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pictures, upload a track, add interests 
— and as soon as you submit you’re 
on the channel.” To my relief, she 
doesn’t take it that far.

Scott has not found it easy to get 
where she is today. Growing up in 
New Jersey, the eldest of four siblings, 
she was bullied at school. “The other 
kids used to call me ‘monster’. I was 
really skinny and lanky and awkward. 
They used to say, ‘I want to be skinny 
but not Lyndsey skinny.’ ” 

The only African-American in a 
private school, she says her classmates 
would sometimes taunt her by inviting 
her to parties, then uninviting her. 
“If I tried to sit with someone at a 
table in the dining room, they’d say, 
‘Who told you you could sit here?’ 
I was miserable.” She laughs ironically. 
“It’s funny: some of those same people 
who wouldn’t talk to me then have 
suddenly started contacting me.”

It makes her cynical about people’s
reaction to her — having experienced 

involved. Unless you happen to be 
lucky enough to be arguing with a 
complete dolt, you’re never going to 
profoundly change your opponent’s 
mind. Our beliefs are what define us 
and keep us sane. To change them, 
for most of us, is a seismic issue. 

Take me. My last real humdinger 
was a few weeks ago. I was on a film 
set in north London and I began to 
argue with the parking attendant. I 
wanted to park my motorbike in one 
of the many (roughly 20) free spaces, 
but he insisted that I waited by my 
bike in the heat until the film set’s 
inordinately complicated security 
system could verify my identity. 

I then asked him if I could wheel 
my bike, engine off, the five feet to 
get to the nearest free space. No, he 
said, finger raised, shut-your-mouth 
style. I was not to move a muscle. 
I was genuinely baffled, and, to be 
honest, furious. I told him, while my 
own voice shook with emotion, that 
this was utter bullshit, and that we 
were not living in Aleppo, just yet. 

His eyes nearly popped out on 
stalks and he reiterated his demand 
that I stay stock-still. I babbled some 
more about Aleppo (God knows 
why, maybe it was in the news that 
day). He ordered. I swore. He spoke 
into his walkie-talkie. I felt my heart 
rocket. Eventually I was cleared, 
and I parked the bike. I walked over 
to him later, and asked why he had 
been so difficult. He turned his back 
and said nothing. 

On reflection, I realise that I 
should’ve said, “I’m sorry. I’m tired. 
I’m hungry. And I need a hug.” 

hour on the golf course 
burns 236 calories, 
compared with an 
average of 200 calories 
for a man and 138 
calories for a woman 
during a bout of 
lovemaking. 

Those lovemaking 
calorie stats sound way 
off the mark. Based on 
my best moves, it’s 
more like 680 calories 

Did I really need to 
shout, ‘We’re not 
living in Aleppo’? 

for the man and for the 
woman I’m with it’s got 
to be around about the 
2,000 calorie mark. 

Still, if this is a veiled
attempt by the golfing 
industry to make the 
sport more appealing 
to a wider demographic 
(the demographic that 
likes, you know, sex), 
I think we can safely 
say that it has failed. 

Golf v sex: 
now let me 
think . . .

Hey, fans of silly 
trousers, tiny balls and 
walking-talking 
business meetings: golf 
just got a whole lot 
sexier. According to a 
new study on fitness, a 
game of golf is better 
for you than having sex. 
No, really. Golf is, 
ahem, better than sex. 
You better believe it. 
Because apparently an 

No Roman 
holiday for 
Morrissey
Mancunian pop icon 
Morrissey is clearly 
clueless when it comes 
to the rules of the 
verbal confrontation. 
Namely, number one: 
you don’t argue with 
the police. It’s simple. 
No matter where you 
are in the world, you 
say: “Yes sir, no sir, now 
please can I go, sir?”

Morrissey, alas, ever
the English eccentric, 
opted for the difficult 
route when recently 
confronted by an armed 
Italian policeman on 
one of Rome’s shopping 
boulevards, the Via del 
Corso. According to 
reports, the singer was 
driving the wrong way 
down the street when 
he was stopped by the 
policeman, who asked 
to see proof of identity. 

You would like to 
imagine that his 
Mozness then duly shot 
his chin forward and 
belted out a few bars of 
“I would go out tonight, 
but I haven’t got a stitch
to way-ahhhhh!” 
Instead an argument 
ensued, during which, 
according to the singer, 
“the officer unlocked 
his gun and held it 
as he screamed into 
my face’’.

