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Introduction

A truck driver, a bowling alley waitress, a janitor, a paratrooper, a homeless poet, a hippie guitar teacher, a penniless art student: all had humble beginnings. But the “Seven Immortals” or “Seven” were destined to become the pioneers of modern rock and roll—cultural icons, apostles of the pop Vatican, and more.
“We’re more popular than Jesus Christ,” said one about his group, later declaring that he was Jesus Christ—claims that later led to his murder.
“Jesus shouldn’t have died so early,” said another, “and then he would have gotten twice as much across.”
Four died at twenty-seven years of age. Most had premonitions of an early end. “I’m gonna be dead in two years,” declared one matter-of-factly at twenty-five. “I’m not sure I will live to be twenty-eight,” said a second member of Club 27. “I’m never going to make it to thirty,” predicted a third.
Death had haunted the lives of most since childhood. The mothers of two perished in car accidents. Two other mothers drank themselves to oblivion. At five years of age, one watched his father drown. Another star insisted that he had “suicide genes” due to his family members who had taken their own lives.
Each had a fatal attraction. “I’m going to be a superstar musician, kill myself, and go out in a flame of glory!” exclaimed one. He called his group Nirvana, defining the term as “the total peace of death.” Another star, a student of The Tibetan Book of the Dead like many of the others, named his band the Grateful Dead. Another called his group the Doors, a gateway to the other world, and described his music as an “invitation to dark forces.” Another living legend, obsessed with the specter of “instant karma,” said that when he finally met the reaper “I’ll grab him by both hollow cheeks and give him a big wet kiss right on his moldy teeth because that’s the only way to go—headed into the wind and laughing your ass off!” Others had an irresistible curiosity about the netherworld. Observed the step-brother of the King of Rock and Roll himself, “It was like a fantasy to see how far he could go—almost as if he wanted to die—and come back, just to see the other side.”
Though each of the Seven reached the pinnacle of fame in his or her brief lifetime, it was not until they self-destructed that they became sanctified as immortals. The courtship of each with death took on a life of its own that grew to mythological proportion in a kind of martyrdom for their fans.
“Maybe my audiences can enjoy my music more if they think I’m destroying myself,” said the star who overdosed scores of times before the injection that finally brought her down in an L.A. hotel room. The next day she was scheduled to record the final vocal, Buried Alive in the Blues, for the greatest album of her career.
“It’s funny the way most people love the dead,” mused another immortal. “…You have to die before they think you are worth anything.”
All Seven, save one, had attempted suicide or threatened it. All Seven became addicts. Most died of drug abuse. Had one not been fatally gunned down, he may well have met the same end.
“Man, I’m stoned ALL the time!” declared the poet who, like most of the others, had been warned by his doctors to dry out or die. Before his stunning debut at the Whisky a Go Go in L.A., he dropped ten times the normal dose of LSD. He was fond of quoting William Blake, “The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.” His palace of wisdom became his graffitied mausoleum in Paris’s Père Lachaise cemetery beside the graves of Oscar Wilde, Chopin, and Balzac.
The favorite pastime of another star was “to smoke dope, take dope, lick dope, suck dope, fuck dope.” Friends warned her to slow down. “Aw, man, I don’t want to live that way,” she protested. “I want to burn. I want to smolder.”
She and the first member of Club 27, famous for destroying his guitars, shot heroin together before making love. His appetite was no less than hers. Recalled a famous vocalist and druggie from another supergroup, “He was the heaviest doper I ever met.”
Six of the Seven were busted repeatedly. Outlaws, rebels, evangelists of freedom, they were gloriously antiestablishment. The seventh stood alone, a law unto himself—he was the Establishment: the King. President Nixon deputized him as a federal narcotics agent. Never did the King deign to a street drug. In the last twenty months of his life, he was prescribed twelve thousand narcotics.
 
Jimi Hendrix, Janis Joplin, Jim Morrison, Elvis Presley, John Lennon, Kurt Cobain, and Jerry Garcia were the icons of the greatest youth movement in history. The Seven arose in times of tragedy. The dreams of the sixties were shattered with the assassination of its youthful heroes: the Kennedys and Martin Luther King. A half-million soldiers were lost in Vietnam; other young people went down at Kent State, the Chicago Democratic Convention, and Altamont. It all occurred in the ominous shadow of the Bomb and the Cold War.
