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In Your Eyes

. It's that time of year again, ‘Oh yes it is.’ .
Throw caution to the winds and come along

" and be part of the long-held tradition of the
soho New Year Pantomime. All levels of

ted and
and d t scenery and
make-up.
Join us,
and you will become one of the
$.T.A.R.S.

First meeting will be
in early October.

Phone 020 7734 1712

Masthead: Purple
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A Fruitful Festival

The Soho Festival on 10 July was a
great success, with more than 600
visitors through the gates, despite
how quiet it was in central London
generally that day. We are indebted
to Nina Tempia who ran the Festival
for us with the minimum of fuss but
maximum dedication. She is ably
supported by a stalwart sub-
committee who are too numerous to
mention but are easily recognised at
the end of each event by a blank but
happy look of exhaustion. Our
sincerest thanks go to Nina and all
our Festival supporters. Once again
the lower key format meant our out-
goings - and thus our financial risk
- were kept as low as possible, and
we succeeded in raising almost
enough to cover our office rent for
St Anne’s Tower.

Sun, hats and chess at the Festival...

Children were catered for by the
Human Fruit Machine, who enter-
tained them well with all kinds of
puppetry, and there were chess
lessons for the older ones. Their
parents took advantage of tea and
cakes, beers and the barbecue, as
well as the shopping opportunities.
This year there were some fantastic
bargains to be struck on the vintage
clothing stall, with some of the
biggest names in designer wear on
the labels - including  Chanel,
Givenchy and Cacharel.

And yes, it was another lovely day
in Soho. In 33 years, it has still
never rained on a Soho Festival yet!

PHILLIPA SUAREZ
Chair, The Soho Society

Photo by Kell Gatherer
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Soho Time Bank

The real wealth of any society is its
people. Every individual has
something of value to contribute to
the well-being of their local
community, be it their experience,
their practical support, their
empathy, their contacts, their skills
or their time. Belonging to a
mutually supportive and secure
social network brings more
meaning to our lives and new
opportunities to build or
sometimes rebuild our trust in one
another.

Time Banks support neighbour-
hood renewal with an emphasis on
well-being including health
improvement, life-long learning,
conventional volunteering, care for
the environment and all other
forms of community enterprise.
Time Banks offer mutual friend-
ships and support as well as
strengthening communities.

The Soho Caring Agencies Forum
was set up in 2001 and with the
benefit of Neighbourhood Renewal
Funding has employed a part-time
worker and provided small grants
of a total value of £30k to 16
different organisations. Following
on from the success of the Soho

-
100 CLUB
‘lazz at the 100’
100 Oxford Street

Mon - Sun

020 7636 0933

Directory, we are now setting up a
Soho Time Bank.

The aims and objectives of the
Soho Time Bank are to:

® Bring people together in a spirit of
equality

® Value and record contributions to
community life

® Build an individual’s confidence
and skills

® Build community networks and
knowledge

® Get things done that wouldn’t get
done otherwise (by funding in time
credits)

® Encourage community
participation

Time Banks are a barter scheme
encouraging people to make
deposits and withdrawals of their
time. Most importantly, every-
one’s time is worth the same - one
hour contributed entitles the
participant to an hour of someone
else’s time. We are also promot-
ing the Time Bank with local
businesses. A volunteer from a
local business can account for
their time as a donation to the
work in the community and the

HUTINING
AR IATION

Soho Housing

Association works to
provide well managed
affordable housing to
enhance and sustain
the diverse

communities in the
heart of London.

u/ww.sohoha.org.uk

SOHO CLARION

business can
contribution.

record their

The range of activities could
include cake decorating, garden-
ing, giving lifts, sports coaching,
web design, language tuition,
music lessons, moving furniture,
befriending, and many more
activities that enable individuals to
exchange skills. Everyone has a
skill to offer, so please contact Kate
to join the Soho Time Bank -
katesohocaf@vahoo.co.uk
or 7299 0785.

CHRIS BEST

Co-Chair of the Soho Caring Agencies Forum and Chief
Executive of the Scho Housing Association.

MAISON
BERTAUX

28 GREEK. STREET
SHAFTESBURY
AVENUE
LONDON W1

Salon de The

0207437 8007

Newframes

25 Beak Street
London
WA1F 9RT

T 020 7437 8881
F 020 7437 8163
www.newframes.co.uk

Craftsmen Created Bespoke
an i Contract Framing
Contract Framing—no minimum

Large selection of Mouldings
and & wept Frames in stock

(anvas Stretching

Object Framing J
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Liam Carson: may 23, 1954 - July 6, 2005

One of London's greatest professional
hosts, he was a benign manager of the
Groucho Club in its hedonistic heyday.

THE Groucho Club was established in 1985
by a group of publishers and literary agents,
the majority of them women. They wished to
create a place which they would themselves
find congenial. A place which might
occupy the gulf between the grim, pompous,
buttoned-up ‘gentlemen’s’ clubs of St
James’s and the squalid old Soho drinking
clubs such as the Colony and Gerry’s where
alcoholism was de rigueur and world-
famous painters and actors peed on their
shoes and addressed each other by
pudendal sobriquets. The best-laid plans...

