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Something is missing from this page. I wanted to use the lyrics of “Angie,” by Mick Jagger and Keith Richards, but was refused permission by the song’s publishers, EMI Music.

My reasons for wanting the words from “Angie” here will become obvious enough when you read what I have to say about my adventures with Mick Jagger. EMI’s reasons for refusing me, on the other hand, are a little puzzling, especially since I’m still quite fond of Mick. The publishers’ polite letter mentioned “contractual obligations” and left it at that. Who knows? Maybe Mick is still a little pissed about my appearance on Joan Rivers’s show, where I recounted my finding him and my husband in bed together. Well, more on that anon.

The refusal of permission to use “Golden Years,” one of the songs my ex-husband wrote for me, was much more explicit. One Robert D. Goodale, executive vice-president of Isolar, David’s business company, advised me in a nasty little note not only that I could not use lyrics from that song in this book, but that David completely disapproved of the book and would offer absolutely no help, and that some of his key people had been alerted to do the same.

Well. Things certainly have changed since I first heard David playing “Golden Years” to me over the telephone, trying to win back my ravaged heart (and succeeding). They’ve changed even more since he first played “The Prettiest Star” to me and convinced me to marry him despite his problems. But I understand. I’m sure the last thing he wants is to see this book in print.
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PREFACE

I remember exactly where and when David Bowie and I first slept together. It was in London in the early summer of 1968, after an evening at the Speakeasy–the night King Crimson celebrated their new recording contract and Donovan got up and sang Buddy Holly songs with them; just a wild, wonderful rock-and-roll night–and David came back with me to my little room above the Nomad Travel Club in Paddington. The “colorful” part of Paddington, that is, and really, what a scene: a South African owner, a wrestler from Lebanon who worked security, a waitress from Newcastle who was a really great singer, a band from Mexico who were huge pop stars at home but nobodies in London, a dozen other assorted stars and reprobates, and my Australian roommate and I, selling three-day package holidays in Ibiza to drunken Irishmen as they rolled out of the disco. It was too wild: Swinging London, seamy side up.

That night it was just David and I, though, unless of course you include the much-fabled Lance of Love. Lance was such an active, popular fellow–he never met a stranger, probably never will–that you could make a good case for his being a whole separate character in his own right.

He certainly seemed quite independent in Paddington. David was pretty drunk and we were both pretty exhausted when we fell into my little bed together, but instead of sleep, here came Lance: strong, silent, and suddenly running the show.

It was, I must admit, impressive. Hardly heavenly–although Lance was long on stamina as well as just plain long, he was short on sensitivity–but a convincing performance in David’s terms. His pride in the size and staying power of his sexual equipment was quite obviously justified. That night, then, I was introduced in no uncertain fashion to one intrinsic and essential aspect of David Bowie’s character: The man is a stud, and proud of it.

The morning brought another insight. David left me early, and he was very abrupt about it. That was startling, an unpleasant contrast to how he’d been at the Speakeasy; it was as if he were saying, That was then, this is now. I have to get back to what I have to do. All he actually told me was: “I’ll call you.”

This infuriated me, but I understood what was going on. For David, there was no sentiment involved. What he’d done with me was a piece of work, just a part of the overall plan he was putting together. When he came up to London in those days–he was living in the suburbs, in Beckenham–he had to make the rounds. I’m sure that after he left me that morning, he went on to Ken Pitt, Calvin Mark Lee, and probably a couple of pieces of trade on the side.

But that was okay. It was like having a really mischievous cat. You may hate it, but you don’t love it any less. And that was David: just a bad, bad cat. That’s how he acted. He used sex the way a cat sprays, to mark his territory. It gets the job done.

Does it ever.
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SWINGING LONDON

London in 1966 was wonderful, the world’s greatest city at I one of its highest times.

It was a place emerging from the dark into the light; it felt open, free, optimistic, ready for anything. When I picture it today, I see flowers blooming, people laughing, color everywhere. This wasn’t the old London, the ravaged underdog of the Blitz or the cold, gray smoggy sprawl of the austere postwar years, but an exciting, playful place alive with art, adventure, and the sublimely civilized eccentricity at which the British, bless them, are uniquely adept.

Britain as a whole was looking up, not back at old glories or down into disaster. Internationally, the sun had set on the Empire and its endless bloody wars and holding actions, while at home unemployment was low, the welfare state in its heyday, and a Labour government sponsoring reform and liberalization on every front.

The entire culture, it seemed, was changing. The Beatles and the Stones and the Who had kicked holes in the old British barriers of class and decorum and inhibition, and all the other young upstarts were flooding through; for the first time, the stars of the media weren’t lords and ladies or the chosen favorites of the elite, but unpedigreed pop singers, artists, models, photographers, designers, whoever had the look or the sound or the attitude. At long last you didn’t need a plum in your mouth and a rod up your ass (excuse me: your arse) to get anywhere in British society.

Even on the meaner streets, good things seemed to be happening. The pitched battles between mods and rockers–the mods hip little pill-popping toughs in Italian-cut suits,- the rockers beer-swilling greasers in black leather and Brylcreem,-both groups unpredictable, antisocial, and violent–had abated, and it looked as if there was room for everyone in the fun spots of Swinging London.

The high times would end soon enough, of course, and Britain would fall into a nightmare of economic recession, unemployment, gang violence, epidemic drug abuse, revolt and repression in Northern Ireland, and full-scale race and class warfare on the streets of its own cities. But for a few years in the sixties, London was just a gas: beautiful, safe, prosperous, creative, wide open, and wild. You could get whatever turned you on: peace and love, power and money, pomp and prestige, art and culture, hash and speed, call girls and rent boys.

Sex was at the heart of it, just as it was in Paris and Amsterdam and New York and San Francisco, the other power stations on our generation’s cultural energy circuit. I really don’t think the rest of it–the “revolutions” in pop culture and politics–would have been possible without the sexual revolution of the early and middle sixties. And that wouldn’t have been possible without the Pill, for it was the availability of the Pill that created the most significant fact of the matter: In 1966 my contemporaries and I were the world’s first generation able to have sex without pregnancy Whenever it pleased.

Talk about a driving force. When people discuss the sixties today, they tend to ignore the sex–more respectable topics such as drugs and politics and war and music get all the airtime–but let’s be honest: Sex is what really drove us, the same way it drives kids today. And in our case the sex wasn’t just new, but newly safe. We had more sexual freedom than anyone in living memory, and even better, we had more than we ourselves had ever imagined we could have. The Pill seemed to have dropped suddenly into our lives from a clear blue heaven.

So it may come as a small surprise when I admit that in London in the late summer of 1966, at fully sixteen years of age, I was still a virgin.

