your T-shirt,” and he
looked at me funny, and 1 looked down, and
he was wanking. Men in plastic see-through
suits and stuff. I didn’t stay long after that
man was wanking. But the club was amaz-
ing—the Art Deco on the front of the building,
and there’s a big staircase that wraps around
the club. It’s all exactly how it was.”

hat is the explanation for Moss’s ex-

traordinary fame and survival in a
profession many people think shghtly ridicu-
lous? “The thing about Kate—and I think it’s
part of her longevity—she’s actually quite an
elusive girl,” says Wintour. “There's some-
thing quite hidden about her. And I think
that's why so many photographers and edi-
tors—and, later on in her career, artists—were
always drawn to her. Because it was hard to
say exactly what she was or who she was, and
they could put their own fantasies onto her.
At the same time there was always something
a little edgy about her. She was not in any way
corporate. She was a little bit dangerous, and
that made her exciting and interesting. She
can be a chameleon or a sex’homb—so many
different things. | can’t emphasize enough
what a truly great model she is.”

I ask the British artist Marc Quinn, whose
solid-gold sculpture of Moss sat for a while
in the British Museum, whether he had di-
vined the secret of Moss’s unflagging fascina-

tion after his long contemplation of her form.
“Her image is elusive, and you can never fix
it,” he replies. “Even if you make it in solid
gold, another image will appear. If you think
you've taken the definitive photograph, you
never have, It’s a special quality, which means
she continues to carry on and gets more and
more mythical. It's the mystery of the Sphinx.”

“She’s not a model.” says Fabien Baron,
“someone who's just going to model the
clothes. She can design clothes. She has an
opinion about things. She understands im-
agery, understands pictures. She’s one of the
few people that can turn being a model into a
very creative job. She has a talent. She exists
today not only because she’s beautiful, but be-
cause her personality is on her face and in her
movements. It’s her mind that comes across,
not the body or the face. When you take the
picture, you get so excited!”

“It’s such a refined talent,” says Sam Me-
Knight. “It’s a silent-movie actress, and she’s
one of the best silent-movie actresses I've
come across.”

Nick Knight. the London photographer
who has perhaps taken more pictures of
Moss than anyone else, says, “There is an
engagement between her and the lens which
is very believable, which puts her in the com-
pany of the great actresses. But there’s always
the feeling with Kate, too, that you're in front
of someone you might have known at school,
a very odd sense of familiarity, and I'm guess-
ing it was the same with that lot of British
photographers that started with her—Glen
Luchford, David Sims, Craig McDean. It
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Kate Moss

wasn't a weird, exotic bird from another land.
This was someone who you felt at ease with.”

“When she’s being photographed, she has
this animality; there’s almost a tribal, voo-
doo thing between her and the camera,” says
shoe designer Christian Louboutin. “T saw it
when Mario Testino was photographing her.
She is always moving, and there is a moment
when she knows exactly when the picture has
to be taken, and she's there in the pose, even
if she’s floating.”

“I don’t even know what I'm doing,” says
Moss. “It’s an instinct. I mean, there’s a cer-
tain breakdown now, after all this time. I can
put on a dress, but still I don’t know. Nobody
tells you what to do. So I have to feel, without
any words, what they want and where the light
is, and what the makeup’s doing, and how I'm
going to make it work. It is a puzzle all the
time, I think. That’s what’s good about it.”

While she’s doing that, says Paul Cavaco,
she is exercising “‘a special thing that separates
her. She has this quality of letting you in.
When you look at her, you feel like you know
her and she knows you. Just from a photo-
graph. You think, I have a relationship with
this person. People, when they see her, scream,
‘Kate! Kate!"”