The model for this venture was the
Zanzibar, on the Holborn fringe of Covent
Garden, which in its short life in the late 70s
and early 80s had attracted — had perhaps
even created — a clientele which belonged
to a recognisable if yet undefined caste.
Publishers don't actually run clubs. ~ So the
entrepreneurs behind the Zanzibar — Tony
Mackintosh, the architect Tchaik Chassay
and the wine merchant John Armit — were
sought out to bring some professionalism to
the Groucho. They brought in as the
general manager Liam Carson.

This was an inspired choice. For the
next decade Carson, more than anyone
else, more certainly than the actors and
writers habitually associated with it, set the
tone of the Groucho. Rather, he set the
nocturnal tone of the place. In his early 30s
he retained the looks of an unusually
dissipated cherub and carried with him a
faint but distinct whiff of danger — and the
inchoate prescience of future self-
destruction. He was, unmistakably, a
deep-diver, a hedonist who led by example
yet who knew well the price of libertinism.
It is hardly surprising that Carson should

have served a rackety apprenticeship
with another lapsed Irish Catholic, Peter
Langan, whom he rather perversely
regarded as a sort of exemplar.
Carson, born in Coventry in 1954, had
drifted into the world of bars and
restaurants by chance. After dropping out of
Bristol University, working as a hospital
porter in that city and abandoning
accountancy articles, he found himself shar-
ing a London flat with a group that included
Chris Corbin, the future proprietor of Le
Caprice, the Ivy and the Wolseley. Corbin
got him a job as a washer-up at the Blitz
Club. Such was the turnover of staff that he
became manager within a few weeks. He
then went to work with Corbin at Langan's
Brasserie which was in 1977 the hottest
restaurant in London. The kitchen might
have been baleful but that was no more a
drawback to its success then than it is today.
The point of the place was that it was a
circus of misbehaviour.  The manager
Andrew Leman was the ringmaster while
the owner was an antic and not invariably
benevolent clown. Langan’s champagne-
fuelled feats became the stuff of urban
legend. Carson learnt quickly. Perhaps too
quickly, for no sooner had he been
appointed assistant manager than he and
Leman were dismissed by the chef Richard
Shepherd. But Carson was now hooked on a
life of late nights, perpetual parties,
intoxicants. He went to work for the
extrovert American restaurateur Bob Payton,
opened a couple of theme outfits for him
and then moved on to Richard Branson’s
Roof Gardens with its clientele of Middle
Eastern wideboys and their escorts.
He had so far worked in establishments
that were gastronomically indifferent. This
rankled: Carson was both gourmet and
gourmand. The Groucho was, in this regard,
a challenge. And while he was seldom able
in either of its restaurants to achieve a con-
sistency that satisfied him he proved himself
an astute judge of chefs, organised countless
one-off lunches and dinners, and pursued a
complementary career as a culinary
contributor to Robert Elms’s BBC London
radio show and as a food writer for GQ.
During the day the Groucho was akin
to a trade fair. Dull journalists and dull
‘creatives’ pitched derivative articles
and formats to dull editors and dull

producers. These long days were alleviated
only by such drunken miscreants
as the (by then also literally) legless, wheel-
chaired Jeff Bernard and Daniel Farson
who, despite his friendship with Carson, had
his membership cancelled when one of his
rent boys ransacked the guests’ rooms.
When Farson was readmitted he peed
against the bar, perhaps believing
himself to be in the  Colony. Carson
argued on his behalf that this was not
unreasonable given that he would probably
have fallen and injured himself on the way
to the toilet. But he was again banned at
the behest of members whom Carson
regarded as over-squeamish killjoys.

At night things were different. Under Car-
son’s benign, louche, amused eye it became
— famously, notoriously — a zone of toler-
ance, and a better party than Langan’s ever
was. By the mid-90s attendance to the milieu
which he  himself had largely devised was

taking its toll. His wife Gabby insisted .

he should quit. They moved to  Moustiers-
Sainte Marie in the arriére-pays of Nice near
the Verdon gorges, where he attempted to
write a sitcom. But occasional journalism
and hanging out with slumming writers are
no preparations for composition itself — and
whatever other aptitudes the indefatigably
gregarious Carson possessed disciplined
solitude was not among them.

On his return to England he embarked
again on a peripatetic career in restauration.
He was one of the group that, with Damien
Hirst, set up Pharmacy, a venture which he
realised from early on was liable to prove ill
starred because it was too founded in
fashionability and gimmickry: his
restaurative instincts were thoughtfully
conservative. Plans to open a pub serving
simple food in rural Norfolk came to noth-
ing. Later he worked at Levant in
Marylebone and at a short-lived enterprise
overlooking Leicester Square. But he never

recaptured the exhausting joie de vivre that < M

he had enjoyed and suffered during the
decade was he was the greatest of London’s
professional hosts and one to rank alongside
Muriel Belcher, Rosa Lewis and Peter
Langan.

He is survived by his wife and their
daughter.
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