The fact that I was an American, as opposed to your basic bunny-humping socialist Brit, didn’t explain it, and neither did any great claim to innocence on my part. What did was a deal I’d made with my father. He was terrified that I would disgrace him by getting pregnant before achieving my independence, so I’d made him a promise: I wouldn’t sleep with man or boy until I was eighteen. And I was keeping that promise. Dad’s honor as an American and a business figure in Cyprus, where he worked as an executive for a mining company, and where I’d spent my formative years when I wasn’t away at boarding school in Switzerland or on vacation in London, was safe.

The deal didn’t mean I couldn’t have boyfriends, though, and I did. I just didn’t “go all the way” until a short while after dinner on my eighteenth birthday, when after three glasses of champagne and the gift of a lovely pair of diamanté earrings, my virginity and I parted company in an Austin-Healey 3000 parked outside a pub overlooking the River Thames. Car and penis both belonged to a terrifically nice graduate student from Yorkshire.

After that it was really fun. Having stuck to my end of the deal with Dad, I felt completely free. I didn’t have to struggle with the burden of guilt a Catholic education–whether at posh Swiss St. George’s, where I went, or some local parochial school–usually imposes on girls and boys alike.

That was good, but in many ways the term “virginity” is relative, and in many ways I had lost mine at sixteen, not eighteen. It was at sixteen that I had fallen in love for the first time, and had my first orgasm with another person. Her name was Lorraine.

I am bisexual, in some circles famously so. My open marriage with David Bowie, the stances he and I took, the philosophies we embraced and championed–these are matters of record in the history of the modem struggle for sexual liberation. David and I may in fact have been the best-known bisexual couple ever. We were certainly the most famous couple ever to admit and celebrate our bisexuality so publicly. So if you didn’t know before, now you do.

Until the age of sixteen, I myself hadn’t known–but then I’d known with my whole heart and soul: I’d been very much in love with sweet Lorraine, whose name is not really Lorraine but who was one of my fellow students during my brief stay at Connecticut College for Women, and what passed between us had been free, natural, honest, true, and beautiful. The school authorities hadn’t seen it that way, however, and with what seemed suspiciously like pleasure, they’d separated us, disciplined us, and expelled us. Then Lorraine’s parents had shut her up in the first of a series of mental institutions from which she wouldn’t go free for four years. I was more fortunate,- the experience of being torn from my first and probably greatest love was horrible enough, but my parents sent me to college in England.

So as 1966 edged into 1967, the Summer of Love in Swinging London, I knew better than most people my age how things stood on the sexual front. I grasped very clearly and personally that conventional morality, the body of law and custom penalizing anything but monogamy and heterosexuality, was against nature and against the spirit of human love. It was a fearful, vindictive sham, and I wanted no part of it. I wanted freedom.

David Bowie helped me obtain it, and I helped him, and together we helped the world.

My first image of David was enticing: a Polaroid of him posed naked, shot from the groin up. He was very pretty.

That was an intriguing photograph, and so were the other Polaroids on the wall all around it, and so was the man who had taken them and put them there, Dr. Calvin Mark Lee.

Oh, Calvin. There was a character: San Francisco Chinese, very beautiful, very sensitive, very clever–the “Dr.” stood for a Ph.D. in philosophy–and as hip as they come. Professionally, he was an A&R (artists and repertoire) man for Mercury Records, and I’d met him through a chance encounter; I’d bumped into his boss, Lou Reizener, in the elevator at Leonard’s, a chic Knightsbridge hairdresser’s, and accepted Lou’s attentions. But Calvin’s real vocation was as a collector. He collected people, and not just any people. He wanted the chic, the exotic, the unconventional, the dedicated leaders of fashion, the androgynous.

London in 1966 and 1967 was full of those people, and Calvin would find them in all the likely places, which were also the places his job took him. He would easily walk up and take a likely candidate into that soft, sweet snare of his.

“Oh, what a wonderful jacket! Where did you get it? . . . Really? You know, there’s an exhibit opening next week I’m sure you’d really love. . . .”

The Polaroids on the wall in his studio off Sloane Street (a very good address) attested to his success. There were somewhere between fifty and a hundred of them, all jammed together, males and females. Calvin told me later that he’d slept with at least half of those people.

I remember when he first started drawing me into the picture. I was lying bubbled and perfumed in his bathtub one evening when he walked gently into the bathroom, took his clothes off, and eased himself into the water on top of me. As slender as he was, I could support him easily holding his ankles and buttocks, so I sat up and turned him around, and he lay there floating in the perfumed water with his hair haloed out around him, his eyes closed peacefully.

He looked very pretty in that moment, and I hesitated. I didn’t want to make a move he might misinterpret, or do something that might not suit him, for the waters we shared were, so to speak, uncharted. At that point, Calvin’s sexuality was ambiguous to me.

He sensed my quandary and helped me, catching my hands and massaging his stomach and chest with them so I knew that my desire to touch him further was okay. I stroked him, and as soon as I did, we had action. He reached to swing me on top of him, but the warm bathroom had suddenly become very hot, and so I got out of the tub, took a towel, and went and lay on the bed. He came and sat next to me.

“What do you like?” I asked.

“I like everything,” he said. He waved at the Polaroid collage above us. “All these people are my friends. You’re my friend. And I want all of you to know each other, and then we’ll all be connected.”

Then he gave me a love jewel and asked me to wear it. That was one of his things; special people all over London were wearing Calvin’s stones. I promised to, and then I laid him down and took him.

I gave Calvin a wonderful time that night, and I really meant to. I wanted no doubt in his mind that I was a very capable young woman, as serious on other fronts as I was about the sex he was experiencing: serious about my theatrical ambitions, serious about the music business, serious about working with him, and serious about the loyalty I was offering him. Once he knew that, I calculated, he might possibly formalize our professional relationship. He might give me a job.

A job with an American entertainment company was exactly what I needed–not exactly what I wanted, but a very acceptable means to an end. It could move me along the path toward my two immediate ambitions, which were to stay in London and to gain entrée to the theater world.

The theater was the more important goal, and the more difficult one. I had been absolutely passionate about the theater since entering high school, and I’d worked long and hard to develop my skills as an actress, writer, and director on the amateur level. But one large obstacle had been placed in my path already; although I could easily have gained a place in a very good drama school, my father had refused to fund such an education, insisting that I study something “practical” instead. And now an even more daunting hindrance loomed: now I was both not a drama school graduate and not a British citizen, which meant that as far as British Equity, the actors’ union, was concerned, I could not be a part of the professional theater in Britain. As the holder of a mere student visa, I couldn’t work legally at any job, let alone the only job I’d ever really wanted, in Britain.

The straight path thus being closed to me, the devious route beckoned. If, I mused, an American company could both sponsor me for a work permit and help me get my foot in the show business door, that would be just too wonderful, wouldn’t it?