Morrissey adds, 
however, summoning 
up some touching Blitz 
spirit: “I did not back 
down even though I 
believed he was about 
to shoot me.” That’s 
impressive. He should 
get a medal for that. 
Or an OBE. Or at least 
a new album deal. 

Kevin Maher

The top model   who codes in the bath

W
hen
someone
tells you
that they’re
the chief
technology
officer of 
an app

company, a certain image pops into 
your head — and it is not the image 
sitting before me. “People get a little 
confused when they meet me,” 
Lyndsey Scott says, laughing. “They 
don’t necessarily treat me seriously 
— at least not at first.” 

Dressed in funky trainers and a tiny
miniskirt that shows off her long legs, 
Scott is certainly not your regular 
geek. She has a very successful career 
as a model — for Calvin Klein, 
Victoria’s Secret and Prada among 
others — and is also an actress. 

However, she considers herself first
and foremost a coder — the ultimate 
cool girl millennial model occupation. 
The supermodel Karlie Kloss has set 
up her own coding company and Lily 
Cole created the social networking site 
impossible.com. If you want to stand 
out in the ebb and flow of beautiful 
faces, you need another career and to 
be a coder/model is as impressive as it 
gets. Brains and beauty — it is the 
headiest cocktail of all. 

Scott is no dabbler in coding. She 
has built apps including iPort, a 
portfolio app for models and other 
artists; Educate!, aimed at developing 
young leaders and entrepreneurs 
in Africa; and The Matchmaker, a 
social networking app for “love, 
friendship or business”.

Her latest app, Ryse Up, is the most
successful of all; it has just been 
featured on the Apple App Store, the 
ultimate accolade. “It’s like X Factor 
meets Snapchat,” she says. “We’re 
connecting established creatives with 
up-and-coming artists. It’s about rising 
up and knocking down the barriers 
that are currently in place when you 
want to get involved in any sort of 
creative industry; until now, most 
people have been limited by class or 
connection or location. Ryse changes 
all that.”

Scott, 32, is the chief technology 
officer and senior engineer of Ryse Up. 
Fluent in Python, Objective-C, MIPS, 
Java and C++, Scott says that Swift is 
her programming language of choice. 
“I almost exclusively work in Swift, 
MIPS is kind of obscure at this point. 
There are probably 20,000 to 50,000 
lines of code in the current project.”

I have to admit that I have 
absolutely no idea what she’s talking 
about. But when she walks me through 
the app itself, I can see that it looks 
very slick and professional. As I sit 
next to her on a sofa under a mural 
outside her office in Venice, Los 
Angeles, the traffic roaring past, she 
starts to record a video of us as if we 
are auditioning. “Hey, we’d be good 
singers for varsity because we’re 
cool . . .” She giggles. I try to duck out 
of the frame. “OK,” she says, flicking to 
the next page. “Then we can add 

People don’t 
always treat 
me seriously 
at first

Lyndsey Scott is a catwalk star but she’s 
happiest when doing her other job — 
building apps. By Helena de Bertodano

Lyndsey Scott coding on her laptop, 
and, right, parading on the catwalk

what it is like to be perceived as both 
unattractive and beautiful. A few years 
ago she wrote about how “jarring” it 
was to have people treat her so 
differently. And now that she’s 
beautiful, of course, people assume 
she’s “an airhead”. “No one deserves to 
be treated differently based solely on 
their appearance.” Today she sighs 
when I bring up the subject: “I know 
not to value certain things. I know 
that looks aren’t the most important 
thing, because people might treat you 
one way when you look one way and 
another when you look another way, 
it’s not real.”

She channelled her unhappiness 
into her studies and graduated from 
Amherst College in Massachusetts 
with dual majors in theatre and 
computer science. She finds the two 
equally compelling. “When I’m doing 

T
errifying news from
the world of
educational research.
Apparently our
children’s brainpower
can be increased
exponentially through
the power of some

well-delivered backchat. No, really. 
According to a study from the 
Education Endowment Foundation, 
arguing is the key. 