In the midst of this, the freedom cry was taken up by a new political, cultural, and artistic voice: that of the rock star. Pioneering an art form created by and for the young, stars sang about revolution and love. Their music expressed all the idealism, innocence, and boundless energy of youth, but at the same time all the alienation, confusion, fear, and violence. In this it foreshadowed the very same struggles that beset us today.
As the times grew darker, so did the music and lives of the torchbearers. As they pushed the bounds of freedom and rebellion further and further, they found themselves in the danger zone. Janis spoke for the others when she said she performed and lived “on the outer limits of probability” where there was no speed limit or safety net. In the ultimate irony, the more famous they became, the more isolated, lonely, and self-destructive they became. The Seven began to be consumed not only by their own isolation and excesses but by the wild, near divine expectations of their worshipful audiences. Without a doubt, these musicians were geniuses and voices of generations. But they were not gods. The usual fate of earthly deities, real or imagined, is well known: martyrdom.
Like so many current artists, all Seven had been obsessed with becoming stars. But once achieved, the stardom became a gilded cage for each. Drugs alone provided a temporary escape. And, in the end, a final emancipation.
“Instant Karma’s gonna knock you right on the head,” sang Lennon. “You better get yourself together. Pretty soon you’re gonna be dead.” He had always believed he would meet an early and violent end because he had led a violent life. Still, “I’m not afraid of dying,” he insisted. “It’s just like getting out of one car and into another.” And so it was: he got out of a limousine and, moments later, was carried into a police car where he breathed his last breath.
Others seemed equally resigned to their fate. When hearing about the death of Jimi, his former lover, Janis, just said: “I wonder if I’ll get as much publicity.” She joined him six weeks later. Morrison toasted her at their favorite bar: “You’re drinking with Number Three,” he told his companions.
Ironically, it was one of the rock god survivors, Pete Townshend, who sang the anthem of the movement: “Hope I die before I get old.”
But the reality of James Dean’s “living fast, dying young, and leaving a good-looking corpse,” did not equal the romance. After the years of excess, most had been living posthumously. “I felt so strongly for him I cried,” confessed one of Elvis’s security men after another disastrous Vegas performance. “He was fat. He couldn’t walk. He forgot the words to his songs. I really thought he was going to die that night.”
After seeing her at a ten-year high-school reunion, one of Janis’s former classmates observed: “She looked like ten miles of bad road—her face, arms, veins. I didn’t expect her to live very long.”
Blues guitarist Johnny Winter, said of his friend, Hendrix, near the end: “When I saw him, it gave me the chills…. He came in with his entourage of people and it was like he was already dead.”
As the careers of the Seven prove, being a living legend can be a heaven turned hell. But due to their overpowering ambitions, none realized the toxicity of fame until it was too late and each suffocated in their superhuman images. They died for their music just as surely as they had lived for it. Though the careers of most had been brief, in the end most were exhausted, drained, and burned out, just as we see so many stars today.
The pressures of super celebrity were no less crushing than they are now. The fans demanded that their stars continually create music that was revolutionary, new, and yet cloned from the old hits. They were expected to perform night after night, year after year, with the same level of artistry, energy, and enthusiasm. In spite of their resistance, they became commercial enterprises, hundreds and even thousands of employees depending on them. Being mobbed by fans, chased by paparazzi, and harassed by the press soon lost its novelty for them. They were surrounded by hangers-on, head cases, and unscrupulous handlers. Public commodities, they had little privacy and no time to themselves. They were expected to sustain theatric, even cartoonish, images, which they had long since outgrown or which they had never wanted to begin with.
“I’m so sick of everything,” Morrison told an interviewer near his end. “People keep thinking of me as a rock and roll star, and I don’t want anything to do with it. I can’t stand it anymore.”
After a lackluster Grateful Dead performance, the longest-lived of the Seven, Jerry Garcia, complained to his last keyboardist, Bruce Hornsby, “You don’t understand twenty-five years of burnout!”
Only Lennon managed to “get off the merry-go-round.” He went into a five-year seclusion. But no sooner had the Beatles’ founder returned to the carnival, hoping “to conquer the world again,” than he had his last ride.