I don’t know if calculation was a significant component of Calvin’s consciousness that night. Somehow I doubt it, given what I was doing to him. But I’m certain that it wasn’t too long before he realized how, in his “we’ll all be connected” scheme of things, he could best use me to serve his own interests.

Calvin had already had David Bowie in a sexual sense, but he wanted more: he wanted him in a business sense too. He wanted to sign him to Mercury Records. First, though, he had to convince his cabaret music–loving boss, Lou Reizener, that a very odd avant-pop commodity like David could sell big tickets. And then he had to outfox David’s manager, the ghastly Ken Pitt.

Connected with sufficient intimacy to David, I could be useful in both enterprises.

I remember my first night at the Round House, which involved two other novelties, my first sight of David Bowie in the flesh and my first rock concert. Strange but true: Somehow or other, although pop music was as important to me as it was to almost everyone else my age in the Western world, I’d never actually bought a ticket and joined the crowd. I didn’t buy a ticket this time either; Calvin and Lou took me as a backstage guest.

The Round House was a revelation, as was the crowd. So this was where all the people from Notting Hill and King’s Road, all the most advanced trendies on the circuit, came at night! It was like London’s Fillmore, a forum for the more fascinating artists and a place for the tuned-in to congregate, and you’d see them all there: long-haired blondes and afroed brunettes in wispy see-through skirts with delicate Indian-print sashes binding their breasts; better-heeled types in bright velvet capes and wide-brimmed straw hats decorated with ribbons and wild-flowers, or top hats studded with badges and icons; and even then, in the pre-metal years, very pale figures dressed in black, carrying a charge of mystery, danger, and eroticism. You knew those people knew how to fuck. They were like crows among birds of paradise. I noticed them; I always do.

David’s act fit in perfectly at the Round House. He was intense, intelligent, and “out there” in the right folky-trippy way. And although he was performing as part of a trio that night–Feathers, with John Hutchinson and Hermione Farthingale–it was clearly his show. Charisma, you call it? Power, I call it.

And, it bears repeating, he was very pretty. Beautiful, actually: his hair cut and permed in tight little curls around that fallen angel’s face, his body lithe and strong, his muscular dancer’s legs in tight, reveal-all trousers, his sexy ass, his natural grace. Just appraising him as a performer, not a potential mate–my job, after all, was to reinforce Calvin’s case for signing the man to Mercury–I could see that he definitely had what it took. A lovely man, I thought. Fans’ hearts would flutter.

Hermione, his girlfriend, was lovely too, one of those classic English beauties with delicate tea-rose features and lush, gorgeous copper-burgundy hair. As tall as David, five-ten, she also was lithe, graceful, and physically charismatic. She was a classically trained ballet dancer, and that accounted for the group’s emphasis on dance in its performance; David had designed the act around her talents. I think he really loved her, or at least really needed her.

After the show everything went more or less according to plan. David seemed excited and pleased with his performance–I shook hands with him and congratulated him, told him he was great–and I was as effusive as I was supposed to be with Lou. To hear me, you’d have thought the universe would end immediately if Lou didn’t sign David Bowie to Mercury as quickly as possible. I might have made a difference too. Lou still didn’t seem to understand, but the fact that Angie was so enthusiastic–Angie his close to virginal, ego-flattering young bedmate; Angie the cultured, au courant college girl he loved having on his arm and showing off to his bosses from Chicago–probably hastened his decision.

Calvin was disappointed that when we went out to supper after the show, David, Hermione, and John Hutchinson didn’t come with us. He asked me later, “Why didn’t you bring them?”

“Why didn’t you bring them?” I replied. “It wasn’t my place to ask them. I was there as Lou’s date, you know that, so I did well enough talking David up the way I did! I couldn’t finesse asking him to supper.” Calvin saw my point; it was okay. In the days that followed he continued his efforts to get David signed, and eventually he succeeded. I heard all about the ups and downs of the deal, including the aggravations caused by Ken Pitt (his managerial style was as bizarre as his sex life, which according to David featured German military uniforms), and my role as Calvin’s friend and confidante deepened. He came to trust me, and I him. So it was natural that when Hermione broke up with David, Calvin would start thinking about putting David and me together, tightening the circle he was making. He started working my nerves, constantly talking about David and reminding me how handsome and fascinating he was.

By the night of King Crimson’s party at the Speakeasy, then, I felt as if I knew David already. I certainly knew a lot about him.

We started off with a Chinese dinner in Soho (Calvin knew all the good Chinese restaurants in London), and things went along well. We must have made an odd-looking trio, with Calvin and me dressed fancifully in three-piece velvet suits (mine pink, his purple) and David looking fey and tatty in washed-out Sterling Cooper sailor trousers with buttons up the front, and a light-blue-and-mustard-striped lamb’s-wool sweater, your typical cheap-chic art student outfit. On the other hand, this was London in 1968, home of the queers and land of the rent boys; I’m sure the waiters had seen plenty of stranger combinations than us three.

I liked David at dinner, and at the Speakeasy, which was nothing much in itself, just another little basement rock club with a big sound system and a fabulous clientele, I started liking him even better. He was gentle and charming, but at the same time intense, commanding. He moved well, and was treated respectfully by the powerful music business people. On top of all that he seemed vulnerable; I could tell Hermione’s rejection was still hurting. So he was hard to resist, and the night started turning special.

We talked about all the things you talk about, and we danced and listened to King Crimson, and as the night went on we knew we’d be going home together.

I worried that if I took David to bed, Calvin might freak. I was pretty sure they had slept together (they had), but I didn’t know how it stood between them, what the rules were. So I paid close attention to the signals Calvin was giving out.

Yes, he approved. No doubt about that, none at all. If he had wanted to make himself any clearer, he would have had to push us out the door together. He didn’t have to, of course. David and I seemed to like each other. We seemed to be making a bond.

So we went back to Paddington together, and what was going to happen started happening. I got fucked.

David was a rotten boyfriend at first, or at least not the boyfriend I wanted him to be. I was still at the age when a girl assumes her lover is going to be nice to her even if he isn’t faithful ( or in David’s case, even if he has the instincts of a bisexual alley cat). But David was cold. One night, I remember, when I was all worked up about some slight of his, in my very best theatrical manner I tumbled tragically down the flight of stairs outside my room at the Nomad Travel Club. He simply stepped over me on his way out and said, “Well, when you feel like it and if you’re not dead, call me.” And naturally I did. I was falling in love; love is blind.

A turning point came in our relationship, though, and it was David who initiated it. He called me one day from Beckenham, the southern suburb where he was living and running the Beckenham Arts Lab with the capable and attractive journalist Mary Finnegan. He was dreadfully sick, he said, and wanted to be with me, so could I please come down and take care of him?

