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Preface 

The Magical And Mythical Paris Metro 
Why throw a 40th anniversary party and publish a commemorative book for a fortnightly 

magazine that published sixty-four issues in Paris between June 1976 and December 1978? 
Why even bother trying to top the first anniversary of The Paris Metro held in the Porte de 

Neuilly metro terminus on June 9, 1977? That celebrated champagne-and-balloons bash attracted 
almost 2,000 guests and was covered by The New York Times, the Associated Press and other French 
and international media. 

Fortunately no one needs a good excuse or media attention to get together in Paris. Scores of 
editors, journalists, art directors, photographers, advertising salespeople and others associated with 
the magazine gathered at La Tour d’Argent and other haunts in September 2016. And dozens of well-
seasoned writers submitted over fifty articles for The Paris Metro 40th Anniversary Issue: The Book 
About Paris Yesterday. 

Published roughly in chronological order, these anecdotes, memoirs, reflections and vignettes 
provide a glimpse of The Paris Metro’s then-magical presence and now-mythical stature. Numerous 
submissions, many by former Metro staff members and others by passionate readers from the 
magazine’s devoted and eclectic audience, capture and exemplify the verve, vitality and vocation that 
existed four decades ago. 

Although time can diminish or exaggerate the past, there seems to be agreement that there was 
something special and unique about The Paris Metro – and the creative people associated with it. 

Was it a provocative example of American new journalism in the staid French media? Did it 
provide a taste of spirited American entrepreneurial risk-taking in a conservative French business 
environment? Was it the ‘70s version of the ongoing American love affair with Paris? Why were many 
so intimately involved with the tabloid publication? 

This compilation provides some insight into the magazine’s allure and includes scores of 
illustrations and extracts plucked from past issues. It also shows why many of the talented people 
involved with the venture went on to enjoy and/or endure a variety of exciting, challenging and 
rewarding exploits. 

A round of merited applause and voluminous thanks go to the dozens of writers and 
photographers, from Australia and Thailand to Mexico and France, who graciously contributed to this 
publication, as well as the creative design team of Jenni and Aaron Patterson in Durango, Colorado. 
 Read all about it. 

Patsi Benter Krakoff and Joel Stratte-McClure, Editors 
Paris, September 2016 
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How on earth did The Paris Metro ever happen? 
I guess I should start my story with a magazine called New Times. When it was launched 

in New York late in 1973, I was among the original editors. It was there that I met a writer/editor 
named Harry Stein. 

On the face of it, Harry and I probably seemed pretty dissimilar. I was born in the 
Chicago suburbs and usually struck people as pretty reserved and somewhat self-contained. 
Harry, on the other hand, was classic New York Jewish, up to and including the frizzled hair and 
constant jokes. His father wrote Fiddler on the Roof and Harry, even though he couldn’t sing a 
note, was given to suddenly breaking into numbers from musicals I’d never heard of while 
simultaneously coming up with wildly creative story ideas. 

Not quite an odd couple, we became fast friends because we had some key things in 
common. We were both less self-serious than everyone else in the New Times office and were 
constantly trying to add a little fun (think dart boards and pool tables) to the mix. We both lived 
on Manhattan’s West Side, we were both infielders on the New Times softball team, we were 
both in love with actress Jean Seberg following her appearance in Jean-Luc Godard’s film 
Breathless, and, perhaps most importantly, we both had foreign girlfriends. 

Mine, Anne-Marie, was French and was always telling stories that, while no one quite 
understood what she was saying, made us laugh. Harry’s Lizzie was Swedish, a killer poker 
player who, cigarette dangling from her lips, regularly took everyone’s money. As a result, we 
spent a lot of time talking about our foreign girlfriends and the idea of living abroad, specifically 
in Paris where Harry spent a year in the early ‘70s. 

But what we mainly shared was the idea of creating our own magazine in Paris. We 
discussed it time and again over lunch in New York, even coming up with story ideas, like an 
interview with Jean Seberg or a piece about why the French like Jerry Lewis. We both loved 
the notion of being editorial expats in Paris, even if we had no idea how to get it done. 

I’d put enough cash aside by late 1975 to leave New Times and, along with Anne-Marie, 
plunged into the Paris scene. Once there, the idea of launching a city magazine became even 
more irresistible and I bided my time doing research in a city where I still thought that all the 
women were amazingly beautiful and wonderful cooks. 

Back then, the off-the-wall estimate of English-speaking people in Paris ranged widely 
from 50,000 to 300,000, not including the tourists. (It is still hard to get accurate numbers 
today but I found a 2012 Eurobarometer report claiming 39% of people living in Paris speak 
English.) In any case, I had no doubt there was a large potential audience for our new 
publication. 

When Harry came for a visit, we hashed it over again, and decided we HAD to give it a 
shot. After that, there was no stopping us. Business plan? Details? Numbers? Financing? Who 
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cared? We were fueled by visions of Jean Seberg and 
Jerry Lewis and could imagine our English-language 
paper being hawked on every corner, from the 
Champs-Élysées to Boulevard Saint-Michel, by 
lithesome young students. 

We pinched the magazine’s name from the 
Metro café across the place from my apartment, stole 
our masthead from the subway logo, and were 
underway. I made myself editor-in-chief — how cool 
was that! — while Harry was content with a 
contributing editor post. He had just started writing 
for Esquire and decided that, for now, he’d jump back 
and forth between New York and Paris. Then he 
enlisted Craig Unger, a half-crazy Harvard grad like 
myself looking for adventure, to come aboard as 
another top editor and help make our mad dream a 
reality. 

I still remember our first issues in the early days, when we provocatively illustrated that 
we were fearless, feisty and ready to cover any story. 

      Our first cover was New York Chic Takes Over In Les 
Halles, which I wrote to tell “the hole story” about urban 
development and chic boutiques. Because we were in the 
midst of a heat wave during the summer of 1976, our 
second cover was a classic service piece: Keeping Cool: 
The 10 Best Ice Cream Places In Paris. How did we choose 
and rank the ten winners? Well, we did eat a lot of ice 
cream for two weeks – but treating us nicely counted big 
(which was why the iconic Berthillon only made it to 
number four). 
      Other early covers included Sex In Paris (Harry’s 
brain child), An Interview With Henry Miller (a photo of the 
aged author playing ping-pong with a naked blonde 
caused a stir), Fashion in Paris: You Are What You Wear, 
The Herald Trib: How A Swashbuckling Newspaper Lost Its 
Swagger and Our Man In The Seine: Gets To The Bottom 
Of The Dirty River – And Comes Back Alive! (Joel Stratte-
McClure — an early partner, contributing editor and 

publisher-to-be — dared go where no mortal with any sense had ventured before).  
The stories and profiles we ran in the early days were equally provocative. Harry 

interviewed Jean Seberg, Fred Misurella met with “the American ambassador nobody knows,” 
and Georgina Oliver, our wonderful arts writer, talked with The Monumental Henry Moore (no 
relation). 

We created long-lasting columns and regular features from the get go, including Joel’s 
highly entertaining page on money and finance called On The Money (He wrote it with the 
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pseudonym Psmith to avoid getting fired from his 
day job at Business Week); Harry’s humor column 
Paris Was Last Week; Craig’s Paris en Bref with its 
special knack for knowing what was going on in 
Paris; and a column on politics by Pierre Salinger, 
once JFK’s press secretary, called P.S. We formed 
an exceptional staff to cover film, the arts, music, 
restaurants and Cheap Thrills, a selection of good 
buys, places and events. 
 Little wonder that, for so many readers, The 
Paris Metro was soon indispensable. 

Many unusual, wonderful, ridiculous stories and cover ideas came from people who just 
walked in off the street. And there was definitely no shortage of interesting (and weird) people 
(strange and weird, actually) who wandered into our ancient hôtel particulier at 31 rue des 
Francs-Bourgeois. 

There were a lot more covers, stories, columns, writers, art directors, dramas, scandals, 
lawsuits and ecstatic moments before we published our last issue in November 1978. And 
during that period I encountered as talented and dedicated a group as I’ve been privileged to 
work with during my forty years in journalism. 

As all wonderful things come to an end, so too did The Paris Metro. But, as Edith Piaf 
sang it so wonderfully: Non, Je Ne Regrette Rien! 
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attending Harvard University and the Columbia University Journalism School. He 
worked for Life magazine and New Times before launching The Paris Metro and, after 
working for Fortune and a number of other publications in the United States, ended his 
career with Australian Reader's Digest. He’s now retired in Sydney and having fun. 



Maturing Mastheads  
“I encountered as talented and dedicated a group as I’ve been privileged to work with 

during my forty years in journalism.”  — Thomas Moore 
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It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, as some other writer once said, also 
speaking of Paris. Looking back on the beginnings of The Paris Metro, I damn well know what 
he meant. What could possibly be better than being young and American and putting out the 
hippest publication in town? With every evening full of wine, women and song (if you count the 
caterwauling of Johnny Halliday). 

Why the worst? Because we blew it — in less than three years, watching what was 
widely considered to be a roaring success, maybe even the foundation of the media empire 
we had the gall to envision, turn into nothing more than a set of exotic memories. 

Indeed, from the perspective of today, almost every cliché about youth you can think of 
is applicable, from the one about its reckless self-certainty to the one about how it is wasted on 
the young. And, as I look back on the last four decades, the one that hits home hardest of all: 
how quickly it passes. 

But, for all that, it’s impossible to 
regret even a day of it. Leafing through 
bound volumes of The Metro, I recall not 
only the original and sometimes even 
daring journalism, but how it felt, however 
briefly, to be smack in the center of a 
culture so different from the one in which 
we’d grown up. 

The dream itself – starting a 
newspaper in Paris – was, let’s face it, a 
cliché, since it seemed to have been 
dreamt by pretty much every young 
journalist who’d ever spent a few days in 
the city. In our case, Tom Moore and I 
began discussing it in 1974 in New York, doing most of our conspiring in a handful of 
restaurants around Park Avenue and 33rd Street, where we worked as junior editors on a 
magazine called New Times. While ours were pretty good jobs, we both suspected there was 
more to life than this. I was twenty-five, Tom just a couple of years older. 

What was the appeal of Paris? Okay, stupid question. 
But we each also had more personal reasons. I’d actually lived in Paris several years 

earlier, right out of journalism school, freelancing, co-founding a news service called 
Continental Features Syndicate with Joel Stratte-McClure in 1972, watching a lot of movies and 
TV – supposedly to improve my French – and getting around enough on my moped to start 
believing I was in tune with the rhythms of the city. 
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Tom, for his part, was living on the Upper West Side with a very pretty French woman, 
and it was she who’d sparked his enthusiasm for getting over to Paris. 

Still, since no one ever seemed to follow through on the pipe dream, even now I’m really 
not sure I ever took our conversations seriously. But Tom was of sterner stuff. One morning he 
walked into the office and announced he was quitting. It seemed an article he’d co-written at 
his previous place of employment, Life magazine, had sold to the movies, and he had a hefty 
payment coming his way – more than enough, he said, to move to Paris with his girlfriend. The 
article was about a bizarre bank robbery in Brooklyn, and the film would be Dog Day 
Afternoon. 

Soon enough, I was getting letters from Paris with a Place Maubert return address, 
suggesting I stop by for a visit. By the time I did, six months after Tom’s departure, the girlfriend 
was no longer in the picture, but Tom was as avid about our old idea as ever. In fact, he’d 
commissioned a study to determine how receptive the locals might be to such a publication. 

“What’d you find out?” I asked. 
“They said that since no one had ever tried it before, they couldn’t say. That’s what 

passes for research in this country. That’s why no one ever risks doing anything.”   Tom paused, 
smiling. “But I know it will work. Are you in?” 

“What will we do for money?” I asked. 
“I’m ready to put in everything I have left. That’ll get us through three or four months. If 

we’re doing well, we can raise more then.” 
In fact, he’d already spoken to a potential art director and someone to handle 

distribution. As for the editorial side of The Metro – as he’d already dubbed it, after a café that 
could be seen across the place from his living room window on rue des Carmes – we decided 
to start with a classified ad in the International Herald Tribune. 

“New English language publication in Paris seeks writers,” read the short and sweet ad 
that included Tom’s home phone number. 

The calls started around 7:00 a.m. the morning it appeared, rousing me from a deep 
sleep on Tom’s living room couch, and they continued steadily through several days and 
nights. We ended up scheduling interviews two at a time, no more than ten minutes each, with 
me doing one in the living room, while Tom did another in the dining room. The plan was for no 
one to leave without an assignment – on spec, natch – so that if even a quarter of the pieces 
proved publishable, we’d start with both a stable of reliable writers and enough material to 
keep us going for months. 

Most of those who came by were young, including college students spending a 
semester abroad, the rest being a motley assortment of expatriates and French people 
wanting to try their hand at English, including one guy who showed up in his army uniform. 

Then there was a fellow in his mid-sixties, with a thick Transylvanian accent, who called 
himself ‘The Boulevardier’ and showed up in an opera cape, insisting we give him a society 
column. To make clear his enthusiasm for such an assignment, he rose from his chair and 
began frantically moving around the room, cape flying, declaiming, “You must hire The 
Boulevardier, you MUST!!” 

“Hold on, Boulevardier,” I said, realizing Tom would never forgive me – or more to the 
point, believe me – if he failed to see this with his own eyes, “let me get my partner.” 
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In any case, The 
Boulevardier ultimately 
got the same treatment 
as everyone else. For 
I’d quickly gotten it 
down to a science; or, 
given the eventual 
r e s u l t s , s c i e n t i fi c 
quackery: after eliciting 
m a y b e a b r i e f 
autobiography, I’d ask 
what it was in Paris that 
he or she might be interested in exploring in greater depth, and make the assignment. 

When the interview marathon was at last over, Tom and I sat down and compared notes, 
going through the many ‘writers’ we’d seen, assigning each a letter grade reflecting our view 
of his or her potential, and making a list of the articles they would soon deliver. 

In fact, only a tiny number of those pieces materialized – and most of those were on a 
single theme: SEX IN PARIS, which we would end up making the entire focus of our third issue. 
Big mistake. Who knew it would completely misbrand us and all but kill advertising for a year? 

What, precisely, were we after? Our models were the city magazines that over the 
preceding decade had taken root and 
flourished in a number of American cities but 
which, as a journalistic form, remained 
unknown and untried over here. The Metro 
would cover Paris in a knowing, insider sort of 
way, to be of interest even to those who’d 
spent much of their lives there. 
     Of course, as was already evident, such a 
plan posed one serious problem: we were not 
insiders. We hardly knew the city at all, certainly 
not in anything that might be confused with 
depth. In fact, neither of us spoke more than 
serviceable French. 
     Yet, remarkable as it seems, none of that 
gave us even the slightest pause. If Mickey and 
Judy could put on a Broadway-caliber show in 
the barn, then, hey, why couldn’t we put out a 
successful first-class magazine in a foreign city 
on a shoestring? 
     A quick word about Tom, for it was his 
sensibility that shaped The Metro. In a business 
full of insecure, raging narcissists, he was as 
close to the opposite as you can get. (For 
instance, we'd been friends for months before I 
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learned he’d gone to Harvard, and it was years before I found out he was the quarterback of 
his high school football team.) It was this easy confidence — or, if you prefer, lunatic 
fearlessness; see the roll of the financial dice that got us going in the first place — that in a 
media environment marked by timidity and self-censorship made The Metro so unique. We'd 
run anything, no matter how tough on the locals or our fellow Anglophones, if it was smart or 
important or funny enough. Where even today, The New York Times buries letters critical of its 
coverage, Tom would always make sure the ones that savaged us ran first. 

We ended up writing most of the first issue ourselves; Tom doing the cover story – on 
the gentrification of Les Halles – while I did an interview with Jean Seberg, the prototypical 
American in Paris, and a feature on the French fixation on Jerry Lewis. 

We had almost no advertising in that first issue, and it would have no presence on 
newsstands or almost anywhere else. It would take a while, and plenty of luck (mainly in the 
guise of terrific people walking in off the street), to begin fixing some of the problems. 

But we were on our way, young and foolish but braver than we’d ever be again, and 
watching that inaugural issue fly off the presses early on the morning of June 23, l976, two 
weeks before America’s bicentennial, we felt only elation. 
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At a New York screening of the film A Little Romance after the magazine’s demise, Harry 
Stein was surprised to be asked by the gorgeous woman with the invitees list if he was 
the same guy who wrote for The Paris Metro. They've now been married 36 years. 



  “Do you balance your checkbook?” 
    “Of course, I’m a fanatic about it,” I said. 

“Would you like to be publisher?” 

Everything looked rosy when I flew north over the Equator on April 1, 1976. 
A promotion, a first class flight to Paris, a salary hike, an expense account, my 

possessions shipped from Cape Town to an apartment on Île Saint-Louis, single, 27 and tan. I 
was being transferred to France from South Africa, where I’d been based for three years 
covering Africa for an American news service and writing stories for various international 
publications. 

During the first week at my office off the Champs-Élysées, I received a mysterious 
telephone call that interrupted my work on a story about Cognac for Business Week (Or was it 
research about how to gauge the state of the French economy by the price of the prostitutes 
on rue Saint-Denis?). 

“I’m with Westinghouse and have a fantastic scoop for you about a serious problem at a 
French nuclear plant,” the voice said in American English with a slight Midwestern accent. 
“There could be a major accident, a gigantic disaster, and you’re the first to know about it.” 

“Whoa, I just got to town,” I said, momentarily forgetting about Cognac or hookers. “I’d 
love to kick things off with a serious story. Tell me more.” 

“I can’t talk on the phone,” Deep Throat continued. “Can we meet at the Hemingway Bar 
at the Ritz? In an hour?” 

I hastily left the office for Place Vendôme (I’d helped write a guidebook to Paris for Pan 
American World Airways when I lived in Paris from 1971-73 and knew my way around). But then 
I immediately realized that I’d been punk’d when I saw my friend Harry Stein sitting next to 
Deep Throat, a tall, thin man who turned out to be Tom Moore. 

Harry and I met as graduate students at the Columbia School of Journalism in New York 
and indulged in all sorts of low-paying journalistic endeavors in Paris after we graduated in 
June 1971. 

My first stories in France that July involved investigating Jim Morrison’s death for UPI 
and doing a feature on Père Lachaise Cemetery, where The Doors’ lead singer would spend 
his afterlife. Besides writing guidebooks to Paris and Rome for Pan Am, and co-founding 
Continental Features Syndicate with Harry, I was also earning francs by running a gypsy taxi 
service to town from Orly Airport (I met the Pan Am flight from New York every morning), giving 
private guided tours of the city (I was driving a new red Simca given to me by my parents for 
completing my education), gigoloing without much success (don’t ask me about the blind 
American I tried to seduce at the Hotel George V) and, later, working as one of the first waiters 
at Joe Allen (I was also the first American waiter to be fired). 

Tom, I learned as we chatted, had also gone to the Columbia J School and I listened to 
them both describe the genesis of The Paris Metro while working in New York at New Times 
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magazine, where Harry had edited and run a piece I wrote in 1974 about the Muhammad Ali 
Rumble in the Jungle boxing match in Zaire. 

Forget the serious scoop. Their presence and prank were a good enough reason to 
order an afternoon bottle of champagne as I told a few harrowing tales out of Africa and they 
regaled me with details concerning their soon-to-be publishing venture. By the time we left the 
Ritz, I was looking forward to writing about local rumbles and jungles for The Paris Metro. 

My first story in the tabloid magazine, about Madame Billy’s expensive and exclusive 
bordello (I first met Billy, who ran the second most popular brothel in town after Madame 
Claude’s, in 1971 when I did “research” for the Pan Am guidebook), appeared in the Sex in Paris 
issue with the playful plug They Try Harder At Madame Billy’s. The fourth issue had a piece I 
wrote about the Piscine Deligny, a swimming pool floating in the Seine (“I’ve never seen so 
many erections in my life,” was the subtle subtitle), and the issue after that included my article 
about the French fixation with summer vacations called “A chacun son août.” It was a hot 
summer. 

My regular On The Money column was launched in the eighth issue and was written 
using the pseudonym Psmith, after the P.G. Wodehouse character, to avoid any conflict of 
interest with my employer. The first column discussed investing in wine, the second was about 
betting on the horses, the third gave instructions about how to be a successful translator/
interpreter. 

I made the cover of the magazine in 
November when I donned my wetsuit and 
jumped in the river as Our Man In The Seine: 
Gets To The Bottom Of The Dirty River — And 
Comes Back Alive and wrote a story called 
Stalking The Holy Gargoyle. 

All of this was more fun than going to 
an office and writing about Cognac and 
hookers, or even nuclear disasters. It was so 
much fun, in fact, that I couldn’t resist 
investing funds I had on hand after my 
a t t e m p t t o p u r c h a s e a n a p a r t m e n t 
overlooking the Musée Carnavalet fell 
through when an American lawyer reneged 
on our handshake agreement. 

A few months later Tom asked me a 
serious question. 

“Do you balance your checkbook?” 
“Of course, I’m a fanatic about it,” I said. 
“Would you like to be publisher?” 
By then, I had left Business Week and 

McGraw-Hill World News to become bureau 
chief of Fairchild News Service and cover 
men’s fashion and other less-exciting 
subjects, like footwear and supermarkets.  
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I quit and threw myself full-throttle into The Paris Metro. 
There went my day job. 
Besides writing for The Metro, and hosting Sunday champagne breakfasts at my place 

on Île Saint Louis, I started selling advertisements, wrote ad copy and created profitable 
advertising sections. I even used my charm to sweet-talk my grandmother in North Dakota, and 
other friends and family members, to invest in The Metro. 

There went my journalistic virginity. 
I did a couple of smart, and a few stupid, things as publisher, during the same period that 

Steve Jobs was sprouting Apple. 
The smart things — reducing expenses, recruiting talented employees, cleverly 

marketing and promoting Le Magazine Hot at every opportunity, finding outside investors, 
dealing with the French media, selling ads — weren’t enough to produce the revenue we 
required and are interred with my shamelessly self-promoted “too good to fail” reputation. 

The stupid things were very instructive and longer lasting. 
First, I believed all the cocktail party talk (and drank too much while listening to it) about 

how great The Paris Metro was and seriously over-estimated the monetary value of media, 
professional and social acclaim. 

Second, I got in way over my financial head by using the same collateral as security for 
different loans, including one to purchase some ridiculously expensive state-of-the-art 
composition equipment just before we went out of business. 

Third, I believed another American publication in town when they gave us a verbal 
agreement to buy The Metro and then preferred to let us go bankrupt and pick up the pieces, 
which, it turned out, they were too incompetent, frightened or intelligent to do. 

There went my first fortune. 
It took me a few months to begin psychologically and financially rebounding from our 

messy downfall. 
I wrote a forgettable economic thriller and produced a weekly column for the daily Le 

Matin called Cris et Chuchotements, or Cries and Whispers, to gradually pay back a six-figure 
loan that Tom and I had secured simply by scrawling «lu et approuvé» and our signatures on a 
piece of paper with lots of numbers on it. Then, armed with the humbling wisdom gained from 
a business failure, I became a full-fledged freelance journalist (I even wrote scores of stories for 
the Paris newspaper that screwed us) and author for the next four decades. 

Losing my day job, virginity and first fortune at The Paris Metro was a small price to pay 
for the next part of the journey. 
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 To me, The Paris Metro was more than a magazine. It was a great adventure that started 
with a tiny classified advertisement in the International Herald Tribune. How many of us read 
that Trib ad and felt excited? Like so many expats, I was struggling to live in one of the world’s 

most expensive cities on a few francs a day. That ad gave me hope! 
And guess what? I was a writer. In those days weren’t we all writers or artists or 

intellectuals? I wanted to write and was convinced of my burgeoning talent; after all, I had gone 
to college at Pepperdine and San Diego State universities on a journalism scholarship. I had 
even sold an article to a legitimate magazine in Paris. Never mind that the publication, A Touch 
of Class, didn't last more than a few issues. 

So I asked myself, "Self, why wouldn't Tom Moore and Harry Stein want to hire me, pay 
me a salary, and print my stuff?" 

Regrettably, it didn’t take long for me to learn that I wasn’t going to write for The Metro 
and the salary consisted of appreciation and an occasional beer and pinball tournament. 

I had already been in Paris five years and spoke French trés bien. That linguistic 
achievement prompted Tom and Harry to suggest that “If you can speak French, you can try to 
sell ads, and you can earn lots of commissions.” 

Mon Dieu! Because I needed money to pay the rent, I launched my new career as 
publicity hound for The Metro. 

  I wasn’ t in a 
complete panic. I had 
met some prominent 
marketing directors 
and CEOs when I was 
working as a model for 
Cacharel and Daniel 
H e c h t e r f a s h i o n 
houses. With all the 
naive fearlessness of 
youth, I made cold calls 
and appointments to 
meet and sell ads for 
The Metro, visualizing 
half-page spreads for 
Moët & Chandon, Yves 
Saint Laurent, Maxim’s 
and Bofinger. 
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These prospects loved the idea of an American publication in Paris and were initially 
very receptive. I remember one meeting with the head of the House of Dior. 

"Quelle merveille! Why don't you run a front-page cover article revealing our wonderful 
Spring fashions? We'd love to show all the rich americaines in Paris our chic designer mode!" 

That was probably the moment that I decided to downplay the editorial stance of the 
editors. To the traditional French businessman, the core ideas behind The Paris Metro - how 
many ways could we show the emperor sans clothes — bordered on révolution. 

Even when I told my prospects that policy dictated we separate editorial content from 
publicity, it didn't matter. They weren't buying. They'd wait and see. Nous verrons, they said in 
unison. 

Even worse were all the appointments I made with men in positions of power with other 
agendas. I wanted to sell ads. They wanted to buy me a drink or take me to dinner. Since I was 
hungry most of the time, I often accepted. But I got nowhere selling ads. 

One night I'll never forget. I took the Metro (the one with tracks) to Bofinger, the history-
rich restaurant near Bastille. The metro cars were so packed with people that it was 
suffocating...and repulsively intimate. Once I arrived, it turned out the manager was only 
interested in dinner and a drink. I said non, I had to get back to my tiny one-room walk-up. I 
had a dinner invitation at Frédéric Chandon's and Andy Warhol was going to be there. 

Unfortunately a transport strike had begun and there wasn't any metro to take me 
anywhere. It was raining heavily; there were no taxis. I started walking from Bofinger to my 
place in Saint-Germain-des-Prés, knowing it would take more than an hour. I would probably 
miss my dinner with the champagne count. 

The sidewalks were jammed with people walking in the rain, trying to get home. While 
walking in heels across the Seine, I just broke down and started to cry. Paris had really gotten 
to me this time. The adventure had ceased to be funny or fun. I wasn’t writing; I wasn’t even 
selling ads. 

A kindly older man stopped to help me. He offered to take me home in a car parked on 
the other side of the street. I was so desperate I said oui, and off we went. Only after a few 
minutes did I stop to think about the risk. He could be any number of things I didn't want to 
imagine. I was just relieved to be out of the rain and on my way home. 

And my intuitions were right. I didn't get mugged or raped. I arrived home in time to 
change and get to my dinner party. 

That was the night my life took a fork in the road. I didn't sell an ad, and I knew I'd 
probably never sell an ad for The Metro or anyone else. Instead I decided to admit defeat and 
left the magazine after only a few months. 

It struck me that I’d been very lucky to have encountered The Metro at all and met and 
known some pretty wonderful people, including Tom, Harry, Joel Stratte-McClure, Beverly 
Goldberg, Claude Vaujany, and Mary Russell. All talented and as interesting as people get. I 
found work at another magazine where I was in charge of organizing fashion photos. 

That night, though, I did meet Andy Warhol and his entourage. And that night, I did fall 
for the charming host, le Comte Chandon de Brialles, and eventually became his girlfriend. At 
that dinner party, for at least a few hours, I felt the magic of Paris restored. After being in a 
miserable state one minute, I was transported into a fascinating world of beauty, witticisms and 
wealth the next. 
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During the next fifteen years doors opened, doors closed. At times I was down and out, 
at times I was up and in. I experienced all the mysteries, magic and misery of both the rich and 
poor sides of life in Paris. Living in Paris gave me the personal and practical exposure to 
material, people and emotions to use in my own writing. 

Mostly, however, I followed the advice given to me by Michel Deon, French author of Le 
Taxi Mauve and other books: 

"If you want to become a good writer, you must experience life. Go out and live it." 
As I look back forty years later, I have some beautiful memories, a few regrets, and a lot 

of gratitude for the grand adventure of The Paris Metro in the mid-70s. I was foolishly 
immature, but I began to learn a lot about myself and life. The Paris Metro was an unforgettable 
stop — and start — on my journey to self. 

Today I live in Mexico, on the shores of Lake Chapala, in a small village full of expats 
called Ajijic. Paris is still with me as it is for the others who were lucky enough to have lived The 
Paris Metro adventure. May it continue well beyond the 40th reunion. 
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I wasn’t exactly down and out in Paris – but my “final fling before settling down” had not 
gone well. My lover introduced me to a political dissident willing to sublet his studio to me for 
cash, because he had to leave the city in a hurry. 

Yeah, I fell for the old “political dissident” scam. 
So, I was broke. 
I was a night clerk at the Hotel Britannique near Châtelet in exchange for a maid’s room 

and was eating the bartender’s free staff dinner at Mother Earth’s every night before work. One 
day I arrived early and couldn’t help but notice the beautiful woman talking to a man in a suit at 
the next table. No one wore a suit to Mother Earth’s. Then I realized the newspaper the woman 
was unfolding was a dummy issue. Who else in the place would have known that?  
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Patsi Benter was not happy with my interruption, but to get rid of me, gave me the 
address of The Paris Metro on rue des Francs-Bourgeois. I arrived to find Wouter Apituley and 
Tom Moore moving a massive armoire up the stone steps to the second floor. They didn’t 
appreciate the interruption either. 

I was buzzing around, annoyingly trying to give them a verbal CV. Tom patiently 
explained that they’d long ago placed an ad in the International Herald Tribune and already 
had editors, writers, even an art director. I think I insulted him by suggesting that he probably 
had no idea what happened to a manuscript after he put it in the “out” basket when he worked 
at Life magazine. Nevertheless, he called me two days later and asked me to make a 
production schedule and meet with the printer. 

The printer took offense when I walked in with my schedule and questions about how 
fast his typesetters could set English text, but he was kind. He escorted me to the zinc bar 
downstairs, handed me a pastis, and schooled me: It was rude to enter the office without 
shaking hands with every single person in the room and worse to presume I could come 
straight to him, the patron, instead of to the office manager. And yes, there were workers in the 
room who spoke as much English as I did French. And no, you don’t rush. 

I don’t remember how long it was before we started our own production office in the 
cave of the building next door to the main Metro offices, but I do remember sitting across from 
Tom in the café across the street when he asked me if I would “move up” from production 
editor to Arts Editor. I was completely thrilled. Really, what could be better than working “the 
back of the book” in Paris? 

I was happy to leave the “hard news” to the boys. I had Movies, Music (Rock, Jazz, 
Classical), Art, Dance and Food! In Paris! With wonderful, knowledgeable writers! 

It’s possible I got the slot because I had championed fellow New Jerseyite and Mother 
Earth’s hanger-on Robert Wiener for Rock Critic. Robert had covered the fall of Saigon and the 
troubles in Northern Ireland and was treating his PTSD by disguising himself as Hunter 
Thompson, complete with long cigarette holder, cammies and combat boots. 

Managing Editor Craig Unger, an expert on Motown, probably could have written the 
column himself and he wasn’t keen on Robert. All the “artsy” writers could be temperamental 
from time to time, but Robert and his sidekick Don Gardner were habitually very, very late. A 
couple of years later, when the shit hit the fan and the huissier locked our office doors, Robert 
was the only one who took any interest in what would happen to me. In fact, in 1981, he was 
instrumental in my getting a job at CNN. Full disclosure: eventually, I married him. 

Robert got custody of The Paris Metro bound copies when we divorced nearly 20 years 
later, so I am not able to do proper research for this piece. But I do have strong memories of 
good times at The Metro:    

• Interviewing Rudolph Nureyev with Harry Stein. 
• Interviewing Joan Baez in the basement bar of L’Hotel. 
• Having the brilliant idea of calling the back page “Last Tango.” 
• Writing a story on finding an apartment in Paris to justify a fabulously intricate cover cartoon. 
• Testing ice cream to see if anyone was better than Berthillon for the “best of” series. 
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• Going backstage with Mike Zwerin to meet Bob Dylan. 
• Partying with “cover boy” Karl Lagerfeld at Le Palace. 
• Dancing at Le Sept with art director bill butt. 
• Cocktailing with David Overbey and a blindingly blond German film star. 
• Working crazy long hours. 
• Having great neighborhood lunches. 
• Running across the street for quick executive meetings at the pinball machine. 
• Going next door to beg the typesetting cave dwellers for a correction I’d just remembered. 