 
In spite of the unprecedented fame of these luminaries, the last days of many are still shrouded in mystery. Critical questions remain, which we will closely examine in light of the most recent investigations.
In the end, Hendrix was trying to leave his manager who had embezzled millions from the star and who had extensive mafia connections. Did Jimi take the fatal dose of barbiturates and alcohol accidentally or intentionally, or were they forced on him? Why did his mysterious fiancée take hours to call an ambulance, vanish from their hotel room before the police arrived, and, later, after a court judgment against her, commit suicide?
Janis was finishing the greatest album of her career, after countless affairs she was at last engaged to the man of her dreams, and she was kicking her heroin addiction. At least, this is the official story. Was her overdose indeed just a “tragic accident,” as many have called it?
Morrison had quit the Doors and was trying to resurrect as a poet, but found himself at a creative impasse. Though otherwise an omnivorous drunk and doper, he had always avoided heroin. Did he knowingly take a fatal overdose that night in Paris? Did his junkie wife who deceived the French police and arranged for a hasty burial, kill herself two years later out of some unspeakable guilt?
Two years after the King’s demise, the real cause of his death was at last revealed. Or was it? He was taking a “miracle” drug that in high doses commonly causes suicidal depression. Moreover, for years he had been ingesting the powerful narcotics found in his system—all but one to which he knew he was dangerously allergic. He secured a bottle of this drug at an emergency midnight dental appointment hours before his death. Why?
While promoting his first album in five years, Lennon refused bodyguards or security of any kind in spite of death threats and dire predictions by his wife’s oracles. Since his earlier political activism, the ex-Beatle had been under close FBI surveillance. Was his hero-worshipping assassin, Mark David Chapman, a Manchurian candidate? After years of mutual antagonism and infidelity, Yoko was secretly planning to divorce John after he helped launch her own solo album. Shortly before his murder, why did she and her usually cautious psychic “directionalists” send him through the Devil’s Triangle in a small sloop?
Cobain was leaving Nirvana, divorcing Courtney Love, writing her out of his will, and preparing to petition for custody of their infant daughter. His lifeless body was found above his garage, a shotgun and a suicide note beside it. Yet handwriting analysts concluded that part of the note was a forgery. Moreover, according to the autopsy, three times the maximum lethal dose of heroin was present in the blood. How could Cobain have possibly pulled the trigger of the shotgun himself?
 
Much has been written about the legendary pioneers of rock music. But never before has a book been written which is a condensation of every extant biography, weaving diverse points of view of insiders—as well as the words and music of the stars themselves—into a single, dramatic tapestry.
We no longer live in an age of kings and queens. Our new aristocrats are celebrities. The kings and queens of our populist royalty are the superstars. Portraits of stars are often distorted to prevent any impact on royalties and survivors who depend on them. Or in spite of First Amendment protections, they are self-censored due to the threat of lawsuits intended to deny the public’s right to know.
Generally, star biographies come in two varieties: the hagiography or the exposé. The first kind, often “authorized” by family, eulogizes its subject, enlarging on legend while euphemizing or ignoring critical information. The second kind, often denounced by insiders, pierces the façade, diminishing its subject, while overlooking the positives. Like kings and queens of old, stars have their subjects on one side and their enemies on the other—and both know that the pen can be mightier than the sword.
The greater truth of a historic personality is found in a judicious inclusion of faithful and critical perspectives—not in a rigid adherence to one or the other. So here, for the first time, these legendary personalities will be portrayed from an impartial point of view committed not to adulation or defamation, but to the truth. “Just gimme some truth now,” sang John Lennon, on Imagine. “All I want is the truth.” This work is dedicated to that call.
In both major and minor keys, the seven stars are revealed as brilliant and charismatic but complicated and conflicted human beings—very different from the legends we thought we knew. Yet, in the end, it is their very humanity and struggle that inspire our compassion and love, not their legend.
Each of the seven chapters that follow is a larger-than-life story of isolation and excess that led inexorably to an early end. The chapters are ordered chronologically, following the sequence of these deaths during what was the golden age of rock and roll. The interludes between these living stories trace the fatal undercurrents common to these historic artists—the lonely childhoods, the drug addictions, the mental instability, the disastrous relationships, and the consumptive celebrity.