I agreed and set out from trashy Paddington, traveling the many miles of commuter rail that led to the tranquility of Beckenham. I’d never been there before, or met Mary, but I found my way to the place, a rambling bungalow set among fine old trees, and knocked on the door just after dark.

David answered. He was alone–Mary was off somewhere for the weekend–and he didn’t seem nearly as sick as he’d made himself out to be. He did sound a little hoarse, though, so I hunted around for medicine and made him something to eat and generally fussed over him.

By about ten o’clock we were settled in his room. I remember noting that it was his room. I’d made the safe assumption that he’d slept with Mary, and realized that he might still be sleeping with her, so it was a relief to find that at least they didn’t spend their nights in the same bed; Mary’s room was down the hall, across from her two kids’ rooms. I was also impressed by how tidy David’s room was–until that moment he’d never struck me as the orderly type–and how pretty. He’d done it in colorful Indian and Tibetan fabrics, art, and objets of all sorts, creating a warm, hippie-sensuous atmosphere.

We sat down on the bed, and he started playing me tapes of his music–all of it, all the different versions of the tracks he’d been working on for David Bowie, his first album for Mercury (Man of Words, Man of Music in its American version). A sense of amazement came over me. I’d heard some of the songs before, but only in bits and pieces, never with such intensity; now I listened with wonder to one gem after another. These weren’t the usual boy-meets-girl, girl-loses-boy pop songs, but loaded little views into the real drama of life, amazingly original and precise and poetic. And their author, sitting next to me on the bed, wasn’t just another pretty pop face (although, God knows, he was pretty), or for that matter just another rotten boyfriend: this was a special man, different and great, one in a million or more, a man with a rare and beautiful gift, a star in this world. A new sense of who David was came flooding into me.

He was also behaving in a new way, acting kind and sympathetic toward me, and when we made love he was delicate and sensitive, a much better lover than the stud I’d known up to then. Now there were some sweet, heart-melting moments, and as they added up I began to forget all the evidence, initially provided by Calvin and subsequently confirmed by my own experience, that suggested that David was a first-rate user and manipulator. I began seeing a new character and opening up to him. It felt warm and wonderful.

We became intimate that night, revealing the parts of ourselves we’d been keeping hidden and safe. David talked about his childhood in the Brixton area of London; about his father, a gentle Yorkshireman who had worked for the last fifteen years of his life as public relations man for Dr. Barnardo’s, a children’s home; about his firebrand mother, one of the first women in her town to wear trousers, who had had an illegitimate child; and about that child, Terry Burns, nine years David’s senior and his great hero. David told me how he worshipped Terry, and how Terry had been such a big influence on him, introducing him to music, politics, and poetry–and also to a haunting fear. Something had happened to Terry while he was serving in the Royal Air Force in Aden during one of Britain’s last colonial wars, and whatever it was, it had disturbed him profoundly. Diagnosed as a paranoid schizophrenic, he was in and out of mental institutions until 1984, when he threw himself under a train. He was buried without his little brother in attendance.

Terry was in a mental ward as David revealed himself to me that night in Beckenham, confessing to an awful dread that he might follow his half brother’s path. It was an especially frightening prospect, he told me, because Terry was in fact one of several people in his mother’s family who had come unhinged. David said that sometimes when he got drunk or stoned, he could almost feel the family madness in him.

He had reason to worry, I think, as events were to demonstrate, but that night in Beckenham we were safe as houses together. We could be trusting and free. He could tell me about his art school days and the rock-and-roll roads he’d traveled and where he’d had to stick the Lance of Love along the way to advance his career, and he could admit how much he’d been hurt when he and Hermione broke up.

For my part, I could bare some truths about myself. I told him about my affair with Lorraine and its bitter conclusion, and I related another formative experience. It had happened on Cyprus when I was about fourteen, during one of the recurrent rounds of fighting between the island’s Greek and Turkish populations. The Turks had butchered the wife and six young children of one of their own officers, then thrown the mutilated bodies into a bathtub, photographed the scene, and distributed the picture on leaflets trumpeting the murders as Greek terrorism and crying for revenge. They dropped those leaflets from airplanes; I picked one up and got a sudden, sickening lesson in the ways of the world. I remembered that picture, and the all too typical official morality behind it, when the wrath of the establishment came crashing down on Lorraine and me: We are encouraged and rewarded for murder, it seems, while we are reviled and punished for love.

I made it plain to David that whatever I’d thought before those radicalizing events, I was now beyond the pale: no longer mainstream, no longer respectable, no longer interested in maintaining the status quo. Quite the reverse, in fact. I told him I was ready, willing, and eager to stand up and be counted.

He appeared to accept that, even if the idea of sexual freedom as a cause was new to him. In his own scheme of things at the time, bisexuality meant simply directing the Lance of Love toward whatever male or female orifice would do him the most good–boys who were girls and girls who were boys–and we sat on his bed and talked for quite some time about sexual identity and sexual politics. Among the other things that began that night, then, David’s sexual consciousness started to rise.

And indeed, so much did begin: the wild, sexy, sorry saga of David and Angie and their pals in Glitter. I don’t know how much love David felt–I suspect very little, and that my main (and powerful) appeal to him was my potential as a nurse, cook, housekeeper, creative ally, and business advisor–but I know I was falling hopelessly in love. I had that weird, almost spooky sense of communion and communication you get, if you’re lucky, with very few people in your life. I felt that I could read David’s mind; that I knew what he wanted and needed as well as or better than he did; that I was almost inside him. I’d felt that way only once before, with Lorraine, and to be finding it again, so soon and in a man, was wild. It was exciting, and it felt very good and right.

It also felt lucky. I realized, you see, that in addition to finding love, I had found myself a job and everything that went with it. If I played my hand well with David, I could stay in England, get into the musical side of show business, and work my way into the theater from there. I should add that I realized these things rather quickly, as if perhaps I’d known them all along.

Don’t be surprised. If there’s anything I’ve learned from my time in the music business, it’s that the truly sublime and the utterly selfish can exist simultaneously in a person, and very often do. That is certainly true of David Bowie, and it’s true of me too. I aim for the stars, and I do what I have to do down here.

That’s my character in a nutshell, and this is my book. If you read on, you’ll find that as well as being a chronicle of sex and sin and sleaze in glamorous places, of the cavortings of the rock-and-roll rich and the contortions of the celebrity sick and decadent, it’s also a study on several contrasting airs–high motives and bright hopes, low doings and lost illusions–and one very solid, basic theme: survival. My survival. Against all the odds, I’m still alive. And that’s amazing.
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EVOLUTION OF AN ICE MAN

Let’s have a portrait of the man I had fallen for. Who exactly I was David Bowie, and where had he come from?

He was, exactly, David Robert Jones–“Bowie” came later, an exotically American, slightly dangerous new name to glamorize just another suburban English singing boy–and David Robert Jones entered this world at nine o’clock on the morning of January 8, 1947, in the working-class district of Brixton.