Ah, the days of energy and memory cells! 
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Of course, I also remember the end: how I wished I had preached earlier and more 
strenuously about the ad-to-edit ratio; how easily I assumed “the guys” knew better; how 
painful it was to have “labor disputes” when people began asking why they weren’t being paid 
more, since the magazine apparently was growing. 

How foolhardy we all were (Full color! More pages!). We wanted to bank on the 
International Herald Tribune making us their Sunday supplement. Tom and I blithely went to 
check out potential new office space just days ahead of the closure, because we wanted 
enough room for day care (Georgina Oliver had a baby, and we were trying to take ourselves 
seriously as an alternative publication).    

I was secretly hoping I’d be chosen to start up the Rome edition of The Metro. Instead, 
suddenly I was in New York and bill butt was introducing me to editor Anna Wintour at Savvy: 
“This is Elaine McCarthy, she used to be somebody...in Paris.” 

No complaints. It was a great ride. I went from there to Time, to The New School for 
Media Studies, to CNN as a producer/director. When Robert and I came back to Paris with our 
two boys in 1991, it broke my heart to discover FUSAC, a successful English-language 
magazine founded in 1988 that contained hundreds of ads — and no editorial at all. 

Oh, what our old Metro "Dream Team" could have done with that ad-to-edit ratio. 
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Not many people are aware that the initial popularity and financial success of The Paris 
Metro was the direct result of the hard work of a reserved and unheralded employee named 
Edward Flaherty. Faithful readers, and even anyone who visited the magazine’s rundown 
offices in the Marais, probably never saw or heard of Ed. But this only perpetuates his myth as 
the unknown savior who got us off the starting line. 

Who is this Ed Flaherty person? 
I decided to find out how Ed, who spurned offers to write an article for this book, 

became The Metro’s initial guiding force.  Here, just for the record, is his true story: 
Ed and I both arrived in Paris in June 1975 and as his best friend, or at least the only 

friend who admits to being his best friend, I want to tell the world that Ed was the manager of 
Metro Print  (“The Englishman’s Printshop In Paris”) and the founder and director of Club Metro 
(a members-only, dues-paying discount travel, party, activities and service organization). 

Ed wasn’t often in our main offices because he could always be found in an adjacent 
building where, down a flight of steps into a dark basement known by all of us as the cave, he 
and his trusty Dutch sidekick Wouter Apituley printed income-producing newsletters and 
brochures with a clattering outdated printer. His clients consisted of companies throughout 
Paris and Metro Print brought the first francs into the magazine’s empty coffers. 
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Ed could have been content with that and gone on to found a company like Staples or 
Office Depot. But at a time when we needed to bond with the Paris community to promote the 
magazine, Ed also came up with the concept of Club Metro to enable readers to meet, date 
and even marry. 

The diurnal (the 
first day trip was to a 
vineyard near Epernay 
and featured a gourmet 
champagne lunch on the 
banks of the Marne) and 
nocturnal outings and 
parties, often sold out 
weeks in advance, were 
both social and financial 
successes. Again, more 
money in the Metro Bank 
from a guy who appeared 
to be on the cusp of 
founding MetroMatch or 
MetroHarmonie before 
the internet got going. 

Ed, from my perspective, succeeded in every endeavor he was involved in, including his 
present career in movies and television. Just ask Michael Moore, who could not have 
completed Where To Invade Next without Ed preparing the meals in the French school 
cafeteria segment featured in the film. 

Ed, who decades ago toyed with the idea of creating startups called MetroFlix and 
Metrozon, recently spent a weekend at my home in Normandy with his two beautiful children, 
Anastasia and Max, from his marriage to a Russian Opera singer. He was scouting movie 
locations for a terrorist camp for an Egyptian James Bond movie and found an abandoned 
quarry at the end of the town where I live. 

I now have to explain to the mayor of my small village that having a terrorist camp in his 
town will be a great public relations coup. 
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On a sunny afternoon in June 1976, I arrived in Paris with considerable trepidation. I had 
flown in from New York after friends suggested I work for a new magazine being started up by 
Tom Moore. We had friends in common, we had both gone to Harvard, and I had written for 
New Times magazine, where Tom had been an editor. But I had never met him and didn’t know 
what I was in for. 

I first heard of Tom when he wrote a story for Life magazine about a bank robbery in 
Brooklyn committed by a guy who wanted to pay for his boyfriend’s sex change operation. A 
hot young actor named Al Pacino thought it would make a great movie. Pacino was right. But 
even more astonishing was the fact that a journalist actually got money from the movie called 
Dog Day Afternoon — enough, it turned out, to launch The Metro. Harry Stein was a co-founder 
and Joel Stratte-McClure had come on as a partner by the time I arrived to see firsthand what 
all the fuss was about. At worst, I figured, I’d spend six weeks or so in Paris, and then go home. 

But what happened next were among the best three years of my life. Tom had played 
quarterback in high school, and, like a good quarterback, he knew how to put together a team 
and how to make smart decisions in the moment. And he had an uncanny sense of direction. 
Thanks to his time at Life, he figured out we needed fabulous photography, which we got from 
Sergio Gaudenti, Claude Vaujany, Derek Hudson and Steve Murez. We had great stories like 
our parody of Le Monde, Blair Sabol’s Bernie at the Pret and Harry’s Why the French Love Jerry 
Lewis; breaking news stories, like Joel Rogers’ revelations of stolen nuclear weapons from the 
U.S. base in Germany, our take on L’Affaire de Broglie and Roger Cohen on the monstrous Les 
Halles shopping mall development; interesting columns by Joel, Harry and Pierre Salinger; 
creative service stuff, an eclectic Calendar and much more. 
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We were amateurish in the best sense of the word — that we loved our work. And 
sometimes the worst: I still have nightmares about one of our hideous covers. 

When The Metro ended, I returned to the States and, over the next 40 odd years, 
worked as a staffer, op-ed writer, talking head, author, contributor and sometimes as editor-in-
chief at New York Magazine, Vanity Fair, Esquire, The New Yorker, Boston Magazine, CNN, 
MSNBC, Scribner, Houghton Mifflin and a dozen or so other places. 

But I never had more fun at any of them than I did at The Metro, and I never worked with 
anyone better than Tom. 

Today, when the news has devolved to zillions of atomized tweets and chyrons crawling 
across a screen, it’s great to remember a time when we all worked together, shared a vision 
and did a helluva job of capturing the spirit of the times. 

Thanks a million, Tom. 
*              *              * 

I remember when our Hunter S. Thompsonesque rock critic Robert M. M. Wiener turned 
in his copy late at night — as usual, w-a-a-ay after his deadline — apparently under the illusion 
that a semi-exclusive interview with Stinky Toys, whoever they were, was the kind of scoop for 
which an editor should hold the presses until 3 a.m. 

As usual, I read Wiener’s copy and told him his latest attempt to bring gonzo journalism 
to Paris still needed some work. Then Wiener — who had perfected the art of putting his finger 
up one nostril, through his famously perforated septum, and down the other nostril — 
ceremoniously laid down a few lines of Bolivian marching powder on my desk. 

Then, suddenly, on this night in 1977, it all became clear to me, and I realized that R. M. 
M. Wiener’s copy never needed editing at all. 
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*              *              * 
It was a crisp weekend in 1978. A bunch of Metro staffers had rented a small cottage on 

Belle-Île-en-Mer off the coast of Brittany and repaired there for summer weekends. 
On this particular weekend in late July, Joel’s 22-year-old brother Lars was in town and 

offered to fly a bunch of us out to the island on a small private plane for Joel’s 30th birthday 
party. Before takeoff, Tina de Liagre backed out, saying she didn’t think it looked too safe. 

But I laughed it off and hopped in the tiny four-seater. Tom Moore and Elizabeth Johns, 
pregnant with their first child, got in the back seat. Lars was the pilot, and I sat next to him in 
the front, a wholly inexperienced co-pilot with exactly zero hours of flight time under my belt. 

About forty minutes after take off, when we were up at about 6,000 feet, Lars’ door 
came ajar —and Elizabeth had freezing cold wind blowing in on her at about 150 mph. Then, 
everything went to hell. 

I remember Lars thinking he could open and close his door, much as one would in a car 
— using only one hand. 

I remember Lars becoming extremely agitated after he realized he was wrong. 
I remember Lars promoting me to pilot shortly thereafter so he could confront the door 

with both hands. 
I remember having profoundly mixed feelings about said promotion, coming as it did, 

when I had amassed roughly 43 minutes of flight time. 
I remember seeing a cloud and wondering if I should A) go right through it in our tiny 

four-seater or B) go around it. 
I remember learning the hard way that B was the correct answer. 
I remember flying over the racetrack at Le Mans and wondering if we should land there. 
I remember wisely deciding to look for an alternative. 
I remember Lars frantically radioing control towers and discovering he didn’t speak 

French and they didn’t speak English. 
I remember learning that, at one remote air traffic control tower, the guys were leaving 

for a lunch break but would be back in three hours. 
I remember flying over a French military air base, seeing a landing strip and presuming 

that it was illegal to land there. 
Exactly what happened next, I don’t remember. But I have to assume that Lars took over 

the controls and landed the plane. 
In any case, today, Jesse Moore, then in gestation, is almost forty years old. 

*              *              * 

In early 1979, not long after The Metro folded, ace photographer Sergio Gaudenti gave 
me a call. The Metro had been dead for two months, and even though I was still reeling from its 
demise, I was up for a new adventure. Nevertheless, Sergio’s latest brainstorm seemed 
completely unhinged. 

According to Sergio, friends of his — or maybe it was friends of friends of friends — knew 
some Iranian religious nut in the banlieue who said he was going back to Iran to overthrow the 
Shah and take over the country. Sergio assured me this guy might be certifiably insane, but he 
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was for real. He was going to start a revolution, really — and we could be on the same plane 
with him and get the scoop. 

 After listening politely for a few minutes I then proceeded to make the worst editorial 
decision of my entire life. 

“Are you out of your mind?” I told Sergio. “He’s going to overthrow the Shah? Do you 
know how powerful SAVAK, the Shah’s secret police force and security service, is?” 

And so, on February 1, 1979, Ayatollah Khomeini returned to Iran — without me. 
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Paris is a complicated mistress, beautiful, delightful, and at times, frustrating — in short, 
everything that you would expect from a 21st century city trapped in an exquisite but 
dysfunctional 19th century setting.    

Armed with third-year high school French, I had spent the summer of 1958 in Paris at the 
end of my junior year at Westfield Senior High School in Westfield, New Jersey. It was the 
height of the Algerian War. Gendarmes carried submachine guns and truck loads of police 
periodically cleared everyone out of the buildings along Boulevard Saint-Michel.        

My next visit occurred almost a decade later after I was drafted into the U.S. Army and 
dispatched to Vietnam. I had spent six months in an intensive French language course at the 
U.S. Foreign Service Institute in Arlington, Virginia, before being assigned to an advisory team 
next to a small Special Forces base on the border between Vietnam and Cambodia. It turned 
out that I’d luckily been stationed in the only provincial capital not overrun during the Têt 
offensive in early 1968. 

When the situation in Vietnam calmed down a bit, I took a month’s leave. Clouds of 
smoke from fires hovered over Saigon and there was a constant sound of not-too-distant 
artillery fire. A giant billboard at Saigon’s Tan Son Nhut Air Base displayed the remnants of an 
ad with smiling airline stewardesses standing in front of a gleaming plane. Perforated with shell 
holes from artillery and rocket fire, it resembled a concrete Swiss cheese. The caption read: 
“Pan Am Makes The Going Great.”    

Feeling relief at getting out of an overly active war zone, I flew to New York and then to 
Paris only to discover that I had stumbled into the middle of the May 1968 student protests.   
Piles of uncollected garbage stood on every street corner, but interspersed in the crowds of 
onlookers were extraordinarily beautiful girls. 

I strolled through the Latin Quarter and naïvely entered a ramshackle bookstore, 
Shakespeare & Company. The owner, George Whitman, was under some typically 
incomprehensible restriction that kept him from actually selling books. Whitman retaliated by 
turning the store into an “open university” populated by all-night discussion groups espousing 
non-conformist ideas. Revolution was in the air. It was exhilarating and I was hooked. 

For the moment though, I was concerned about developments in Vietnam. The Army 
discharged me in February 1969 and I went back to Saigon in May, this time as an aspiring 
journalist. Armed with a letter of accreditation from UPI, where I'd worked as a copy boy before 
the Army, I managed to land a job as a radio reporter with Metromedia Broadcasting. Then 
NBC News hired me after I reduced a U.S. Air Force officer to incoherence at a session of The 
Five O'Clock Follies, as military press briefings were known. I began to make a decent pay 
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check and, in the words of NBC’s Hong Kong bureau chief, "live in a style that I would have 
liked to have become accustomed to, but did not really deserve."    

After almost five years in Vietnam, I’d had enough. I returned to the U.S. where NBC 
offered me a temporary job as a utility desk editor in the network's Washington news bureau.   
Before long, someone mentioned that there was a slot for a radio stringer in Paris. Accepting it 
meant leaving the fast track at NBC, but I took the chance. The retainer was $300 a week and 
if I could stir up enough stories to interest the editors in New York, I just might survive.    

I scoured the Left Bank looking for hotels with no stars out front. I figured I had to find 
the cheapest room possible if I was going to make it. Eventually, I found a small beat hangout, 
the Hôtel de Nesle. It was run by two Algerian Jewish sisters, Renée and Huguette and 
described in Let’s Go Europe as "a cross between a Moroccan hash parlor and Alice’s 
Restaurant." 

One of the regulars was a German sadist, who wore heavy chains around his neck when 
he showed up for breakfast in the morning. He rarely spoke. Next to my room, a black African 
merchant from Mali slept with his light on, his walls covered with terrifying African masks that 
he hoped to sell in third-string Left Bank art galleries. His six wives or concubines would 
regularly stay with him in the crowded room.    

Then there was the gay chief of a Brazilian dance troupe, appalled at the excesses of the 
“phantom crapper” who regularly left small mementos on the toilet down the hall. Out front, an 
American hippie, who survived by smuggling marijuana from Amsterdam, lived in a decrepit 
Volkswagen van and only came into the hotel to take an occasional shower. There was also a 
Turkish immigrant, who claimed that he knew who killed Christ, while a silent and taciturn 
Frenchman infrequently changed the sheets in the rooms and did odd jobs for Renée and 
Huguette. I assumed that he was a charity case but later learned that he had inherited a small 
fortune and provided financial support for the hotel. His parents had kept him locked in an 
apartment for the first 16 years of his life and the routine of working in the Hôtel de Nesle kept 
him from going completely off his rocker. 
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Last but not least, one of the Nesle’s most flamboyant guests was a statuesque 
American black woman, the countess, Roxyanne. She had, she told everyone, briefly married a 
French count who dumped her when his father threatened to disinherit him. She kept a black 
cat in her room and seemed to think he was a better partner than her former husband. She 
dreamed of becoming a jazz singer, but to make ends meet, she starred in porno films, 
including the recently released Romance in Hong Kong. She showed me a clip, and bragged, “I 
was the romance.” To someone who had grown up reading Hemingway and Kerouac, the 
Nesle was nothing short of a palace of marvels.    

I mentioned the denizens of the hotel to a friend, who said he’d like to check the place 
out. When I introduced him to Roxyanne, she proudly pulled out a porno magazine. The 
centerfold showed her splayed on a bed while an unidentified man performed cunnilingus.   
My friend coughed politely. Roxyanne finally got her opening night, singing at a jazz club 
across the street, but the owner hadn’t paid off the mob and an assassin shot him dead during 
her performance. The murder ended that gig.    

As for myself, the Hôtel de Nesle offered me the cheapest room I could find in Paris at 
fifteen Francs a night, or roughly $90 a month. I reckoned that it measured two square meters. 
I could touch one wall with my left shoulder and reach over and touch the other with my right 
hand. I’d asked a girl friend up to the room one night. We sat on the side of the bed and it 
started to flip over. 

I lost the NBC radio stringer job after a few months when I carelessly called the 
European news director an asshole. I didn’t mind leaving NBC, but I knew I had to find a job 
quick somewhere. It soon became apparent that The Paris Metro was the only game in town. 
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William Dowell visited Paris in 1959 and again in 1968. After spending six years in 
Vietnam, where he was first in the U.S. Army and later freelanced for Metromedia 
Broadcasting and NBC, he returned to Paris in 1974 to work as a radio stringer for NBC 
News.    



   The joy ride with The Paris Metro 
began at the first stop: 31 rue des Francs-
Bourgeois, our headquarters, our hub, 
our hip hangout. 
     In the heart of the Marais, the Hôtel 
d’Albret was a monument historique 
dating to the sixteenth century. The 
noble footsteps of the Marquise de 
Montespan and Madame de Maintenon, 
favorites of Louis XIV, still echoed in 
these majestic premises. But since the 
glory days, the Hôtel d’Albret had been 
left to rack and ruin over the centuries. 
Finally bought by the City of Paris in 
1975, The Paris Metro slipped into those 
premises just before renovation was 
scheduled to take place. 
  Nobody was home. Except, la 
concierge. 
    Historically known to be informants, 
our concierge was overwhelmed by such 
an Allied invasion of her territory! In a 
benign mood, she called us Yankees. 
Her other epithets were beyond our 
command of French. 
   True to the great tradition of her 
calling, our concierge would answer 
every knock on the door with the same 
warm: “Mais qu’est-ce que vous voulez 
encore!” When erstwhile publisher Joel 
Stratte-McClure had the audacity to 
knock, a year after The Metro folded, her 
response was: “Mais qu’est-ce que vous 
voulez ENCORE!” 
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Under Madame’s watchful eye, The 
Metro got up to speed in no time flat, in spite 
of the odds. In 1976, our installation and 
decoration were bare bones, first on the 
ground floor, before expanding upstairs. 
Subscriptions were initially addressed by 
hand, packed into mail sacks and toted off to 
the local Poste by anyone who could be 
trapped into doing so. At first, the magazine 
was hand delivered to newsstands, with 
hawkers fleshing out the sales on street 
corners and in restaurants and cafés.    

With an aim to attract more of these 
indispensable hawkers, The Metro chose to 
advertise the most famous face among them: 
screen idol Jean Seberg from Breathless. 
Instead of selling the New York Herald Tribune, Seberg posed as a hawker for The Paris Metro, 
with a T-shirt to match, after being interviewed for the magazine’s first issue by Harry Stein. A 
cheeky remake of the iconic scene in Godard’s classic film. 

On my first day of work at The Metro, I was greeted by a leftover ham sandwich on my 
desk, dense smoke of distinct origins, and music blaring from a transistor. Alongside Metro 
covers, there was a French candy wrapper pinned to the wall. It set the tone: 

SMARTIES 

I knew I was in the right place! 
The Metro was not only a breeding ground for talent; it was a breeding ground tout 

court. Starting with editor Tom Moore and art assistant Elizabeth Johns, The Metro began to 
produce an unexpected legacy. Among the future procreators: Kate Chabot, in advertising, and 
publisher/columnist Joel Stratte-McClure; arts editor Elaine McCarthy and contributing editor 
Robert Wiener; not to mention art critic Georgina Oliver, who literally gave birth on our pages. 

The Paris Metro was our Streetcar Named Desire and we were all on board for liaisons 
dangereuses. Some irresistible proposals came from the classifieds:                                               

WIFE JUST DIED – looking for attractive woman dress size 36, between 20 & 31. 

Our dilapidated, but grand, hôtel particulier was our studio, our salon, our casting 
couch…without the couch! Throughout our pages, the masthead became a tableau vivant. The 
Factory had Warhol’s superstars, The Paris Metro had us. 

We loved our fifteen minutes!    
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At The Metro, there were no hours, no Big Brother watching. We were free! Aside from 
sex, drugs, and rock & roll, the team sport was pinball. Across the street, at the café tabac Le 
Fontenoy, daily matches were fought to wrest the 
“Flipper” championship title from Jean-Marc. The 
patron’s son, in a league of his own, Jean-Marc stood 
on a chair in order to see the playing field. He was six 
years old. 

Pinball addict Harry Stein was forced to confess 
in his Paris Was Last Week column that le petit could 
even beat him blind, without standing on his chair! The 
shame of defeat was washed away with liters of bière 
pression. 

In those pioneering days, we were lucky. We had 
a phone! Even two!! Most people in France did not have 
the privilege of saying ALLO, ALLO, which were the 
words used on our cover story describing the 
lamentable state of telephonic non-communication in 
France. In fact, only 28% of the French were entitled to 
pick up the receiver. The adage: “half of France is 
waiting for a telephone and the other half is waiting for 
a dial tone” was no joke. Routine newspaper tasks were 
daunting. Assembling film listings singlehandedly, a job 
often held by a staff of five, had me on the verge of 
collapse. Think of it: only 57% of local calls actually 
went through! 

And then there were the buggers! Eavesdropping 
on newspapers was a hallowed tradition in France with 
“buggers” either listening in directly or taping 
conversations. On Metro phone lines, there was an 
unmistakable background noise of recording 
machinery. Admittedly, we continually crashed the 
gates of convention with investigative reporting that 
gave “them” ample reason to lend an ear. 

English-speaking eavesdroppers, however, were 
not easy to find. So much so, a male voice, claiming to 
be the police, burst in on editor Craig Unger’s 
telephone conversation one day, exhorting him to 
speak French! 

Speak French? They must be kidding!  We didn’t even have a French dictionary in the 
office, much less Le Petit Robert. We got our cheeses right, but our Republics wrong. Third? 
Fourth? Merde alors! It was hard enough remembering we were in the Fifth! 

Faulty grammar led to colorful mistakes. When pop star Claude François was 
electrocuted in his bathtub, we understood the singer had turned blue, his favorite color, when 
in fact it was his bathroom that was bleue, la couleur qu’il préferait.! 
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When you can’t look it up, you make it up! We rechristened Jane AUSTIN, inciting one of 
our British readers to lambast: “You misspelled the name of Jane Austen. Austin indeed!    She 
wrote novels, my dear Sir, not produced vulgar motorcars! 

Though chided for our “tragic phlaws,” we went headlong into controversy. Remember 
the pflack from our cover story Who’s Voting for Who! Or should we have used Whom? To err is 
human, but to transgress was divine! 

We never played by the rules. Just when the government was officially clamping down 
on the use of Franglais, we came out in support of the bastard tongue, promoting it with 
bumper stickers sent free to anyone who asked:    

SUPPORT FRANGLAIS, READ THE PARIS METRO 

We thought we were humming along, only to discover we were about to derail, 
careening into the void. At the peak of success, our lease was running out — as was our 
money. Our time was up. Stan Hertzberg started placing classifieds in May 1978: The Paris 
Metro is looking for new offices, area between Bastille/Les Halles. 

We had reached the end of the line. Our palatial place, the Hôtel d’Albret, was to 
become the headquarters of Paris City Hall, Division of Cultural Affairs. Across the street, the 
ding of the Flipper machine went quiet. Le Fontenoy would disappear to make way for a 
boutique, one of scores to crop up on the once lonely and romantic road leading to the Place 
des Vosges. 

Our favorite bistrot, Chez Robert et Louise (“Bob and Louise” to us) on the rue Vieille du 
Temple, cashed in with the influx of bobos (bourgeois bohèmes) and tourists. They opened up 
the sous-sol, put in air conditioning, and joined Facebook! Since Robert’s death, one of his 
three daughters, Pascale, stokes the fire, but it does not give the same lovely light. 

La Tartine, on the rue de Rivoli, also lost its soul. The tobacco-stained watering hole was 
sold, expanded, and cleaned up – sacrilege to old Monsieur Bouscarel who prided himself in 
never having done le ménage in some sixty years of ownership! 

Jo Goldenberg, whose delicatessen on the rue des Rosiers was victim to a terrorist 
attack in 1982, later threw up his arms and gave up. Hungry hordes, falafel in hand, continue to 
trample the street’s long history into extinction. 

  42



And the Hammam Saint-Paul became a clothing store. 

In December 1978, the great courtyard doors of 31 rue des Francs-Bourgeois closed 
behind us. Pressed against our heavy hearts were armfuls of back issues — testimony to two 
and a half years of inspiration and one helluva ride. 

And Knock, Knock! The concierge is gone too. 
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The Metro neighborhood in 2016. 

Associate Editor Christina de Liagre moved to 
Paris upon graduation from Sarah Lawrence 
College in New York where she was led to 
believe, like all of her fellow classmates, that 
she was a new genus of genius: a beatific 
blend of Emily Dickinson, Simone de Beauvoir 
and Veruschka. After The Paris Metro, where 
she did “just about everything, but clean the 
loo,” Tina joined Sipa Press as a writer and 
photo editor and was involved in several 
iconoclastic publishing initiatives that failed to 
come to term.  

Photos by Christina de Liagre 



 
Writer and journalist Edward Girardet was one of those young Americans who came to 

Paris with the romantic notion of becoming the new Hemingway or Henry Miller. He never 
quite found his moveable feast, but managed to embrace the scrape-a-basic-living role. He 
also discovered a passion for real reporting with The Paris Metro, an experience, he says, 
which has marked his approach to journalism ever since. 

When I first came to France, an aspiring young author in search of my moveable feast, 
just days after completing my studies at Nottingham University in the U.K., I spent a couple of 
months living in Provence. 

I travelled around by Deux Chevaux, an ambling and extremely basic vehicle which 
President Charles de Gaulle once described as an “umbrella-on-wheels,” researching and 
crafting short stories. I rented cheap rooms over village cafes, swam at the Pont du Gard and in 
Saint-Raphaël, and met beautiful women well beyond my means at luncheons in elaborate 
Cote d’Azur villas hosted by wealthy European bankers and artists. I imagined myself as a sort 
of rough-hewn Scott Fitzgerald or a subdued Hemingway about to embark on an exciting 
career of foreign reporting and novel writing. 

It didn’t quite happen that way. 
Apart from one or two small publishers, no one was interested in my short stories. I 

racked up the rejection letters and soon ran out of money. I headed to Paris, where, still 
determined to embrace a romantic Paris lifestyle, I stayed in a hôtel de passe, a polite word for 
brothel, in the rue des Martyrs near Henry Miller’s old Clichy haunts. I also found a job teaching 
English. 

Eventually, United Press International took me on as a cub reporter, first in Brussels, then 
back in Paris. For UPI, “cub reporting” meant low wages, long hours and doing stories with little 
or no budget. I didn’t care. For me, it was simply a privilege to be in Paris. 

I covered everything from the Élysée Palace to hijackings at Orly airport. I would often 
finish at one or two in the morning and walk back to my apartment in the 17th, arrondissement 
savoring the empty streets, sometimes stopping off at a late night café for a drink with the 
drunks and prostitutes. I felt that Paris was mine. 

On my days off, usually back-to-back "mid-week weekends," I would meander around 
France by car writing features and, inspired by Alain-Fournier, dreaming of finding my own Le 
Grand Meaulnes chateau with some stunning young woman who would whisk me off my feet. 
(That didn't happen either.) 

I eventually decided that I could earn more as a freelancer. The wire service experience 
was probably one of the best ways to learn the art of reporting and quick writing; even today, I 
can write anywhere — in a traffic jam, in a crowded hotel foyer or at the airport — oblivious of 
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my surroundings. But as a freelancer, I could focus on more substantive projects, such as radio 
and documentary film reports, plus magazine writing. 

From Bill Dowell, a U.S. foreign correspondent who had covered Vietnam and then 
Washington, only to end up in Paris, I heard about a group of Americans who were setting up a 
new English-language publication in Paris. I went to see them. Their approach sounded 
intriguing, notably a "city magazine," a sort of mix between The Village Voice and Rolling 
Stone, that embraced the “new journalism” with an emphasis on investigative reporting, 
something that the French press always liked to talk about but rarely dared. 

The two editors, Tom Moore and Craig Unger, were looking for writers, particularly those 
who knew Paris well and could come up with fresh or unusual story ideas based on good 
reporting. Not only did they want to reach out to the English-speaking community in Paris, but 
they wanted coverage that would appeal to, if not shock, the French. 

In its short, magnificent lifespan, this is precisely what the The Paris Metro did. By the 
end of its days, maybe 30 percent or more of its readers were French. There was nothing more 
stylish than to be seen walking the streets of Paris with a copy of The Paris Metro under your 
arm, even if you couldn’t read it. 

I started with a few pieces and soon joined the masthead as a contributing editor. The 
writing fees were not that great, but who cared? What The Paris Metro provided was an 
identity, a sense that all of us – writers, photographers, designers, editors, cartoonists – were 
all part of an extraordinary journey. For the first time, too, I found myself able to write in a 
manner that most international news outlets were not particularly interested in. We could do 
subjects that would stimulate people’s interest in what was really happening behind the scenes 
in Paris and France as a whole. 

One of my stories was about the foreign correspondents of Paris. In those days, most 
major North American and European newspapers, magazines, photo agencies and broadcast 
networks all had bureaus or correspondents based in the city. Many did not just cover France, 
but served as roving correspondents for big stories elsewhere, including wars and 
humanitarian crises in Africa, Asia and Central America. You could go to La Coupole, the 
Cloiserie de Lilas or the Terminus Nord at midnight and find them hovering around tables piled 
with empty bottles of wine telling tales and lies about their experiences. 

One of those mentioned in my piece was Flora Lewis of The New York Times. I felt 
nervous about interviewing her because she had been such a formidable figure on the 
international reporting scene for so many years. I deigned to refer to her as a “tough cookie,” 
which really upset her. She had gone through a number of personal tragedies in her life and 
clearly did not see herself as such a harsh human being. But she also had some interesting 
approaches to reporting from France, which I later sought to accommodate in my own writing 
when I became the Paris correspondent for The Christian Science Monitor. The way to report 
this country, she explained, was to write about different aspects with every article, like adding 
pieces to a puzzle. In this manner, after a year or so, the reader had an overall picture of what 
France was really about. 

Other stories included a piece, following somewhat in the footsteps of George Orwell, 
on the down and outs of Paris, about a special bus service run by the police known as Les Gris. 
I spent a night with them driving around Paris to pick up vagrants and homeless to bring to 
Vincennes where they were given the options of a free hot meal, a shower and clean clothes. 
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Then, next morning, they were all dropped off again at different points in Paris. The service did 
not resolve the problems of the city’s derelicts, but at least it gave them a chance – and, as 
one policeman pointed out, ensured that they remained clean at least some of the time. 

 

Such stories were relatively tame, however, when compared to what writers Bill Dowell 
and Jacques Gauchey did in a joint investigative piece on the SAC, or the Service d’Action 
Civique, a Gaullist militia active during the Algerian war which had gone rogue. The French 
press were reluctant to touch this story and it created quite a furor when it came out in The 
Paris Metro. It also drew French readers who realized that The Metro was not exactly a run-of-
the-mill publication, but a new form of journalism. In fact, years later, I heard some French 
journalists talking about how their newspapers or magazines needed to be more like The Paris 
Metro. 

The great thing about The Paris Metro was that many of us learned from each other. We 
discussed ideas and stories, and even if paper did not last, we were all part of something very 
special. And then, there were the parties, particularly the one at the Pont de Neuilly in the 
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“The Paris Metro editors wanted coverage that would appeal to, if not shock, the French,” writes Ed Girardet. 



vintage metro train with jazz bands playing. 
And yes, I did unabashedly use my Paris 
Metro affiliation as a pick-up line. (It worked, 
at least sometimes.) 

Looking back, my experience with The 
Paris Metro is something that touches me 
again and again in whatever I do. Having 
written and edited a number of books about 
Afghanistan and Africa, I am now writing a 
factual novel, my first, called The American 
Club. This is a thriller about Peshawar in 
Pakistan as being the Casablanca of the 
1980s. The central character is a young 
Amer ican repor ter f rom Par is , who 
investigates the murder of a friend, a French 
fashion photographer-turned-spy, by an 
Afghan fundamentalist supported by the CIA 
and ISI, Pakistan’s devious military secret 
service. And The Paris Metro features in it.   
All true, of course. 
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“And yes, I did unabashedly use my Paris Metro 
affiliation as a pick-up line,” admitted Girardet. 

Edward Girardet lives with his family in Cessy, a small French village near the Swiss 
border with Geneva. He now writes books and is editing a new magazine, Global 
Geneva. 