Wrote the psychologist Carl Jung, “Great talents are the most lovely and often the most dangerous fruits on the tree of humanity. They hang upon the most slender twigs that are easily snapped off.”
Extremism and destructiveness afflict many creative personalities, particularly the young. This is especially true in a performance art of explosive spectacle and sound that return us to our ancient, ceremonial, ecstatic roots. Rock and roll has always been about youth, freedom, the storming of the Bastille. In a word: revolution—not just political revolution, but living revolution.
“Elvis freed the body,” declared Bruce Springsteen at his own induction into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame, “Dylan freed the mind.”
Performers are modern shamans, grand wizards, who deliver us into a new world of intoxicating energy and release. Real rock is dangerous: the “crossfire hurricane” of Jumpin’ Jack Flash. At its peak, it is the Zen art of controlling the uncontrollable, of dancing the high wire without a net. And some pay the price.
By way of contrast, legendary survivors of rock will be examined: Mick Jagger and Keith Richards, the Narcissus and Lazarus of “The Greatest Rock and Roll Band in the World”; Eric Clapton, the Cream guitarist once known as “God”; Paul McCartney, the most prolific and successful composer of the twentieth century; Dylan, the greatest lyric poet of our time. Though they have seen many of the same life and career hardships, they have persevered where the others have not. Why?
Said Richards: “The legend part is easy. It’s the living that’s hard.”
Said Jagger: “Either you’re dead, or you move along.”
Added Dylan: “Every day above ground is a good day.”
As for the Seven, each lived under the brilliance of an eclipsing sun, which gave an otherworldly intensity and passion to their art and which, in the end, made each immortal.
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JIMI HENDRIX
November 7, 1942-September 18, 1970

AFTER THE SALVATION
I died a thousand times in this group and was born again.
—Jimi Hendrix, speaking of the Experience

Hendrix is getting some much-needed rest after Woodstock. He recently closed the historic love and peace festival, playing his “Star-Spangled Banner” to what was left of a wasted, rain-soaked crowd. After his act, he collapsed offstage and was choppered back to his nearby estate, Shokan House, where he slept for three days.
The Experience had disbanded a month earlier. Jimi’s bassist, Noel Redding, had left the group, exhausted from the last tour. “We stopped making music and started doing time,” he later wrote. “…We got through it by constantly telling ourselves, ‘This is our last American tour. We can do it. We’ll survive, we’ll survive’—when we felt like death warmed up.”1
Which is how Jimi himself felt after Woodstock.
The spring and summer of ’69 had been punishing. At the end of the American tour, he was busted in Toronto for heroin possession. Then his friend and champion, Rolling Stone, Brian Jones, was drowned in his swimming pool. And, the Experience imploded. But that wasn’t the worst. After three revolutionary albums and more than two years of relentless touring, he feared that he was washed up. “The pressure from the public to create something even more brilliant each time, while basically expecting us to stay the same,” wrote Redding, “was crushing.” Besides, a fundamental rift had developed in the group. “Jimi wanted to be a star, I wanted to be a musician,” Redding went on. “My most wonderful dream was becoming the most nightmarish imposition.”
Jimi replaced the bassist with Billy Cox. Even before Woodstock, he confessed to his old army buddy that his creativity had run dry. Though he hoped to resurrect from the Experience with the Band of Gypsys, he confessed the same fears to the new drummer, Buddy Miles, another old friend. “Jimi was not happy,” confided Buddy. “He felt powerless. He couldn’t do what he wanted to do. So he missed meetings, he missed gigs. He could be a real bastard. Sometimes, when he didn’t want to rehearse, one of the things he’d do was to get real stoned, really high; didn’t want to talk to anyone. He used the drugs to put up a barrier.”
Though Jimi insisted that the heroin had been planted on him in Toronto, he dreaded the upcoming trial, certain that he would be convicted and his career ruined.
But for now he’s trying to forget all this at Shokan House. He spends his day here at his favorite distractions: fixing, entertaining his female admirers, and driving around in his silver Corvette, trying not to total it as he has all the others.