Since that date there has been some tabloid press-fed controversy about David’s class origins. While I personally find the English obsession with that subject unattractive–I’m from the land of the free–I should make the facts as clear as possible before going any further. In English terms, David was born into a reasonable facsimile of the middle class, his publicist father, John Jones, being the son of a successful Yorkshire shoe manufacturer, and his mother, Peggy Burns, having grown up one of an Irish Catholic professional soldier’s six children in the genteel southwestern English town of Tunbridge Wells. In the exquisite way such things are calculated, the social mobility of David’s father was lateral–from childhood in a well-funded sector of the upper trading class to adulthood in a significantly less prosperous division of the lower professional class–while his mother’s class track tended unambiguously upward; a publicist is far above an noncommissioned soldier in social prestige, no matter where he happens to live. And while money alone neither admits one to the English middle class nor ejects one from it (within a generation, anyway), the Jones family was funded well enough to maintain respectable lower-middle-class appearances. In 1957 the Joneses moved out of their two-up, two-down little house and moved into a very similar structure in the solidly respectable south London suburb of Bromley.

That move, in terms of social status if not actual living comfort, was a very distinct step up, and so young David Robert Jones, enrolled at Bromley Technical High School, could be said fairly to have matured almost exactly in the center of English society, somewhere in the populous segment between the top end of the working class and the middle of the middle class.

I should add that the term “middle class” in England doesn’t mean what it does in the U.S. of A. In England in the fifties, a thoroughly respectable middle-class family might or might not have owned a used car (and would never have conceived of owning two new ones). They would have lived in a house that would qualify as a hovel in the United States, set on a minuscule piece of property in a neighborhood most Americans would describe as a slum. They would have relied exclusively on public health care and public (in the American sense, that is) schools, would have approached a purchase as minor as a schoolchild’s shoes with prudence and planning, and in the unlikely event they ever set eyes on an American steak dinner, they would probably have fainted dead away in disbelief and wonder.

So much for the class issue, then–but before you conclude that David’s upbringing must have been typical English petit bourgeois, think again. David’s family really was odd.

He was, for a start, born illegitimate. On January 8, 1947, John Jones’s divorce from his first wife had not become final; he and Peggy Burns, whom he’d met in her capacity as a cinema usherette and wooed into an affair that was to end his thirteen-year marriage, were living in sin.

Such circumstances were, apparently, par for the course in John’s and Peggy’s lives. Peggy’s history included that other illegitimate child–Terry, born in 1937 from an affair with James Rosenberg, a Jew with whom she fell in love despite her active membership in Oswald Mosley’s fascist, pro-Nazi Blackshirts–and John too had another child, Annette, whom he’d adopted in 1942 after an extramarital affair with a nurse. Put all that together and add a little more spice, such as the fact that John had begun his career as the owner of a small Soho nightclub catering (according to David) to wrestlers and gangsters, and you have a picture very much at odds with the social mores of the day. Despite the hunger for gentility that was a significant feature of Peggy’s adult life, the Joneses were hardly backbone-of-the-middle-class material.

John’s club, incidentally, consumed his entire inheritance of Yorkshire shoe money before it went bust and forced him to find steady work. He landed on his feet, though; his job with Dr. Barnardo’s, which involved dealing with show business celebrities as well as wining, dining, and otherwise spreading expense-account good cheer around the scenery, suited him perfectly.

It’s said that John was a drinker and a philanderer, and I have no trouble believing that. I liked him–I found him intelligent, funny, down-to-earth, charming, and very supportive and loving toward David–and I was saddened by his death in 1969. Flaws and all, John was okay.

Peggy, on the other hand–well, I had my problems with Peggy. I could empathize with her after John’s death, and make some allowances for her inability to handle herself, but even so, I thought her diatribes against me–calling me a whore and a slut and every other word in the book–went beyond the acceptable into the contemptible, especially when you consider the lady’s own youth. She was, after all, a kettle exceptionally well acquainted with the various shades of black. I mean, perhaps I was sleeping with her son outside the bonds of matrimony, but I wasn’t getting pregnant with illegitimate children, and I wasn’t running around in jackboots with a bunch of fascists, yelling for dictatorship and the extermination of “inferior” humanity. Peggy mellowed out eventually, but in my early days with David she could be very trying indeed.

Yet she never really lost it, never got to the point at which she had to be taken away and locked up, as others of her family had been and would be; mental illness never prevented her from providing basic child care. For a while Peggy and John’s household sheltered three children: David, the darling of the home; his cousin Christine, who arrived when her mother, Peggy’s sister, succumbed to schizophrenia; and Terry, reluctantly accepted chez Jones after his grandmother’s descent into schizophrenia removed her from the arrangement that had been in place ever since his scandalous birth.

Terry’s place in the Jones family was always a problem. Although I wasn’t aware of any difficulty John might have had in accepting Peggy’s illegitimate son, others have written about it, and I can see how it might have been true. I can see also how Peggy, who had never taken daily responsibility for her firstborn, might have felt he didn’t belong in her marriage and her new family. But whatever the mixed emotions and precarious rationales of the situation, it’s clear that Terry was never treated as David’s equal. He seems to have been tolerated rather than welcomed, and then only when he didn’t have anywhere else to go.

The problem was that Terry was David’s great hero, and his periodic banishment from the household hurt and bewildered David, driving a wedge between him and his mother and also, I think, teaching him a cold and destructive lesson: If your best-loved ones disappear on you, maybe you’d better not love in the first place. And watching his revered big brother mutate into a raving psychotic right there in front of him–a metamorphosis especially extreme when Terry came back spooked from Aden, a war zone, and began drinking heavily–couldn’t have been reassuring at all; this was definitely not the medium in which trust, intimacy, and warm, fuzzy feelings are likely to flourish.

Biographers, music critics, and other amateur psychologists have made much of those family circumstances in particular and the Burns family madness in general, and to a certain extent I believe they’ve been on the money. I think David was indeed terrified of losing his wits the way Terry had lost his (he told me so, quite often and quite clearly). Furthermore, I agree that David’s “Ice Man” persona, and his great need for control, were functions of his fear of emotionalism: extreme emotion sent you out of control into madness, and so if you wanted to survive, you simply didn’t get extremely emotional.

That’s why David’s songwriting, and his whole stance as an artist, have been such an analytical, distanced affair. As a writer he’s chosen to avoid working from his feelings, instead approaching his material as an elegant anthropological exercise among you fascinating humans, and as a performer he’s chosen the even more impersonalizing tactic of creating fictional characters to present the finished work to the public: Ziggy Stardust, Aladdin Sane, the Thin White Duke, whoever.

Which has worked, of course, and brilliantly. David’s art has been fascinating and, God knows, his commerce healthy enough. But personally his flight from emotionalism has cost him dearly.