If the best adventures are unplanned, then my Metro experience is an extreme example. 
I arrived in Paris on the second half of a round-the-world work/study/travel year devoted 

to urban planning. I came from Hong Kong, where I worked as a city planner. I’d been in France 
for a month at 21 and, like all of us, loved it. This time I came to Paris to do some urban 
planning and improve my French. That was it. 

I had an undergrad degree in comparative literature from Fairhaven College in 
Washington and was editor of a Wall Street Journal-recognized high school newspaper in 
Seattle, but writing and publishing were the furthest thing from my mind. My intention was to 
spend six months in France and return to the U.S. for law school at the University of 
Washington. The Metro not only threw me off track, but changed my career and life path 
forever. 

An urban planning job with government had been vaguely promised by the French. I 
kept waiting and running out of money. I was so broke I was living with 14 Laotian refugees in a 
one-room apartment near Clichy. My penury extended to quitting smoking and I found some 
part-time illegal work at the Bataclan as a waiter for Jewish weddings. Yes, the Bataclan of 
recent terrorist tragedy in an earlier, shabby guise.    

One day in a café I spotted a copy of The Metro, read it and was intrigued…curious 
about what was surely an American group of renegades. A week later, I wandered down rue 
des Francs-Bourgeois in the Marais. All of the buildings were black then, stained with centuries 
of coal smoke, and the Marais was an isolated, forgotten quartier, half abandoned, semi-
derelict. 

I walked into a once magnificent hôtel particulier built around 1650 as an aristocrat’s 
sumptuous residence, with ten-foot high carriage doors and a large time-worn cobblestone 
courtyard where carriages had once rolled. The place was smothered by two centuries of coal 
dust and neglect. 

I trundled in, up very wide, cracked wooden steps. Ed Flaherty was there, an earnest guy 
who, trying to handle two telephone calls at once in halting French, looked overworked and 
overwrought, doing everything everywhere amid paper and dust. 

A very short, trim French lady named Aline Ducros was theoretically engaged in 
advertising sales and seemed manically attached to the mission of The Metro. I said I had 
some sales experience and she almost immediately pitched me on joining the non-existent 
advertising team. It was weird, this abrupt job offer. 

I left. But was drawn back: the place, some of the people, and the idea had grown on 
me, beyond its scrappiness. Soon I met Stanley Hertzberg, one of the “adults.” Dressed in a 
pea coat and Greek sailor cap, his calm appraisal and the fact he had been a lawyer impressed 
me as a guy who understood business and knew what he was doing. 
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There’s something essential about the spirit of this time, perhaps easy to forget, that I 
felt when I got to know The Metro. We all grew up in the 60s, an era of revolution and hippie 
thinking. Adventure and idealism were the Zeitgeist before money became a god for many. 
Though largely peopled by well-educated upper middle class “kids,” we lived in an era imbued 
by certain attitudes: be free, do what you want, be bold, question authority. That was our 
generation. 

    I remember Tom Moore, a 
rather serious, conservative guy 
draped one day in a white, wide-
knitted shawl with long, absurd 
tassels – pure faux hippie garb. 
As an editor, he was a New York 
sophisticate, a thinker. So too was 
co-founder Harry Stein, whose 
frequent arrivals from New York 
were always a bright event. He’d 
smoke a couple of very small 
cigars in the café and talk story 
ideas. Craig Unger provided a 
steady background intelligence 
as deputy editor, another keen 
observer and idea maker.    Elaine 
McCarthy was the cohesive glue 
of the edit team, a quiet tireless 
worker. 
   Writers of all kinds were 
drawn to the place. Mainly 
American, but two outstanding 

Brits, Roger Cohen and Georgina Oliver, became permanent fixtures. I remember an animated 
conversation about politics with Roger slumped in a chair wearing a black leather jacket and 
Bill Dowell, who was writing for Time, and Eddie Girardet, a freelance writer with bright, 
intelligent eyes and curly hair. 

Joan Dupont, another “adult,” exerted a steady influence and Ying Ying Wu from San 
Francisco, who lived on Île St-Louis, frequently discussed her book collection and love of 
literature. I caught Wouter Apituley, The Metro’s directeur de la publication, playing classical 
flute in the courtyard to inspire everyone and attract Irish Tom and other amusing miscreants to 
work part time or simply hang out. 

The place vibed. 
I became increasingly immersed, until the time I invested some savings and became a 

shareholder because I believed in The Metro’s success, and thought, maybe egotistically, that I 
was too central a revenue producer not to own shares. This was in early year two. I continued 
to take night classes in urban planning and law was still on my mind, but I put it off for another 
year. The Metro, Paris and the people there held me fast. 
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I couldn’t imagine leaving Paris, and I sustained the delay and allowed the formative 
influences of The Metro — publishing, creating something new, working with words, 
advertising, positioning a new media production — to change my life. I can’t imagine a better 
place to start – it was a running thrill of a dynamic circus, organized anarchy and a great place 
to learn amongst people who have become lifelong friends. 
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After The Metro folded, John Keeney became sales director of Fairchild Publications in 
Paris before joining Scientific American in London. He married and moved to Sydney in 
1984 and has been involved in an array of successful media ventures in magazines, fine 
books, television and the web in Asia and Australia. 



 
C'était la fin d'un mois d'aout bien chaud de l'été 1976 et j'ai eu 18 ans. 
Sur les tables du grand hall du très sélecte Hôtel Ritz à Paris, le journal Paris Metro 

s'exposait à la vue de tous les clients. 
En neuvième page ma photo et le titre A Doorman Bigger Than The Ritz. 
Que j'étais fier! 
En contre plongée, en haut des marches du palace, je trônais avec mon habit de groom 

et en arrière plan les portes tambours que j'avais pendant un mois tournées avec assiduité. 
J'avais "accordé" une interview au célèbre journaliste du Paris Metro: Joël Stratte-

McClure. 
Il ne me restait plus que deux ou trois jours à faire pour terminer mon job d'été mais ma 

carrière de groom s'est arrêté dans les minutes qui suivirent la diffusion du journal. Renvoyé 
sur le champs par la petite porte! 

J'avais choisi de travailler le mois d'août plutôt que de partir en vacances au Brésil avec 
mes parents. C'était déjà une gosse erreur. 

La deuxième erreur c'était d'être à la jeunesse communiste et de suivre un stage après 
le travail. 

Et enfin la dernière erreur de jeunesse était de raconter à un journaliste, même si c'était 
un très grand ami, la réalité subjective de mon environnement de travail. 

Il y a - comme partout à Paris - des rats. Dans les plus grands hôtels et les plus grands 
restaurants les rats côtoient les hommes. 

Il y a - comme partout dans le monde - des gens qui sont des rats. Des radins qui ne 
donneront même pas une pièce de 1 franc au pauvre groom qui tournent les portes toute la 
journée. 

L'article que tous les clients du Ritz pouvaient lire était saignant. 
Le jeune communiste, fils de patron, faisait un portrait horrible du plus célèbre palace 

Parisien. 
L'eau a coulé sous les ponts. 
Joël m'a invité plusieurs fois aux célèbres restaurants La Tour d'Argent et à La 

Méditerranée. Même si les rats sont dans les coulisses, j'adore la gastronomie et le luxe. 
Qui sait, peut-être que le grand chef du Ritz est comme dans le film Ratatouille un rat. 
J'attends que mon journaliste préféré m'invite à L'Espadon, le fameux restaurant du Ritz! 
On pourra écrire ensemble un nouvel article dans The Paris Metro. 
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 Le 3 aout 1976, c'était l'anniversaire de mes 18 ans. J'avais les cheveux 
bouclés et longs mais le lendemain pour mon investigation à mon poste de 
groom, il a fallu que je ne laisse qu'un centimètre sur mon crane afin que le petit 
chapeau de groom tienne sur ma tête. Même en Spirou, j'étais rempli d'espoir de 
pouvoir changer le monde, plein d'utopie et de révolte. Le 31 aout 1976, j'étais 
heureux de savoir que mes cheveux commençaient à repousser et que plus 
jamais je ne serais obligé de les couper si court. 
 40 ans plus tard, il me reste quelques cheveux blancs mais toujours autant 
d'utopies et de désir de changer le monde. La preuve, c'est que le vidéo-club que 
j'ai créé il y a 23 ans existe toujours. Vidéosphère est à présent le plus grand 
vidéo-club d'Europe et le second au monde. N'est ce pas une belle utopie, à 
l'époque du téléchargement, de continuer à louer et à vendre des K7 VHS et des 
DVD au 105 boulevard Saint Michel à Paris? Je continue parallèlement mon métier 
d'accessoiriste plateau dans le cinéma qui me permet d'imaginer d' autres 
mondes. 



English Translation: 

A Doorman Bigger Than The Ritz  
Or The Errors Of Our Youth 

It was the end of a very hot summer in August 1976 and I was 18 years old. 
There it was, lying on one of the tables in the luxurious lobby of the Hotel Ritz in Paris, a 

copy of The Paris Metro, just waiting for all the Ritz clients to see. And there I was, my photo at 
the top of page nine, with a headline proclaiming me to be A Doorman Bigger than the Ritz. 

Oh, how I was proud! 
Shot from a low angle, I was looking down from the top steps of my palace, decked out 

in elegant uniform, with the rotating doors of the Ritz in the background, the very doors I had 
opened and closed with great care during my month-long summer job. 

I had granted an exclusive interview with the famous American journalist for The Paris 
Metro, one Joel Stratte-McClure. 

I only had three days left of employment for the summer, but my career ended abruptly 
as soon as The Metro was published. Alas! I was sent packing through the back doors! 

It all started when I had chosen to work the month of August rather than go on vacation 
with my parents to Brazil. Therein lies my first mistake. 

My second error was to become a young communist and attend meetings after work. 
My third and last error of youth was to confide in a journalist, even though he was a 

good friend, about all the harsh realities of working at the Ritz. 
You see, even in Paris, there are rats. In the grandest hotels, the most elegant of five-star 

restaurants, everywhere there are men, there are rats. 
I didn't hold back. Certainly, the world over, there are also people who are rats. 

Cheapskates who won't give even one franc to a poor baggage handler who turns the doors 
all day long. 

My interview, which all of the clients of the Ritz (as well as my boss) would read, was 
brutal. As a young communist, albeit son of a CEO, I painted a most horrible portrait of the 
celebrated Parisian palace, the Hotel Ritz. 

A lot of water has passed under the bridge since that time. 
Joel has invited me several times to famous restaurants, such as La Tour d'Argent and La 

Méditerranée. In spite of the fact that there are most certainly rats behind the scenes, I love the 
gastronomie de luxe. 

Who knows? Maybe the head chef of the Ritz is like the one in the film Ratatouille?   I'm 
just waiting for my favorite ex-pat journalist to invite me to L'Espadon, the famous restaurant at 
the Ritz! 

And, maybe, just maybe, we could write another article together for The Paris Metro. 
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 It was my 18th birthday on August 3, 1976, and I had long curly hair. But the 
very next day, to apply for the position of baggage handler at the Ritz, I had to get 
it all cut off, so short that the hat for the uniform would stay on my head. 
 Just like the French animated character Spirou, I was full of idealism and 
hope to change the world, full of visions of utopia and revolution. By August 31, 
1976, I was happy to see that my hair was already starting to grow out and I 
vowed to never again let anyone force me to cut it short. 
 Forty years later, I've only got a few white hairs left, but I'm still full of 
idealism and desire to change the world. The proof lies in the fact that the video 
club I created 23 years ago still exists. Vidéosphère is currently the biggest video-
club in Europe and the second largest in the world. 
 For me, it's an accomplishment, in a time of downloads, to stay true to my 
utopic ideas and to still offer rental or sale of K7VHS and DVDs at my store at 105 
blvd. St. Michel in Paris. I continue to practice my career working on movie shoots 
that allows me, from time to time, to imagine other worlds. 

The doorman and the reporter at La Méditerranée in 2009.

Translation by Patsi Benter Krakoff 

Photo by Sabine Moisan 



 
I had been stringing 

as a picture researcher at 
Time-Life Books in Paris in 
the 1970s before becoming 
a back-up researcher at 
Time Europe. That’s where I 
met Tom Moore, a bright 
star of new journalism and 
the soon-to-be co-founder 
of The Paris Metro. When 
Time Europe moved its 
offices back to New York, I 
was over 40, practically 
unemployable, a divorced 
woman without a college 
degree or real experience. 
Then I heard there was a 
new magazine in town. I 
called The Metro and got 
Tom. 

"We met when I was 
at Time working in photo 
research," I said. 

"Hum," he replied. "I 
remember you, you can 
come in, we'll see." 

"You need a photo 
researcher?" 

"Maybe, and a couple 
of other things." 

The "other things" 
turned out to be editing The 
M e t r o ' s e x a c t i n g a n d 
g r u e l i n g w h a t ’ s o n 
C a l e n d a r, m o n i t o r i n g 
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The grueling calendar section edited by Joan Dupont



features and writing profiles. It seemed that everyone working at the paper had at least three 
jobs. 
 Our cinema guru and film critic David Overbey prodded me to do my first interview with 
Patricia Highsmith, the reclusive author of psychological crime novels, including Strangers On 
A Train and The Talented Mr. Ripley. Highsmith liked my profile and didn’t mind that I had 
quoted her slings at Philip Roth, James Baldwin, and even her own mother. 

Then I interviewed Mary McCarthy, the celebrated author of The Group. 
When Tom read the first draft, he said, “Hmm, fine, but what did you really think of her?” 
I grimaced. “She had a bad cold, she seemed haughty and disdainful.” 

He asked, “Can you put that up front?” 
My detailed three-page article, a kind of recoil before an iconic figure known at 65 as 

“the grand old lady of letters,” was entitled Mary McCarthy: Portrait of a Lady and ran in The 
Paris Metro in February 1978. 

 

Here’s an excerpt from the first paragraph: 
“…I saw Mary McCarthy standing at the Place de la Concorde at high noon, a Sulka 

shopping bag clutched to her side, her face powdered pale, dressed in pearl-grey, like a 
widow, hair and handsome chin set. She stepped cautiously, feet splayed in sober pumps, as if 
she might fall unless she took it very easy…Has age chastened her?”    

McCarthy disliked the piece so much that she let it be known she would leave any event, 
any party, any anything, if I were present. For months McCarthy’s distain echoed back via her 
friends and her husband James West, a career diplomat with ties to the U.S. Embassy. It was a 
kind of Royal ban. 

My unflattering portrait of McCarthy was indicative of The Metro’s brash new journalism, 
a wind that blew in from New York’s Village Voice brushing through Libération, and the rest of 
the French press. The Metro coincided with an age of exuberant experimentation, including 
the Pompidou Center’s 1977 debut exhibit Paris-New York that celebrated the ping-pong 
cultural exchange between the United States and France. 
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This was our Jazz Age, a time of political and sexual audacity; it was not yet the age of 
AIDS or the gossipy exposés of People magazine. We were, for the most part, single, and saw 
ourselves as lone rangers on the loose in Paris — poets, writers, rebels and renegades. We 
went to the movies and out on the town to hear Ingrid Caven, who David Overbey called The 
New Dietrich, sing at a club called Pigalle. We smoked, drank late and frequently closed every 
night spot. We slept little. We had fun and, of course, no notion of time or budgets; we only 
knew we weren’t paid much, and not what anything cost. 

It looked as if everybody who came to Paris dropped by The Metro’s magnificent Marais 
squat. Helmut Newton, who lived around the corner, shot the cover photo for Beverley 
Goldberg’s The Kept Woman cover and Karl Lagerfeld posed for our Disco Fever Paris front 
page. Movies were shot in our historic courtyard and we got sneak previews, glimpses of Romy 
Schneider and Catherine Deneuve, visits by Frederic Mitterrand. Everybody, rock stars and 
fans, dropped by The Metro. It was the place to be. 

I worked with terrific photographers — including Steve Murez, Sergio Gaudenti and 
Claude Vaujany — and met Elaine McCarthy, Christina de Liagre and the boys (Harry Stein, 
Craig Unger, Joel Stratte-McClure and Stan Hertzberg). My friend Sharon O’Connell wrote on 
dance and Sophie Reinauld, fresh out of journalism school, joined the gang to manage 
production. 

Cohorts from the more sober press, companions in arms, novelists and essayists 
stopped by to contribute a story or two. Yves Ajchenbaum and Meg Bortin produced A 
Handbook To The French Elections, Rodger Kamenetz wrote an hilarious spoof on Le Monde 
called Le World, Jack Monet took on the Paris police and Dolores Pala reflected on May ’68 a 
decade after. 

The music scene was regularly covered by three writers: Mike Zwerin aka Dr Jazz, 
Robert Weiner on rock, and Judith Karp on classical music. Tina’s Cheap Thrills and Elaine’s 
Last Tango spiced up the back of the book. Art directors Jean Levy, Jean La Garrigue and bill 
butt gave The Metro its evolving “look” over the years.    

And there were so many others! 
Unfortunately our ping-pong publishing venture didn’t make it into the ‘80s. But we did.    
So, despite some misadventures and with thanks to the entire gang, The Paris Metro 

was my launching pad. I got to visit Patricia Highsmith again, this time in Switzerland for the 
New York Times Magazine, and went on to profile celebrated people in the arts. David, who 
had become a chief programmer for the Toronto International Film Festival, took me with him to 
Vietnam, Hong Kong and Taipei where we met the magical filmmakers of the day and opened 
new paths.          

I’ll never forget that Tom Moore encouraged me, encouraged all of us, to brazenly put it 
all upfront. 

I, and many other veterans of The Paris Metro, continue to do so today. 
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Joan Dupont, long-time contributor to the International Herald Tribune and The New 
York Times, writes on film and filmmakers for Film Comment. Her book for children, 
Philippe The Black Sheep, will be published in autumn 2016 by Filsinger & Co. 
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Studying at Les Arts Decoratifs in Nice, I 
constantly dreamed, like so many Americans, 
of living in Paris. 

It took a while. It wasn’t until, after a 
modeling career in New York, that I was 
appointed editor in Paris for Glamour in the 
mid-1960s and began to cut my teeth and 
learn the real business of reporting and 
photographing fashion. 

I spent a few years in the late ‘60s at the 
Paris Bureau of Women's Wear Daily under the 
tutelage of founder John Fairchild. Days and 
nights were a continual education and I was 
fortunate to meet up-and-coming fashion 
greats — among them Yves Saint Laurent, who 
became a close friend. 

Only then did I truly feel a part of the 
City of Lights. 

Later in the 1970s I was back with Condé 
Nast at their elegant Place du Palais Bourbon 
offices working under the great Diana 
Vreeland for American Vogue. 

The Paris Metro was on the newsstands. 
I loved picking it up to read stories of Paris as 
seen by other Americans or autres who had 
adopted the city as their own. It reminded me 
of George Plimpton’s Paris Review, though 
much edgier. 

At the time, it seemed as if we owned 
Paris and my world revolved around the doings of the fashion and social scene. There was no 
megamedia, no paparazzi, no internet. Everything was definitely more intimate. It was an 
insider’s club des chic. 
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There were only a few of us doing runway 
p h o t o s i n t h o s e d a y s , i n c l u d i n g B i l l 
C u n n i n g h a m , a Wo m e n ’s We a r D a i l y 
photographer, and Jean-Luce Huré from the 
International Herald Tribune. Ready-to-wear 
collections were in their infancy. How times 
have changed! 



As ordered by Mrs. Vreeland, I reported on everything I saw and did. I styled photo 
shoots with Helmut Newton, Henry Clark, Oliviero Toscani, David Bailey, Lord Snowdon and 
scores of others; covered the fashion collections; ferreted out new talent; wined and dined and 
dined and wined with the elite and not so elite — as long as they were beautiful and talented, 
or rich and famous, or all these things at the same time. 

I spent many late nights out at Le Sept, Le Palace, and Regine's where everyone outdid 
themselves with outré behavior, drinking champagne, dancing till dawn, dressing up with 
clothes borrowed from Saint Laurent, Thierry Mugler or Claude Montana. 

Work was play and play was work, though how we got to work the next day was another 
matter. Somehow we did. We were all in it together for better, and sometimes worse, by day 
and by night. 

I photographed the fledgling runway shows, when there were only a few of us. And I 
always had my Nikon at the ready during photo shoots, and snapped everyone I met as often 
as I could. Most of these photos, many of them now collectors’ items, were featured in my 
Vogue’s View column…others carefully kept and forgotten until recently. 

That magical time vanished with the onslaught of the 1980s — death and sickness, the 
results of too much sex, drugs and rock and roll. 

The world of fashion exploded, but not in a pretty way. 
I moved back to New York in the early ‘80s and continued working for Vogue, then with 

the new edition of American Elle, then became editor-in-chief at Taxi. In the 1990s I was a 
freelance fashion editor, consultant, photographer and stylist in New York, Miami and Paris. 

I've kept my photos in boxes until recently and am now working on a photo scrapbook of 
those amazing years. 

Yes, from Paris, which I never really left. 
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Massachusetts-born Mary Russell now lives between Paris and Miami and is putting 
together a book with an extensive collection of her photographs and stories from the 
1970s. Mary spends most of her time between Miami and Paris with her daughter and 
three French grandsons. 
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Photo by Mary Russell 

Johnny Casablanca was an old pal I met in 
Switzerland years before his notorious love for 
women led to the creation of the Elite Model 
Management International agency in Paris. He was a 
true genius, devastatingly attractive. The secret of 
how many of his models he seduced most probably 
went with him to his grave when he passed away a 
few years ago. 

Photo by Mary Russell 

Helmut Newton with model Gunilla Lindblad cutting it 
up on La Croisette in Cannes after a Vogue photo 
shoot. 
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Salvador Dalí held ribald fetes in his suite at the Hotel Meurice 
in Paris. Here I am (third from right, back row) next to notorious 
rake Paul-Louis Weiller, various young play toy gigolos, and a 
few hangers-on, including French ambassador to the United 
States Hervé Alphand and his wife Nicole, who later worked at 
Pierre Cardin. 

Photo by Mary Russell 

Keith Richards and Mick Jagger would 
hang out at Catherine Harlé's model 
agency during the day to check out the 
new talent before joining the rest of us late 
at night at the Club Sept. Fame hadn't 
ruined them. Yet… 
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Photo by Mary Russell 

Fashion muse Loulou de la Falaise had just arrived 
from London, her belongings in a pillow case. She 
stayed at my house in Montparnasse before meeting 
Fernando Sanchez, Yves Saint Laurent and Pierre 
Bergé. The rest is history! Here she is with brother 
Alexis. Loved her dearly. 

Photo by Mary Russell 

David Hockney had an important exhibition at the 
Musée des Arts Decoratifs at the Palais du Louvre in 
1974. He was renting an apartment in St. Germain 
dès Près and, like everyone we knew, would be at 
Club Sept every night. 
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Photo by Mary Russell 

Whenever Andy Warhol came to Paris with his gang we 
would all meet at the Café Flore for drinks and then 
have lunch across the street at Brasserie Lipp. He was 
working on portraits of the rich and famous, meeting 
and greeting. Under his seemingly quiet demeanor lived 
a shrewd business man. Loved him...He was very sweet 
and shy. 

Yves Saint-Laurent with me...He was so much fun! 
Devilish! Gave me so many beautiful clothes. I 
donated my couture dresses to the Costume 
Institute at the Metropolitan Museum in New York. 
We were out on the town almost every night for 
most of the ‘70's. 



How did I, an “older” woman, get mixed up with the kids at The Paris Metro? 
I'm still bemused by the answer to that the question. 
It was primarily because of Harry Stein. I was verging on 40 at the time so my crowd was 

not The Metro crowd at all. My people were middle-aged ex-pats with only a few natives 
helping us speak French. Most of us were just a little bit disillusioned with Paris after being 
unable to find literary stars like Zelda and Scott, Henry and Anaïs, or even Gertrude and Alice. 
No such luck. 

Actually, one day a friend did take me down to meet Sterling Hayden, who had rented a 
barge on the Seine – my only brush with the jet set. He was monosyllabic. All of the glamorous 
people seemed to have gone home. Instead we had President Giscard d'Estaing on all three of 
the government-run TV channels. “Nous n'avons pas de petrole, mais nous avons des idees.” 
“Faites un troisieme enfant pour la France.” This, the 1970s, was the time of the oil price 
shocks, and the decade when Wall Street couldn't move above 1000 points. Boring. 

So you can just imagine the excitement when The Paris Metro started appearing on the 
newsstands. The ex-pats were fascinated. Gosh, who were these young kids? Where did the 
money come from? Rumors circulated about a guy who had written a magazine article that was 
so fascinating it was sold to Hollywood and resulted in the movie called Dog Day Afternoon. 
None of our crowd had read the article or seen the movie.    

And these kids called Tom and Craig and Harry and Joel seemed to know everything 
about Paris that we didn't. They were obviously having a hell of a time. Apparently for them, it 
was A Moveable Feast all over again. We snatched up our copies of The Paris Metro every 
fortnight to see how the other half was living. 

My particular favorite was Harry, who wrote a very funny column that was always good 
for a laugh, if not several laughs. In one issue Harry wrote about girls in Paris...about how they 
walked just so, how they tied a scarf, made up their eyes, how they put it all together, so 
irresistible were they that he had to clutch at lamp posts when one of these creatures went by. 
(Actually, I must ask him if he would write this today. It seems to me the young girls now are all 
wearing the same dead straight long hair and jeans with outrageous holes. You can't tell one 
from another. We Oldies have to remember not to fall into the trap of lamenting. “The world has 
gone mad today and good's bad today...” as Cole Porter wrote in his 1934 hit Anything Goes. 
Even 80 years later, it seems quite pertinent.) 

Harry's column inspired me to write a letter that I dug out of the closet the other day. It 
was entitled “You think you've got problems with French women!” It's rather snappily written, I 
have to say. I begin by identifying myself as an ample-pelvissed, Passages-passing person who 
moved to Paris from the U.S. of A. I remember this description infuriated my husband, author 
and The New Yorker columnist William Pfaff, who adamantly objected to this depiction and told 
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me not to send the letter. But, of course, I did send it, it was published, and Harry Stein 
suggested I might like to write something else for The Paris Metro, which I also did. 

Reading this letter again is like a Madeleine moment, a glimpse of a Paris perdue. In it, I 
chronicled my futile attempts to compete with French women. There was the first trip to Paris 
as young marrieds — the year of the of wild dyed furs and long leather legs – the first time I 
caught my husband clutching at lampposts. The next trip was during "the year of the midi.” On 
the train from Vienna to Paris, voila, a vision in green knit “midi” skirt, boots, long sweater, 
shoulder bag, cloche cap crammed down on escaping red curls. Later, I tried the look at the 
Garden Club in Connecticut. It was not a success. 

Then we moved to Paris for one year and stayed forever. There I am picking up my 
daughter at the local Catholic school in the 16th, observing the French mothers dressed fit to 
kill at 8:30 a.m. These days there's a line of Filipino babysitting nounous. In another vignette 
I've been convinced by a French girlfriend to trade my Grace Kelly look for a dernier cri 
geometric cut at Maniatis — le must coiffeur at the time. Geometric looked great on the girls 
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The column that inspired Carolyn Pfaff to contact The Paris Metro.



then but the lank-haired young ladies today would be aghast. It took me ages to grow back my 
hair. 

Next I go to Guerlain to try my first Paris skin treatment. I'm shown into a little hospital-
like room as though it's an abortion and not a facial they'll give me. After the make-up 
application, I leave on a dead run in search of the nearest washroom. Even today most Parisian 
women still have a soin de peau at least once a month. 

And so I go on, and on, in this letter – about the 
challenge of trying on clothes without a curtain at Sonia 
Rykiel sales, about trying to keep up with “the look” as 
defined by the late, great Hebe Dorsey in the now-defunct 
Trib. Finally I conclude that no matter how hard I try, the 
sight of me will not drive men to clutch at lampposts, 
because “it's not what you wear, but the way that you wear 
it. And those damned French women...” 

Today, we have sadly learned to do without The 
Paris Metro. As for competitive me, I am picking up my 
grandchildren instead of my children from school, waiting 
along with the Filipino nounous and an amazing number of 
grey-haired grandmas and grandpas. Most mothers are off 
at work, either by choice or necessity. 

The other day, my grandson, Jason, gave me a 
perfunctory kiss at the school gate and then said suddenly 
“Why are you wearing funny green stuff around your eyes, 
grandma?”    

I looked at him reprovingly. Actually, I'd thought this 
flashy eyeliner was rather attractive. Maybe I'd better go 
back to Guerlain and get some tips on make-up for the 
older woman to please the younger man. 
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Carolyn Pfaff wrote a regular Letter from Paris for Advertising Age in the 1980s before 
launching and directing a pan-European marketing directory. In the '90s she created a 
global register to rate brands in Europe while continuing to contribute feature articles to 
magazines and newspapers. She was better known as la femme de, or wife of, 
International Herald Tribune political columnist and New Yorker writer, William Pfaff, who 
died in 2015 at 86, much missed. 

Elegant grandma.



 
       Being an artist in Paris is like being a football player 
in Alabama. Everybody says they're one but few actually 
play the game. 
     My first days in the Paris of the 1970s began with 
painting on the Seine, sketching in the parks, drawing 
nude models at the École des Beaux-Arts, being born into 
a new life where I finally fit. 
      Working in the studio, eyeing the Louvre across the 
river, the smells of the printmaking department, being 
Salvador Dalí’s pawn for three years, doing posters for the 
first Women’s Liberation Movement, promoting my first 
one-man exhibit, topping it off with a smorgasbord of 
international lovers. 
        Paris then was freedom in every way, my addictions 
in the making. 

• Living at the Fondation des États-Unis. 
• Reading many books on many metros. 
• Wandering around and noticing architectural details. 
• Scavenging at the Porte de Clignancourt flea market. 
• Walking down rue de Seine with its art galleries. 
• Sitting at James Baldwin’s table at the Café de Flore. 
• Opening Le Flore en l'Île with an exhibit of my broken                  
dolls and lace. 
• Schmoozing with Madame Pompidou and the Duchess of 
Bedford. 
• Reading The Paris Metro. 
• Taking many honeymoon train rides to Honfleur. 
• Tasting varied apartments and quartiers during an itchy 
seven-year stint.    
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Nall’s sketch of Dalí.
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“Paris then was freedom in every way.”

Alabama-born Nall survived as an artist in Paris in the 1970s, when he studied at the 
École des Beaux-Arts, and now has a thriving international career with studios in the 
south of France and Fairhope, Alabama. 



 

Mike Zwerin didn't only write about jazz. He WAS jazz! 
So when the International Herald Tribune wouldn’t let him write for The Paris Metro 

under his own name, my dad did what all creative jazz musicians do. He improvised. 
That's how Doctor Jazz, the pseudonym for The Metro’s jazz column written by Mike, 

was born. 
Mike managed to always write about what he wanted to write about. He couldn't be 

called a "critic" because he wasn't interested in criticizing anyone. He just wanted to keep an 
open mind and experience as much as possible in his writing and in his life. 

That open mind meant he would get just as excited when he listened to John Coltrane 
as he did when listening to Jimi Hendrix, Miles Davis (who was a recurrent character in Mike’s 
life) or Bob Dylan. 

And, of course, he loved playing the trombone and bass trumpet. He kept on playing his 
whole life after a stellar start with Miles Davis' Birth of the Cool and with the John Lewis 
Orchestra USA. Mike’s own album of Kurt Weill theater music featured an all-star cast borrowed 
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Doctor Jazz with his wife Martine and son Ben in the 1980s.



from that orchestra, including John Lewis, Eric Dolphy, Thad Jones, Jerome Richardson, Jimmy 
Raney, Richard Davis and Connie Kay 

Among the many different bands that Mike played with over the years was a trio with 
Christian Escudé and Gus Nemeth called Not Much Noise. He also recorded with a young 
Michel Petrucciani, toured with the French rock band Telephone, and played around with 
experimental music and electronics with the trio ZIP. 

These, and many other experiences, are documented in Mike’s two autobiographies,   
Close Enough For Jazz and The Parisian Jazz Chronicles: An Improvisational Memoir. 

The books reveal that Mike, who passed away in April 2010, always loved the world of 
jazz and constantly kept an ear to the street, which is how he found an exiled Timothy Leary in 
Algeria before anyone else did. 

Coming up with a pseudonym to get to write for The Paris Metro was a typical move for 
Mike Doctor Jazz Zwerin. 
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The Zwerins in 1978 photographed for an article in The Paris Metro. 

Ben Zwerin was a toddler when his father wrote the Doctor Jazz column for The Paris 
Metro. He’s currently a bass-playing musician, record producer and TV writer based in 
Brooklyn, NY. 