His Woodstock vacation has hardly begun before it is interrupted when a black limousine speeds up to the mansion. His manager, Mike Jeffery, a nattily dressed, mustachioed little Brit in shades, jumps out, flanked by two stocky bodyguards in dark suits. The assistants take up positions at the house exits as Jeffery hurries upstairs to his star’s bedroom. He’s tried to phone, but Jimi always seems to be unavailable. It’s early afternoon now, about the time the guitarist usually gets up.
Upstairs, Jeffery offers his client some wake-up blow. The two used to drop acid together and discuss the zodiac; now they just share business pharmaceuticals and talk shop. Downstairs, Cox, Miles, and other houseguests have their eye on the two suits covering the front and back door. Though they look like feds, nobody’s headed to the bathroom to flush their stash.
After powdering his nose, Jeffery breaks more bad news to his star: Electric Ladyland is high and dry again. They’ve poured $300,000 into Jimi’s dream project, the state-of-the-art recording studio in New York, but it’s already exhausted. They need another three. Hendrix knows he’s grossing $100,000 per gig now, he’s done over four hundred shows in the last two years, and he’s got three gold albums. So another three hundred grand seems a modest figure. He tells Jeffery to cut a check, but is suddenly interrupted.
Outside, his manager’s men are blasting a tree with their Berettas.
“We don’t have the bloody bread right now,” confesses Jeffery who packs his own piece in a custom, kidskin shoulder holster under his double-breasted blazer. He mentions rising tour overheads, getting shorted by local promoters, paying the exorbitant legal tab for Toronto, not to mention the mounting expenses for Stingrays, Stratocasters, and Bolivian imports.
Jimi spaces, thinking of Redding again. The bassist made no secret of why he was splitting the Experience. More than just being burned out from touring, he was fed up collecting a pittance for being “treated like shit.” “It would be nice to know what they did with the money,” Redding—who would become a penniless woodcutter—later wrote, estimating that the Experience had earned $30 to $40 million.
Jimi is wondering the same thing himself now, and not for the first time. He’s heard the rumors from his other handlers: that Jeffery’s secretary has been taking regular flights to Majorca and the Grand Caymans, stockings stuffed with money, and that he’s had to take out some high-interest loans to cover the losses of his British and Spanish nightclubs. And that, only a few days ago, one of Jeffery’s creditors promised him a bullet in the head if he didn’t cover his balance.
But Jimi doesn’t like confrontations, business or personal. He tried to fire Jeffery only months ago, but wound up backing down, reasoning, “The devil you know is better than the one you don’t.”
“All we need’s a couple more gigs, mate,” Jeffery assures him in his Cockney drawl as the target practice continues outside. “Just for the studio.”
This is exactly what the exhausted star doesn’t want to hear. But he says he’ll think about it. Just as long as he can have a little more time to get his head together. His doctor tells him he’s got ulcers and his liver’s about gone too.
Leaving, Jeffery adds one last thing. The owners of the Electric Ladyland real estate on East 8th in the Village refuse to sell the studio space, only offering a five-year lease. But they might reconsider if Jimi agrees to play an establishment of theirs in the area, The Salvation Club. The proprietor, Bobby Woods, is a friend of Hendrix’s. He’s also his coke dealer.
“What the fuck,” says Jimi wearily, glancing out the window at the shooting gallery again and reaching for the last of his blow. “For Bobby—cool.”
 
Two weeks later, Hendrix does The Salvation. The show is billed as “The Black Roman Orgy.” The sound system sucks, the audience begins walking out after only a few numbers, and the members of his makeshift band, Gypsy Sons and Rainbows—mostly refugees from the Buddy Miles Express—are threatening to kill each other. Also, behind the bar, there seems to be some heavy shit going down between Woods and his manager, Johnny Riccobono, of the Gambino family. Besides that, Jimi can’t get his guitar tuned, and Riccobono’s goons keep yelling “Foxy Lady!”
He snatches the mike. “Just leave me the fuck alone and make all the goddamn money you want!”
During the break he has another row with his manager. Jeffery begs him to get Redding and the Experience back together for a ten-gig tour in the northeast; Jimi tells him no, he’s fried, the Experience is dead anyway, and Jeffery storms out. His friend, Eric Burdon of the Animals, Jeffery’s former client, had warned him about Jeffery, and now Hendrix is starting to wish he’d listened.