Apparently, when you teach kids to
argue properly, over a period of two 
months with their classmates and 
those around them, they start to 
demonstrate improvement in subject 
knowledge, test results and intellectual 
ability. This is, obviously, a 
revolutionary discovery, and no doubt 
“double arguing” is only weeks away 
from entering the timetable of every 
schoolchild across the land. 

However, when faced with the 
prospect of having three young, smart 
nit-pickers following me around in 
my home, and deconstructing every 
utterance with glee, my response to 
this study can only be, “I’m OK, here. 
I’ll just stick with thick but compliant 
children thank you very much.”

Obviously, I don’t have much time 
for arguing. At least not for the 
arguing that you do out loud. It always 
seems incredibly futile, needlessly 
confrontational, and fundamentally 
specious. Go on, be honest. You’re 
never really arguing about the 
ostensible focus of the argument. 
That’s just the cover story.

For instance, when you walk into 
the house of an evening and you roar 
about the dishes not being loaded into 
the dishwasher, what you’re really 
saying is: “I’m tired, I’m hungry and 
I need a hug.” When you find yourself 
in a roadside face-off with the guy 
who has shot out in front of you in 
his BMW, almost causing a collision, 
what you’re really saying is, “I was 
genuinely scared back there. I wasn’t 
expecting that. My heart’s still racing.” 

And when you’re spitting fury in 
the back garden, arguing with the 
plumber who’s just charged you (as 
happened to me) £220 to unblock a 
drain cover (literally, five minutes’ 
work), what you’re really saying is, 
“Nope, sorry, that’s bang out of order.”

Point being, arguing is upsetting 
and mostly ineffectual for everyone 
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I take it you’ve seen that new dress 
all the cool cats on Instagram
are wearing?
Um, not yet. You know I normally 
would, I just . . .

It’s really rather refreshing.
Oh yes? How so?

Because it quenches your thirst.
Hmm, I doubt it. You know very well 
my thirst for fashion is insatiable.

Sure. But this is different. This is a 
watermelon dress!
Yawn! Yet another clichéd tropical 
print explodes on social media. 
First it was cacti, then it was 
pineapples. I knew I couldn’t have 
missed a breaking trend.

No, no. The dress is literally made 
from watermelon.
Oh, right. Cool. A bit like when Lady 
Gaga wore beef to the MTV Awards?

A bit. But here’s the clever part: you 
don’t actually wear the dress.
OK. It sounds a little impractical. But 
you know me: style over function 
and all that! What do you do with it?

Well, you know how we all just 
spend our summers frolicking 
in the sunshine, eating 
watermelon and looking 
beautiful in chic sunglasses?
Yeah, obvs.

Well, it’s time to stop gobbling all 
that watermelon! Instead, nibble 
away at it very carefully until you 
have a frock-shaped slice: ballgown, 
slip dress, Sixties shift — the world 
is your watermelon! Then, hand 
over your chosen dress style to a 
friend, take your clothes off, stand 
at a perfectly set distance from 
their iPhone and strike a pose as 
though modelling your fruity frock. 
Voilà! You are a bona fide member 
of Instagram’s elite 
#WatermelonDress movement.
What trickery! What fun! I must give 
it a try. Any tips?

Yes. Beware of falling seeds. They 
can resemble large droppings at 
your feet.

Monique Rivalland

The lowdown
Watermelon 
dresses

The top model   who codes in the bath
one there’s always this craving to do 
the other. I like to work the different 
parts of my brain. I couldn’t imagine 
not performing, acting, modelling. And 
I couldn’t imagine not using my brain 
so logically.”

After college, she was determined to
pursue a career in modelling but was 
rejected by every agency she tried. 
Eventually she posted images of 
herself online and was signed by an 
agency. At first she didn’t get much 
work and was reduced to handing out 
flyers on a street corner in New York 
for a low-paid promotional job. Then 
late one night she had a call from 
Calvin Klein. “It was like a dream. 
They just called me in and it was 
between me and another girl and they 
chose me.”

She became the first African-
American to win an exclusive 
contract from Calvin Klein and 
soon after she was booked by 
Victoria’s Secret, then Prada.

Now she thinks that the 
misery of her teenage years was 
a blessing in disguise. “I think 
a lot of my determination comes 
from those days when I wasn’t 
happy. I think I developed a fight in 
me to maybe prove something — 
and then at a certain point that 
fight became part of me. I have a 
different appreciation for my own 
happiness, and it definitely made 
me a better person.”