Among the cave dwellers, I was the youngest. An American raised in France, my mother 
insisted I learn typing and thanks to that I got an underground job setting type in the basement 
at The Paris Metro. My first "real" job, and even my own small flat in Montmartre, added new 
skills to my short CV after attending the American College in Paris. 

I enjoyed being around 
Americans living the expatriate 
dream. I learned a lot from them, 
made long-time friends. Working 
in the Marais at the time, before 
its gentrification, was also very 
special. I loved to buy pastrami 
and fresh rye bread from 
Goldenberg's restaurant on the 
rue des Rosiers near the office. 

O n e d a y a s t r a n g e 
woman d ressed in b lack 
appeared out of nowhere. Pierre 
Zucca was shooting Roberte ce 
soir in parts of the hôtel 
particulier that housed The 
Metro offices. The woman in 
black in the courtyard was 
actress Denise Morin-Sinclaire, 
F r e n c h w r i t e r P i e r r e 
Klossowski's wife who later 
became known as Roberte 
because o f her s tunn ing 
performance in the film, which is 
unusual because it stages 
tableaux vivants inspired by the 
idea that eroticism is a path to 
knowledge. 

Besides working in the cave, I was also studying at the Conservatoire Libre du Cinéma 
Français. After devoting my first year of film studies to editing, I decided the moment I saw 
Denise to switch to filmmaking for the second year. I needed to be more exposed, more 
involved.  
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The Paris Metro features editor Joan Dupont introduced me to her teenage son Alex 
and we had a long and interesting conversation about filmmaking in the café across the street 
from the cave. Alex already knew exactly what he wanted to do. That was to make films 
without any intermediate phases, such as schools or internships. He was inspired and 
determined. Later, he did exactly what he had decided to do and became known as Leos 
Carax.  

I remember that quite a few people at The Metro were writing, doing art. People like arts 
editor Elaine McCarthy seemed more concerned by the experience itself than by success. I 
think they encouraged me to pursue a personal quest rather than worry about achieving a 
material goal.  
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After studying filmmaking, Jennifer Burford made mostly abstract films with Light Cone, 
an experimental film cooperative founded in Paris in 1982.Teaching has been her main 
job and she taught film and English at the University of Le Havre for several years. She 
loves being near the sea and today lives and teaches in Caen, only 12 minutes from the 
Côte de Nacre beaches. She plans to move to Marseilles when she retires in 2019. 



 
During my first decade in Paris I wrote articles, columns, critiques, essays, fiction, 

guidebooks, reviews and stories about absolutely everything in town. From bars to bordellos, 
elegant restaurants to inexpensive dives, swimming pools to ornate fountains, hot addresses 
to shabby slums, chic boutiques to flea markets. I visited each of the  Histoire de Paris  plaques 
on every building in town and selected the ten most romantic spots in the world’s most 
romantic city. 

I had the best   feel   for the city 
during  The Paris Metro  era and, when I 
thumb through back issues, I’m amazed 
how many of the places, and some of the 
people, are still around today. Here, out of 
12,358 Paris exploits, is a random selection 
of eleven memorable moments that I 
discovered, covered or revisited during  
The Metro  years. 

Shakespeare and Company 
When I arrived in Paris in March 1970 

I immediately looked in the annuaire, or 
telephone book, to find Shakespeare and 
Company. I went to the address  —   109, 
boulevard Haussmann   — only to find a 
chic   papeterie   called   À Shakespeare 
selling stationery. 

I felt more at home the same 
a f ternoon when I found the rea l 
Shakespeare and Company on rue de la 
Bûcherie. I met George Whitman, who 
opened the bookstore in 1951 and 
changed its name to Shakespeare and 
Company in 1964 as a tribute to Sylvia 
Beach’s legendary   librairie   of the same 
name.   I bought my first first edition of 
Oscar Wilde, met a few visiting authors and 
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Beverley Goldberg mentions Shakespeare and Co. in the 
first issue of  The Paris Metro.



just hung out during an era when my goal was to vaguely “write, drink and live off women.”        
Whitman was an early fan of The Paris Metro, whose pages often chronicled the action 

at his bookstore, and copies of the magazine could always be found in his shop.  I was gratified 
that his daughter, Sylvia Beach Whitman, who took over after George died at 98 in 2011, put 
first editions of my book,  The Idiot and the Odyssey: Walking the Mediterranean,  on the 
hallowed shelves. 

Hippodrome de Longchamp 
I started going to the daily horse races in Paris, and reading Paris-Turf each morning, 

during the summer of 1970. I have regularly bet on the tiercé for over forty years and, though I 
did win over 52,000 francs on a quarté  in 1985, continue to play the horses for the love and 
fun of the game, not the money. It was a no brainer that my second On The Money column in  
The Metro  concerned prognosticating and betting at the track or in a tabac. 

One memorable feature in The Metro was an article entitled Drawing Mental Maps  with 
illustrations of maps drawn, very crudely in my case, by people to provide a mental perception 
(as opposed to concrete reality) of where they lived in Paris. 

I wrote that I left Île Saint-Louis, where I lived for six years, “only when touched by the 
muse of love or I have a hot tip on a nag.” My bland mental map consisted primarily of the 
addresses of the six women I was dating and Longchamp. 

The women are gone; Vive Longchamp. 

La Tour d’Argent 
I first met Claude Terrail, the owner and impresario of La Tour d’Argent, in 1971 when I 

was writing a guidebook to Paris for Pan American World Airways. The center table at the 
window overlooking Notre Dame is still one of my favorite places to dine. 

The Tour was featured in ads to attract hawkers to sell The Paris Metro and Terrail and I 
were good friends, frequently going out on the town on Monday nights when La Tour was 
closed. An exhilarated Claude called me when his son André was born in 1980. And when 
André and my daughter 
S o n i a t o o k  b é b é s 
nageurs lessons together in 
1983 I figured they’d get 
married, I’d be given an 
a p a r t m e n t i n La To u r 
building, and they’d name a 
duck dish after me. 

That didn’t happen, 
but André has been at the 
helm of La Tour since his 
father died at 88 in 2006 
and we’re toasting The 
Metro’s 40th   reunion in the 
bar. 
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Hammam Saint-Paul    
I became an habitué of the Hammam Saint-Paul on rue des Rosiers when I lived in the 

then-not-so-chic Marais during the early ‘70s. It was a relaxing spot for an inexpensive Turkish 
bath, sauna and massage by Henri, a former wrestler. 

The hammam, my favorite place in Paris for a naked lunch, became a regular hangout for 
The Metro staff and we occasionally hosted private co-ed evenings. I knew the neighborhood 
had gone completely downhill when Chevignon Trading Post opened a retail outlet in the 
hammam building in 1991. 

Hôtel Ritz 
I shyly entered the imperial and imposing Hôtel Ritz when I was doing research for the 

Pan Am guide in 1971 and it was there, at the Hemingway Bar, that I met with Tom Moore and 
Harry Stein in 1976 to learn about The Paris Metro.    

But it was a story I wrote called The Doorman Bigger Than The Ritz  — a young 
communist doorman spilled the dirty beans on the condition of the hotel kitchen (think rats) 
and described how the staff viewed the guests (think rats again) — that ran in The Metro and 
led to disrupted friendships, furious letters to the editor and one of our first lawsuits. 

I’m almost as shy about going into the place today as I was forty-five years ago. 

Joe Allen 
I had numerous odd jobs when I first came to Paris and felt I’d arrived when I was hired 

as a waiter at Joe Allen when it opened in January 1972. We made serious money and I 
enjoyed waiting on Françoise Hardy and other celebs. 

Although I was eventually fired for hitting (it was actually “pushing”) a customer, my 
waiter friend Christian Briaud-Drain was featured in a Metro subscription ad and Joe made a 
donation to “Save The Paris Metro” when we were going broke. We held an event there during 
the magazine’s 20th  anniversary and I’m still a customer. 

Karl Lagerfeld 
I mentioned Karl Lagerfeld in my Metro column and a few days later received a 

handwritten note thanking me in KL’s familiar scrawl. Karl invited me to lunch at his home on 
rue de l'Université and later posed for our  Disco Fever Paris  cover. He also wrote a 500-word 
essay — and produced an amusing sketch of a dinner with other top designers of the day — for 
a special fashion section I put together.    

I profiled him in the International Herald Tribune in 1979 — What’s Karl Lagerfeld’s Finest 
Creation? Karl Lagerfeld   — and consider him one of the most savvy, disciplined, eclectic and 
productive human beings I know. 

Le Bernardin 
The Paris Metro  story I wrote about Le Bernardin restaurant and its owner Gilbert Le 

Coze was called The Early Chef Catches The Oursin. It recounted our 2:30-6:00 a.m. odyssey 
to buy fish at the Rungis market from people, Gilbert said, “I’ve known since my childhood.“ 
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Gilbert prepared, in his inimitable innovative fashion, some of the fish we bought and I 
predicted that the restaurant, which opened in 1972, “will probably be getting the maximum 
number of  etoiles  in Michelin (it has one).” 

This was almost a decade before Le Bernardin became one of the best-known 
restaurants in the world after opening in New York in 1986. I still think Gilbert, who died too 
young in 1994, was the most passionate chef I’ve encountered. 

Grande Randonnées 
I discovered France’s marvelous  Sentiers de Grande Randonnées, the blazed hiking 

trails known as GRs found throughout the country, well before The Metro  ran Judith Karp’s 
article about them entitled The Seduction of the City-Dweller. 

During The Metro epoch, advertising director John Keeney and I often went for day 
hikes on the GR1, aka the Tour de Paris   that consists of 577 kilometers of easy walking trails 
around the capital. 

Ardent Metro reader Judy Fayard, the Women’s Wear Daily Paris bureau chief, came 
with us on the 23-kilometer Maisse-to-Malesherbes hike one Saturday and, used to wearing 
high heels, went lame and we had to carry her for the last few kilometers. 

  77



Swimming 
Besides being The Metro’s publisher, columnist and reporter, I was also the swimming 

correspondent. I swam to the bottom of the Seine, surveyed the near-nude bodies at Piscine 
Deligny and got caught skinny-dipping at the Sofitel. I also encouraged other Metroites to join 
me every morning at the Piscine Pontoise, Piscine Ledru-Rollin and other municipal pools. 

Swimming in Paris can be a battle, often physical, of styles and strokes because most 
French pools didn’t have lane lines. The boisterous, hard-swimming  Metro  team definitely 
made a loud splash. 

Amitiés 
I’m still in touch with friends I met on arrival in Paris in 1970 including co-workers on the 

Pan Am Guide, former waiters at Joe Allen, erstwhile journalists and numerous people from 
before, during and after The Metro era. 

When I come back to town — and this is a key aspect of the allure, beauty, charm and 
seduction of Paris — I still know enough people to feel like I live there. And one of the long-
term payoffs of The Paris Metro has been to observe the successful careers and exciting lives 
that many associated with the magazine have had since its demise. 
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Joel Stratte-McClure, who now lives in California, has not forgotten Oscar Wilde’s 
aphorism that “when good Americans die they go to Paris.” 

Sign of the times



Metro Covers 
Memorable Issues 
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It all began in 1976 when I thought my stay in Paris was coming to an end.    
After four years in the city, first as a student, then as a jeune fille au pair, and finally as a 

bartender at the American Legion, the adventure I’d been living seemed to have become more 
of a routine. After much deliberation, I finally made the painful decision to leave Paris at the 
end of the year when, quite by chance, I made the acquaintance of Joel Stratte-McClure and 
the recently launched The Paris Metro. A new chapter of my life in Paris began. 

Late one summer evening while I was having dinner at Le Flore en l'Île, a small hip café 
on the Île Saint-Louis, Joel and two of the other Founding Fathers of The Paris Metro walked in. 
Joel, being Joel, spotted the young blond at the corner table, came over, introduced himself, 
and asked me to join them. As we talked, Joel and I discovered we’d both grown up in 
northern California in similar small-town environments (think American Graffiti). This 
coincidence was, of course, just too much for us to ignore and by the time I left the café that 
night, I’d been asked out on my first date with Joel, to a Linda Ronstadt concert at the Théâtre 
des Champs-Élysées. (Actually, Joel already had a date for the concert so he arranged for me 
to go with his friend Craig Unger, though we all knew I was really there to be with Joel.) 

By the fall I was settled into Joel’s apartment, a charming fourth-floor walk-up in a 17th-
century building on Île Saint-Louis, with beamed ceilings, polished tile floors, a fireplace — and 
a bathtub. Never mind that the bathroom was carpeted in a 70s-style brown shag rug. For a girl 
who lived in an attic room with a sink the size of a soup bowl and the W.C. down the hall, this 
was the epitome of luxe. On our next date (shortly after Linda), I asked Joel if I could take a 
bath. After that, there was no going back. 

As the girlfriend of a Founding Father, I was by mere association initiated into the inner 
circle of The Paris Metro. As a Metro groupie, I felt a part of what was happening, shared in the 
incredible energy and got to join in much of the excessive celebrating that went on during the 
early days of the then-revolutionary magazine. There were long, intoxicated meals at Au 
Beaujolais, client dinners at Bofinger, photo shoots on the Seine, and heated late-night staff 
discussions fueled by wine and beer in our apartment. During that time, I never wrote an article 
for The Metro, never took a photograph or edited any copy — but I was a cover girl. 

The cover story in the March 1977 issue of The Metro focused on the lives of foreign au 
pairs working in Paris. I was asked to pose as one of these innocent young caregivers in the 
clutches of an employer of dubious intention — nothing like my own extraordinary au pair 
experience, but I knew I could rise to the occasion and play the part. The cover photo was 
taken in our apartment — me curled up on the couch with a bourgeois, middle-aged 
Frenchman (actually The Metro’s insurance broker) in a three-piece suit. What fun! And how 
thrilling to think that I didn’t get left on the editing room floor, but actually made the front page. 
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Needless to say, this Metro life brought marvelous adventures and mishaps (one with a 
belligerent taxi driver and a can of mace that put Joel out of action for an evening comes to 
mind), and my year in the inner circle was one of the most memorable of my life. As other 
colorful characters entered The Metro orbit, some remarkable people became my friends.   
Some have since scattered to the ends of the earth and I haven’t seen them since the late '70s 
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in Paris. A few I have reunited with in recent years, which has been a little strange and 
surprisingly comfortable — picking up in many ways, right where we left off. The beginning of 
yet another chapter in the continuing saga of The Paris Metro. 
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Following five years in Paris, Gloria planned to return to her home state of California to 
find a real job. On her way west, she stopped over in New York to visit Manhattan for the 
first time — and decided to stay. She landed a job at the Air France offices on Fifth 
Avenue and eventually married a New Yorker. Now, with over 20 years in the travel 
business, Gloria makes it a point to return to her first love, Paris, every year.    



 
When I became advertising director of The Paris Metro, I found a trail of martyred 

amateurs who had "sold" a clutch of tiny bistro and provocative massage advertisements in the 
first few issues. Most of the ads hadn't been paid for and one maniacal salesperson 
disappeared after she printed a full-page ad for a well-known department store without a bon 
de command, or order. The store denied purchasing the ad. 

The sales team was a circus act with lovable performers. 
Ed Flaherty was severely overworked and had developed a '70s version of PTSD. 

Stanley Hertzberg's French made him sound like a deranged Dane with a speech impediment. 
One high society French woman did nothing apart from tend to her two constantly yapping toy 
poodles, sparking plots about their accidental disappearance. Wouter Apituley would only 
handle massage ads and I was so unaccustomed to ad biz behavior and jargon that I was 
forcibly evicted from my first meeting with an agency on the rue de Rivoli. I thought the 
discussion about the standard 10% agency commission was an attempted demand for a bribe. 

Our Canadian consultant George Beaumont, a tall 50ish gentleman with a ginger 
mustache and endless patience, had run an ad agency and knew the game. But he was 
somewhat distrusted by our editors, who were typically clueless when it came to advertising 
and didn't want to tarnish The Metro's independent and feisty editorial image. 

George somehow managed to sell ads to exclusive clients, like Chanel and Air France, 
astonishing feats for a magazine that initially offered no color printing and looked like a feral 
goat when positioned next to glossy thoroughbreds like Vogue, Le Nouvelle Observateur and 
even the International Herald Tribune. 

He also hosted advertising seminars with our ragged sales force in his apartment near 
Place des Vosges and under his tutelage my slender sales and commercial background 
matured. I resolved to improve my French and get things moving. I figured we needed to play a 
radical chic angle and promote the perception that we were rich, classy Americans ahead of 
the curve on what was hip. This strategy began to have an effect and, with a spiffy used suit 
and spit-polished shoes, I made some sales. 

I hired a pair of 23-year-old women, both gorgeous and exceptionally able. Kate Chabot 
was a lovely bilingual blonde with a never-say-die fighting spirit and Aline Ordronneau a suave 
Bretonne beauty rarely seen without a Gitanes cigarette hanging between her lovely lips or 
long fingers. Their charm and humor worked wonders in staid French ad agencies.      

Then I recruited publisher Joel Stratte-McClure, a successful journalist who came on like 
a combination of P.T. Barnum and a drunk Will Rogers, to get involved in sales. JS-M was 
writing the On The Money column, using the pseudonym Psmith, and was one of the first 
writers and investors on the magazine. He had every incentive to work his ass off. But in our 
first meeting, when I took issue with his pretentious pontificating about how to sell advertising, 
he took a swing at me. I ducked and responded with a mid-section tackle. After that, we 
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formed a great good guy/bad guy team, though the French thought we resembled Butch 
Cassidy and the Sundance Kid on an intoxicated bank-robbing binge. 

If JS-M hated anything, it was obscurity. He set out to make the Metro famous. Our MO 
consisted of constant appearances across the upper reaches of Paris society, long boozy 
lunches, outrageous stunts, frequent interviews, elephantine schmoozing, attendance at any 
kind of event and interminable soirees, all threaded with some generally outrageous promotion 
and ad selling. Often derided, this tactic actually worked and contrary to persistent rumors, we 
were only arrested twice for disturbing the peace. 

       One of our smartest moves 
was to take over the largest 
room in our 17th century office 
building in the Marais. 
   We transformed a once-
elegant wreck with reject desks 
by painting the ceiling white and 
getting rid of some of the 
ubiquitous dust. We dubbed our 
creation The Frontier Room, 
perhaps because JS-M was 
originally from North Dakota and 
I from Seattle, or because of the 
hand-to-hand combat required to 
get ads. But from my perspective 

it was because JS-M had just 
thrown a hapless candidate for employment out the first floor window. 

A few days later the well-groomed associate editor Tina de Liagre looked in, threw a 
whiplash glance and shrieked, “This place looks like shit!”    

“Yeah, but you should have seen it last week,” I responded. 
The Frontier Room was as much a state of mind as an office. It meant US vs. Them, 

commando tactics, adventure, challenge. And it was balls-to-the-walls American in attitude.   
The spirit infused anyone bold enough to stay. If they couldn't take it, there was always the 
window exit. 

The Frontier Room Gang expanded and became a tight team in a buzzing semi-
organized place of business, if you allow that sheer anarchy can be organized. 

Our members included Patricia Lissillour, the administrator who held the place together, 
and Michelle le Chanjour who, while cowering amidst the American madness around her, took 
on the classified ads department. Kansas-born Richard Seamster added more heft to the team 
while Yves Guillot, the self-proclaimed Arthur Rimbaud of Photography, a wraithlike character 
of unsettling calm given to weird non-sequiturs, made the rest of us look somewhat sane and 
stable.    

I was exceptionally impressed with our Rimbaud when he placidly told a client on the 
phone: “Madame, allez vous faire foutre." This act, within bounds of The Frontier Room ethos, 
was not cause for his dismissal. Rimbaud's undoing was repeatedly answering the telephone 
with: “International Herald Tribune.” Finally, I showed him the window. 
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Another key person popped 
up, though he never had any known 
job description. This was the timid, 
sports coat-clad Harry Rebeiro from 
Accra, Ghana, one of the best street 
hawkers in Metro history. The Frontier 
Room esprit transformed quiet and 
shy Harry into an outrageous soul 
brother, brightly dressed, dancing 
wildly, and blowing his ever-present 
whistle, in imitation of the Village 
People. He changed his name to 
Harry Flowers, and was wheeled into 
sales meetings for, well, Metro color. 

We were on a roll. 
We worked like rutting boars at 

all hours. Deals were closed in 
between and during long boozy 
lunches. Evenings were spent visiting 
a dozen cocktail parties, gallery 
openings and fashion events. Then 
we would party, often all night. We’d 
sometimes be last to leave Le Palace, 
often going directly to the municipal 
Piscine, either Ledru-Rollin or Jean 
Taris, to swim a mile and go straight 
to work. For relaxation and occasional 
sleep, we’d hit the ultra-clean steam 
and sweat rooms at the Hammam 
Saint Paul. 

I did some exquisite barter 
deals with fine restaurants which 
enabled us to eat, drink and sell ads 
while dining at the Golestan, La 
Maison de Caviar, the Hotel Meurice 
and La Méditerranée. Our team sold 
advertisements to companies — like 
Darty, Freres Lissac, Sony and FNAC 
— who logically had no place in a 
magazine of our repute and we even 
s t a r t e d p u b l i s h i n g l u c r a t i v e 
advertising sections. 

I continued my unusual tactics, 
often lubricated by wine. At Kenzo I 
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greeted the gruff, bearded general manager who had given me a bit of guff at a défilé a few 
weeks before, with a flying body tackle upon entrance to his Place des Victoires office.  
Apparently this impressed, or shocked, him into submission. We got the business. 

None of the advertising game was easy, and nobody could succeed without a thick hide. 
Along with any success, came a string of humiliating refusals and put-downs. But in the end, 
The Frontier Room embodied the same esprit and gusto as the newsroom downstairs. 
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John Keeney, despite or because of his Frontier Room sales experience at The Paris 
Metro, is a successful book, magazine and innovative digital publisher based in Sydney, 
Australia. 



 
February 1977, on the border between Germany and Czechoslovakia 
The border guard marched right out of my dreams and into the harsh, metallic corridor 

outside our compartment, banging on the glass door. “Papers!” he said in German, Czech, and 
then French. “Papiers!” 

The train had come to a halt during the night in a pine forest at the edge of West 
Germany. Now the sun was beginning to turn the patches of sky between the trees a sullen 
grey and I watched the border guards outside, shuffling between military trucks parked parallel 
to the train tracks. It was dark, dreary, and cold. In the sodium lights you could see swamps of 
mud from melting snow. 

Suddenly, the door to our compartment slammed open and the border guard filled the 
entire space. I was holding out my American passport and his eye caught it right away. 

“Get up!” he said brusquely. “Who are you hiding behind your seat?” 
I got up obediently, turning to look behind me. Then the guard burst into laughter and 

several of the other passengers in the compartment joined him. 
“Welcome to Czechoslovakia,” he said. 
I was teaching English in Paris at the time, and had just launched an expatriate literary 

journal called Paris Voices. This was my first foray behind the Iron Curtain, and I had no real 
world guidance about what to expect. 

My girlfriend’s parents had given me the Prague address of a family friend named Olga, 
who had worked for them as an au pair in the early 1960s. Olga was now in her mid-30s and 
was married to a signatory of Charter 77, the civic movement led by Vaclav Havel that was 
calling for an end to Communist rule. 

Solange, my girlfriend’s mother, had given me presents for Olga and Jiri: a washable 
table cloth, paper napkins, stockings, chocolate, and an inexpensive French pullover. When I 
arrived at their large apartment and saw the polished antiques, the telephone, the hand-blown 
crystal goblets, the dark bookshelves crammed with books and records, I felt foolish. 

“Sshh!” she said, when I started to ask her about Charter 77. “Not here.” 
She pointed to the walls, and then to her ears. “The walls have ears, even for silly things 

like chocolate and stockings,” she said. 
A thick haze of coal smoke choked the streets. It entered your lungs like a fist that 

opened and closed against your will. Olga took me down to a local tavern just off the 
Staroměstské náměstí, the Old Town square, not far from the Charles Bridge. At 4 p.m. on a 
Saturday afternoon, it was absolutely packed. People were eating sausages, drinking beer and 
slivovic, and talking at volumes that rivaled those of a Washington, DC, bar at happy hour. I 
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could barely hear Olga, let alone what anyone at the next table was saying. I got it. Even if the 
walls had ears, all they could hear here would be gobbledygook. 

A while later, her husband joined us. 
“In 1968, we all believed,” Jiri said. “Soviet Communism was like an old coat we had 

outgrown. It was springtime, we were young, all we saw were possibilities. Just the thought of 
freedom was a drug that loosened our tongues.” 

“After the crackdown,” Olga said, “we were just waiting for the police to show up at our 
door. The Soviet tanks were everywhere. I wondered if I would ever smell the sea again.” 

An army Colonel came in through the door, and the wave of cold air he brought in with 
him seemed to chill the entire room. For a few moments, as he approached the bar and 
ordered a beer, no one spoke. He exchanged a few pleasantries with the barman, echoing off 
the walls like broken crystal. Then he downed his beer quickly, dropping a large bill. The 
barman returned the change; when the Colonel tried to leave it as a tip, the barman pushed it 
back at him, Queen’s pawn to QP4. 

“Things are different now,” Jiri said once the Colonel left. “It’s only a matter of time. They 
think they are winning, but they have lost.” 

“But we will get a call later on, asking us what we were speaking to you about,” Olga 
added. 

Later, I met a young music teacher, who unlike Olga and Jiri had made his peace with the 
regime. He claimed to have studied the West and found our system wanting. 

“Here I have everything I need,” he told me. “I have a job, an apartment, even a house in 
the country. I have economic security but 
have to watch what I say. In the West, you 
can say what you wish but you have to 
struggle to live. Which is better?” 

In the magazine article I eventually 
wrote about this trip for The Paris Metro 
(Report from Prague, April 13, 1977), a new 
expat magazine, I compared the vision of 
these two, as if they represented a fair 
choice. 

How wrong I was. And how little did 
I understand the sweetness of freedom, 
or its cost. 

But I would learn. 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Ken Timmerman (kentimmerman.com) went on from The Paris Metro to work as a war 
correspondent in Lebanon, Syria, and Iraq. He has published 10 books of non-fiction, 
including two New York Times best sellers, and three novels. He was nominated for the 
Nobel Peace prize in 2006 for his work investigating Iran’s nuclear weapons program. 



 
Once, just before the summer recess, better known as the “silly season” in my native 

England, I really, really missed a deadline, or to be more precise, The Metro. 
“This time, Georgina, your story will quite simply not be published,” admonished arts 

editor Elaine McCarthy. “You have to realize that a magazine is like a train. With or without 
you, it goes to the printer, on schedule.” 

Fast-rewind to a hair-raising bi-monthly ritual… Memories of almost missing deadlines 
come flashing back. In my mind’s eye, I see tall, skinny, long-legged, 20-something me leaping 
out of the exit Métro Saint-Paul two steps at a time, typewritten copy in hand, en route for The 
Paris Metro’s office in the heart of the Marais. 
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Photo by Felix Rozen 

The Paris Metro art critic Georgina Oliver at the Hertfordshire studio of "monumental" English sculptor and 
artist Henry Moore in the spring of 1977. 



In the same gravity-defying sweep, I cross the rue de Rivoli before lunging into the rue 
Pavée, a narrow cobblestoned street (amongst the first paved alleyways in Paris), renowned for 
its art nouveau synagogue designed by Hector Guimard. This quintessentially Belle Époque 
architect's curvy cast-iron METROPOLITAIN subway entrances were the natural choice for the 
visual identity of our city magazine “for English-reading Parisians.” 

Edging past camera happy flâneurs, stopped in their tracks by mouthwatering portions 
of cheesecake and apple strudel stacked on baking trays in the window of the Jewish pastry 
shop adjacent to the synagogue, was well, err…‘no piece of cake’! (The pastry shop is now a 
chic patisserie named L’éclair de génie, and is hailed by gourmet food bloggers as ‘The Place’ 
to get that bite-sized éclair fix, which has supplanted the macaroon that-replaced-the-cupcake, 
as le dernier cri in sweet thrills). 

Then as now, the rue Pavée was full of fun distractions, which I resisted in my Breathless 
race against time. 

France’s future grande dame of interior architecture, Andrée Putman, set up shop in that 
same street in 1978. Specializing in re-editions of furniture by prominent 1930s architects and 
designers, such as Eileen Gray and Robert Mallet-Stevens, the Ecart studio showroom soon 
became a thriving practice. 

I remember Deidi Von Schaewen, then Ecart’s in-house photographer, a keen Metro 
reader valued for her critical input, once inviting me to “stop by for a coffee” to show me a 
portfolio of conceptual photos she took in her own time. But, normally, I never stopped. 

Putting together a punchy arty package every two weeks, composed of a profile of a 
mainstream artist, curator or other key player, plus an art scene roundup, ruled out any 
socializing not directly linked to that objective. 

Each time – alas, Je n’ai pas changé – I raced to meet a deadline. 
Keep going, kid! Cross over. Breeze past the too-tempting-for-words secondhand 

bookstore. Bear left, and continue straight ahead. My sights were now riveted on the post 
office at the corner of rue des Francs-Bourgeois. Having negotiated that bend, I was well-nigh 
at my destination! Within steps of No. 31, our “(stately) home,” the Hôtel d’Albret. Today, a 
Google search reveals that the City of Paris acquired the building, turning it into its cultural HQ, 
before toying with the idea of selling it. 

On the 9th of February, 1978, an additional deadline impediment entered the world. 
Finishing on time what Elaine called my “art-icles” – in a Behind The Lines contributor spotlight 
describing my “sweating process” – turned into a balancing act. 

“How can I meet the deadline?” gasped first-time mama Georgina, in a telling it like it is 
account, featured in a special issue of The Metro focusing on Giving Birth in France: 

“Between one-and-a-half-hour-long breast/bottle feeds every three hours, complete with 
diaper change, I am finding out that more than anyone else on earth a baby needs time… All 
without the least grudge, for Marina Sabine makes everything else seem like a waste of time.” 

Do I begrudge the ‘midwife’ of The Metro team for resorting to tough love parenting 
techniques in an attempt to cure me of my chronic chronophobia? Au contraire! We’ve become 
firm ‘friends’ (on Facebook), following a real-life reencounter. 

Predictably, when Elaine and I bumped into each other a couple of years ago, at an 
annual 'Christmas Dinner’ hosted by the Paris Branch of the très British NUJ (National Union of 
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Journalists) –- of which I’m now a Life Member, having been a bona fide cardholder for over 40 
years — the passage of time was a prime topic. 

We small-talked, sipping at our kir de bienvenue, before evoking the delicious 
‘committee luncheons’ held in her Paris apartment in the buildup to the 20th Anniversary 
Reunion of The Paris Metro in 1996 and the possibility of a 40th in 2016 (“Would be great, but 
these things require a lot of time and effort…”), and reflecting upon the twists and turns of 
destiny. In my case, I was on the point of starting anew, after losing my artist husband of nearly 
40 years to an incurable illness. 

More than mere fellow journalists, Elaine and I go back a long way (slightly less than four 
decades), so naturally we exchanged anecdotes about her ‘ex’ and ‘my Felix’: “Remember 
when you let us sleep on your floor in the East Village, 
when we were traveling in the U.S. with little Marina, not 
quite 2-years-old, soon after The Metro folded…? You 
wanted to cook us something special. You asked Felix if 
he liked roast chicken, in French. To which he replied 
«Oui, beaucoup!» with a huge grin on his face. Then, you 
grabbed a spoon, which remained in mid-air, above the 
chicken…Why? Because that’s when he exclaimed, 
«Non, pas de miel…!» . Was it honey or chocolate? 
Dunno, but…Suddenly, I saw your eyes glaze over; I 
thought, ‘Damn it…I bet that was Elaine’s too-
scrumptious-for-words Mexican chicken recipe!’ and, 
incredible as this may seem, the memory of that honey, 
mole or whatever recipe that didn’t enter our mouths, 
just because Felix said «Non!» is still ‘there’, suspended 
in time, nagging my taste buds, after all these years!” 

By the time the hors-d’œuvre was served, we had 
moved on to the artist in my life at present. Among the 
‘key words’ on my lips, as we reached the dinner table: 
“Passion, young love…” / “Economics student, dreamed 
of becoming an artist” / “Franco’s Spain” / “Angry family” / “Discovered in a very embarrassing 
posture indeed!” / ”Romeo and Juliet situation” / “Reunited in Paris” / “40-year separation 
erased by a French kiss” / “He paints, I write” / “Time was on our side” / “Whatever happens 
next, nobody can take that away from us” / “Feels like a miracle” (…) 

“You absolutely must write about all of that!” exclaimed Elaine, always ‘The Pro,’ and, at 
the same time, such a precious friend, 40 Years After! 
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“24 May 1977 Paris (general 
strike)” reads the entry in the 
yellowed pages of my journal: “Our 
home in Paris is a campground on the 
western edge of the Bois de 
Boulogne; we’re parked directly on 
the Seine, and the only noise is the 
rush of water at a small dam beside 
us." 