After the Salvation gig, Jimi takes a ride with Bobby to score some much-needed medication. The next morning, the NYPD shovels the dealer’s bullet-ridden body off 8th Avenue. That night, the composer of “Machine Gun,” unaware of the news, is thrown into a car outside of another club. Soon he finds himself in an abandoned warehouse, blindfolded and gagged, with a .38 to his head. He is told that he’ll be joining Woods unless he signs his contract over to new Gambino-friendly management.
The guitarist is experiencing déjà vu all over again. Last year when trying to collect his fee after the Underground Pop Festival in Miami, he was backed out of the CFO’s office with a .12 gauge to his chest. “I think you’ll wait, Mr. Hendrix,” said the treasurer. Months later, when he refused to let his Gambino opening act, The Vanilla Fudge, use his gear, another businessman pulled a revolver and asked him to reconsider. Jimi reconsidered.
“I pick up my axe and fight like a bomber now,” he sang, “but you still blast me down to the ground.”
Two days after the abduction, he is back upstate at his Woodstock compound under what his captors call “house arrest.” Suddenly, a black sedan screams up, three suits jump out, they smash through the back door, then empty their clips in the wake of the captors’ getaway car. It’s almost like Hollywood. Hendrix later confides to his friend, musician Curtis Knight: “I was taken to some deserted building and made to believe that they really intended to hurt me. They never did tell me why they abducted me. The whole thing seemed very mysterious when I was rescued.”2
Soon, Jimi confesses a paranoid fantasy to his best friend, Billy Cox: what if his very own manager is behind the kidnap and rescue? And what if Jeffery masterminded the Toronto bust too—planting the smack on him? Jeffery often boasts of his premanagement career as a covert op for British Intelligence—of murder, mayhem, and mind games in Cold War cities. He is fluent in Russian, and to discourage frivolous audits, keeps all his business records in that language.
After Hendrix confides his suspicions of Jeffery to his bass player, Cox quits the group. “There’s too much bullshit going on all around Jimi,” he explains.
Hendrix is ready to cash it in too. “I don’t want to be a clown anymore. I don’t want to be a rock and roll star,” he tells Rolling Stone magazine after his kidnap.
But after laying low and chilling for a few weeks, Hendrix changes his mind and forms the Band of Gypsys. He pleads with Billy to come aboard. The bassist, against his better judgment, does so, completing the trio with Buddy Miles.
The all-black Band of Gypsys is short-lived. At Jeffery’s urging, it is replaced by a new Experience with Mitchell back on drums and Cox on bass. Late the following summer, 1970, Cox is slipped some bad acid at a performance in Sweden. Unaccustomed to psychedelics, the bassist is hospitalized and administered Thorazine, a powerful antipsychotic sedative. After his release, Cox remains acutely paranoid. Jimi flies his old friend to London and nurses him in a hotel.
“We’re gonna die!” Billy keeps babbling. “We’re not gonna get outta this place alive! It’s a frame-up. We’re gonna die!”
“NOBODY is going to die!” Jimi keeps telling him.
Days later, Cox arrives in the States alive, but barely. Jimi is in the back of a London ambulance, soaked with vomit and red wine, soiled bedsheets wrapped around him mummy-like. The paramedics have tried to revive him, but it’s only a formality. They know he’s been dead for some time. Having never seen a body in this condition, they can’t imagine what has happened.
But the truth is far worse than their imagination.
ELECTRIC RELIGION
When I get up on stage—well, that’s my whole life. That’s my religion. My music is electric church music. I am electric religion.
—Jimi Hendrix

In the fall of 1961, Private Billy Cox was walking past the service club one day at Fort Campbell, Kentucky, when he heard some explosive riffs inside. Entering, he introduced himself to Private James Marshall Hendrix and told him he was a bass player. Jimi was a Screamin’ Eagle paratrooper with the 101st Airborne. He was playing “Betty Jean,” his red electric Danelectro guitar named after his sweetheart back home in Seattle, Washington. He told Billy he was just fooling with Betty Jean, trying to get the sounds of jump school out of her: the thundering plane bass and parachute vibrato.
Cox had never heard shit like this before. He borrowed a bass and the future Band of Gypsys jammed. Soon they did their first gig at the Pink Poodle Club in Memphis, Tennessee. They called themselves the King Kasuals.