The abuse at school also prepared 
her for some of the abuse that came 
her way as a model. Agents would tell 
her she was too black, too commercial, 
too short — she is 5ft 9in. “The worst 
was ‘too boring’. I know I’m not a 
boring person and any of my friends 
can tell you that. But a lot of the 
agencies push girls to hang out with 
certain photographers and casting 
directors and go to certain parties, and 
to try to network in ways that maybe I 
didn’t seem open to. Anyway,” she 
adds with a nervous giggle, “they just 
told me that I wasn’t fun.” 

When she is modelling or acting 
she feels she has no say at all. “You 
don’t always get the best treatment by 
agents or casting directors. Once, 
when I was travelling, I came back to 
find out that my agency had gotten 
rid of me while I was away without 
telling me.”

Why, I ask. She shrugs. “It’s the sort
of industry where they don’t need an 
explanation. You just have to accept 
it.” Of course the tech industry can 
also be a tough environment. The 
recent high-profile resignations of the 
Uber chief executive Travis Kalanick, 
whose company was dogged by 
allegations of sexism and harassment, 
and the venture capitalist Dave 
McClure, who publicly apologised for 
being “a creep”, have shone a spotlight 
on the difficulties of being a woman in 
tech. Scott, however, says that when 
she is coding she feels in charge. 
“When I am programming, I have 
such control over the technology.”

These days, she says, she couldn’t be
happier — except for one thing: earlier 
this year she lost her beloved father. A 
computer programmer himself, he was 
diagnosed with leukaemia in February 
and died a month later. She loves 
talking about him and scrolls down 
through his text messages to her, 
which she often looks at on her phone. 

They texted every day and she passes 
her phone to me to show me them. He 
would always say goodnight to her. 
“Look, here he says, ‘I’m so proud of 
you.’ I called him and said, ‘Daddy, 
why are you proud of me?’ And he 
said, ‘I’m just proud of you.’ ”

During his last few weeks he had 
two brain surgeries and became so ill 
he didn’t recognise those around him. 
“Once he said to me, ‘Who’s your 
father?’ And I’m like, ‘Daddy, you’re 
my father.’ And he said, ‘I like that.’ He 
liked being my father even if he didn’t 
recognise me.” She blinks away the 
tears and is too overwhelmed to 
continue talking. 

A minute or two later she bounces 
back and says that she finds talking 
about him helps her to grieve. Besides, 

she says, she feels he is still with her.
“I knew him so well that I always

knew what he was going to say
about anything. Now I just have
to imagine what his response
would be.” 
Scott lives alone in an 

apartment in Beverly Hills and 
does not have a boyfriend, although

she has a lot of friends. “I’m quite a 
homebody. I love watching classic 
movies.” She rarely switches off from 

work. “I don’t usually sleep through 
the night. I’m texting at 3am and 
writing emails.” 

She thinks it is an absurd cliché to 
assume that most models do not have 
brains. “I know so many intelligent 
models, so many models with depth. I 
think probably people are intimidated 
by these beautiful girls. And a lot of 
them can be shy. But once you get in 
there to talk to them and learn about 
them, you realise that a lot of them 
have something they’re passionate 
about beyond fashion or modelling.” 

Jason Crilly, the company’s chief 
operating officer, credits Scott with the 
success of Ryse. “I met Lyndsey less 
than a year ago, but instantly I could 
tell she was one of the best developers 
I had ever come across.” 

How, I ask. “As an engineer you just
know — it’s probably like two doctors 
who are surgeons: you start using a bit 
of lingo and terminology. Lyndsey and 
I have a really dope way of talking in 
really abstract complex language, 
without spending time on minutiae. 
It would take a team of six developers 
18 months to do what Lyndsey and I 
were able to do together in three.” 

The day before we meet, Scott has 
posted a picture of herself online, 
tapping on her laptop as she lies in 
a Jacuzzi in the Venice office. Crilly 
laughs. “She’s like a mermaid, she 
has to code from a body of water 
— sometimes she even codes from 
her bathtub.” 

Even when Scott sleeps, she doesn’t
stop working. “I spend all day trying to 
figure something out, then I go to 
sleep and when I wake up I realise I 
have just dreamt up the solution.” 

I was skinny and 
awkward — kids 
at school called 
me a monster 
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