There we were, at the end of 13 
magical months roaming Africa and 
Europe. We’d spent the two previous 
years working in Kinshasa, Zaire 
(Congo). Now, on the little table in our 
VW bus, sat two tickets for a Polish 
Ocean Lines freighter to home across 
the Atlantic, and we were tending to 
details. Could we get the bus on the 
boat? Would it pass inspection on 
arrival in the U.S.? 

We’d stayed up the night 
before, furiously writing job-query 
letters to send to potential employers 
in the states. And I’d been turning 
over in my mind two conflicting 
compulsions: 

1) We wanted to start a family, 
soon. (I’d just gone through a health scare that focused our minds on that question.) 

2) I was aching to get back into writing and journalism, the work I loved but had hardly 
been able to pursue over the past three years. 

Meanwhile, we were wrestling with something else, too: a yearning to stay in Europe — 
to stay, specifically, in Paris. 

“Gone are the days of total absorption in Europe,” I wrote that Tuesday morning, the city 
around me paralyzed by striking workers. “Gone the relaxing morning in some nice free-
camping spot in a forest, maybe a mystical mass in a monastery, some driving, some 
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sightseeing, and a long evening of reading. Our sightseeing here, in this (to me) greatest city of 
them all, has so far been incidental to business.” 

Incidental it may have seemed then, but it hardly does in retrospect: “Montmartre at 
dusk before the cold Sacré Coeur, with Paris lying softly below us, and young Japanese singing 
John Denver and Cat Stevens. 

"From the Louvre through the Tuileries and the Place de la Concorde, up to the Arc de 
Triomphe with a lingering café au lait along the way. On the Left Bank from Saint-Séverin up 
and down the winding foreign-restaurant streets, to the Panthéon and the Luxembourg 
Gardens; on the Île de la Cité with lunch at the 'helm,' the Square du Vert-Galant under the 
bearded Pont Neuf heads. 

"From the Ecole Militaire up the wide park to the Eiffel Tower at night, standing under the 
center, looking straight up through miles of metal; from the Pont Alexander III to and through 
the imposing Invalides, by the Rodin museum, among the cool and quiet grand hotels, past the 
chic boutiques to Saint-Germain-des-Prés, up and down the rue St. Honoré, Rue Royale, Place 
Vendôme, shades of elegance leading to the Opéra, around it, and past the huge department 
stores; and, at night, along the grand boulevards, with their crêpe stands and their constant 
show of movie marquees.” 

My journal tells of onion soup and croques monsieurs, of “du lait au sirop de menthe,” 
and “eating in converted wood-paneled libraries beside old men in black berets.” Of “the 
exquisite Sainte-Chapelle, the raunchy Place Pigalle, the new and strange and fascinating 
Centre National Georges Pompidou, the Opéra, the Comédie Française with Molière and mass 
at Notre Dame, all candles and blue-stained-glass beauty and swelling organ and crimson 
robes and striking black-haired priests warbling and rolling their beautiful language.” Or, “at the 
parks, watching mothers and children and laughing old grandfathers while we drink our 
Beaujolais and eat brie and green grapes and lush pâté; reading Le Monde on the Metro, 
walking all the way through the Bois de Boulogne and seeing five sleek horses and five sleek 
riders.” 

“I’m in love with this race of varied, colorful, alive, sophisticated people, speaking their 
beautiful language,” I wrote, intemperately. “Sigh.” 

Within a few days, we got news of possible jobs back in Colorado. We doubled down on 
our preparations to return. And then suddenly, this: “Mike has been offered a job at the 
American School of Paris. We decided I should inquire about journalism possibilities here, 
impossible as they might seem.”    

Dutifully, I made the rounds — the IHT and Newsweek, AP, UPI, the Washington Post, 
Time – and, dutifully, I received the response I expected: “Nothing now.” 

And then: 
“We ran into a newsman in that horrible Hôtel des Postes telephone room. He was 

phoning a story to CBC in Toronto. I approached him (he made it easier by asking for our IHT 
for a few minutes). Within fifteen minutes, he’d convinced me there is more here to do than I 
can possibly find time for, and given me his hotel address so I could stop by and pick up an 
invitation to a party to be given the following night by The Paris Metro.” 

I didn’t record how long after the party it was that I walked into Metro’s offices to 
propose a story to Harry Stein on black African workers in Paris. I did record what happened 
after: 
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“I came out of the Metro office, approached the first African I saw, and ended up having 
lunch with him (courtesy of his purchase of a can of sardines) at the Hôtel de Ville refectory for 
moving workers. That night I went to his apartment, met another fellow, and the story was 
rolling. 

“I’m thrilled we’ll be living in Paris. Now, if we can find the perfect apartment, I’m ready to 
settle in blissfully.” 

The apartment wasn’t perfect, but it turns out a baby can sleep just fine in a closet. 
Paris WAS just about perfect (sigh). 
“Paris' Africans: Strangers In A Strange Land” was The Metro's cover story in August 

1977.  
And I did get back into journalism. 
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When I first met Joel Stratte-McClure in 1974, I was the Africa correspondent of The 
Times of London and he was 25 and had just hiked and hitched his way from Paris to Cape 
Town, wearing the same T-shirt and jeans throughout the length of the continent. 

“Mike,” yelled Peter Younghusband, the Africa correspondent for the London Daily Mail 
and The Washington Post, from the office next door to mine at News Services Limited, the 
unofficial international press center in Cape Town. “Can you take this young fellow to your 
tailor and get him togged up.” 

This was in the South Africa of the early 1970s when women wore long dresses to see a 
movie, men wore a collar and tie to dinner, and even I was inclined to wear a suit to the office 
despite the summer heat. I sent Joel to my tailor on Adderly Street, got him a line of credit and 
transformed him into working journalist who then began to strike it rich covering Africa for 
Business Week and other publications in the U.S. and throughout the world. Tutored by 
Younghusband, the doyen of journalists in Africa, Joel sold the same stories — and submitted 
the same expense accounts — to newspapers and magazines on four different continents. 

And so began a friendship that blossomed in both the dubious pleasures of apartheid-
South Africa — think Whites Only beaches, bars and birds — and the more adventurous and 
occasionally exotic freedoms of black Africa. It was a friendship that has enlivened my 
professional and social life, spasmodically, ever since. 

Joel and I enjoyed a last long lunch together on the day I left Cape Town to take up a 
new assignment in Lisbon to cover the aftermath of the overthrow of the dictatorial regime in 
Portugal. That was in 1975 and, as this was pre-internet, we more or less lost contact with each 
other for the next two years. 

However, in May 1977, after being back in Africa to report on the last days of white 
minority rule in what was to become Zimbabwe, I was heading to London on home leave when 
I heard, through the journalistic grapevine, that Joel was publisher, columnist and reporter for a 
magazine in Paris.    

Springtime in Paris? That seemed like a good idea. A change from covering wars and 
revolutions on the “dark continent.” I contacted Joel and arranged to travel to London via Paris. 

Joel had told me there was going to be a party in Paris. And as this was Joel, it did not 
surprise me. However, when he mentioned The Paris Metro, I presumed that this would be 
merely the method of getting to the said party venue. 

Remember, all of this was almost 40 years ago. Elvis Presley had just performed for the 
last time before his death and France had carried out its last execution by guillotine. Ain’t 
Gonna Bump No More by Joe Tex was 12th on the Billboard Hot 100 chart and Never Mind The 
Bollocks, Here's The Sex Pistols was released. 
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Apple was shipping the 
first of its computers and 
Djibouti gained independence 
from France. Beatlemania was 
o p e n i n g o n B r o a d w a y , 
American newspapers revealed 
that the U.S. had developed a 
neutron bomb, and former 
White House chief of staff H.R. 
Haldeman and former Attorney 
General John Mitchell were 
being locked up. 

While all this was going 
on, I was on my way to the 
Metro station to catch a train to 
Joel’s party. To my amazement, 
the station itself was filled with 
balloons and champagne, as 
well as people celebrating in 
h i g h s p i r i t s . B e i n g a n 
Englishman, my first thought 
was that the Parisians were 
joining the British to celebrate 
the Silver Jubilee of Queen 
Elizabeth’s reign as monarch. 

That very day, more than 
one million people lined the 
streets of London to watch the 
Royal Family on their way to St. 
Paul's Cathedral. The Queen, 
and Prince Philip, led the 
procession in the golden state 
coach . Desp i te the ra in , 
thousands had camped out 
overnight to try to get a better 
view of the procession as it 
made its way down the Mall 
and through Trafalgar Square. 
Across Britain mil l ions of 
people had tuned in to watch 
events on the television and 
many more were celebrating 
with their own street parties. To 
me, it seemed quite probable 
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that the Parisians, not having a queen of their own, would want to join in these festivities. 
But what can I remember about the party celebrating the first anniversary of The Paris 

Metro? I have a hazy mental image of Joel’s charming apartment on the Île Saint-Louis, strolling 
with him on the cobblestone streets of Paris, enjoying brunch each day at — what was it’s 
name? Le Flore en l’Île? Most vividly, I have a captivating memory of Joel’s girlfriend at the time, 
the glorious Gloria. 

But of The Metro Metro party? Not a lot. 
So, a couple of days ago I climbed the steps up to my London attic to locate my 1977 

diary which, like hundreds of others, is filled with a record of my daily wanderings and mental 
meanderings. I hunted through the jumble of possessions assembled during 38 years of 
journalistic travels through 85 different countries – assorted African drums, newspaper 
cuttings, Arab hookah pipes, reference books, American Indian trinkets, photo albums, 
traditional Arabian Jambiya daggers from Yemen, and a long knife collected from the one-time 
headhunting Dayak tribesmen of Borneo. 

After some hours of searching I found a dog-eared 1977 desk diary. Eagerly, I thumbed 
through the pages, learning that in January I visited a village in Angola where a raid by the 
African nationalist guerrillas had made a thousand villagers homeless. In March, I was at 
Victoria Falls, where I noted that middle-class African ladies joined white ones in enjoying Ivor 
Novello show tunes played by a military band. 

My thumb met the month of June. This was it! Success! I'd find my usual detailed daily 
account of my time in Paris. But Thursday June 2nd was blank! Empty. Not a word. So were 
Friday 3rd, Saturday 4th and Sunday 5th. 

Must have been a great party (Joel insists that many of us went to La Coupole for a late 
dinner afterwards), though it has left me feeling as though I’m the character played by Ray 
Milland in the 1945 film The Lost Weekend. 

What can I contribute to The Paris Metro 40th Anniversary Issue? What do I remember of 
my time in Paris? 

Nothing, except a fond memory of the glamorous Gloria. 
But I’m sure I enjoyed the party. 
And that memory of Gloria is a treasure.    
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Memory refresher: the table of contents for The 
Metro’s first anniversary issue.  



 

In the old days, a mere four decades ago, we kept in touch with typewritten letters — 
few and far between. Forget telephones, unless you were in a city where you knew someone 
or had the patience to trudge to the usually crowded central post office. That’s why, in the late 
1970s, we didn't know that Joel Stratte-McClure and Harry Stein, who graduated from the 
Columbia School of Journalism with us in 1971, were in Paris. And they didn't know we were in 
Munich, where Pat was freelancing and Alex worked for Radio Free Europe. 

Serendipity intervened at some point in 1977 when we took the night train from Munich 
to Paris for a romantic jaunt. We arrived at the Gare du Nord, set out for some friends' 
apartment and stumbled over a copy of The Paris Metro. I distinctly remember that we tucked it 
away for several hours before sitting down to read it at a fashionable cafe where we both 
jumped up unfashionably with a start: “My God, it's Joel and Harry! Here! Now.” 

We tracked them down to a dusty, dirty office in the Marais, not far from Place des 
Vosges. 

“Fresh talent!” they said in unison after we brought them up to speed on our activities 
since we left grad school. “We really NEED correspondents in Germany." 

Within minutes, they had Alex committing to a story about his fascination with the 
Kinderfeindlich German society, or the hostility with which Germans tend to treat their children. 

“They hate kids and there is almost nothing in Germany for the amusement of children,” 
Alex explained as we drank more than one kir royale each at a café on nearby rue des 
Archives. “‘Zey must be dizipliniert!’ (Alex can do a very convincing German accent!) and not 
heard anywhere — by neighbors, out on the street or in school — except perhaps on a 
playground, and then only during certain hours.” 

The result, Alex told The Metro boys, is that Germany had one of the lowest birth rates in 
the world. It wasn't even replacing its population. It was going out of business. The Metro story 
had the not-so-subtle headline: 

The Amazing Disappearing Germans! 
And some irreverent wit inserted a photo of Hitler with the caption: 
Adolf: There goes the master race. 
Those were the days of the notorious Baader-Meinhof gang and Red Army faction 

terrorists (aka Hitlerkinder grown up not so dizipliniert) that produced repressive restraints on 
civil liberties by the German government. Pat wrote a story for The Metro about all the political 
and anti-political activity that mentioned everything from the discovery of Hitler’s long lost son 
and the kidnapping of Hanns Martin Schleyer, a former SS Untersturmführer and the head of 
the German Employers Confederation, to the hijacking of a Lufthansa flight to Mogadishu and a 
McCarthy-like witch hunt by the government. 
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Once again, The Metro promoted the story with a not-too-subtle title… 
The Hitler Complex 
…and subtitle: 
Hitler rising from the grave? Maybe not. But to both the Right and the Left, Germany’s 

current political psychodrama is raising the spectre of the Third Reich. 

Looking back, those headlines don’t seem too outlandish and the stunned German 
reaction was not unlike that in the U.S. after 9/11: security fanatics flexed their muscles and the 
German Parliament passed a law that forbade imprisoned terrorist suspects from consulting 
with lawyers. The handful of legislators who dared oppose the drastic measure were pictured 
on the front page of the liberal Süddeutsche Zeitung with one word above their photos: 

Abweichler (Deviants) 
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It was an exciting era and fun to convey a little bit about it in The Metro, which had the 
nerve and verve to casually take on Kinderfeindlich, Hitler, terrorists and the German 
government. 

Now we've come full circle to discover through Joel that David Chazan, a journalist we 
knew in Nairobi in the 1990’s, was also plugged into Paris Metro frivolity. 

Perhaps it’s just enough to bring us to Paris for the 40th reunion and suggest some 
political stories from our current base near Washington, DC.    

Anyone thinking Master Race or Hitler Complex these days? 
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correspondent in Nairobi and Southern Africa bureau chief in Johannesburg. He 
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From Desperate to Be a Housewife, a memoir by Meg Bortin (Mirabelle Books, 2013): 

This episode takes place in the summer of 1977, when I had returned to Paris to be with my 
French boyfriend, Yves. In the memoir, I changed the names of all the characters – to protect 
the guilty. Here I have restored the real names. 

I’d been back in France only a couple of days when I heard about a new Village Voice-
style newspaper in English that had started up while I’d been in the States. 

“It’s called The Paris Metro,” Yves said. “I’ve heard it’s pretty good. Why don’t you take a 
look? Maybe you could write for them.” 

“What could a bunch of expat Americans know about Paris?” I replied, forgetting that I 
was an expat American myself. 

When I finally saw the paper, I was impressed. It had an edgy cover story, a hip cast of 
critics, a terrific back-page going-out guide and plenty of listings. But could I write for them? 

August in Paris was gray that year, with one rainy day after another. A week or so into 
this gloom, I slipped on my poncho and headed toward the Marais. The Metro’s headquarters 
was on the rue des Francs-Bourgeois. As the rain sluiced down I found myself in front of a 17th-
century building that opened onto a cobblestone courtyard. I checked out the dilapidated 
premises, evidently once a stately home, now coated in black soot. In the courtyard, a 
youngish man in a helmet was trying to get his motorcycle running. He looked like he could be 
American. I took a deep breath. 

“Hi,” I said, “is this The Paris Metro?” He looked up. 
“Yeah. Why?” 
“I think I want to write for them. Do you work there?” 
“Yeah. I’m the editor.” 
He returned his attention to the bike. 
“Oh, right.” I tried to smile. “Well, my name is Meg Bortin and I’d like to write for you.” 
“Yeah?” he said as the motorcycle again sputtered and died. “Do you know how to 

write?” 
“Of course.” 
“What do you write?” 
“Letters.” 
“Letters?” 
“Yes.” 
He looked up dubiously. 
“Letters home, full of color. Long letters.” 
“Okay. You don’t write. What do you read?” 
“Um, books?” I said, fumbling for the right answer. 
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“No, no. What periodicals do you read?” 
“I read Le Monde.” 
“What else?” 
“Well, I read The New York Review of Books, and the International Herald Tribune when 

I can afford it.” 
“Do you read Harper’s?” 
“No.” 
“ D o y o u r e a d T h e 

Atlantic?” 
“No.” 
“Do you read Esquire?” 
“Certainly not!” 
“Well then, what makes 

you think you can write for The 
Metro?” 

My heart was sinking 
faster than the Titanic. 

“Well – I know Paris like 
the back of my hand. I’m fluent 
in French. People talk to me. 
And I think I can tell a good 
story.” 

“Yes, but you don’t write...” 
This was going nowhere. I was about to leave when a voice boomed down into the 

courtyard. 
“Tom! Send her up to me!” 
The deus ex machina was a curly-haired man leaning out of a top story window. He had 

apparently heard the entire conversation. 
“Who’s that?” I asked the motorcycle man. 
“He’s another editor. Harry.” 
“Thanks!” I said gratefully, bounding into the building, up four winding flights of stairs 

and into a grubby corridor. 
Harry ushered me into his office and gave me a cup of coffee. 
“So what do you want to write?” he asked. 
“I’m open to ideas. Please try me out. Suggest something. I swear you won’t be 

disappointed.” 
“Well, we’ve been looking for someone to write a piece on where to find the best French 

bread in Paris. A survey piece. But I’d rather try you out on something simpler.” 
“No, no, I could do that,” I replied. “In fact, until I came back to Paris last month, I was 

working at a French-style café in the States where I had to bake 12 loaves a day. So I do know 
something about bread.” 

“Fine,” said Harry. “You can have 1,500 words. Bring me the story two weeks from today.” 
I left in a flutter. Where to begin? There were more than a thousand bakeries in Paris and 

I couldn’t visit all of them. But I started asking around and soon I was wallowing in bread. 

  103



The way to handle the situation, I decided, would be le taste test. I brought home a few 
baguettes a day for blind tastings, and we graded the bread from 1 to 5. It was fun, but it didn’t 
solve the problem. I’d have to do more legwork. 

At the French Bakers Confederation, I learned that many bakers were now adding bean 
flour to their baguettes, which was legal but made the bread dry and tasteless. The best 
bakeries still used a sourdough-like yeast, which gave a moister, chewier consistency. Fine. It 
still wasn’t enough for a story. 

My next stop was Poilâne in the chic 
6th arrondissement. It was famous for its 
huge delicious wheels of beige country 
bread. The boss, Lionel Poilâne, gave me a 
tour of his ancient stone cellar, where 
loaves were rising in linen-lined baskets 
and baking in wood-fired brick ovens. We 
went back upstairs to his office, where he 
showed me a curvy chandelier fashioned 
from bread dough. Intrigued, I followed him 
to the back office where Monsieur Poilâne 
opened the door to reveal an ornate four-
poster bedstead that he had sculpted out 
of bread dough – for Salvador Dalí! 

This is it, I said to myself, deciding on 
the spot to become a journalist. What 
profession could possibly be more 
amusing? Now all I had to do was write the 
story. 

The Give Us Our Daily Bread piece 
finally ran in the October 27 issue as a 
double-page spread with a teaser out front. 
Writing it had been harder work than I’d 
imagined, but Harry was pleased with the 
result. Readers wrote in with their 
comments, I was given a new assignment 
and it felt like the start of something big. 
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Metro Covers 
Paris Connection 
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 “It’s true, right, no one had ever 
done anything like this before?” my friend 
Dominique put it to me not long ago. 
 “Absolutely not,” I reassured her. 
 “Because when I tell people that we 
were the first, in The Metro, they don’t 
believe it.” 
 “I know, I get the same thing.” 
 In fact, if anything the skepticism is 
even more pronounced in the New World 
than the Old. And why wouldn’t it be? 
 These days the What’s In/What’s 
Out feature is a staple of middlebrow 
journalism around the world, as ubiquitous 
as the Ten Best Movies list. Why would 
anyone believe that it got its start in a 
defunct English-language city magazine in 
Paris – and that it was intended not as a 
style guide, but as tongue-in-cheek 
commentary on the slavish conformity of 
the locals? 
 The truth is, sometimes even I have 
to wonder. After all, my memory is tricky 
these days; watching Jeopardy, I’ll know 
the answer is the Rosetta Stone, yet sit 
there mute, unable to access it. Could it 
be we really did rip off the What’s In/
What’s Out idea? 
 But, no. For there is nothing I recall so vividly from those years as the very instant of 
inspiration. 
 The scene (for we’re building a case here): July 1977, 4 rue Leon Blum, Jouy-en-Josas, 33 
kilometers southwest of Paris. Now a museum (not for What’s In/What’s Out, but as the last 
home of Blum, the renowned Socialist prime minister) where my pal Dominique Torres, a 
reporter for Antenne 2 TV and Blum’s step-granddaughter, lived with her family. 
 The most energetic person I’ve ever known, before or since, as well as the most 
opinionated, Dominique was six months pregnant and confined to bed with a broken leg, so 
deeply bored. I’d gone out to see her that Saturday afternoon to cheer her up 
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What’s In/What’s Out centerfold from The Paris 
Metro, September 28th, 1977. 



 “Why don’t you write something for The Metro?” I suggested. 
 “About what,” she said, grabbing a handful of bedding, “this?” 
 “Well…” 
 “I do adore this quilt though!” she mused. 

“Yeah, it’s nice.”        
“What I can’t stand are those ridiculous Indian fabrics so many people put on their 

beds!” 
 Thus, like that, the idea was hatched. 

With Dominique as sole, unquestioned and totally subjective arbiter, we would declare 
commercial products, people, trends, opinions and modes of behavior either ‘in’ or ‘out.’ 

I spent the next hour taking notes as she thought up categories and made 
pronouncements – Actresses, Underwear, Radio programs, Political positions, Lifestyles (In: 
Living outside Paris in a big house and working in town). At one point she had me run into her 
kitchen to jog her memory. Result: Kitchenware: In — Wire salad baskets, oil cloth, metal plates, 
and mugs (especially Chinese and Hungarian). Out — Paper tablecloths, unbreakable plates, 
Danish table wear. And also, Pre-prepared foods: In — Frozen. Out — Anything in a can. 
 Over the next several days, she called me at the office with new categories – 
Eyeglasses, Dinner guests, Soaps, Stimulants. Birth control methods. Some were legit and 
carefully considered, others just off the top of her head; some (Illness: In – Colitis, spasms. Out 
– Nervous breakdown, crises de foie; Dictators: In – Hitler, Out – Khaddaffi) were flat out 
ridiculous. 
 These last, actually, got closest to the point. The whole thing was a riff on the insecurity 
of the locals that left them desperate to be trendy in all conceivable ways. As if this wasn’t 
clear enough, we stuck on an introduction that said so explicitly. It observed that “if it suddenly 
became chic to wear a paper bag over one’s head, there’d instantly be four million people 
falling over one another in the streets;” and, for historical context, we went on to quote 
Benjamin Franklin to the effect that “being in Paris where the Mode is to be sacredly followed, I 
was once very near to making Love to my Friend’s Wife.” 

(Speaking of which, and in the plus ça change department, under Sexual Lifestyles we 
offered In: Partouzing with one’s spouse. Out: Having affairs on the sly.) 
 We considered putting the piece on the cover, but since that appeared to give it too 
much weight, made it a two-page centerfold instead. 
 And that seemed to be the end of it. Except that within a couple of days, we started 
hearing people, and lots of them, were taping it to the wall and actually using it as a guide. 

Then, a few months after that, there appeared a What’s In/What’s Out feature in 
French Elle. 

And when I got back to the States, variations on it started popping up all over the 
place. 
 For all that, I’m willing to concede the possibility that someone else might have 
conceived the idea around the same time; they say that’s what happened with the telephone, 
the airplane and differential calculus. 
 But I’d have to see a date before September 28, 1977. 
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What’s In/What’s Out Then And Now 
by Dominique Torres 
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Dominique Torres is a veteran French TV journalist (Antenne 2), writer (latest book, Un Si 
Cher Ami, on President François Mitterrand's complicated relationship with his closest 
friend) and founder of the anti-slavery organization Comité Contre L'esclavage Moderne, 
for which she was awarded the Légion d’honneur. Though she no longer helps Harry 
Stein shop for his clothes, they remain best buddies. 



 
The Paris Metro didn’t just take on Paris and France. In September 1977 it even 

confronted the world, or Le Monde, the French daily at the peak of its influence with the 
reputation as the French "quotidien de référence." The battle was truly an American David 
pitting itself against a French Goliath. 

Could The Paris Metro stand up to Le Monde? 
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As the editorial triumvirate of Tom Moore, Harry Stein and Craig Unger assigned the 
various stories that make up The Metro’s cover issue, it befell to me, then an editor at Hachette 
Jeunesse, to write the "serious" pieces that would explain why it was fair to "make light of the 
world’s weightiest paper." 

I set to work and, reading my piece today with the benefit of almost forty years of 
hindsight, I didn’t miss any of the sore spots that were to bedevil the daily for years and 
ultimately develop into a full-blown crisis in 2003 when a book by Pierre Péan and Philppe 
Cohen — La Face Cachée du Monde (The Dark Side of Le Monde) — slammed the 
newspaper’s pretense of neutrality and exposed it as an instrument of destabilization and 
intimidation with its own political and business agendas. The authors accused the paper’s 
management and editors of concealing scandals, influencing French politics and hiding the 
paper's financial woes. Le Monde has never fully recovered from the turmoil that ensued. 

But self-righteousness, arrogance, an inability to own up to its mistakes, double 
standards on human rights issues 
a n d o t h e r f a i l i n g s a n d 
shortcomings were already on 
display in 1977 when I tore into Le 
Monde with the chutzpah and 
bluster of my 27 years. 

When my analysis, along 
wi th a couple o f h i la r ious 
fabricated stories illustrating how 
Le Monde would cover the end of 
the world, hit the newsstands I sat 
tight, expecting to experience the 
wrath of the Royalty of the French 
Press, as my article was titled. For 
a while, nothing happened, much 
to my disappointment. Was Le 
Monde going to ignore the 
offense, in keeping with its well-
established sense of superiority? 

A few days later, I got a call 
from Nicole Bernheim, a friend of 
my mother’s. She had been the Le 
Monde correspondent in New 
York and was the newspaper’s 
resident expert on American 
society and politics. 

"Care for a cup of coffee?" 
Nicole asked me. 

When we met, she handed 
me what looked like a clipping 
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from Le Monde. It was a boxed, two-hundred word piece with her byline, printed in Le Monde’s 
distinctive font, that turned out to be the newspaper’s reply to my impertinent attack. 

Nicole’s gentle service return to my slingshot slap was ironic but good natured. She 
poked fun at The Metro, and me, for using words like mugwumpism that smacked, she wrote, 
of “an elitism that would have been a bit over the top even for Le Monde.” 

But Le Monde’s executive editor was not amused and scrapped the piece 
unceremoniously just before the day’s edition went to press. My reminder of their starry-eyed 
reporting of the fall of Phnom Penh to the Khmer Rouge apparently rankled him more than 
anything else. 

"We’re not going to honor every little prick who comes after us with an official reply, are 
we?" Nicole told me he said. "Or if we do it had better be a strong-worded rebuttal," implying 
Nicole had been too benign. 

"Keep it," she said as we parted. 
For a couple of days, I agonized. Running a facsimile of Le Monde’s non-reply in the 

upcoming issue of The Metro would be quite a scoop. But wouldn’t that compromise my 
source? Surely the leak could be easily traced to Nicole and she would be in trouble. The 
Metro deadline came and went, and then it was too late. My loyalty to my mother’s friend had 
trumped my loyalty to The Paris Metro.    

A few months later, I ran into Nicole and she expressed mild surprise that I hadn’t put her 
gift to good use, inferring that publishing 
her piece was precisely what she hoped I 
would do. She was a battle-scarred 
reporter who had a few scores to settle 
and although she couldn’t go as far as 
suggesting outright that The Metro run 
her rebuttal, she had assumed a brash 
young reporter working for a no-holds-
barred publication would have no qualms. 

Was I naïve? Was I principled? Was 
it naïve to be principled? Forty years later, 
the question lingers. The mere fact that I 
ponder it suggests that I haven’t 
changed, for better or for worse. 
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“Was I naïve? Was I principled? Was it naïve to be 
principled?” asks Ronald Blunden. 

Ronald Blunden is Senior Vice President for Corporate Communications of Hachette 
Livre, the global publishing company, and an editor-at-large with Calmann-Lévy, one of 
France’s oldest imprints. He has recently completed editing and translating into 
American English a collection of French short stories by twenty different authors entitled 
On the Existence of Porte de Champerret. 
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I picked up the copy of The Paris Metro aghast. 
Beverly Goldberg, my best friend, had written a story about a young American girl 

becoming a "kept woman," a rich man’s mistress, in Paris. Although not identified by name, I 
had shared with her a lot about my own love life that she used in the story, although much of it 
was exaggerated for journalistic effect. 

In reality, I was actually pretty excited about my turn of luck. I had met and fallen for a 
debonair French count, head of an international Champagne brand. He had moved me into an 
apartment he owned. But at the time, I was pretty angry with Beverly who, it seemed to me, 
had portrayed my life as a cliché. In the end, that anger led to my writing for Vogue Hommes. 

In February 1977, I had moved out of my tiny attic chambre de bonne to the rue du 
l'Université on the Left Bank, where my new boyfriend kept an elegantly furnished apartment. I 
no longer had to worry about rent, hot water, or where to hang my clothes. And, I had a 
telephone!    

It didn't matter that my new friend was still married; after all, he and his wife had led 
separate lives for the last decade and I wasn't his first or only "girlfriend." But I was the only one 
who lived in his garconnière. 

I was the one he took to dinner on his motorcycle to eat caviar at Petroussian, on ski 
trips to his chalet in Klosters, and to Mardi Gras in Brazil. For the next couple of years I 
accompanied him to events in Monte Carlo, Le Mans, and the Côte d'Azur. 

But at the time of Beverly's article on the "kept woman," I felt insulted. Fortunately, it gave 
me the courage to call editor Gerard Asaria at Vogue Hommes and propose a story about the 
appeal of older French men to younger women. Over the next five years, the magazine asked 
me to write other pieces about the seductive ways of Paris. 

I wrote about French men's bedrooms, their pick-up lines, their most seductive habits 
and French lingerie. One day I wrote about how Parisian men loved to pick up foreign tourists. 
Asaria suggested I work with Joe Gaffney who would create photographs to illustrate my 
articles. 

Around that time, I had moved from the garconnière to a recently purchased penthouse 
apartment on avenue Pierre 1er de Serbie. My new friend was a Greek shipping tycoon. To me 
he was one of most unpretentious and down-to-earth people I would ever meet among the so-
called "jet set." We were together for eight happy years. But that's another story... 

Joe Gaffney wasn't like any of the other photographers I had met as a model. He was 
funny, intelligent, educated, had an amazing eye for lighting effects and what would look good 
on film. I enjoyed working with him and became great friends with Joe and his wife Ann 
Ogden, the fashion designer. 

Joe told me the story of how he ended up living and working in Paris during the 70s: 
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“Studying at the Royal College of Art in London, I worked for Andy Warhol’s Interview, 
photographing people in London and Paris. I had been visiting Paris often, either to look at art 
and visit the museums or to shoot portraits for Andy's magazine. 
 In 1975 I went to Paris for the weekend to visit a friend who was a still-life photographer. 
His agent needed a portrait photographer to photograph the super chef Paul Bocuse for a 
Vichy Celestin ad campaign. 

I took a room in a friend’s apartment and stayed to shoot the campaign…and stayed…and 
stayed. For twelve years. 

One day early in 1977 I received a telegram (no one had phones) asking me to come to 
French Vogue and meet the editor and art director. Zandra Rhodes, the English fashion 
designer, had recommended me to Francine Crescent, Vogue’s editor-in-chief. My first job for 
them was to photograph Francois Truffaut. I did a couple of other portraits for Vogue and 
began shooting fashion for French Vogue." 