Jimi had started his first band, the Velvetones, in high school. At YMCA and Polish Hall gigs, he played an acoustic guitar that got drowned out on Coaster and Ray Charles tunes. Then his father bought him a Supro Ozark electric, and he defected to the Rocking Kings who earned thirty-five cents apiece for their debut at Seattle’s National Guard Armory. In 1960, the Kings placed second at the All-State Battle of the Bands. By this time, Jimi was playing his Ozark ambidextrous, behind his back, and with his teeth. Due to his catlike stealth on stage, he was called The Creeper.
Music was in Hendrix’s genes. His father, Al, formerly a Golden Gloves fighter and a dancer with traveling vaudeville shows, met the vivacious sixteen-year-old Lucille at a Seattle jitterbug competition in 1941. Lucille got pregnant, they tied the knot, and Al got drafted. His commanding officer in Alabama locked him in the brig so that he wouldn’t go AWOL to see his firstborn, Johnny Allen Hendrix. Discharged four years later, Al returned west and retrieved his son from foster care in California. Suspecting that Lucille had named the boy after her new lover and pimp, John Page, Al renamed his son James Marshall Hendrix in honor of his own recently deceased brother.
“My dad was very religious and level headed,” Jimi would later remember, “but my mother used to like having a good time, dressing up. She used to drink a lot and didn’t take care of herself. She died when I was ten, but she was a real groovy mother.”
In fact, due to her serial infidelities, Al divorced Lucille when Jimi was ten, taking custody of him as well as his two younger brothers and fostering out his three little sisters whose paternity was unknown.3 After many affairs as well as a second marriage, Lucille passed away five years later at age 32. Jimi was fifteen. Found unconscious and brutally beaten in an alley, she died in the hospital from a ruptured spleen and cirrhosis of the liver. She had been hospitalized earlier for severe beatings by boyfriends and by Al himself in drunken rages. Later, her beloved son would write “Angel, Little Wing,” and “The Wind Cries Mary” for her.
By age sixteen, Jimi had lived in fourteen different places and had been pulled in and out of as many schools. His father took what odd jobs he could, but would quickly exhaust his meager pay drinking and gambling. The malnourished Jimi and his brother, Leon, stole food from grocery stores. At last, the welfare department stepped in, demanding that Al put them up for adoption, which is the only time his sons saw him weep. A church friend, Dorothy Harding, took Jimi in. Though she already had nine children of her own, she supported her extended family by working two full-time jobs.
One day, Jimi began crying inconsolably. “Aunty Dorothy,” he sobbed, “when I get big, I’m going far, far away. And I’m never comin’ back. Never.”
Following the death of Lucille, Al had begrudgingly bought Jimi his first real guitar for $5 from a drunk. When the boy saw from a hilltop above the Seattle stadium a performance by Elvis and Little Richard, he became obsessed with the instrument, playing it constantly and taking it to bed with him.
He was still sleeping with his beloved guitar as a paratrooper with the 101st Airborne in Kentucky and taking flack for this from his fellow Screamin’ Eagles in the barracks. Only one recruit found it natural: Billy Cox.
 
Jimi served ten months of a three-year stint. He was, according to the official story, discharged from the Airborne after breaking an ankle on a skyhook during his 26th jump. Biographer Charles Cross4 asserted that he was discharged for “homosexual tendencies,” having told the base doctor that he was fantasizing about his bunkmates.
Private Hendrix had joined the Army to avoid prison. He’d been arrested for riding in a stolen vehicle and the prosecutor had agreed to a two-year suspended sentence if he enlisted. He knew he’d be drafted anyway. Besides, his prospects in Seattle didn’t look good. A high school dropout, Jimi was rejected for a grocery bagger job and was reduced to working for a dollar a day in his father’s landscaping business. His musical career at home didn’t seem any more promising: his last steady gig was with Thomas and the Tom Cats, and he couldn’t afford the $5 jacket rental for shows.
In July of 1962, he found himself outside the gates of Fort Campbell with Betty Jean, the clothes on his back, and $400 severance pay in his pocket. He blew it in twenty-four hours. “I get foolishly good-natured sometimes,” he remembered. “I must have been handing out bills to anyone who asked me.”