Getting “Mossed”

here are other clear reasons for Moss’s
survival. Her silence is certainly one. As
Louboutin says, “She’s been smart in not
boringly explaining herself for things not con-
nected with her work. Very few do that. She
carries some of the mystery in her face. The
super-painful stuff has never been explained.
There’s something quite aristocratic about
her—every single public, weird story she went
through, she never explained, she never com-
plained. She’s a huge example of freedom.”
She has also avoided the trap of branching
out into areas where she might do less well.
Her collaboration with Philip Green to work
for Topshop, the clothing chain, was an ex-
ception, and a shrewd business move. Moss,
Green confirmed to me, approached him
first with the project. Music is the only real
temptation for her; most of her partners, cur-
rent and ex, can play, and she’s done vocals
with Primal Scream and videos with such art-
ists as Jack White and, most recently, George
Michael, playing the Angel of Death in his
video of “White Light.” I saw her perform
one night before an audience at a charity
fund-raiser at the Café de Paris in London.
She sang “Summertime,” accompanied by
David Gilmour of Pink Floyd. It was not re-
corded, but it was a performance of convine-
ing brilliance, with more than a touch of Mar-
lene. However, the phrase “model turned. . .™
is not for her. she says.
“As world-famous as she is, she’s nice to ev-
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erybody, no matter who they are,” says Bobby
Gillespie. “She'll speak to somebody’s granny
at a wedding.” His point was borne out by my
many conversations about Moss. 1 don't re-
membet, as a journalist, writing about anyone
else as powerful and famous who was liked
without exception or condition by everyone |
spoke to, even if they were talking off the rec-
ord, or who was praised as much by those she
worked with. No one cven seems to hate her
because she’s beautiful or very rich. “She has
zero vanity,” says Lucie de la Falaise.

I witnessed some of the fabled Moss stam-
ina on my second day in France, The other
guests, clearly hungover after their late night,
were silent as we drove to the harbor for a
boat trip down the coast. Moss was chirpy,
lively, playing Family Fortunes, the board
game, with Lila. As we sailed past Cap Négre,
Moss and Lila danced together on the deck,
shooting their arms in the air and singing:

Hands up, baby, hands up!
Gimme your heart!

Gimme, gimme your heart!
Gimme, gimme all your love!

They clearly have a symbiotic relationship.
After Lila was born, Moss took her along on
trips, and when the child started school, Moss
limited her working trips away to three days.
Bella Freud says, “She’s completely intrigued
by Lila, always recounting stories about her
observations. Once, when | was there, she
spent the whole evening making this lovely
card for Lila, because she would be gone by
the time Lila woke up. People don’t see that
side of her. You don’t get her going on about
‘all the things I do with my kid."™

Amanda Harlech compares Moss to Daisy
in The Great Gatsby, “but without the heart-
lessness. It was ‘Oh, come on, let’s have fun.
Let’s just have fun.” And that’s not frivolous,
actually. To share happiness is the very noblest
thing human beings can aspire to.”

I have witnessed the late-night entertain-
ment, the steady buildup to some kind of
Moss performance, with some twirling and
moving about, disappearing and reappear-
ing with a change of look. It’s a floor show
of sorts that is being prepared. “T used to
do proper leaping, dancing, like Isadora
Duncan,” she says. “Like that game of don’t
touch the floor, leap, and if you can’t get from
that table to that table, you have to get some-
body to carry you, in a really theatrical way.”
The other familiar moment known to Moss’s
friends is when she starts talking to you close-
up and almost inaudibly, her eyes fixed on
yours, as if you're being asked to lip-read,
making you hang on to every word as you

ocus on the pointed, catlike incisors (with-
out which, according to Marc Quinn, she
wouldn’t be as big as she is now, since they
give an animal rawness to the perfect face).
What is actually happening, according to
James Brown, is that she gets so overexcited

about telling a story that she has to run it in
her head first. It’s a rehearsal.

Her friends know what it is like 10 be
“Mossed.” You get home at nine A.M., usual-
ly regretting you had to leave, When Christy
Turlington adopted Moss, she learned that
“it’s never a night where it’s just hanging out
at the hotel, watching TV, Everything can
become the most fun, exciting night of your
life.” Jess Hallett describes how she was per-
suaded by Moss to recuperate from illness at
the Ritz in Paris. “I came back two days later
with a black eye, broken finger, and I cant
even remember what else happened to me.
My husband was like, “What have you done
to my wife?” We'd stayed up all the first night,
and then she had to go to work. She said,
“You're not coming to work with me. You'll
give the game away. Because I was just so
droopy-eyed.”