Joe's career blossomed and he shot fashion, beauty and celebrity portraits for numerous 
European magazines. He also did many major advertising campaigns for Thierry Mugler, 
Givenchy, Cartier and others. He became known for his clean, graphic designs and intricate 
lighting. 

Although Joe never worked for The Paris Metro, he was very much a part of that era. 
Here’s his look back at that period and some of the Paris celebrities and fashion icons of the 
time. 
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Joe Gaffney lives and works in New York with his wife Ann Ogden, who wrote the award-
winning and James Beard-nominated Cook For Your Life. He is working on a 
retrospective of his photos of celebrities and fashion during a career that spans over four 
decades. 

Patsi Benter Krakoff, a semi-retired writer/psychologist, co-authored Senior Fitness 4 Life 
with her husband Robert Krakoff. She lives and writes in Ajijic, Mexico, on the shores of 
Lake Chapala near Guadalajara, and also provides ghost-writing services for executive 
coaches through her online business ContentforCoaches.com. 

http://contentforcoaches.com
http://contentforcoaches.com
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©Joe Gaffney 

Claude Montana 

I had photographed Claude for Andy Warhol’s 
Interview just after his first show in 1976. Beatrice 
Paul, who was integral to Claude’s success in 
those early days, was a dear friend. This picture 
was taken for French Vogue in 1980. 

©Joe Gaffney 

Delphine Seyrig 

Shot for French Vogue when she was performing in La 
Bête dans la Jungle directed by Alfredo Arias at Theatre 
Gerard Philipe. 
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©Joe Gaffney 

Dennis Hopper 

Dennis was shagging a friend of mine in Paris. They 
were staying at the Intercontinental on the rue 
Scribe. This was shot on the staircase on the way to 
lunch. In those days it was smart to get a shot of 
Dennis before the first drink of the day. 

©Joe Gaffney 

Emmanuelle Khanh 

Shot in her stunning Art Deco house in Garches 
when she was still married to Quasar Khanh. My 
wife, Ann Ogden, assisted Emmanuelle at the time, 
and designed the l ingerie and the knitwear 
collections. 
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©Joe Gaffney 

Fabrice Emaer 

Fabrice owned Club Sept, La Palace, Le Privilège. 
Always positive, good humored, kind and FUNNY…
even as he was dying. 

©Joe Gaffney 

Francois Truffaut 

The was my first assignment for French Vogue. 
Vogue Hommes, actually. I had to photograph 
Truffaut for a cover. He was cutting Le Dernier Metro 
(I think) and was behind schedule and didn’t have the 
time to come to Vogue Studios. We set up a studio in 
a large room in the building where he was working 
and shot the cover. When it was over, he was called 
away to the cutting room. He excused himself, saying 
he’d come out to say goodbye when we were leaving. 
We had packed up all our equipment and were 
waiting to say goodbye when he came out of the 
cutting room. That was it. That was the shot. I knew 
he was incredibly busy but I asked if I could do just 
one more shot. One roll. One light. He knew I knew. 
So he agreed, willingly. I love this picture. 
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©Joe Gaffney 

Man Ray 

One of the most influential photographers of all time. 
I ’d say THE most inf luent ia l non-documentary 
photographer. I was desperate to meet him. It took 
about eighteen months for him to agree to a portrait. 
He was paralyzed from the waist down and the angriest 
man I ever met. Since I couldn’t move him, I moved the 
furniture. He got into it after a while and I ended up 
spending the entire afternoon with him. I only took one 
roll of film. I couldn’t get enough of the stories he was 
telling me. This is the last picture ever taken of him. 

©Joe Gaffney 

Peter Brook 

A genius and a sweetheart. This was shot for French 
Vogue in his theatre. He was doing Carmen…it was 
sold out sold out. He kindly gave me tickets…very 
hush-hush because everyone was after them. 
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©Joe Gaffney 

Sam White 

He had a column, Sam White’s Paris, in the London 
Evening Standard. I shot this for the Tatler. In his 
apartment was a big slice of the bar of the Hotel 
Crillon complete with a bar stool. When they 
remodeled the Crillon, they gave him the piece of the 
bar where he did most of his writing.   

©Joe Gaffney 

Serge Gainsbourg 

While still living in London I had gone to Paris with 
Peter Lester (the London/Paris correspondent for 
Andy Warhol’s Interview). We had gone to his house 
to see Jane Birkin, who was a friend of Peter’s, but 
she was at a rehearsal. Serge was very nice and 
made us feel at home. At the time, all I knew about 
him was that the fucking Pope had banned his record 
“Je t’aime…moi non plus”. So while we were waiting 
for Jane, I asked if I could take a photo of him with 
his old bull terrier, who he loved.  We stayed for the 
whole afternoon and shot a lot of pictures.   
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The key to breaking into journalism is to see yourself in print. I’d worked for a few years 

as a radio stringer for NBC News, but soon learned that broadcasting is pretty ephemeral.   
Scoops might be fascinating, but no one can remember what you actually said. Like for many 
aspiring young journalists struggling to survive in Paris in the mid-to-late 1970s, the choice for 
me was The Paris Metro or oblivion.    

The pay was laughable, but the editors were more than willing to give new talent with 
good story ideas a chance and I was able to report and write a variety of intriguing articles that 
I could use to impress other publications. One problem, I soon discovered, was that The Paris 
Metro's youthful editors and typesetters (almost everyone on the staff was under 30 and 
work ing fo r nex t to noth ing ) 
occasionally made editorial gaffes 
and, not surprisingly, the magazine 
e l i c i t e d c r i t i c i s m f r o m t h e 
establishment. 

“I don’t really think it’s making 
it,” a prominent literary agent told me 
in New York. “Somehow it doesn’t 
look like it is hanging together.” 

But it was impossible not to 
notice that despite glitches and 
naysayers, The Metro quickly began 
to have a revolutionary impact on 
Paris. 

It wasn’t exactly on the scale of 
May ’68, but it was significant. The 
Paris Metro might not be leading the 
revolution, but i t was proving 
extremely effective at identifying and 
d o c u m e n t i n g F r a n c e ’ s s l o w 
transformation into a modern society. 
French journalism had no spine and 
The Metro, despite (or perhaps 
because of) a lack of experience and 
absence of polish, was breaking new 
ground. 
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And despite its flaws, readers loved it because it was adventurous, even heroic. To say 
that it developed a hyper loyal, if offbeat, audience was an understatement.    

In the great, gaping hole that was Les Halles back then, a restaurant, Mother Earth’s, 
launched by three divorcees, had become a place where a single woman could eat by herself 
without being harassed, or suspected of prostitution. One of The Paris Metro's greatest 
accolades came in the form of a letter from an American who had just gotten his divorce. “I 
want to make sure that you send the subscription for The Paris Metro to my new address,” he 
said, “and not to hers. She can buy her own.”    

Subscriptions and faithful readers might not be enough to keep the publication and its 
writers afloat forever in a city as expensive as Paris, but in its own idiosyncratic way The Metro 
made it possible for me to have the bohemian life-style that any good journalist craves early in 
his career.      
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W e a l l k n e w , 
nevertheless, that what 
the paper really needed 
was a story that would put 
it and us on the map. 
That's what led me into a 
firestorm called L'Affaire 
SAC. 

Bertrand Tavernier 
had recently directed a 
film, Juge Fayard, dit le 
sheriff, which told the 
story of a prosecutor in 
Lyon who had uncovered 
a criminal network tied in 
with leading French right-
wing pol i t ic ians. The 
organization that linked 
both together was the 
Service Action Civique, or 
SAC for short. 

In the film, when 
the prosecutor is killed, a 
p o l i c e i n s p e c t o r 
speculates that it must 
have been the SAC. It 
turned out that the SAC, 
which had been created 
by Général de Gaulle 
when he faced an army 
revo l t over A lger ian 
independence, was still 
f u n c t i o n i n g . T h e 
operation in Lyon was led 
by a character named 
Jean Augé, nicknamed “Johnny The Spoon” because he’d used a teaspoon to gouge out the 
eyes of captured rebels during the Algerian war.    

The leader of the group was a former Gaullist bodyguard named Pierre Debizet. He 
threatened to sue Tavernier for libel, and the director responded by bleeping over the 
reference in the film. When audiences heard the beep, which sounded like a buzzer going off 
on a TV quiz show, they shouted “SAC!” It was a story that was too good for me to pass up.    

Jacques Gauchey, a reporter who had worked with Le Figaro, and I decided to find out 
what had really happened to SAC over the years. We traveled to Marseilles and Lyon to do the 
reporting, and when the story finally broke, it generated more than controversy. It turned out 
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that nearly every French journalist knew about SAC in infinite detail, but everyone had been 
afraid to write about it. The New York Times ran The Paris Metro’s account practically word-for-
word. There was hardly any mention of The Metro but that didn’t really matter.    

What did matter was that the psychological barrier that had held French reporters back 
from writing openly was beginning to crack, and The Paris Metro was at the forefront in 
showing the way. At its offices on rue des Francs-Bourgeois, a phone call threatened to blow 
the place up. During other phone conversations, both the publisher and an editor heard voices 
break into the line, telling them that they were in France and that they should speak in French, 
not English.    

Most journalists take attempts at intimidation as proof that they must be doing 
something right, but I had decided that it might be a good idea to get out of town for a while. I 
went to celebrate the anniversary of Guernica in Spain, and ended up sitting at a giant farm 
table with a mingling of Basque separatists and Guardia Civil agents in plain clothes — and 
wrote about it for The Metro. 

Every journalist dreams of starting his own newspaper and the team at The Paris Metro 
did just that, while providing the rest of us with a quick education concerning the possibilities 
and pitfalls of a publishing start-up in Paris.    

Despite public acclaim, the advertisers on whom the investors were counting regularly 
explained that their budgets had already been decided for the next year. It was always either 
too early or too late. Unlike the French press, The Metro never avoided criticizing a potential 
advertiser or anyone else. The French were not used to publications refusing to kowtow to 
advertisers and The Metro set an example about the independence of the press. 

The Paris Metro didn’t pay anyone, including its founders, any money, but it 
accomplished more than that. It provided a platform for expression at a critical point in the 
transition of Paris and in the lives of the expat journalists who found themselves there.    
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Before long, I was offered a chance to freelance for Time. The buzz from my Paris Metro 
stories helped seal the deal. Shortly after that, ABC News called and asked if I wanted to do 
some radio stringing and I was offered a handsome contract to do street reporting for Pierre 
Salinger, who wrote a column for The Metro and soon became ABC’s Paris bureau chief.    

Not long after that I was married, had a son, and was offered a post as a staff 
correspondent operating out of Cairo for Time in the Middle East. Those positions offered front 
row seats at major world events and at times the experience was quite thrilling. The position 
and status paid quite handsomely (I certainly never had the generous salary, expense accounts 
or the employee benefits with The Paris Metro that I subsequently had with Time) but The 
Metro experience has always lingered in the back of my mind. 

The Paris Metro didn’t last for very long, but it was enormous fun while it did. It captured 
the spirit of Paris at a time when the City of Light was still genuinely delightful. We were young 
then, and there was no better place on this planet to be. It was a marvelous, gallant and at 
times heroic experiment, and if for no other reason than that, it will long live in the memory of 
those who worked so hard to make it a living example of trans-Atlantic journalism. 
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William Dowell credits The Paris Metro for launching his career in print journalism. He 
subsequently went on staff at Time and was the magazine’s Middle East correspondent 
before becoming its Hong Kong bureau chief and, at the end of his career, a 
correspondent in the U.S. He now lives and writes in Philadelphia where he is working 
on a series of memoirs about the absurdity of life in the latter half of the last century, 
publishing a portfolio of his photographs, and learning bookbinding. 
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My 1970s photograph of Paris rooftops was taken at 12 rue André Antoine in the 18th 
arrondissement from the home of Life magazine’s legendary photographer Loomis Dean, who 
resided in Paris from 1956 to 1986. 

Florida-born Loomis had a long and lively career. He shot 52 covers for Life and his 
renowned images included princes, popes and showbiz personalities. His most memorable 
photographs include a tuxedo-clad Noel Coward in a desert, the sinking SS Andrea Doria, Elvis 
Presley and Ernest Hemingway. 

Loomis’ career as photographer began in the Ringling Bros. and Barnum & Bailey Circus 
when he rode the circus train across America, shooting clowns, acrobats and lion tamers while 
processing his film in hotel bathrooms along the way. During World War II, he was a United 
States Army Air Forces photographer in the Pacific and joined Life in 1948. When the magazine 
folded in 1972, he continued freelancing until he died at 88 in 2005. 

I remember Loomis, and his warm and exuberant personality, fondly. He was a great 
cook too. I am still in touch with his son, Chris, in Santa Rosa, CA, where, among many other 
things, he tends to his father’s photo collection (loomisdeanphotography.com). Chris spent two 
years of his boyhood in on rue André Antoine and remembers it, wistfully, as “a wonderful 
place, but my father was gone on assignments most of the time.” 
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British photojournalist Marion Kaplan was based in Nairobi, Kenya, during the 1970s with 
her partner Eric Robins, a correspondent for Time-Life. The author of several books, she 
made a four-month voyage on board the last of the oceangoing Arab dhows for National 
Geographic and frequently photographed Idi Amin. She now lives in rural France and 
has recently taken photos in Bhutan, the Arctic and the Antarctic. Chris Dean, always 
enthralled by Africa, still likes to think she had a thing going with Idi Amin. 
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Photo: © Marion Kaplan 

Iconic Paris rooftops seen from Life magazine photographer Loomis Dean’s apartment  
during the era of The Paris Metro. 



I first learned about The Paris Metro when I met Joel Stratte-McClure and John Keeney 
creating havoc in the Lycée Henri IV swimming pool at the crack of dawn. They thrashed 
through the water and worked on their butterfly stroke while I, still half asleep because this 
sportive lifestyle got me up at 6 a.m., politely swam backstroke.    

The pool near the Pantheon was only open to the public from 7 a.m. until 8 a.m., then it 
returned to the use of the school and we had to leave. Every day after swimming, our hair still 
wet, we went for coffee and played the pinball machine at a bar near the Place de la 
Contrescarpe.    

I loved the gossip and the news about Paris personalities, events and philosophical 
trends that I got from these two athletes. They gave me their American opinions about 
everything French, from girls and movies to politics and restaurants. Their thoughts about what 
they liked, loved or criticized about my country opened my French eyes. 

Because my travel bookshop, Ulysse on Île Saint-Louis, kept me on the move and 
brought me in touch with lots of local celebrities and news, I could sometimes tell them 
something they didn't know. But generally they were way ahead of the curve. 

With a certain malice, I often reported these conversations to my father, who had a 
number of cement factories and was very much involved in politics. Most of the time he was 
surprised and puzzled.         

At 9 a.m. the three of us — all fresh, clean and coffee'd — walked down the hill to Île 
Saint-Louis, where Joel (it’s spelled Joël and pronounced Joelle in French) had a fourth floor 
apartment that he rented from my friend Marianne Lamour, just down the street from Ulysse. 
Joel and Keeney (no one calls him John) often went there to listen to the Rolling Stones and 
Lynyrd Skynyrd, playing loud music they considered inspirational, before continuing across the 
river to The Paris Metro offices in the Marais. I waited until a more appropriate hour to open my 
 bookshop. 

When The Paris Metro disappeared I stopped going to the swimming pool. I didn't have 
the courage to get up in the dark and walk to the pool by myself. 

But our friendship has continued in the decades since and we've kept in touch through 
email and their occasional visit in Paris. I sold many copies of Joel's first travel narrative, The 
Idiot and the Odyssey: Walking The Mediterranean, at Ulysse and even more at a discussion 
and book signing in Paris organized by Terrance Gelenter, Your American friend in Paris, 
whose newsletter, literary salons and various events are about the closest thing to The Paris 
Metro these days. 

And Joel, known simply as The Idiot in most places today, even helped me track down a 
Cadillac convertible in dangerously rural Northern California that once belonged to my ex-
husband. 
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Catherine Domain, after traveling to more than 150 countries, opened Ulysse on Île 
Saint-Louis in 1971. It was one of the first bookshops to specialize in “travel and 
countries” and a summer sister shop opened in Hendaye, in the Basque Country, in 
2006. Catherine is a member of a dozen juries awarding travel writing and she created 
the "Prix Pierre Loti" in 2005. 



Whenever I get around to talking about my days at The Metro, invariably the question 
arises: How good was your French? 

I’ll usually answer something along the lines of  “Good enough to get by,” which it almost 
always was. 

Except, that is, at French-only dinner parties. There my problems usually began about 
five minutes in, when the adjectives and adverbs and especially the verbs began flying without 
context. There are a LOT of strange verbs in French – like ecailler, to flake, or cover a dome 
with scale-like plates; or pantoufler, to act or talk in a silly way. Certain French people, in their 
depthless insecurity, live to impress others by dropping them all, pantouflering, as it were, all 
over the place. Alas, even in high school, French verbs were my Waterloo. On such occasions I 
was apt to lose the thread of the conversation pretty much as soon as it began. 

The trouble was never my 
accent which, so I’m told, was, at 
minimum, a solid B-plus. I’d learned 
early on to convincingly roll my R’s 
a n d , e v e n m o r e i m p o r t a n t , 
mastered some of the subtler traits 
of native speakers, like slurring 
certain words, or pursing my lips in 
disapproval while listening to 
someone of whom I disapproved, 
or, in response, blowing them out in 
distain. More than once, early in a 
conversation, it was clear the 
person to whom I was talking 
thought I, too, was French and 
then, p ick ing up some odd 
mispronunciation that proved I 
wasn’t, couldn’t quite place where I 
was from. My friend Dominique, 
never one to mince words in any 
language, once told me I sounded 
like a very confident retarded 
person.    

In any case, by the time we 
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Perfecting his French at every opportunity.  



launched The Metro, my French was a helluva lot better than it had been five years earlier 
when, fresh out of journalism school, I first came to Paris as a freelancer. Through a lucky 
connection, I managed to snag an interview with General Jacques Massu, former commander 
of French forces in Algeria, which I quickly parlayed into an assignment for the International 
Herald Tribune. Massu had just published a memoir, where he readily acknowledged he’d 
used torture as one of the “necessary measures” to break the rebellion, and it had set Paris in 
an uproar, with students demonstrating in the streets and editorialists demanding he be tried 
as a war criminal. 

The upside? Since Massu was refusing to cooperate with the French press, mine would 
be the sole — and definitive — story. The downside? My lousy French. 

In the couple of days before the interview, I laboriously made my way through Massu’s 
book, a French-English dictionary at the ready, composing a list of questions. But more 
importantly, I signed on as a wingman my fully bilingual friend Barbara, who would, at my 
signal, step in to incisively challenge Massu’s more outrageous claims. For where I was limited 
to the basics — torturer, blesser — in a pinch, she could whip out the verb for “to administer 
electric shock to the genitals.” 

Then came reality. Massu’s office was in Les Invalides, with its magnificent façade and 
imposing gold dome, and by the time we’d marched down a gleaming hallway a quarter mile 
long, past rifle-bearing soldiers snapping to attention to reach the tough-as-nails general, we 
were feeling all the confidence of luckless nobodies being trundled to the guillotine. 

I set my tape recorder on his immense desk and took my list of questions from my 
pocket. 

“General, vous dites dans vôtre livre…”    “General, you say in your book that you used 
every means at your disposal against the Algerian rebels. How do you justify this?” 

“Il faut comprendre…” he unhesitatingly replied, his voice deep and sonorous, so he 
sounded more like he was reciting Shakespeare than answering my stupid, obvious question: 
“You must understand what we were dealing with. Our job was to apprehend killers. This was a 
good thing. When one apprehends killers, one reassures the population.” 

I glanced expectantly at Barbara for a follow-up. But, frozen in terror, white knuckles 
clutching the armrests of her chair, she avoided my eyes. 

So I looked down at my list and asked my next carefully worded question. “General, 
there are those who say the use of torture…” 

“I do not use that word,” he interrupted, not angry but emphatic. “The opponents of the 
military have used the word ‘torture’ to blacken the name of the army. I printed objectively what 
happened.” 

From here, Massu pretty much took command of the interview. 
It was the other side, he said, that was barbaric, bombing marketplaces, killing civilians 

indiscriminately. It was to them the epithet ‘terrorist’ applied. His was the right side, the moral 
side. 

Again I looked toward Barbara; there was a better chance she’d topple over with a 
coronary than come to my aid. 

I guess I could’ve jumped in myself, but to say what? “Non, monsieur, ce n’est pas vrai! 
Tortuer, ce n’est pas bon!” 

Instead, I looked down at my pad and asked my next carefully composed question. 
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Afterward, back in my cramped studio apartment, as I slowly translated and transcribed 
the tape, I was in despair; Massu seemed even more outrageous the second time, and my non-
replies even more glaring. 

Fortunately the human mind is a wondrously resourceful thing, and by the end of the day 
I’d convinced myself it wasn’t so much of a problem, after all. What he’d said was so 
monstrous, I didn’t need to challenge him, because he hung himself with his own words. So 
that’s how I wrote it up, and that’s how the Trib ran it, placing it on the back page, the slot 
reserved for the most important feature in that day’s paper. Then the letters started pouring in. 
They can readily be summed up: What was wrong with your idiot reporter? Why was Massu 
allowed to say these things without a word of contradiction? 

Happily I never had to endure anything like that during the Metro years. Certainly in 
interview situations, I was always comfortably in control. 

There was just one dark day: the SYMPOSIUM! 
The event focused on the French press — specifically, how lousy it is — and it was aimed 

at promoting our hot-off-the-press 
treatment of the subject. Under my 
direction, we’d had three reporters on 
various aspects of the story, with 
particular focus on what was known as 
the de Broglie Affair; a scandal that 
should have been the French 
Watergate, but because of the 
constraints under which the French 
media operate — as our subhead had 
it No Time, No Money, No Guts — was 
not. 
       As masochistic and self-absorbed 
as journalists everywhere, the local 
press ate it up. Never mind that they 
themselves were the target, here was 
more evidence of these brash young 
Americans’ fearlessness and pluck! 
      And — speaking of masochistic 
and self-absorbed! — in a flash of 
inspiration, it hit me that a symposium 
could only generate more favorable 
attention. 
       I quickly put together a panel of 
distinguished veteran journalists who’d 
been featured in our piece, among 
them Charles Gombault, the co-
founder of France-Soir, and the 
equally celebrated Michel Gordey of 
L’Express. And who should serve as 
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moderator? The obvious choice: moi. 
It was not until the discussion started that I thought to question the wisdom of that 

decision. The audience was large, and full of cultural heavyweights, and as the never-before-
heard verbs started flying — and, worse, the references to obscure figures and fifty-year-old 
events — I started to sweat. I tried to keep up for a while, then realized there was no way. The 
mind wandered — to old girlfriends, to the lineup of the ’57 Milwaukee Braves. Anywhere to 
escape this nightmare. 

Only when there was a pause, would I snap to attention, nod, and say something along 
the lines of “Ah, bon.” 

It was like the most gruesome dinner party ever. To this day, I can’t say for certain that 
anyone noticed, though it seems impossible no one did. On the other hand, it also seems 
impossible that a roomful of French journalists would have been so polite that no one would 
mention it. I’m pretty sure that at the very least, there was some serious behind-the-back 
sniggering. 

The worst part? In a crucial way, this was not like those dinner parties. Like an idiot, I 
threw this one myself. 
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To his astonishment, Harry Stein was still allowed to write for the Trib post-Massu. 



 
   In June 1976, after a four-year 
stint in Virginia as the staff artist 
and occasional political cartoonist 
for the Roanoke Times and its 
sister paper The World-News, I 
decided to try my luck as a free-
lance artist in France. 
   I’d been a French major in 
college, spent a year in Paris in 
1970-71 following my discharge 
from the Marines, and had a friend 
I ’ d m e t i n Ro a n o ke , A l a i n 
Vernholes, a business writer at Le 
Monde, with solid connections 
among Parisian journalists. 
   I remained in Paris until July 
1980. During those four years, 
thanks chiefly to Alain, I placed a 
handful of cartoons in Le Canard 

Enchaîné and Pilote, a French version of Mad magazine. A memorable one published in the 
Paris daily Libération, in late November 1978, marked a triumphal visit by Richard Nixon to 
Paris, where he was the guest of honor on a French television broadcast of All the President’s 
Men. When Nixon walked onto the set, he entered to the strains of “My Way.” (Some things you 
just can’t make up.) 

My steadiest gig involved doing illustrations for a magazine called Vision, secretly (for a 
while, anyway) owned by the son-in-law of the dictator-President of Nicaragua, Somoza. In 
order to qualify for the G.I. Bill, whose monthly stipend would cover my rent, I also enrolled at 
the Sorbonne, where tuition, as in all French universities, was free, and earned two degrees, a 
licence and a maîtrise-ès-lettres. 

My relationship with The Paris Metro developed out of a meeting in 1977 at Shakespeare 
and Company for a short-lived literary magazine, Paris Voices. It was founded by an aspiring 
littérateur, Ken Timmerman, later a Middle East correspondent for the Atlanta Journal-
Constitution and, in 2012, candidat malheureux for Congress in Maryland against the 
Democratic incumbent, Chris Van Hollen. 
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Garry Apgar in his Paris garçonnière on the rue St. Dominique. 
Photograph by Claude Vaujany published in the August 30, 

1978, issue of The Paris Metro. 



 
At that meeting, probably in the late fall, I met Joan Dupont, who said I should show my 

work to The Metro, where I ended up publishing a number of cartoons, included one 
illustrating a column by Pierre Salinger, and a pastiche of Picasso’s Guernica, mocking the 
leading candidates in the March 1978 French legislative elections, which was reprinted by the 
New York Arts Journal back in the States. I also contributed several articles, including one 
explaining how to zip through the Louvre in two hours or less without getting bored out of your 
mind, and another comparing Mickey Mouse and Charles de Gaulle as iconic figures of their 
respective cultures, which I illustrated with a cartoon of “le petit Mickey et le grand Charlie.” 

Above all, my relationship with The Metro spawned a decades-long friendship with Harry 
Stein. It was Harry, more than any other person, who steered me in the direction of writing, 
starting with an assignment for a full-page piece in The Metro’s June 21, 1978 issue, “Voltaire, 
Superstar,” marking the bicentenary of the man Roland Barthes called “the last of the happy 
writers.” I also drew a cartoon to illustrate that article, which was an outgrowth of my master’s 
thesis at the Sorbonne, devoted to cartoons and caricatures about Voltaire. The photograph by 
Claude Vaujany accompanying this article was commissioned by Harry for an installment of 
Behind The Lines, a regular feature that profiled individuals involved with The Metro. 

My Sorbonne thesis helped me get into the PhD program in the history of art at Yale 
where I wrote a dissertation about Voltaire’s friend, the Genevan artist Jean Huber, who 
produced une surabondance of images of the French Philosophe in various media, including 
cutout silhouettes and a series of paintings about Voltaire’s private life at Ferney, near Geneva, 
commissioned by Catherine the Great (most of them now at the Hermitage). 
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The French politicos caricatured in this drawing are, from left to right (pictorially, not ideologically): 
Jean Lecanuet, Jean-Jacques Servan-Schreiber, Michel Poniatowski, Georges Marchais, Jacques 

Chirac, Raymond Barre, François Mitterrand, and Robert Fabre. French journalist Françoise Giroud 
had recently described “Ponia” as “a bull in a china shop, choosing what he’s about to smash.” 



Since then, my already checkered career has become even more checkered, ranging 
from a string of temporary appointments teaching art history at places like the University of 
Delaware, Brown, Princeton, and the Université de Lyon, to publishing a half-dozen articles in 
Art in America, a French edition of my Yale dissertation, L’Art singulier de Jean Huber: Voir 
Voltaire (1995), and the principal essay in a book called The Newspaper in Art (1996). 

More recently, I edited a 
collection of newspaper and 
magazine articles, plus essays 
by Diego Rivera, Maurice 
Sendak and John Updike, 
among others, for a book 
ca l led A Mickey Mouse 
Reader (2014). My Mickey-and-
de Gaulle story from The 
M e t r o a p p e a r s i n t h a t 
anthology. In December 2015, 
m y m o n o g r a p h , M i c k e y 
M o u s e : E m b l e m o f t h e 
American Spirit, generously 
illustrated with some 323 
images, was published by the 
Walt Disney Family Foundation 
Press in San Francisco, an 
imprint set up by Walt’s late 
daughter, Diane Disney Miller. 

Walt famously said of 
his vast entertainment empire 
and career that “it all began 
with a mouse.” I could say of 
my infinitely more modest 
career as a writer, that it all 
began with The Paris Metro. 
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Garry Apgar grew up in North Plainfield, New Jersey, where he was a big fan of the New 
York Yankees, Mad magazine, and Jean Shepherd. In 1962, he was selected as 
Newspaper Boy of the Year (representing the Courier-News) and got to meet the 
governor. It’s been downhill ever since. 

Garry Apgar, “Le Grand Charlie et le Petit Mickey,” The Paris 
Metro, November 22, 1978. 
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Photo by Derek Hudson 

Georgina Oliver with Dublin-born household name British painter 
Francis Bacon during the golden days of The Paris Metro. 



What's my plan, as I e-embark on this ‘art-icle,’ self-pitched as “a brisk and snappy walk 
down memory lane, fast-forwarded into the internet era?” 

To draw inspiration from two photographs. One dating back to the golden days of The 
Paris Metro. The other, taken nearly 40 Years After. 

Every picture tells a story. In this instance, the topic at hand is not merely what became 
of ‘me me me’ betwixt the pix – my personal and professional Odyssey – but rather the bigger 
picture: What happened to the press and journalism in that space of time? What made our 
Paris-anchored city magazine such a unique adventure? 

Born in 1976, the same year as Professor Richard Dawkins published his landmark opus 
The Selfish Gene, The Paris Metro should still be alive. It had the serendipity of present-day 
startups in its DNA. 

With ifs and buts, Paris could be put in a bottle of wine, Beaujolais shall we say, as a nod 
to The Metro’s numero uno bistro, Au Beaujolais. Our American editors could have opted for a 
European Tour à la Joseph Conrad, sampling each of Europe’s capital cities. Or, having picked 
Paris, founded yet another Lost Generation-inspired literary review. Instead, they hired a bunch 
of free-wheelin’ self-starters to rewrite the Paris experience, in English s’il vous plait.    

The Metro urged its contributors to unleash their inner selves. “When in doubt, 
investigate” was our unspoken guideline. A far cry from the all too well-meaning ‘opinion 
journalism’ prevalent in post-’68 France, this heady mix of streetwise reporting and first-person 
creativity – applied to anything and everything from politics and economics to the arts and 
Cheap Thrills – appealed to a brand new breed of branchés Parisian trend-spotters and style-
setters, thirsting for a fresh take on their city. 

The Paris Metro created un buzz phénoménal, long before the global village went viral. 
Word of mouth played a vital role in spreading the news that a gang of wildly original ‘urban 
gonzos’ was in town, hawking The Magazine about Paris Today. The Village Voice and Jean 
Seberg were mentioned in the same breath. 

Well-served by its flamboyant tabloid format and retro-funky visual identity echoing 
Hector Guimard’s art nouveau subway entrances, The Paree Métro soon became an eagerly 
awaited object of desire. Every other Thursday, at café terraces throughout Paris, readers 
gathered around the latest issue, often leaving it on the table for the next person, or group of 
people, to flick through. 

Movies. Music. Books. Food. Theater. Sports. Each of the magazine’s contributing editors 
had a finger on the pulse of a particular Parisian milieu, and my beat was the art scene. The 
excitement was palpable at the countless vernissages, which became my stomping ground. 
Artists, curators and press officers elbowed their way towards the ‘New Critic on the Block,’ 
pushing for coverage, ideally a full-page profile, or failing that a quick mention in the gallery 
and museum roundup. 

Face-to-face feedback was essential in Facebook-less Paris. Predictably, many of the 
Metro followers I bumped into were U.S., U.K. or Oz expats. More surprisingly, an ever-growing 
number of these regular readers were French art-worlders. Keen to plug into an outsider’s 
viewpoint, they joined in our heated arty-party conversations, expressing their artistic likes and 
dislikes in broken English.    

Le Magazine Hot/Learn What Makes Paris Tick, proclaimed the subscription form on the 
classified ads page, in the playful tone that was our signature. The Paris Metro was streets-
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ahead, exploring editorial avenues pursued to a greater or lesser extent by other city mags 
aimed at English-speaking Parisians and similar French publications, during the countdown to 
2000 and well into the ‘noughties’. 