His problem has been obvious enough: You simply can’t have a life without strong emotion. The best you can do in that direction is put on a convincing show, and that gets you only to dangerous places: straight into emotional isolation and escalating paranoia until more often than not, sooner or later, you arrive at the bright idea that medication–booze, dope, coke, smack, prescription drugs, whatever–will make it all feel better.

What am I doing here? Describing a classic addictive personality?

Exactly. Moreover, if you want my opinion–and want it or not, you’re getting it–David was never “insane” the way most of us understand the term, despite the impression he’s tried to create at various points in his career and despite his period of very bizarre behavior in the mid-seventies. David was in fact one of the most coldly calculating, tightly controlled human beings I’ve met. His only real psychological problem in the years I knew him was his emotional frigidity, the cure in his case being worse than the family disease. The really crazy stuff, the mania, delusions, and paranoia he exhibited during the second half of the decade I spent with him, coincided precisely with his ingestion of enormous amounts of cocaine, alcohol, and whatever other drugs he had on hand; his “madness” simply didn’t happen unless he was stoned out of his mind.

I should add that I don’t regard my ex-hubby’s extreme self-absorption (or, if you like, plain old egomania) as a flaw in itself. In the pop star business, as in politics and commerce and the military, you need all the egomania you can summon in your race to the top. But you know what recovering alcoholics say about themselves–that they’re egomaniacs with inferiority complexes (think about that)–and very deep down, where nobody was allowed to see it, I think that’s what David was hiding.

On that level, the David Bowie I met in 1968 was a poor sick puppy headed more or less inevitably for a very hard time a few years down the road.

But none of us knew then what we know now–we never do–and what I saw in David was anything but trouble. Or rather, it was all the right kind of trouble and none of the wrong: an invitation to adventure, to the exotic, the fast lane, the wild side, and to something uniquely his: a wonderful combination of great delicacy and great strength. David was a very startling, sexy, unusual, and powerful young man.

As vivid as it was, that impression was hardly original. Many a citizen of greater London before me had marked, and fallen for, the Jones/Bowie charisma. David had always been adept in the art of charismatic self-presentation.

At Bromley Tech, for instance, one unscheduled entertainment was David’s varying hairstyle; he would suddenly show up one day with some radical image change–a Teddy-boy quiff, an orange-dyed mod cut, whatever would attract the most attention–and likely as not he’d have a new name to go with the new ’do (“Luther,” a handle almost as hiply American as “Bowie,” being the first of his alternate identities).

He loved the grand, shocking gesture. When his classmates were fixated on electric guitars, he talked John Jones into buying him a white plastic saxophone he’d seen in a shop window, took four months of secret lessons, and then came to school one day and floored ’em. When graduation rolled around and each member of the class stood up in front of the headmaster to state his or her intended line of work–technical draftsman, typographer, advertising layout artist (this being the specialized art form at Bromley Tech)–David went for the gold: “I want to be a pop idol.”

History doesn’t record whether anyone who witnessed that moment put any credence in it, but certainly some of them might have. David was such an item–beautiful, charming, talented, intelligent, sexually precocious, patently ambitious–that a clear-eyed observer would have recognized: Wherever this boy was headed in life, it was Somewhere.

Where he actually went was The Design Group, Ltd., an advertising agency in which he started at the bottom, as a messenger and tea boy, in the summer of 1963, and worked his way up to the position of “junior visualizer,” producing sketches for ad campaigns. Which of course was not his destiny, which of course he knew. He really was going to be a pop idol. He quit his job at the first sign of pop progress, a successful audition at Decca Records by him and his Stones-clone band, the King Bees, in the spring of 1964. So much for commercial art.

Pop idolatory did not ensue automatically, however. Davie Jones and the King Bees were just one of scores of bands signed more or less willy-nilly by British record labels on the theory that if you cast your net wide enough, you might just snare the next Beatles or Stones. The record company executives of the day, mystified by the Beatles/Stones phenomenon but desperate to duplicate it somehow, would simply market a single or two on each of the groups of likely-looking lads they’d dredged up, retain the ones that surfaced within range of the Hit Parade, and cut loose the ones that sank (nothing changes, does it?). The King Bees went down without so much as a ripple, and that was that.

Ditto, with minor variations, David’s next attempts: the Manish Boys (more Stones-style rhythm and blues); the Lower Third (R&B verging into Who-style bombast and then, after David discovered the whimsical Cockney chanteur Anthony Newley, a very odd cutesy pop-rock cabaret), and finally the Buzz. It was with the Buzz behind him, on a Sunday afternoon in 1966 at the Marquee Club, that our hero first stormed the sensibilities of Ken Pitt, singing a version of Rodgers and Ham-merstein’s “You’ll Never Walk Alone” that must have given the older gentleman some truly tantalizing ideas.

Among them, we know for sure, was the notion that amid the uncouth, feedback-fixated young yobbos and ersatz Mississippi blues belters of Britain’s new pop culture, here at last might be something worthy of a cultured show business professional’s loyalty and toil: a personality, an artiste, a Star, a–corny but true–Judy Garland for the rock generation. And so the ball began.

Now, to fit that Sunday afternoon into its cultural context, you have to know something about sex, style, and music in the Swinging London of the early and middle sixties, and that means you have to know something about the mods.

I knew very little–the mods were history by the time I arrived on the scene, replaced in the cycle of mini-generational turnover by a potpourri of hippies and skinheads and prpto-punks–but David was an authority, and he used to tell me about everything. I don’t remember his words well enough to quote them, but as luck would have it, here he is in print, talking to music journalist Timothy White in Rock Lives:

“There were two batches of mods in England, the first lot being in 1962–63. The initial crop called themselves modernists, which reduced itself down to [’mods’]. . . . These weren’t the anorak mods [who] turned up later on motor scooters. . . . The first mods wore very expensive suits; very, very dapper. And makeup was an important part of it; lipstick, blush, eyeshadow, and out-and-out pancake powder. . . . It was very dandified, and these were James Brown lovers. Elitist. Pills always played an important part; everything was fast. . . . You earned your money somehow, wheeling and dealing. . . . You’d get dressed up, go ’round the Marquee Club, and just get loony and listen to rhythm and blues.”

He goes on to talk about some of the little tricks of the mod trade, like sorting through the trash bins behind the first generation of Carnaby Street boutiques for barely flawed garments that would be thrown out in those days, and getting your suits tailored inexpensively in Shepherd’s Bush from quality material that had “fallen off a truck” somewhere else in London. He doesn’t go into some other aspects of mod culture, though, such as the fact that those pills and clothes (except the bin discards) were often paid for in sex sold to the older queens, many of them theater and music business insiders, who trolled the mod clubs.