“She got Mossed,” says Moss. “People that
don’'t know me get Mossed. It means, I was
gonna go home, but then I just got led astray.
In the best possible way, of course. I mean, it’s
always fun, and a good time.” Hallett coun-
ters, “It can be a nightmare il you're the only
one there. ‘Please can we go home? ‘No.””

Hallett describes a night in South Africa
when Moss managed the impossible feat of
getting Peter Gabriel to play and sing in her
hotel suite after a party. “Oh, yeah, in Africa.
That was insane,” says Moss. “That was a
really good one. It was this show for Nelson
Mandela, for the charity, and Richard Bran-
son and Peter Gabriel came in, and I had a
piano in my room, and [ went, ‘Please, please,
play that song!’ And he played ‘Don’t Give
Up.’ I was dying! Then we just drank loads
and loads of champagne.”

“I remember phoning downstairs,”
says Hallett, “and saying, ‘Can we have an
alarm call for seven AM,, please?” They said,
“That’s in five minutes, madam.” And we had
to wait for this jet, in this hangar in South
Affica, in this awful heat. We hadn’t been to
sleep. We were literally lying with our faces
on the concrete, trying to keep cool.”

Marc Jacobs also got Mossed, at Moss’s
wedding, to the rock musician Jamie Hince,
in 2011, “I was supposed to have left a lot
earlier than I did,” Jacobs says. He ended up
staying five days. “1 couldn’t even remember
the name of the hotel. You just don’t want
to leave when you're around Kate. You just
don’t want it to end.”

Wite and Mother

In 2002, when Moss was pregnant with her

child, by the magazine editor Jefferson
Hack, she sat for the painter Lucian Freud. It
came about, she says, because she did a ques-
tionnaire in i~ magazine. “Tt was like, Who
haven't you met that you'd really love to meet?
And 1 said Lucian Freud. And within two
days—I think Bella must have read it and told
Lucian—she said, ‘My dad wants to meet you.”
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And [ was ‘Oh, my God!” Bella said, ‘He just
wants to go for dinner with you. Don't be late.”
So I went to the house. She took me to the stu-
dio, and he started that night. Couldn’t say
no to Lucian. Very persuasive. And I phoned
Bella the next day and said, ‘How long is 1t go-
ing to take?” She said, ‘How big is the canvas?’
[ said, ‘It’s quite big.” She said, *Oh dear, could
take six months to a year.””

Freud demanded rigorous punctuality.
The sessions were from seven PM. to two AM.
three times a week, and toward the end, near
ta Lila’s birth, four times a week. Moss never
missed a session. Less well known than the
portrait that emerged is the fact that Freud
tattooed Moss on her haunch, the upper part
of her right buttock. Moss shows the tattoo
to me in a restaurant, in a small outside
smoking area at lunchtime—an extraordinary
existential moment.

“Yeah!” she says. “He told me about when
he was in the navy, when he was 19 or some-
thing, and he used to do all of the tattoos for
the sailors. And [ went, “Oh, my God, that’s
amazing.” And he went, ‘I can do you one.
What would you like?” T was like, ‘Really?
He said, “Would you like creatures of the ani-
mal kingdom?’ T said, ‘T like birds.” And he
said, ‘I've done birds. I've got it in my book.
And he pointed at a painting of a chicken up-
side down in a bucket. And 1 said, “No, I'm
not having that” And then he said, Maybe I
should just do you.” T thought, I'm not going
to have a girl on my... So we decided to do a
flock of birds. I mean, it’s an original Lucian
Freud. I wonder how much a collector would
pay for that? A few million? I'd skin-graft it.
I think we should talk to [the art dealer Wil-
liam] Acquavella.”