Were we copied (the ultimate compliment according to Coco Chanel)? Yes and no. The 
Metro’s editorial line was a clever combo of hard news and trend spotting, unequalled until 
years later, when the creative brains behind websites specializing in breaking news injected 
arts and style into their e-concepts, almost as an afterthought.    

What followed in France, after The Paris Metro had packed its bags, was a relentless 
battle between the print press and digital content providers. 

Liberated from the dreaded economic equation – i.e. (printer + paper) + (rent + payroll) 
fails to equal advertising revenue – that killed so many post-Metro magazine projects, which 
looked amazing on paper but lacked the backing of a major publisher, online platforms 
eventually reversed the balance of power. 

“Alternative need not be niche” was the rallying cry of a rising generation of web-content 
whiz kids, with their sights set on mass-market success. 

Before the fun could start, a billion dollar question had to be answered: How do we 
make money out of the internet? However, once they had succeeded in defining their 
advertising targets and strategy, the race was on. All kinds of offbeat virtual publications, 
responding to hitherto unheard of consumer needs, began to call the shots. 

When style bloggers started to appear in the front row at the most sought after fashion 
shows, household name women’s magazines realized that they had missed the early warning 
signals. Hip and happening webzines were giving their readers what they were not finding in 
the kiosques. Leading newsmagazines were also losing ground. Investigative news sites were 
where they should be, hogging the headlines with their journalistic exploits. 

On all fronts, online freestylers were filling an editorial gap the paper giants had failed to 
spot, and – worse still – selling the ads they were losing. Faced with imminent death, old-
school glossy magazines had no alternative but to re-brand, hot on the heels of their digital 
rivals. 

Only a handful of enlightened editors have envisioned a further alternative – namely, to 
reinvent the luxury coffee table magazine – proffering a champagne cocktail of cutting-edge 
fashion, art and design mixed with a splash of politics and a dash of economics – but that’s an 
altogether different story… 

As we go to press, run-of-the-mill newsstand rags are desperately trying to come to 
terms with a grim non-virtual reality: rewritten press releases and celebrity Q & As based on 
whistle-stop hotel room sessions chaperoned by flaky publicists simply do not sell. 

Question: Is it too late to create a next-generation digital clone of The Paris Metro? 
Answer: Hope not! If an online version is in the pipeline, keep me in the picture! 
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Photo by Luis Javier Fernández Salgas 

Georgina Oliver still at home in the art world at the ARCO contemporary art fair 
in Madrid in February 2015. 



Author’s Note 
What these pictures do not show is what took place in between: what made the beaming 

sexagenarian in Picture #2, who she is now, not least, The One…whose name appears on the 
photo credits of many of her Metro profiles (Felix Rozen). The Moscow-born, Warsaw-bred, 
basically Jewish (…) painter/sculptor/printmaker who married the Paris-based, Franco-British 
fledgling arts correspondent, hailing from Swinging London, in Picture #1, and gave her four fab 
offspring…An artist himself, Felix talked the artists he photographed for The Paris Metro into 
revealing an unexpected facet of their creative persona, by giving them what he was looking 
for: a glimpse into the man inside the artist. 
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This ain’t an author's bio or an Oscar speech, but we all have a roll call of nearest and 
dearest, colleagues and mentors, alas sometimes sadly departed, to whom we would 
like to express our gratitude, when success strikes, however fleetingly. 

First and foremost, I’d like to thank my parents; my friends and family; the husband 
and father we lost to LBD (Lewy Body Dementia) in 2013; the members of the Anglo-
American Press Association, who elected me President in 2015 and ‘co-prez’ two years 
later for the centenary of the association; my editors on both sides of the Channel and 
Atlantic; Alex Liberman, the éminence grise of Condé Nast, whose advice was “Why 
don’t you just write the way you talk?,” the only thing wrong with that being, of course, 
that there’s nothing more time-consuming, not to say “positively painful,” than just 
writing the way you talk!      

Tom Moore (During my job interview, The Paris Metro’s editor flicked through one of 
American Vogue’s rejects, a victim of Alex’s “Just write the way you talk” philosophy. 
This was a profile of Isabelle Adjani, who had turned up for lunch at a chic bistro with a 
scab on her face “due to a yeast allergy,” laden with groceries that made her look “more 
like a bag lady, than a film star,” and whom I’d described exactly as she was. Suddenly, 
Tom had an illumination: “Do you think you could write like that about artists? You do? 
Well, you’re hired!”) 

The bureau chiefs who ‘put butter on my baguette’ in the golden era when news 
magazines still had Paris bureaus; the fellow journalists who jumped on board of my 
own madcap projects, when I eventually became an editor myself; and everybody else 
who believed in me. And even those who didn’t. In a sense, they’re equally important 
because you want to prove them wrong. 



 
The year was 1978 and I was 28 years old. 
I had recently left my job at United Nations Headquarters in New York to start work at 

UNESCO in Paris in a similar post. 
On a whim, before my first day as a UN bureaucrat in Paris, I answered an ad for 

typesetter at The Paris Metro, a lively newspaper I had become acquainted with the previous 
summer. I had even taken old issues of The Metro in my suitcase back to New York with me. 
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Imagine my surprise to get a phone call at my hotel from Bill Mahder in the paper's 
production department, inviting me to the office where the typesetters worked. 

Quelle coincidence! Bill and I both hailed from the Midwest, both of us had unbuckled 
the Bible belt about the same time, both of us were pianists, and both of us had major motor 
skills in our fingers! The other resident typesetter, Jennifer Burford, seconded the idea that I 
should complete the team. 

There was, I knew, a hitch. I didn’t have a visa or work permit and I wondered if they 
were going to hire me, a traveling typist? 

“Sign up for a course at the Sorbonne,” they both suggested. 
And I did. 
With my new student status, The Paris Metro accountants could pay me for services 

rendered and, if my employment outlasted my course at the Sorbonne, I could simply cross the 
border every six months or so and sign up for another course. It was a different world than it is 
now: I had no difficulty opening an account at Société Générale and cashing my paycheck. 

And what a trip it was to be on the payroll at 31 rue des Francs-Bourgeois: 

• Working with Bill and Jennifer in The Metro’s underground typesetting office, called the cave. 
• Renting a nearby apartment in the Marais, thanks to The Paris Metro want ads. 
• Adapting overnight to typing on a French keyboard. 
• Composing books and journals in Dutch between typesetting Tina de Liagre’s Cheap Thrills 
and columns by Joan Dupont, Harry Stein, Craig Unger and Psmith, a pseudonym used by The 
Metro’s publisher. 
• Watching Jean Lagarrigue, bill butt, Jair de Suza and Heleen Dik turn my galleys into a 
beautiful tabloid to be savored by thousands of readers in and beyond Paris. 
• Taking breaks every day at the bar en face for a café creme. 
• Working closely with production editors Sophie Reinauld and Elaine McCarthy. 
• Being dispatched by The Paris Metro to a suburb where we learned computerized typesetting 
on enormous, state-of-the-art Compugraphic machines. 

Ah, 1978. Mistakenly, I thought things would always be this lively and wonderful. I did not 
know I was having the time of my life! 

 

  147

Diana Timmons returned to New York with her newly acquired typesetting skills and got 
a job as typesetter, and then production editor, at The New York Review of Books.    In 
1993, she returned to her position at the United Nations and took early retirement in 
2011. Her 21-year-old daughter, Lemon, is a confirmed Francophile. 



  148



This episode in my memoir, Desperate to Be a Housewife, takes place in the autumn of 
1975, when I’d been living in Paris for just over a year. I’d made friends with a number of 
French women whose attitudes I found to be totally refreshing. They were still riding the wave 
of rebellion that swept France in May ’68, and this played out in their relations with men and 
with each other. 

One day in late September Colette phoned and invited me to a supper meeting of her 
women’s group. 

“I’ll bring some wine,” I said, trying to hide my elation. 
Colette was in the avant garde of the Parisian women’s movement. She had been an 

early member of a group called Les Polymorphes Perverses, founded on the premise that 
Freud’s theories of sexuality proved he understood nothing about women. That was a fairly 
revolutionary stance in a country whose chattering classes worshipped Freud. It was also 
funny. Could feminism have a sense of humor? Not in the States, maybe, but here in France the 
rules were different. 

French feminists weren’t burning bras, they were wearing them. They also wore dresses, 
jewelry and – perish the thought – lipstick. I remembered how I’d dressed back at Madison, in 
the early days of the movement: in jeans and a green army jacket, every day, with no makeup. 

In the States, women who wore makeup were seen as unliberated. Women dressed like 
men. But was that feminist? In France, feminists, or at least some of them, believed that women 
could embellish their natural beauty for their own pleasure, and not to please men. To me, that 
felt liberating. 

On the way to Colette’s place, I stopped to pick up the wine. I decided to spring for a 
good bottle, a Juliénas, even though funds were low. I had dumped the job at Monsieur Vidal’s 
place long ago, and the art classes where I modeled were just starting up again after the 
summer break. But it was worth it. This was a special occasion. 

When I rang the bell, Colette greeted me as an old friend, kissing me on both cheeks. 
The room was packed, smoky and filled with low chatter. I felt I had stumbled into a meeting of 
conspirators plotting a new French revolution. And maybe I had. These women looked tough, 
especially Delilah, Colette’s current lover. Several were in leather jackets. All were thin and 
most were in black. They observed me warily, but when Colette introduced me as a feminist 
from America they peppered me with questions and made me feel at home. 

The meeting had been called to discuss plans for feminist actions in Paris throughout the 
autumn. Abortion had just been legalized, and with that victory behind them French women 
were in the streets demonstrating against everything from rape and police treatment of 
prostitutes to the incarceration of political prisoners in Franco’s Spain. 
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The gathering went on for hours, fueled by a country-style buffet of salads, cold cuts, 
cheese and plenty of wine. By the time we got around to the Juliénas everyone was joking, 
laughing, bonded in a sisterhood of women who knew their moment in history had come. 

As I poured myself another glass of the red, I succumbed to the intoxication of being at 
the epicenter of a movement that was going to shake the world. So much had changed for me 
in the year since I moved to Paris. Now, without Jacques but amid these women, I felt I had 
finally arrived. 

 

  Related articles from 
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Let’s see…got to situate this. The Paris Metro? The magazine, not the subway. That was 
eons ago. Can I even remember it?    

I am sitting here in my home office in Paris looking at a photocopy of a long feature I 
wrote for The Metro called Don’t Eat Your Soup With A Fork. It was illustrated with four 
delightful drawings, one that showed a well-dressed man manipulating a giant lettuce leaf that 
sprang up in his face, spattering vinaigrette all over his clothes, the tablecloth and his terrified 
tablemates. This was to illustrate my point about how a good hostess should always cut lettuce 
into bite-sized portions. 

I can’t remember who had the idea for an article about French politesse but I do recall 
that the editor had a concrete suggestion 
about who to contact. The name he gave 
me was Princess Beris Kandaouroff, an 
Englishwoman who had written The Art of 
Living: Etiquette for the Permissive Age.    

I duly trekked over to her apartment, 
somewhere in the 9th arrondissement, 
where she cheerfully gave me a crash 
course on what to do and not to do in 
France. Ca se fait and ça ne se fait pas are 
things most French instinctively know but 
we poor foreigners don’t, hence the 
necessity of books, articles and general 
instruction on the subject. 

Most of the rules concern dining 
which, in a country obsessed with food, is 
no surprise, and my article went on and on 
about all the horrible faux pas one could 
unwittingly commit at a formal dinner party if 
not in the know. Offer carnations? Never, 
because they bring bad luck. Sop up that 
delicious sauce with your bread or a fork? 
Neither. Saucer is a total non-non when 
dining out. 

And those two bits of advice are only 
for starters. I was amazed by all the things 
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one should and shouldn’t do. 
The Princess advised guests never to show up at a dinner party with spare friends or 

animals unless asking permission from the hostess beforehand. To illustrate her point, she told 
me that she once invited the director of a zoo to dinner and he came with a lion, causing 
pandemonium. Rereading that today, I wonder if it was the whole truth. (Time magazine, where 
I was a stringer in the Paris bureau for many years, would have got a fact checker on it). 
Anyway, it was a great story and that’s what counts. 

I didn’t know it at the time but I would dine out (pardon the pun) on that article and that 
subject for decades. It led me to consider overall French behavior, which led to my first book, 
French Toast, followed by two others that also concerned the arcane and mysterious ways of 
the French.    

Had The Paris Metro editor not given me such a bigger-than-life source to interview, nor 
encouraged me to write in a fresh and funny manner, that article would have been an end 
rather than a beginning. As it was, I found a subject and a style. 

In sum, The Paris Metro was a bright spot in my freelance life, with all its ups and downs, 
the details of which I will kindly spare you. 

There’s only one downside to this specific story: when The Paris Metro was liquidated, I 
was formally informed that I would be eligible for chomage, or unemployment. Being a bull-
headed American, I didn’t bother applying. How wrong I was. I dined out on politesse for years 
– and in this country where social policies are generous, could probably have been on 
unemployment for years had I cared to pursue the matter. 

Well, we all make mistakes. No little regular unemployment checks and other goodies 
for me. But what I got was not so bad: writing for a publication the likes of which Paris has 
never seen again, dealing with editors who had great ideas and a great sense of fun, learning 
to take myself seriously as a writer whose words could make a difference, even if they were 
only to make the reader laugh. That’s already a lot. 

And so the 70s passed, The Paris Metro went under as so many wonderful publications 
did, and I stayed in Paris freelancing and never left.    

Sometimes when I look back on past events or past places or past experiences, 
everything seems so much better — even if it perhaps wasn’t. 

In the case of The Paris Metro, in my experience at least, it really was just as good as it 
seemed then. The proof: its successors never made the cut, never even got close. 

Someone really should get The Paris Metro going again...but that’s another story.        
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I flew to Paris on Independence Day in 1976 and arrived at Orly Airport early in the 
morning of a very warm July 5. Not my first trip to France by any means, but the beginning of a 
lengthy love affair that continues today.    

The number of places I lived included a compound on rue Geoffroy Saint-Hilaire, a pad 
on the Île de la Cité, and an old farmhouse near Fountainbleau that became a favored 
weekend party site for The Paris 
Metro folk, especially Joel Stratte-
McClure, John Keeney and Harry 
Flowers. 

How we all met is a bit blurry, 
but I do remember wonderful times 
at Mother Earth's in Les Halles, 
b a s e b a l l g a m e s o n S u n d a y 
afternoons in the Bois de Boulogne, 
unbelievably decadent nights at the 
Hammam Saint-Paul, and other 
adventures best remembered 
together, if at all. 

I had come to Paris to sing 
classical music at the behest of 
France Musique, but ended up 
becoming a disco/pop singer and 
background recording artist. I 
wanted to keep my hand in 
journalism since I walked away from 
on-air reporting at NBC TV Sports 
to work again in music (I was a 
Juilliard grad). It all flowed nicely 
together in Paris. 

One very special Paris Metro 
time was a party at Joel's home on 
Île Saint-Louis that I organized for 
the lead divas of the Houston 
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Grand Opera's Porgy and Bess. I made a chili that was beyond spicy but also beyond 
delicious…so much so that Porgy couldn't stop eating it, despite the fact that he must have lost 
ten pounds in perspiration. We laughed, we ate, we talked music and journalism and living in 
Paris.    

It was the beginning of the opera company's European tour, and my daughter Amanda 
was enlisted to lead the children's chorus and continue with the troupe as they toured Europe. 
She could speak fluent French and pretty decent German, which made her, at the age of five, 
the master translator for everybody. If you knew or know Amanda, this would not surprise you. 
One night she left my house at three a.m. and showed up at Joel's apartment. I think he had 
her arrested. So much for my mothering habits in trusting a female wrestler colleague (another 
book) from Britain who promised to stay with the kid. For Porgy and Bess, my mother, who was 
on a long visit from the U.S., went with her on tour as chaperone. They had a safe and sound 
blast! 

After having done a film directed by Mario Monicelli starring Gérard Depardieu, and then 
plunging into a cabaret show at The Cotton Club entitled Manhattan Satin, I followed a love 
back to the States in late 1979. The love didn't last, but I did hook up with old friends in 
journalism and wound up working for Stevie Wonder's radio station KJLH in L.A. Wonderful 
time, but Los Angeles is a tough city to live in after Paris.    

I ended up living just outside Washington DC and working for NPR. I got into the historic 
preservation field because of my family's pride of history and my mother's obsession with 
restoring old houses, then moved easily into the national and international museum world. 

Currently I'm happily a grandma to Amanda’s 10-year-old son and am living just outside 
San Francisco at the top of the Santa Cruz mountains above Half Moon Bay with a magnificent 
view of the Pacific Ocean. While not Paris, it is as idyllic as I could ask for. I stay busy by playing 
with venture capitalists in funding a new energy source and creating great body creams for old 
people like myself who travel a lot. 

Paris would not be Paris without the memory of good times with friends and family of 
The Paris Metro. It was a wonderful time, which won't ever come again. But we'll do our best to 
remember as much as possible whenever we are together! 
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I had already lived in Paris for seven years when I signed up with The Paris Metro. The 
magazine's core group at the time seemed to me “right off the boat.” Still leagues away from 
managing the local codes.

I remember Craig Unger recounting the stir he caused at the Piscine Deligny when he 
showed up for a swim in his baggy American bathing shorts. The whole Seine-side boat rocked 
with such laughter, it almost sank. Which it did, of course a few years later. (Did Craig go back?) 

I remember food critic Justine De Lacy’s astonishment when she called a restaurant to 
ask politely: “Etes-vous ouvert ce soir?” only to hear a typical, gruff Parisian response: 
“Evidemment, si on réponds!” 

Ah, the sweet codes of life in France! 
Joel Stratte-McClure, on the other hand, avoided the bathing suit dilemma entirely. After 

a helicopter tour of Paris that landed us on the helipad next door to the Sofitel, Joel, 
photographer Claude Vaujany, and I found ourselves checking out the hotel's rooftop 
swimming pool. There was nobody there. 

To our astonishment, Joel immediately stripped naked and did a couple laps! He 
encouraged us to join 
him, but Claude and I 
were too chicken or 
too dignified to take 
the plunge. Claude, of 
course, immortalized 
the moment with a 
splendid shot of Joel 
emerging stark naked, 
Adonis-like, from the 
empty pool. 

We publ ished 
the photograph along 
with the item in my 
Cheap Thrills column, 
r e c o m m e n d i n g a 
secluded splash at the 
Sofitel. 
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In response, the hotel management not only fired the lifeguard who should have been 
on duty but also demanded The Metro’s negatives of the exploit. Did Claude give them all up?   
I doubt it! 

Just think of it: full frontal nudity on our pages featuring our very own, very well-hung 
publisher, for God's sake! 

I first discovered The Metro in March 1976 in a classified ad in the International Herald 
Tribune, where I was working at the time, asking for freelance writers. But once I left the Trib 
and started working at The Metro, I learned that story proposals came from everywhere. 

One day at the office, Craig took a call: The proposal was an interview/profile of James 
Jones, author of From Here To Eternity and The Thin Red Line. Jones had lived on the Île   
Saint-Louis until 1975 when he moved to Long Island, where he died in May 1977. He was long 
gone from Paris and, in fact, long gone from this world. 

Craig questioned the freelance writer on the other end of the line: 
“A profile of James Jones! Do you know him?” asked Craig. 
“Oh yes!” answered the freelance hopeful. 
“Really?” Craig insisted. 
“Oh yes, I know him very well. Uh…personally. We’re close.” 
“Then I’ve got some bad news for you," said Craig. "I’m afraid this is going to take some 

digging!” 
The Metro's staff was as varied as its contributors. 
As prince of the night, art director bill butt operated in a totally different time zone, 

making the rest of us look like couche-tôt! Ah, the tick of the clock, waiting for bill to return 
directly to work from his nocturnal outings.   
Outings that were the envy of many, like Joel, 
who could be heard wailing: “I want to be gay! 
I want to be gay!” 

A r t d i r e c t o r J e a n La g a r r i g u e 's 
imprimatur was radically different, starting with 
his August 1978 cover of Mona Lisa sitting at a 
café guéridon. A family man, Jean would 
occasionally bring his son to work. Jerôme, 
just five years old, would contentedly play 
under his father’s worktable for hours on end. 

Walking with Jean around the rue des 
Rosiers one day, I heard Jerome suddenly 
shriek excitedly: “Papa! Papa! Regarde! C’est 
la maison du sheriff!” Was it Jerôme’s 
American mother or Jean’s years at Esquire in 
New York that made the sheriff loom larger 
than life in his imagination? 

In fact, petit Jerôme was pointing to the 
Star of David etched in stone over the front 
door of the synagogue on the rue Pavée! 

Having the rue Pavée, the rue des 
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Rosiers and other streets in the Marais' Jewish quarter in The Metro’s back yard was one of the 
real pleasures of our outpost at 31 rue des Francs-Bourgeois, where the renovated l'Hôtel 
d'Albret currently houses the Direction des Affaires Culturelles of La Mairie de Paris. 

Not yet gentrified, as it is today, the Jewish Quarter had a texture of life that other 
neighborhoods lacked. The surrounding Marais had been dormant for decades and we were in 
town to wake it up! Remember naked co-ed nights at the Hammam Saint-Paul, now sadly 
converted into a clothing store? And meals at Goldenberg’s where the owner Jo would often 
sit down to reminisce about the July 1942 roundup of the Jews. Now racks of “Morpho” jeans 
have replaced Jo’s famous chopped liver in a boutique called Le Temps des Cerises. 

We were immigrants among immigrants! And it felt good. 
After The Metro went under in November 1978, I was busy painting the windows of my 

flat on the Place des Vosges when a messenger rang the doorbell. 
I was naked, wearing blue rubber gloves and had a paint brush in one hand. 
Holding a huge red square envelope, the coursier proudly said: "For Christina de Liagre 

from Le Palace.” 
“Yes,” I replied, trying to clumsily conceal my nudity behind the door. 
“Are YOU,” he asked in a baffled tone, “Christina de Liagre?” 
When I assured him I was, he handed over the envelope, ceremoniously. 
I guessed the other Palace invitations were not hand delivered to a pair of blue rubber 

gloves at the top floor servants’ quarters, like my conjoined chambre de bonne. 
I tore open the envelope and started reading the glossy fold out that accompanied the 

invitation: "PALACE an 1" would celebrate the first year of the Le Palace, the gigantic nightclub 
which blew Paris wide open in March 1978 with a performance by mistress of the night Grace 
Jones. 

 Amongst the list of journalists who covered Le Palace that first year (“ceux qui aiment le 
Palace et qui le disent”) was our very own Robert Wiener (Paris-Métro). From the get-go, 
Robert had consecrated Le Palace “in a class by itself" and our Paris Disco Fever issue 
featured a cover with a portly Karl Lagerfeld dancing and spinning à la John Travolta. 

Both The Metro and Le Palace shared a revolutionary spirit, a determination to break 
French codes, explore new frontiers and breathe new life into the city. 

Mutual admiration was such that Le Palace impresario and dandy de la nuit Fabrice 
Emaer was one of the first to come to our rescue when we began to falter, hosting the Vive 
Paris Metro! soirée on October 30, 1978. But even our solicitation of lifetime subscriptions to 
the magazine for 2,500 Francs didn’t fill the coffers. In the end, Le Palace benefit and the 
subscription-for-life deal enabled the production of just ONE more full-color, 48-page issue! 

Cradled between my blue rubber-gloved hands, the glossy fold out from Le Palace went 
on to list the top two hundred tout branché, ultra famous, ultra chic celebrities who were Le 
Palace stars of its anniversary night (“ceux qui aiment le Palace et qui y viennent”): Isabelle 
Adjani, Anouk Aimee, Ursula Andress, Jean-Paul Belmondo, William Burroughs, Catherine 
Deneuve, Gerard Depardieu, Patrick Dewaere, Mick Jagger, Billy Joel, Elton John, Johnny 
Halliday, Karl Lagerfeld, Helmut Newton, Rudolph Nureyev, Roman Polanski, Yves Saint-
Laurent, Andy Warhol…and Christina de Liagre. 

I thought I was hallucinating! 
I was orphaned by The Paris Metro and then adopted by Le Palace. Ca, alors! 
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  None of us realized the 
stellar status that The Metro 
gave us! None of us realized 
the influence we had. Even 
though other newspapers told 
us so: “Paris Metro n’a aucun 
equivalent dans la presse 
Française” (Le Matin). 
  No one at Le Palace, or 
anywhere else, could believe 
The Metro wouldn’t rise from its 
ashes. At least episodically, like 
Egoiste, the magazine founded 
by Nicole Wisniak at about the 
same time. 
  No one could believe Le 
Magazine Hot, as we called 
ourselves in one promotion, 
had gone cold overnight.    

The Metro lasted as long as it did in large part thanks to our Heroic Hawker, Harry 
Rebeiro, from Ghana, who singlehandedly had boosted circulation since The Metro’s inception 
in June 1976. In a Behind The Lines profile that we ran in each issue, we even declared Harry, 
the best of all hawkers, in a class by himself, holding the record of selling 50 copies in an hour. 
Merchant seaman that he was, he knew how to make a catch. 

At one point, we thought we’d enlarge Harry’s scope of activity, and have him index and 
cross-reference all published Metro articles. He took on the chore with enthusiasm. 

His first entry on a pile of index cards: 
HARRY REBEIRO see HARRY FLOWERS (his new nom de plume!) 
And that was the beginning and the end of our Metro archive system! 
After The Metro folded, I lost track of Harry Flowers. Until one evening, months later, I 

was desperately looking for a taxi on the rue Saint-Antoine, to no avail. I was very late for a 
dinner with Freddy Heineken, the billionaire brewer who was taking me to the starred 
restaurant Olympe. A photographer friend of mine, Johnny Pigozzi (whom we had featured in 
The Metro's Last Tango section), had arranged the evening. 

As I continued to gesticulate wildly in search of a taxi, who pulls up in a delivery truck 
emblazoned with VINS DE PROPRIETE but Harry Flowers. 

“Hey Tina! What’s happening!" Harry said with his habitual smile. 
When I told him I was very late for “an extremely important date,” Harry didn't miss a 

beat. 
“Come on, I’ll take you, but you’ve got to ride in the back with the wine, because there’s 

only a driver’s seat in front," he apologized. 
I climbed into the back of the truck and held on, as best I could, to cases and cases of 

wine. Chateau This and Chateau That. It was dark. I couldn’t see where we were going, but we 
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were going fast! Hopefully up the rue de Rivoli to the Champs Elysées where Heineken had an 
apartment. 

After ten minutes or so, I felt the truck pull to the curb and come to a stop. Suddenly the 
back doors of the truck opened out. Harry was there, flashing that incredible smile and 
extending a hand to help me out from behind the Chateau Margaux. 

I kissed him thank you on both cheeks and turned to see Freddy Heineken and Johnny 
Pigozzi on the sidewalk waiting for me. 

They were stunned. 
It was my finest entrance and another magical Metro moment. 
Thank you, Harry Flowers! And merci, Metro. 
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This article was written in late 1978. 

The Paris Metro recently ran a story about The Love Patrol, a French government 
organization that promotes kissing and other forms of conspicuous affection in public. The 
Love Patrol’s goal, the article explained, is to safeguard and enrich the particularly Parisian 
tradition of overt romance exemplified by caressing in the streets, embracing in the gardens, 
cuddling in the courtyards and making out anywhere everywhere. 

The day after the investigative article ran, over four hundred readers called the 
magazine asking how they could join The Love Patrol. The reaction it provoked was typical. 
Everyone in Paris is infected by romance and feels they deserve more than their share. It’s 
unavoidable. Every day is Valentine’s Day in Paris. 

Most people visiting Paris, indeed most Parisians, don’t know the truly sweet spots to go 
for real romance. Jaundiced guidebook writers and freeloading junketing travel journalists 
have made the city seem so mundane that it’s lost a lot of vitality. Many passionate lovers 
simply take the three-star tour and wind up thinking there’s nothing more romantic than the 
chilly top of the Eiffel tower, the cavernous corners of Notre Dame and some candle-lit 
restaurants near the Pantheon. Sure, these place have charm, but they’re about as romantically 
original as champagne at the Ritz. 

It turns out, though, that The Love Patrol had prepared a list of romantic, and unromantic, 
spots for publication in the first issue of The Metro in 1979, a month after the magazine went 
down the tubes. Here’s what readers would have read: 

The Ten Most Romantic Spots In The World’s Most Romantic City 

The Arènes de Lutèce 
Paris is older than almost anything in America and, despite the invasion of McDonald’s, 

there are many quiet and secluded places to acknowledge the past. One of the least known is 
the Arènes de Lutèce, an arena in the fifth arrondissement that was excavated in 1869, about 
1,600 years after the circular stage and seats were constructed for gladiatorial antics. As 
William Gilbert wrote, “There’s a fascination frantic in a ruin that’s romantic,” and The Love 
Patrol considers the Arènes a gracious locale for any type of proposal or, if things go sideways, 
a duel. The hole-in-the-wall entrance to the arena is at 49 rue Monge. 
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The Medicis Fountain 
There are 137 fountains in Paris, but the monumental Medicis Fountain in the 

Luxembourg Gardens, a narrow deep reflection pool lined with gigantic vases, is The Love 
Patrol’s favorite. The serene expression of Cyclops Polyphemus as he gazes with envy at two 
young lovers, Acis and Galatea, inspires close cuddling while smaller nude statues nearby 
provide additional inspiration. The gardens themselves are a great place to frolic if it turns out 
that you don’t like the reflection(s) you see in the fountain. 

The Tomb of Abelard and Héloïse 
A lot of Paris is underground. In fact, the town has over twenty graveyards with 800,000 

permanent residents. One of the largest is Père Lachaise where Oscar Wilde, Sarah Bernhardt, 
Gertrude Stein, Edith Piaf and Jim Morrison are interred. 

Père Lachaise is a sculpted, far-from-mournful place with a maze of alleys and crypts 
designed by Alexandre-Théodore Brongniart in 1803. A Gothic canopy covers the tomb of 
Abelard and Héloïse, considered by The Love Patrol to be one of the most romantic couples of 
all time. 

Abelard, a philosopher and teacher credited with founding the University of Paris, fell for 
Héloïse when he was her tutor in 1120. Her father frowned on their scandal-provoking liaison 
and in the end Abelard became a monk, Héloïse an abbess. But the letters he wrote to her 
continue to inspire contemporary Romeos and you can feel romantic energy seeping out of the 
tomb. They’re together forever. 
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The Most Romantic Meal 
Choosing romantic restaurants in Paris presents little problem. There are at least 90 

establishments that fit the bill, depending on your specific definition of seductive dining. La 
Tour d’Argent has the best view, the fish at Le Bernardin is mouth-watering, the sidewalk 
terrace at the Royale 
Vosges is a must on 
moonlit summer nights. 
But because romance 
depends so much on the 
sensation, anticipation 
and angst of arrival and 
departure, Le Train Bleu 
in the Gare de Lyon is 
particularly apt. While you 
dine, waiting for the train 
to Nice and admiring the 
frescoes on the wall, it’s 
not difficult to imagine 
what romance was like a 
century ago. Even waiters 
at Le Train Bleu are out of 
the courtly past. 

The Most Romantic View 
The allure that separates Paris from sky-scraped cities like New York is its classic 

rooftops. Although the French have tried to destroy this panorama by erecting a 210-meter 
high tower in Montparnasse, the rooftops have united to remain silhouetted against the sky. 
You can capture the skyline from a number of vantage points — the highest story of the Tour 
Montparnasse, the top of the Eiffel Tower or the fifth floor of the Beaubourg Museum. But these 
are artificial heights. 

The best view is from the summit of the city’s tallest hill, Montmartre. It’s called the 
mountain of the martyrs because Saint-Denis was beheaded there in 280 and it became 
particularly celebrated when Toulouse-Lautrec and Utrillo had their studios on the hillside. You 
have a romantic look at the city from the vine-covered Place du Calvaire or, if you’re more 
ambitious, try to squeeze up the narrow 237-step stairway at the Basilique du Sacré-Cœur to 
the tune of organ music. 
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The Most Romantic Place To Bed Down 
There are over 1,300 hotels in Paris and sometimes getting a room in any of them can be 

difficult. But for a romantic sleep, it’s hard to compete with L’Hotel at 13 rue des Beaux-Arts. 
Oscar Wilde (“The only difference between a caprice and a lifelong passion is that the caprice 
lasts a little longer”) died in Room 16 and Mick Jagger frequents the place. Each of the 27 
rooms is decorated in a different motif and Room 25 has a terrace with an excellent view of the 
nearby church. Nearby art galleries are good for playful after-breakfast strolls. 