Don’t get me wrong here. David never told me he’d sold either end of himself for money, and I have no reason to suppose he did; all he told me in those early days was that he was bisexual and had had “boyfriends.” But the club-trolling of queens was certainly an important factor in his rise from obscurity, and so was the mod ethos of intense narcissism, fashion competition, and all-around gender-bending. In David’s teenage scene, the boys often knew more than the girls about eyeliner, lipstick, and the creation of a good bouffant. So ten years later, when David made his legendary first public appearance in a dress and shocked the hell out of establishment England (and most of pop America, for that matter), I’m sure it was no big deal in more than a few London households. I can just see your typical ex-mod sitting at the kitchen table in his undershirt, the wife frying up the Walls pork sausages, him trying to ignore the kids and gazing at David swishing proudly in the News of the World, his mind drifting happily back. . . .

David’s walking of the bisexual edge had been going on for years before I met him, as had his sexual success. At Bromley Tech, according to his own and his classmates’ memories, he scored both boys and girls at a high rate, and the girls he scored were usually older, prettier, and more glamorous than those his contemporaries could dream of seducing.

What happened to my dear friend Dana Gillespie is a good example of his style. When David slipped up behind her as she was fixing her hair in a mirror one night at the London Club, then gently lifted the hairbrush from her hand and began brushing her gorgeous long tresses, she was probably the catch of the night: fourteen years old, astoundingly beautiful, physically developed and intellectually talented far beyond her years, and a real, live Austrian baroness to boot. She bought into David right then and there too; took one look at the lovely boy with the waist-length bleached blond hair, soulful, weirdly mismatched eyes, and decadent, delicate fuck-me mouth, and made up her mind. She took him to bed that very first night, sneaking him into her family’s townhouse and past her sleeping parents’ bedroom to do it.

In the homosexual arena, though I really don’t have any juicy firsthand, ah, blow-by-blow accounts, David has boasted publicly of his teenage success with boys, and in the early days I certainly observed his homosexual effect. I saw those queens, rent boys, transvestites, and good old-fashioned everyday gays going gaga for him, and him enticing them on. I saw the way he flirted with Ken Pitt. I saw the intensity of Pitt’s interest in him, and Calvin Mark Lee’s, and I have no doubt that sex–given, promised, implied, even strategically withheld if that’s what got the job done–was a very significant factor in his rise through the gay mafia of the London music business. That soft intensity of his, the way he was able to suggest profound intimacy simply by looking you straight in the eye, was a potent weapon, and he used it often and well: there were lots of goose bumps, hot flashes, and warm shivers down the spine when David targeted a chap.

When I first laid eyes on him at the Round House, three years after Ken Pitt caught him at the Marquee, I was aware immediately of David’s power, and his poise, and his very special appeal. Here was a great beauty (and I use that term carefully) who knew how to hold and present himself in a very specific, androgynous way.

You don’t find that kind of sexually ambivalent, physical self-awareness very often, but in the world of dance it’s virtually a benchmark. And that’s where David was coming from. Before I entered his circle he had spent a full two years performing, traveling, and living with the infamous Lindsay Kemp’s Underground Mime Troupe, a rad/lib/mystical/multisexual/communal organization he described later to rock journalist Timothy White as “wonderful, incredible. [It was] a great experience living with this sort of rancid Cocteau-ish theater group in these bizarre rooms . . . decorated and handpainted with elaborate things. The whole thing was so excessively French, with Left Bank existentialism, reading Genet and listening to R&B. The perfect Bohemian life.”

Hints of sarcasm aside, he loved that scene, which opened his eyes and broadened his horizons. It put plenty of sex–heterosexual, homosexual, bisexual, multiparty–his way, of course, but it also gave him something more important: his edge over his competition in the music business. For when push finally came to shove in David’s career (at Ziggy Stardust time), what hurtled him ahead of the field wasn’t his rock-and-roll chops but his out-front androgyny and his absolute theatricality–his thorough grasp of dance, mime, makeup, staging, lighting, and the exploitation of sexual outrageousness in a theatrical context. And he learned all that in Lindsay Kemp’s traveling circus. I think too that it was in the Underground Mime Troupe that David fully grasped the fact that quite apart from his talent, he could command and receive real, useful respect as a beauty. So by the time I got to him, when he was through with the troupe and had moved on into Feathers, he knew exactly how to present himself. Even in those fey, raggedy hippie-student-dancer clothes of his, he projected power directly and electrically. He could be playing the naif or going in the opposite direction, commanding the scene, but in either role his charisma was obvious and immediate. He was so poised. What a combination he was: beauty, vampire, victim, angel, innocent, user, stud, commander. He was gorgeous, and it was wild.

Philosophically he was interesting, but very depressive. That wasn’t unusual in bright English boys of his generation–Britain in the fifties, ravaged by world wars and torn by class struggles, was nothing like the good-life Shangri-la across the Atlantic–but David had added layers of bleakness and perversity beyond the norm. Under Terry’s influence he’d established an early, thorough grounding in the stars of down-and-decadent modern literature–Kafka, Genet, Burroughs, Kerouac, Isher-wood, Duchamp–before going on with the teenage-rebel crowd into an obsession with American pop culture up to and including Bob Dylan, his role model for 1966. So when I met David, the paranoid vision and the language of life’s darkness were second nature to him. “Space Oddity,” “Wild-Eyed Boy from Free-cloud”–that’s how he really thought about the world.

He wasn’t all gloom and rebellion, of course, and in fact, again like many of the brighter members of his generation, he had a wonderfully ironic sense of humor. David in a living room was a hoot, full of natural charm and his father’s down-to-earth Yorkshire insight, the Ice Man nowhere in sight.

He was a lot of fun, in short, and I’ve often wondered what his art might have been and how his career might have gone–whether he would have been as popular as he is, for instance–if he had allowed that funny, natural side of himself into his music. The frigidity of his work seems especially striking when you look at who his entertainer heroes were: natural, broadly humorous, ultra-earthy British vaudevillians such as Gracie Fields, George Formby, Albert Modley, and Nat Jackley, as well as such contemporary warm bodies as John Lennon, Tiny Tim, and Anthony Newley.

Also significant in David’s worldview was the component he’d acquired most recently when I met him. Basically, he’d gone hippie. He’d studied Buddhism after the Beatles did (although he didn’t, as some biographers have written, live at Chimi Youngdong Rimpoche’s monastery in Scotland and “come close to taking his vows”; that impression, I suspect, resulted from his habit of gilding the lily somewhat when he thought it might impress), and while he’d been with Hermione he’d lived in hippie-central Notting Hill, learning to eat muesli and macrobiotics, intoning chants and positive affirmations, and otherwise embracing the peace-and-love life-style. He’d had a great time and had, I believe, been infatuated with both the wonderful Hermione and the package the relationship came in, the creative, liberated, living-in-sin, working-in-love, happy-hippie hash-smoking scene. Of his relationship with Hermione, he once said in an interview: “We had a perfect love–so perfect that it burned out in two years. We were too close, thought alike and spent all the time in a room sitting on the corner of a bed.”