There’s a moving photograph of a very
pale, soon-to-die Freud lying in bed with
Maoss, his arm around her, taken by Freud’s
assistant, the artist David Dawson, in 2010.
“I went round with Jamie, and [ took all these
flowers, those little ones he loved, and we
went over, and he was in bed, and he pulled
back the covers and went, ‘T've been keeping
it warm for you’. And I went, Jamie’s here’
And he went, ‘Oh. 1 see.” He did like Jamie,
though. I love that picture in the bed. It was
Jamie’s suggestion that we take it. And 1 just
got under his arm. Jamie’s in the reflection,
sitting on the windowsill, Lucian was always
really kind. I adored him.”

he pattern for Moss, when she takes

public hits, is that after some bruising
rounds she emerges stronger, more popular,
more employable, and with more money.
It’s as if these brushes with danger are what
people expect of her, even like about her. In
2005 there was a harrowing pursuit by the
tabloids and police when a video was sold,
by someone close-up, apparently, showing
Moss taking drugs. The police concluded
that someone had deliberately tried to set
her up, and in the end there was no evi-
dence for a charge. But it took months out
of her life. It was widely known that Moss
took drugs, but as she admitted, disarm-
ingly and unchallengeably, “I don’t take any
more drugs than anybody else.” Label after
label dumped its contracts with her, and for
a while it looked as if the curtain might fall
on her career.

The fashion industry largely supported her.
Dennis Freedman continued to run cover
stories on her in ¥ So did French Fogue. She
got crucial support from Anna Wintour. And
then, predictably, most of the labels came
back. “I hired her at Calvin Klein right away
again, to celebrate.” says Fabien Baron. “She
did the right thing—went to rehab, cleaned
herself up. She had to. She had no choice.”
Moss won't talk about the incident except to
say of Wintour, “There are people who will
not let the side down, no matter what the
press says. One is Anna, She is proper. She
will fight for you even though she doesn’t
have to. She’s really taken care of me. If I
called her crying, she would always pick up.”

Moss met Jamie Hince in 2007, in what
sounds like random computer dating. It
turned out that, apart from being a very tal-
ented guitar player for the Kills, his band with
singer Alison Mosshart, he had brains and a
surreptitious sense of humor, including a good
line of takeoffs and impersonations—just the
right armor for the storm he was about to en-
ter, He sits coolly and quietly in its eye.
“Jamie’s amazing,” says Moss. “Basically,
he turned up. [ was at Lucie’s house in the
South of France, and we were Googling men.
And I went, ‘Ooh, I like the look of Aim." A
friend set us up. He turned up, and we spent,
like, the next four days together. And after
we finally woke up, [ said, *Do you want a
bacon sandwich?” And he just laughed at me.

I didn’t know he was a vegan. We'd been to-
gether four days. He wasn’t a vegan for much
longer. T did get him with the bacon sand-
wich.” I ask if they fell in love immediately.
“Yeah. He likes to do the same things that |
like to do, and he’s got the same sense of hu-
mor. He's really fun. And really grampy as
well. Men are grumpy, aren’t they?”

She takes me on a tour of the Georgian
brick house in Highgate where she and her
small family live and shows me the room
Samuel Taylor Coleridge occupied for the
last few years of his life and the garden below,
where, toward the end, he would stroll with
Thomas Carlyle. The house belonged to a
doctor who was treating Coleridge for lauda-
num addiction. “So 've moved into a rehab,”
says Moss, laughing.

George Michael, her neighbor down the
road, says, “I think she lives her life as she
wants to live her life. And [ think that ap-
peals to a lot of people, the idea that she has
the opportunity to have fun with her life and
she does it.”

Did those 25 years feel like a long time?
Does she feel like a rest? “It doesn’t seem
like that long to me,” she says. “It doesn't
feel like, Oh, my God, ['ve been doing it that
long. I don’t really feel old—that’s for sure.
There are a lot of girls around that are really
cool, Alice Dellal and Lara [Stone], Geor-
gia May—she’s so cute. There's all the cool
girls, and I know who the cool girls are. So 1
definitely know what’s going on, even though
I’'m probably a lot older.” Why wouldn’t
she know what was going on?, [ ask. “T don’t
know,” she says. “T don’t really go to clubs
anymore. I'm actually quite settled. Living in
Highgate with my dog and my husband and
my daughter! I'm not a hell-raiser. But don’t
burst the bubble, Behind closed doors, for
sure I'm a hell-raiser.” O
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