The Most Romantic Place To Kiss 
There are over 50,000 acres of parks and gardens in Paris, ranging from the somewhat 

wild Bois de Boulogne, where Americans play baseball, to the more formal Tuileries Garden. 
Most of them, flower-filled and statue-adorned, are delightful spots. But none is as pleasant as 
the small, unnamed garden at the end of Île Saint-Louis, the smaller of the two islands in the 
Seine in central Paris. Its attractions are multiple: there are never very many people, you can 
watch the barges move up and down the Seine, you can step down to the quai for a snog 
under the willow tree, or you can simply sit on the benches. It is inconspicuous and simple, just 
right for a romantic whim. 

The Most Romantic Place 
Everyone in Paris has 

their favorite place, or 
square. Selections range 
from the dominating Place 
de la Concorde to the very 
symmetrical Place des 
Vosges. But The Love 
Patrol considers the most 
romantic to be La Place du 
Marché-Sainte-Catherine 
off rue Saint-Antoine. Its 
cobblestone streets, classic 
s t ree t l i gh t s , l aundry 
hanging from the windows, 
beamed apartments, a 
couple art galleries and a 
few restaurants will make 
you want to move in and  
play house. 
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Spiritual Romance 
It is difficult not to feel somewhat spiritual or religious in Paris, but many churches are 

uncomfortably crowded. Still, on summer days they’re cool, in winter they inspire embraces 
and you can step off the street into almost any church in Paris and hear a lone organist 
practicing or a choir rehearsing. The well-known churches are too peopled for a feeling of 
romance, but there are numerous unobtrusive churches that you don’t notice or appreciate 
until you walk inside. One of The Love Patrol’s favorites is the Église Saint-Merry on rue de la 
Verrerie. It’s a perfect respite after a tour of the nearby Beaubourg Museum. 

Communal Romance 
La Cité Fleurie is an artist’s community which is romantically inspiring because its 

residents have been fighting successfully against French land developers for over ten years. 
The sixty inhabitants, mostly sculptures and painters, live in studios built in a lush garden of 
lilacs, tulips, roses, cherry trees and homemade sculptures. So far they’ve kept the sharks at 
bay and the scent of victory makes a visitor want to rejoice with them. The modern buildings 
that are taking over this part of town are a further tribute to the romantic resistance of the Cité 
Fleurie, one of the few isolated “neighborhoods” in Paris. Enter at 65 Boulevard Arago in the 
13th arrondissement. 

Romantic People’s Most Romantic Spots 

“There’s nothing more romantic than a table near the window at La Tour d’Argent 
restaurant, even though some people think it’s hackneyed. I go in when the sun is setting and 
stay until the moon is shining above Notre Dame.” — Olivia de Havilland, actress. 

“My favorite romantic spot is the Place des Vosges, where 
Victor Hugo lived. I feel the aura of romance in every cobblestone.” 
— Claude Terrail, owner of La Tour d’Argent. 

 “The Allée des Cygnes on the little island in the Seine with 
the French version of the Statue of Liberty.” — Pierre Salinger, 
journalist and man about town. 

“The island in the Bois de Boulogne.” — Yves Saint-Laurent, 
fashion designer. 

“My 18th century home where I can observe the whims of 
romance in privacy.” — Karl Lagerfeld, fashion designer. 

“Second floor, third door on the right.” — Prostitute on rue des 
Lombards. 
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The Ten Least Romantic Spots In The World’s Most Romantic City 

Humphrey Bogart once grumbled to Audrey 
Hepburn in a movie called Sabrina that “Paris is a 
city for lovers…maybe that’s why I only stayed 
fifteen minutes.” 

Another reason he might have fled is that he 
saw only the least romantic locations in town. If 
you’re in Paris for a romantic fling, here are the 
places that The Love Patrol suggests you avoid. 

Place Saint-Michel 
The focal point of the Latin Quarter is fine for 

cheap Greek food and a dose of contemporary 
youth. But crowds, congestion and cops are taboo 
for romance. 

Place Pigalle 
The home of the Moulin Rouge is somewhat 

run down even if you’re just looking for one of the 
many hookers lining the adjoining streets. For a 
wholesome, handholding stroll it is uninspiring. 

Bridges 
There are some nice bridges in Paris and the idea of cuddling underneath them might 

seem titillating. Unfortunately the scent is hardly romantic since most of the town’s clochards 
use these places as toilets. 

Les Halles 
The old stomach of Paris, where everyone used to meet at four a.m. for onion soup, is 

undergoing a decade-long period of construction and indigestion. Although a chic new 
shopping mall has opened, it’s not the place to bud a relationship. 

Places 
Paris has a lot of inspiring patriotic-sounding places – Bastille, République, Nation, Italie 

– and all of them somehow manage to exude sleaze. 

The Louvre 
The Louvre and other museums are generally too packed for private moments in front of 

your favorite romantic work of art. 
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The Préfecture de Police  
Near the flower market on 

the Île de la Cité, this wins The 
Love Patrol’s award for the most 
detested and ant i - romant ic 
building in Paris. 

Le Drugstore 
The French version of the 

Amer ican drugstore, known 
appropriately as Le Drugstore, has 
managed to attract waiters so rude 
that they won’t serve you unless 
they humiliate you first. 

Grand Boulevards 
The Grand Boulevards run 

from the Place de la Madeleine to 
Bastille. In 1750, it was very stylish 
to walk the length of them or sit 
under the trees. Not today. 

Skyscrapers 
The Love Patrol has one major target on its hit list – sky-scraping modern buildings that 

look like they’ve been transplanted from Manhattan. Needless to say, don’t even think of 
kissing in their shadows. Get caught and The Love Patrol will throw you out of town. 
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Joel Stratte-McClure still thinks Paris is a city for lovers. 



Leafing through my bound issues of The Paris Metro recently, an editor friend paused at 
a cover image both jarring and funny: Ernest Hemingway as a late-seventies hipster, a La 
Defense skyscraper reflected in the lenses of his stylish aviator glasses. 

  168



“Really nice,” he observed, smiling. 
But the accompanying piece, on Hemingway’s Paris of the Twenties, impressed him 

even more. Instead of what he expected — another paean to Papa and his generation of 
expats – authors Ted Vogt and Allen Wulc made the opposite and more interesting point that 
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“the Paris we have inherited in the myths never existed, but was an idealized creation of the 
expatriates of that era themselves.” 

My friend ended up making an extremely perceptive critique of the magazine and its 
sensibility, noting that on the one hand it was full of all sorts of insider information on the city, 
while at the same time being resolutely outside the culture, always looking at the French and 
their ways of doing things with detached bemusement. 

“How,” he wanted to know, “did you guys arrive at that?” 
It’s a complicated question, but a large part of the answer is that we – that is, those of us 

who launched The Metro – didn’t arrive at it, so much as it walked in the door. For once The 
Metro began, English speakers already ensconced in Paris, who knew the city far better than 
we did, began showing up, and before very long they made up not only most of our best 
writers but the spine of our editorial staff. 

For clarity’s sake: We’re talking genuine expatriates here, not the Hemingway variety; 
our people were those whose lives, careers, and, in some cases, families were permanently 
rooted in the city, so apt to not just be on a first name basis with their neighbors, but to know 
whose dog killed whose cat three generations ago. 

Hemingway? I don’t know if we could’ve even used him. Even a casual reading of A 
Moveable Feast reveals that he knew jack about the town or its people, since he basically just 
hung around with other English speakers, and apparently the only French he spoke was to 
waiters. At Pruniers, for example, “We had oysters and crabe Mexicaine.” With Scott Fitzgerald, 
he shared “poulade de Bresse and a bottle of Montagny,” At Brasserie Lipp, “The pommes a 
l’huile were fine and marinated and the olive oil delicious.” 

This is not to say Hemingway’s faux Paris doesn’t have its uses. Without it, what would 
Woody Allen have done to revive his career? And how many of us did it draw to Paris in the 
first place? 

It certainly paid off for 
me, as the newly minted 
humor columnist for The 
Metro, eager to please but 
not gif ted with much 
imagination. 

“We went to Joe 
Allen’s together many 
evenings in Paris that fall 
of 1976,” began my first 
e ff o r t , “ a n d t h e 
hamburgers were hot. I 
enjoyed the hamburgers 
and sometimes I even 
loved them, when they 
came with Heinz Ketchup 
and not the watery brand, 
and we had a gay time 
eating them…” 
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Still, as the magazine evolved, we were ever more interested in digging deeper into the 
more authentic Paris. This is why The Paris Metro was so much more than the tourist 
publication it might have been, winning a wide circulation among both the French, (for many of 
whom it became a kind of portable status symbol), and, more meaningfully, among the far flung 
and more exacting expatriate community. 

For me, having started behind the curve as a wide-eyed Francophile and reformed 
Hemingway reader, reporting and writing for The Metro was a continual learning experience. 
Nor is it coincidence that among my most memorable teachers were long-term American 
expats.    

One, in particular, stands out: the pop idol and tabloid page regular Joe Dassin. To the 
naked eye, he seemed so French that most people assumed he was. In fact, not only was he 
American, having been deposited on the other side of Atlantic at twelve when his father, the 
director Jules, was blacklisted, but his view of the French, his public, was the very definition of 
jaundiced. For instance, when I asked if the French had a different attitude toward music than 
Americans or English, he replied, “The French attitude is one of more pretension and less 
sophistication lyrically. They have no sense of humor at all, except for enormous slapstick. No 
tongue-in-cheek…Americans will take an old rock lyric and laugh at it, take it to that second 
level of tongue-in-cheek. The French would say, ‘What an idiot this guy is! Look at all the stupid 
things he’s saying!’ They have no sense of humor whatever. 
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“The French,” he went on, unprompted, “are always worried you might be putting them 
on. They’re extremely sensitive to second-degree humor, cause they’re afraid you might be 
putting something over on them.” 

Thinking he might be putting his career at risk, I reminded him my tape recorder was 
running, and asked if he was this open with French journalists. 

“No.” 
“Why not?” 
“You have to be very serious with French journalists, because they have no sense of 

humor. But there’s a good side to that – you can tell them anything and they’ll believe you.” 
Still, I was sure the piece would be a bombshell – all the more so, when it was picked up 

and reprinted in full in a national weekly. 
But he was right and I, the greenhorn, was wrong. Not a peep. 
It was the kind of information you could learn reading – or writing for — The Metro, and 

nowhere else. 
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Pre-Metro, Harry Stein worked at the Richmond Mercury and New Times Magazine, and 
wrote a book on Tiny Tim. Post-Metro, he's married, had a family, been a columnist for 
Esquire and written twelve books. 
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The Paris Metro years passed in a kaleidoscopic blur. In the late 1970s, Parisians 

believed they were the center of the civilized world when it came to culture and good taste, 
evident in their fashion, cuisine, wine and perfume. For me, however, it was a different story. 

I hardly slept, shaved sporadically and dressed badly. I wish I could say I spent the time 
partying or scribbling poetry in an upstairs room at Shakespeare and Company. In fact, I was 
usually dictating translations of building specifications into a tape recorder, often in marathon 
all-night sessions. 

To quote Proust, “Longtemps, je me suis couché de bonne heure” — except that in my 
book “de bonne heure” mostly meant a few hours snatched early in the morning as dawn 
broke over the gray zinc roofs of the Left Bank. 

      I shared a cramped apartment with a charismatic 
Dutchman called Wouter Apituley, who worked at The Paris 
Metro. His exact role was never clear to me, but he led a 
glamorous life. I was handicapped by post-teenage acne and 
the shortcomings of dental care on Britain’s National Health 
Service. Wouter seduced scores of women while I processed 
thousands of turgid pages on subjects such as the design of 
airports in Saudi Arabia by French architects, of which I 
understood little and cared less. 

Each morning a typist would appear to commit my efforts to paper. The machine-gun 
rattle of the IBM 82C was music to my ears. Every few keystrokes meant another franc, and I 
could leave the pages to pile up while I staggered, bleary-eyed, up the hill to college, seeking 
education and enlightenment, although I gained little of either. There were probably too many 
nights of excess with Hemingwayesque drinking bouts followed by hazy days. 

Eventually, I saved some 
francs, finished school, left the tiny 
flat and lost sight of Wouter when I 
moved to the faded splendor of a 
sprawling apartment at 1, rue de 
Rivoli, with a baby grand piano and 
ornate marble fireplaces. I kept in 
touch with a handful of other Metro 
people but by the time I settled into 
a more restrained and healthier 
lifestyle a few years later, The Metro 
was gone, sadly. 

  176

David Chazan was the youngest professional translator in 
Paris in 1976. 



I was surprised to discover that I had amassed enough francs to begin investing in 
property and start a family. The acne gone, I realized it was time to stop dictating 
gobbledygook, see a dentist and get a proper job myself. 

It took a few years, but eventually I left France to become a foreign correspondent, 
initially with the French news agency AFP and then with the BBC. I watched American Seals 
emerge from the Indian Ocean on their ill-fated mission to save Somalia, witnessed genocide 
in Rwanda and war in the Middle East. London became my home and those strange days in 
Paris seemed like a reverie. 

I revisited Paris briefly when riots erupted in the rundown suburbs in 2005. A few years 
later, with my kids grown up and retirement looming, I decided to move back. My wife and I 
now lead a twin-city life between Paris and London. 

When I returned, the only Metro in town other than the subway was the free newspaper 
distributed to commuters. Good as it is, it hardly aspires to the creativity or greatness of the 
original. 

I wondered if the absence of the real Paris Metro had perhaps exacerbated the malaise 
gripping France. The Metro years came at the end of what the French call les trente glorieuses 
— the three golden decades of post-war, baby-boomer prosperity, when their belief that Paris 
was the center of the civilized world was unshakeable. 

Their self-esteem had taken some hard knocks by the time I came back. The key word 
was “déclinisme.” French cuisine and wine were often surpassed by foreign rivals and there 
was an exodus of bright young people, crossing the Channel or the Atlantic in search of better 
prospects. The French — especially those I think of as Left Bank intellectuals — always did 
existential angst and gloom with a gusto few other nations can muster. Many now believed that 
France’s decline would never be reversed. 

Yet when terrorist attacks targeted people in their 30s and 40s enjoying a Friday night 
out — members of what is now being called Generation Bataclan — Parisians demonstrated 
just how resilient and optimistic they could be. The morning after 130 people were slaughtered 
and hundreds more left with life-changing injuries, I wandered the streets around the Bataclan 

concert hall where the worst 
massacre was perpetrated. 
Whatever was reported about 
the city turning into a ghost town, 
I saw people out shopping, 
strolling with their children and 
sitting on benches in the narrow 
patches of greenery between the 
boulevards. That night, people 
were back in nearby cafes and 
restaurants. Just as New Yorkers 
and Londoners steadfast ly 
refused to yield to terrorism, 
neither were Parisians going to 
give in. 
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The cliché of contrarian, surly Parisians does contain a soupçon of truth, admettons-le. 
But their pride, stubbornness and determination not to let anyone interfere with their way of life 
also helped keep us sane. Admirably, most people refrained from stigmatizing Muslims and 
spoke of peace and unity, at least in the hipster quarters that were hit. 

Perhaps more than ever before, Paris feels like home. 
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David Chazan was the youngest professional translator in Paris in 1976. He was a 
student, but kept quiet about it because he feared corporate clients would pay him less 
if they found out. Today he's a former BBC staffer and a part-time Paris correspondent 
for the Daily Telegraph. To make his semi-retirement more enjoyable, he still 
occasionally contributes to BBC programs. 

Was David Chazan's self-professed "kaleidoscopic blur" during the years of The Paris Metro as 
disturbing as the magazine's worst designed cover entitled "Flipping Out in a Foreign Land: How to 

Find Your Way into -- and out of -- French Psychoanalysis.” 
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Memories are still fresh of those years in the late 70's when The Paris Metro man would 

bring hot-off-the-press stacks of the latest publication to distribute and sell in my restaurant, 
The Studio, at 41 rue du Temple in the 4th arrondissement. 

Although I should probably be a fervent member of the magazine's 40th anniversary, I 
won't celebrate because The Studio was never officially, or unofficially, or casually, or with 
humor, or with malice, or with enthusiasm, or with a yawn, or in any other way mentioned in 
The Metro. No review, no nothing. 

  180

Consider it mentioned. 



That's odd because, in my view, the socio-cultural importance of The Studio, a little piece 
of America (and Texas) in perpetual presence in the heart of the Marais, shared numerous 
parallels with The Metro. But ignored by Metro editors and writers, readers never learned in 
your pages that we existed. 

I understand that in similar circumstances in the United States there would be too many 
restaurants to mention. But in Paris four decades ago, The Studio was as unique as The Paris 
Metro. In fact, we both shattered all previous comparisons in dining and media due to our 
revolutionary presence in French society. 

The difference between the two was, of course, that The Paris Metro, much to my regret, 
went bankrupt and The Studio flourished and was a commercial success. 

American and international celebrities — as diverse as Peter Sellers, Sid Caesar, Cher, 
Roman Polanski and the Harlem Globetrotters — came to dine, relishing what was then a little 
bit of America in the very heart of Paris. Then came the Parisians who enabled the restaurant 
to bathe in crowds and prosperity that bypassed and shattered our rosiest economic 
aspirations. 

The phenomena continued until my departure at the end of 1985, though The Studio 
continued to be run by my French cousin Monique and remained a Mexican restaurant until 
2015. Today, alas, it is just another French restaurant called Grand Coeur in a very nice 
courtyard amid a private dance studio and two theaters. 

Still, even today, I wonder why The Paris Metro missed that story. 
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Frank Charat left Paris for Nice in 1986 with a few Mexican blankets and some pots and 
pans. During the next twenty-four years he opened Tex Mex restaurants in Villefranche-
sur-Mer, Villeneuve-Loubet, Cannes and Nice. He squeezed out his last enchilada and 
retired in 2010. 



The Paris Metro should never have stopped publishing. I had learned to count on it and 
needed it, as did many other regular readers and constant companions. As an American living 
in Paris, I'm pretty sure my life would have been easier in the decades since with a biweekly 
dose of intelligent reading and information in English. 

The two-and-a-half years of The Metro's existence correspond to the “easy” years of my 
expatriation and the magazine definitely contributed to my “insouciance.” I married a 
Frenchman one month before the first issue and gave birth to my first child a few weeks before 
the last. 

In the interim, I met new people and conversed about the same subjects as the Metro 
discussed, often at restaurants listed in its recommendations. It was so vital that I remember 
telling my husband over the phone from the maternity clinic not to forget to buy The Metro the 
day it came out, knowing it often sold out. Not even a new baby could affect my loyalty. 

The escape into irreverence and provocation provided by The Metro, coupled with my 
feeling that its American publishers understood something the French hadn’t, would have 
continued to sooth this mother’s psyche during those ensuing child-rearing years. And I would 
have loved sharing each issue with my children.    

So, why did you forsake me, 
Metro?    

I just had a look at the issue 
from mid-August 1978 that I saved 
because my husband Christian, 
who worked at Joe Allen (where 
he met fellow waiter Joel Stratte-
McClure when the restaurant 
opened in 1972), is pictured and 
quoted in a subscription ad. The 
cover story was about Parisian taxi 
drivers, a subject that hasn’t lost its 
appeal and could be updated, or 
even simply re-published, today. 
The issue’s advertisers were 
among the big names in Paris, 
French and American, and were 
numerous. I knew a few of the staff 
and they were smart, charming 
and enthusiastic. What happened? 
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As for content, no other publication came close to what The Metro delivered. My 
husband would occasionally buy Hara-Kiri or Charlie Hebdo, but they seemed crass and idiotic 
to me then. And I didn’t know enough about politics to understand Le Canard Enchainé.    

The Paris Metro provided me with an insider’s view of Paris and the French, as well as 
insight into American expatriates and the ways they lived, legal or illegal. I discovered there 
were Americans writing, directing, painting, camping, working as au pairs, collecting 
government assistance, hanging out after Vietnam and living on houseboats, communes, or 
even in prison. The Metro reported all of their stories. 

The Metro also made events in France intelligible to us expats. I understood better 
where my colleagues’ seemingly negative and defeatist attitudes came from…as well as my in-
laws’ complex dining rituals.    

Oh, I miss the words not written in the last thirty-eight years. How I could have used the 
lightness of tone, clarity, and original perspective on society, although it is a satisfaction that 
the people who made the magazine seem to have had creative, successful lives post-Metro. 
And that we who were here then got the earliest exposure to them. 

The French, after all, as De Gaulle said, have gone on being French and have missed the 
scrutiny and the verve of the talented journalists at the Metro. Nevertheless, I have gotten 
better at adapting and making sense of life here, to the point of feeling French. But if you told 
me The Metro was coming back, I’d fill out the subscription form and send it right away (or 
would you prefer PayPal and automatic payment today?).          

I’m happy that there is a celebration forty years later for a publication that only lasted 
two-and-a-half years. That alone shows how big an impression The Paris Metro made, and that 
maybe it was never replaced because it was irreplaceable.    
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Cleveland, Ohio native Mary Briaud-Drain moved to Paris in 1969 and was working in the 
international department of Banque Crédit Agricole in 1976. The mother of three grown 
sons, her husband Christian is deceased, she's retired from teaching English and is still 
living in Paris.    



 
Had I been part of The Paris Metro team in 1976, I probably never would have gone to 

journalism school in Boston, never would have worked for The New York Times for five years, 
never would have visited the Yucatan and never would have ended up being an international 
editor at Vogue Hommes in Paris for a decade. 

If I had joined The Metro editorial team, I probably would have stayed in Paris, maybe 
married a boring French lawyer, banker or, if I were really unlucky, perhaps even married John 
Keeney, The Metro's infamous director of advertising. 

I do have a fond and lasting memory of Keeney (does anyone call him John?) in the early 
1980s when he and Joel Stratte-McClure, who still sends me idiotic emails from far-flung 
places, were in New York waiting for me in my Upper West Side apartment when I came home 
from work at The New York Times. 

I was aghast to walk in and find Keeney stretched out barefoot relaxing on my living 
room sofa, his socks and shoes in the middle of the floor. While I consider 
myself fairly tolerant, the sight and smell of Keeney's feet and socks on 
this particular evening for some reason did not amuse me one bit. I'm not 
really sure what happened next, but I seem to remember that he departed 
sockless, wearing just his scuffed black loafers. 

Keeney never lived down this moment of distraction and it's 
become a long-lasting joke. We never got married and I think he moved to 
Australia because there, apparently, he doesn’t have to wear socks! And 
yet he still became a successful publisher. Go figure. 

Today I am still in Paris working as a writer, translator and editor and 
suggest that everyone attending the Metro venue get up to speed about 
the city by logging onto Do It In Paris (http://doitinparis.com) and picking 
up a copy of the refined Paris C’est Chic 2016 guidebook published by 
Parigramme with hot tips in English. Full disclosure: I work for both. 

I'm looking forward to greeting the Metro team during their Paris 
comeback in September 2016 and can’t wait to see if Keeney's wearing socks. 
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Franco-American journalist/translator Mary Deschamps left New York for Paris in 1985 
and was features editor for Condé Nast's Vogue Hommes and Vogue Hommes 
International until 1996. During the past two decades she helped launch Men's Health in 
France, worked for the Zagat Survey and since 2003 has been the CEO of SARL 
LANGUAGE, which concentrates on bilingual editing, communication, conception and 
translation for upscale fashion companies like Hermès, Calvin Klein, Balenciaga, 
Marlboro Classics, LVMH, Kenzo and Guerlain. 

The 
Emperor’s 

New Socks. 



 

Fleetingly, a deep sadness sweeps over me...day or night. It does not pay heed, nor ask for 
permission. 

The indignities of chemotherapy retreat... 

A rogue warm tear drop forms...trickles. Grateful to feel something...anything...life rebounds 
anew. 

Do I catch it smirking? 

Well then, so am I. 
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Laurie Savage was associate editor for McGraw-Hill World News in Paris during the 
1970s. She is currently the executive director of the Spondylitis Association of America, 
where she began working in 1996. She was diagnosed with stage four primary breast 
cancer in August 2015. 

Photo by Joel Stratte-McClure 



       I had a dream! In it the same wonderfully 
entertaining Idiot who is currently walking 
around the Mediterranean Sea (that would be 
former Metro publisher Joel Stratte-McClure, 
author of The Idiot and the Odyssey: Walking 
the Mediterranean) chooses to bankroll (again) 
the rebirth of The Paris Metro International. 
     Only this time around it is an online digital 
edition on the leading edge of the next age of 
publishing technology. After all, what nobler 
journalistic cause could there be than to prove 
forty years later that he and his Francophile 
journalistic comrades in arms were right in 
believing that there is a market for an English-
language city magazine about Paris. Too bad 
for Paris that they were four decades ahead of 
their time. 

As a New York attorney, my family and I had come to Paris in 1975 with almost the same 
dream as the founding members of The Paris Metro. Their ambition was to publish an English-
language magazine in Paris. Mine, launched a few months before The Metro, was to set up a 
company distributing American newspapers and magazines. It was inevitable that we would 
meet and after the third Metro issue and a cursory interview, I was hired as the business and 
circulation director. It was an unrewarding title to bear when your four colleagues with degrees 
in journalism (read “Not Business”) had financed the project. 

Their background made it somewhat normal that during the course of our irregular 
business meetings my warnings that it was fiscally premature to add more pages or to start 
printing in full color were ignored. I regularly met the journalistic logic of “Stan, don’t worry, it’s 
good for the book.” 

We were both right. The product quickly became bigger and bigger, and better and 
better, and just as quickly we were way over budget. 

Looking back, were these American editors right in starting the first city magazine in 
English for Paris? 

Yes, because they achieved their goal without sacrificing their vision of producing a 
quality publication. They had done what they set out to do in the city they all loved. When it 
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was over they all, as did most of the contributors and staff, moved on to successful careers in 
journalism and publishing. And I succeeded in newspaper distribution. 

Everyone involved in The Paris Metro was proud to have been a part of its now-mythic 
legend. The large number participating in its 40th Anniversary celebration is testimony to The 
Metro’s success. 

Overall 90 percent of all start-ups fail and there’s a 60 percent failure rate within the first 
year for magazines. This is primarily due to insufficient planning, research and budgeting. The 
fact that The Paris Metro lasted much longer is proof that there was a target audience out 
there and that the founders were right to be excited about their idea and start it without the 
usual type of due diligence. Otherwise it would never have seen the light of day.    

For example, the International Herald Tribune spent five years researching whether 
changing their name to the International New York Times was going to hurt them with 
advertisers. The Wall Street Journal Europe, where I worked as the circulation director for 
twenty years after The Metro, spent over a year to come up with one of their costly advertising 
taglines: “The Wall Street Journal Europe - READ IT!” 

The Metro published two issues per month from June 1976 through November 1978. If a 
tagline had to be chosen I’d go for: “NOT BAD - THEY ALMOST BEAT THE ODDS!” 

When people ask me about The Paris Metro I describe it as a successful failure. 
Successful because it was, almost everyone agreed, a great magazine from the front of the 
book to the back. A failure because we never won over Paris advertising agencies. 

Although many agencies admired the magazine and many large companies, such as Air 
France and Galeries Layfayette, did advertise, most were reluctant to commit their long-term 
budgets to the new game in town. This in spite of the heroic efforts of our advertising 
department, which made amazingly quick inroads into the closed, risk-averse French 
advertising community, the intended source of the majority of our revenue if we were to 
survive. 

We sold over 15,000 copies of many issues through newsstand sales, numerous Anglo/
American retail outlets, subscriptions and a successful “Hawk The Paris Metro” operation. 
However, our 50 percent of this circulation revenue stream on a cover price of four, and 
eventually five, French Francs made only a small dent in the huge publishing budget. 
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Like the founding editors and some other staff members, my salary was defrayed until 
we turned a profit. But this and other sacrifices, including minimal stipends for articles and low 
commissions for ad sales, could not keep the newspaper afloat. We continually spent more 
money than we brought in. 

One of the high points of my time at The Metro came quite unexpectedly from the town’s 
other Metro. 

I placed a call to the 
government-run RATP Group 
(aka the Régie Autonome des 
T r a n s p o r t s P a r i s i e n s ) 
suggesting that since we 
shared the same name it would 
be an appropriate PR event for 
b o t h o f u s i f o u r fi r s t 
anniversary party were held in a 
Paris Metro station. Much to my 
surprise, a few weeks later their 
PR person chauffeured me to 
the Porte de Neuilly terminus 
and asked if the station would 
be an acceptable venue. 

H u n d r e d s o f M e t r o 
readers and friends (1,800 of 
t h e m , a c c o r d i n g t o t h e 
Associated Press) attended, 
buskers supplied the music, 
Nicolas provided the wine, and 
the Chez Jo Goldenberg 
restaurant brought the food in 
exchange for advertising space. 
It was the first and last time a 
company event was held in a 
Metro station and if the story 
sounds far fetched, Google 
“ P a r i s N e w s p a p e r G o e s 
Underground For Party” to read 
the Associated Press article. 

Back to my cu r ren t 
dream, here’s the bottom line: it’s not too late to re-launch The Paris Metro International as an 
online publication. 

Everyone who worked there is more talented now than then and, armed with years of 
experience during an era when distribution and publishing costs are minimal, can supply 
quality content from anywhere in the world, while those of us still living here can concentrate 
on Paris. Salaries are not necessary because we all are doing this project both out of love and 
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to prove a point, namely that we were right the first time around but forty years ahead of the 
curve. 

And if the new Paris Metro International starts attracting attention and advertisers, then 
goes viral, then makes a profit? We could even think of launching a paper edition from our old 
offices on rue des Francs-Bourgeois. And then and then… 

Anyway, I can dream, can’t I? 
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Stanley Hertzberg parlayed his experience with his newspaper/magazine distribution 
business and The Paris Metro to become the Paris-based Circulation Director of The 
Wall Street Journal Europe. He retired in 2002 and spends time between vacations in 
his Normandy home, where the 20th Metro Anniversary was held, and his apartment on 
Île Saint-Germain in Paris. 

Celebrating the 20th anniversary of The Paris Metro in Normandy in 1996.



For some, Paris is the Lost Generation. They fantasize about attending Gertrude Stein's 
salons on rue de Fleurus and shouting insults between Les Deux Magots, Brasserie Lipp and 
the Café de Flore. Still others dream of a world of existentialists and apricot cocktails, dirt-
cheap post-war rents and young American literati furtively frequenting Madame Billy's bordello. 

People are welcome to these visions of Paris. For the rest of us – the children of The 
Metro – Paris is something much more glamorous altogether. 

Not on the face of it, perhaps. This post-68 city is a little grimier, perhaps a touch more 
déclassé. There’s YSL and Newton and exclusive boîtes, sure, but that’s not the glamour that 
casts a spell for us. 

No, when we imagine and dream of Paris, it’s a disheveled office above a right-bank 
courtyard in the Marais. It’s pinball in the café across the rue des Francs-Bourgeois and after-
work wine at La Tartine. It’s deadlines and spats with art directors and dubious business 
management and improbable adventure. It’s a series of bound volumes in my dad’s office, 
taken down once in a great while for us to admire, to see, to touch. 
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My dad Harry Stein.



The Paris of my youthful dreams is populated with writers and editors and 
photographers, breezing between countries and cities. The names – Tom Moore, Craig Unger, 
Georgina Oliver – are as remote and gilded as those of matinee idols. And their adventures are 
epic! We can listen for hours to the stories of Joel Stratte-McClure breaking plates with 
insouciance; Jean Seberg posing as a Metro salesgirl; Wouter Apituley distributing copies on 
his bicycle; Stan Hertzberg tearing his hair as more francs go out the door than come in. 

Even when I went to live there myself as a young woman, the ghosts were everywhere: 
Chartier was not just a cheap place for dinner but also the spot where my dad had lost a 
baseball glove after a 1978 softball game in the Bois de Bologne. Joe Allen still held a place of 
honor as the American ambassador who brought the hamburger to hungry Metro staffers. Here 
was the ice-cream spot The Metro had anointed the best in Paris. And there was where my 
mom had first picked up the issue that, much later, brought my parents together. 

It was as an adult that I came to fully understand the scope of what that group of Paris 
Metro people had accomplished: the energy and follow-through and talent it required, 
certainly, but the fearlessness, too. I remember realizing with a pang that I was older than my 
dad had been when they founded The Paris Metro. But then, no one will ever be as young as 
that. 
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Sadie Stein is the daughter of The Paris Metro co-founder Harry Stein and Priscilla 
Turner. A contributing editor for The Paris Review, Sadie lives and writes in New York. 
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The Last Metro.
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