I don’t really know for sure why Hermione went her own way, but I think it had more to do with her goals and career than with a surfeit of perfection in her relationship with David. She was after all a professional ballerina capable of making real money and advancing her career in first-class productions, as opposed to subsisting on the few coins and flutters of outer-fringe interest Feathers could generate from time to time. But whatever the cause, hippie heaven fell apart. David moved out of Notting Hill and back under the wing of Ken Pitt in his house on Manchester Street until he found his digs chez Mary Finnegan.

Which was, approximately, where I came in, advancing my own agenda while soothing David’s ravaged ego and providing our star with a new, improved, formidable kind of ally.

So what did I see when I first really looked at my new man? What was the physical entity that so seduced and compelled me?

He was, as I’ve said, a beauty, a young man blessed with a lovely face and body. His face was perfectly structured to classical proportions–forehead-to-nose and nose-to-chin measurements being equal–with high, wide cheekbones pulled tightly down into a mischievously chiseled chin. His skin was creamy smooth, his beard very light (for me, just right). His hair, ash blond like mine, bordered his face in a halo of soft little curls, and his eyebrows, as finely blond as his hair, arched gracefully to frame that one divine asymmetry–one green eye and one blue, erotic and compelling.

David stands between five-foot-ten and five-foot-eleven. His shoulders are broad, like mine, and although he’s always been slender, the sinew and muscle I saw in his arms and legs foretold the powerhouse I would find in his chest and pelvis. His fingers were long and artistic, with strong squared-off fingernails, and usually they held a cigarette.

David speaks softly, and the timbre of his voice is rich and intelligent; it’s an almost hypnotically effective instrument. He has full, sensual lips which demand kissing, perhaps gently, perhaps not.

Now you know David; you need to know some details about me.

First, though, I want to clarify an issue about my years with David. I’m fully aware that lurking somewhere in most readers’ minds (probably somewhere quite prominent) there may be some doubt about me. Might I not be someone who shared David’s life for a while but was never really important in its creative and professional aspects? Just another semi-relevant ex-spouse cashing in?

The answer is that I was in fact very important indeed to the most creatively and commercially successful period of David’s career. Many of the crucial business moves, musical and professional connections, and marketing and imaging strategies were my work, as were, much of the time, the daily minutiae. For a number of years David’s career was my job.

Let’s make that a little clearer. Let’s look at my qualifications. What was I bringing to the workplace? Who was I?

Well, I wasn’t the girlfriend you might expect, the standard suburban British wannabe rock star’s wannabe first wife. I wasn’t some dim, peroxided little golddigger with a headful of hash, a drawerful of last year’s body stockings, and a worldview stretching all the way to Portobello Road and back on a clear day. I was transcontinental and bilingual. I had Swiss schooling and theatrical experience–years of it, everything from the principles of direction to the nuts and bolts of lighting–and I knew how to really cook and really sew and really run a house (they turn out good old-fashioned ladies at expensive Swiss finishing schools, you know, not half-baked girls). And of course, unlike David and his friends and associates, including the people in charge of managing and promoting him, I had nine-tenths of a degree in marketing and more than enough savvy to make up for the missing piece of paper. So all the little shits who have denigrated my role in the launch of La Bowie, and all the chauvinist oinkers of every sex and stripe who at one time or another have dismissed me as “the wife,” can kiss my highly creden-tialed, much more than adequately competent ass and feel damned lucky I let ’em. Okay? Do we have that straight?

Let’s hope so, and proceed with some biographical details.

I was born Mary Angela Barnett, an American citizen, the daughter of George and Helene Marie Barnett, in Xeros on the Mediterranean island of Cyprus, in 1950. My father’s parents were English, my mother’s Polish. I have one brother, sixteen years my senior, who works as a mining engineer in New Guinea. In that respect he follows in the footsteps of our father, who spent most of his professional life as an engineer with the American-owned Cyprus Mining Company after serving in the U.S. Army in World War II as a leader of guerrilla fighters in the Philippines, and whose book Three Fields to Cross details that heroic campaign, from which he emerged a much-decorated full colonel. Both my parents passed away in 1984. We were practicing Catholics.

I was educated at the Cyprus Mining Company school (lessons in English) until I was sent to St. George’s School near Montreux, Switzerland, at the age of nine. I graduated from St. George’s at sixteen, spent a mercifully brief few months at Connecticut College for Women, and then studied marketing at Kingston Polytechnic College in suburban London. I was denied eligibility for my final degree because–well, to put it bluntly, I did the work and knew my stuff well enough, but I didn’t show up for class the way they’d have liked me to. I was having too much fun.

So far in my life I have lived in Cyprus, Switzerland, Connecticut, London, New York, Los Angeles, northern California, and Arizona, and I’ve also spent significant amounts of time in Frankfurt, Berlin, and Vienna, and on the islands of Hydra, Mykonos, and Spetsai. At this particular moment I live in Atlanta, Georgia.

I have two children. Stasha, born in 1980, lives with me. Her father is Andrew Bogdnan Lipka, aka Drew Blood, located near London these days. My son, Joe, born to David and me in 1971, and then named Zowie, is in England. His father has had sole custody of him since our divorce became final, on February 8, 1980. As I write, it’s been two years since I talked to Joe, and more than ten since I talked to his father. Which is just awful. Terrible.

[image: image]

When I think about how David and I were together and how we came apart, I keep returning to the matter of emotionalism: how he hid his feelings and denied his vulnerability all the way down through the depths of drug addiction to the destruction of our relationship and the threshold of his own death.

In particular I remember sitting with him in a café in Switzerland immediately after we signed some divorce papers. I was pretty far gone into the dark myself then–betrayed by my own flaws, certainly, but also worn away by years of David’s coldness and broken by his final, ruthless campaign to erase me completely from his life–and I expected nothing from him but more of the same. I’d come to think of him as a person so utterly uninterested in loving or caring for me that he might as well have been my executioner.

That’s not how he acted, though. He was quite gentle and solicitous, even sweet, and he talked with openness and genuine regret about what had happened between us, and how he’d behaved. It was almost as if he were trying to build a bridge back to me.

That was so strange for me, and so hard. I just didn’t understand. Why was this conversation taking place now, with divorce papers in hand, instead of two or three years before, when it might have meant something?

I don’t know. Maybe the therapy he was involved in was helping him reach his feelings at long last, or maybe–Oh hell, I really don’t know. He closed me down completely after that day, saying not a word to me since, so I’m just stabbing in the dark.

Back to the further and better past, then.
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