Having spent his bus fare for Seattle, he and Cox headed to Nashville. Here the King Kasuals became the house band at the Del Morocco while living upstairs at its sister club, the House of Glamour. “That’s where I learned to play really—Nashville,” said Jimi. He played tirelessly: at the Morocco, at the House of Glamour, and on the streets to and from. He soon gained the nickname “Marbles” because everybody thought he’d lost the few he had, even the musicians. He took a break from practice only once a week.
“Every Sunday afternoon we used to go downtown and watch the race riots,” he recalled. “Take a picnic basket because they wouldn’t serve us in the restaurants.”
In 1964, tiring of the Southern “chitlins circuit,” Jimi left Billy and headed to Harlem to try for the big time. He won the $25 first place at the Apollo amateur contest. But this seemed like beginner’s luck. “I’d get a gig every twelfth of never,” he would recall of his first days in New York. “Sleeping outside between them tall tenements was hell. Rats runnin’ all over your chest; cockroaches stealing your last candy bar.”
Overcome by the manic depression that would plague him the rest of his life, he attempted suicide.5 “He fluctuated so fast from great joy to intense unhappiness,” said one of his lovers. “I mean suicidal, not interested in life, completely disinterested in his body.”
Hendrix may not have survived New York had it not been for his new love, the beautiful, streetwise, and well-connected Faye Pridgeon. Faye introduced Jimi to her ex-boyfriend, Sam Cooke, 6 as well as to other movers and shakers on the scene. But things didn’t turn around overnight for the couple. “We were down to our last dollar debating whether we should buy cat food or share a hot dog,” recalled Faye. “The ASPCA made the decision for us.”
Jimi’s big break finally came when he successfully auditioned for the Isley Brothers. After the tour, he played backup for his idol Little Richard, who later said of him, “He loved the way I wore these headbands around my hair and how wild I dressed…. He began to dress like me and he even grew a little mustache like mine.” But soon the “Tutti Frutti” showman decided his Seattle homeboy was trying to upstage him. “I’m Little Richard and I’m the King of Rock and Rhythm and I’m the only one who’s going to look PRETTY on stage!”
He threatened to fine Jimi unless he turned over his pretty shirts. Though the guitarist begrudgingly surrendered the threads, the rhythm king soon fired him for flirting with girls and missing the tour bus once too often.
The Creeper landed on his feet, joining the tours of Ike and Tina Turner, then Sam and Dave, then King Curtis.7
Although, by the summer of 1966, Jimi had backed up the biggest names in R & B, he had grown frustrated with the rigid routine that allowed little room for improvisation. He longed “to do his own thing.” Not black music, not white music, but a kind of “universal” sound that had never been heard before except in his head. The only thing close to it for him was Dylan. Hendrix was crazy about Dylan.
One night at a Harlem club, he pulled Wilson Pickett from the platter and queued up “Blowin’ in the Wind.” Suddenly, he found himself cornered by his brothers. “I’m going to cut your throat!” said one.
“People in Harlem have a lot to learn,” he declared dejectedly afterward.
 
Jimi retreated to Greenwich Village. Here he started his own band, Jimmy James and the Blue Flames, which played for $3 a gig when one was available.
One night Linda Keith, Keith Richards’ girlfriend, spotted him at the Cheetah Club. The British Invasion was underway then; the Stones, the Beatles, and others were on American tours. According to Richards’ “No Ol’ Ladies on Tour Rule,” the Stones’ guitarist had left Linda in New York to seek her own musical entertainment. What the beautiful twenty-year-old British sophisticate saw at the Cheetah blew her away: Hendrix assaulting his amps, chewing out savage riffs, and playing killer shit behind his back and inside somersaults.
“Back in those days,” said Rolling Stone Ronnie Wood, “all of us skinny white British kids were trying to look cool and sound black. And there was Hendrix, the ultimate in black cool. Everything he did was natural and perfect.”
What really blew Linda away was that this cat was unknown. Smitten by the Creeper, she made it her business to change this. But star making proved dicier than she’d imagined. She first contacted the Stones’ flamboyant producer, Andrew Oldham. “Andrew was absolutely turned off,” she recalled. “He thought Hendrix was a wild man.” Linda approached other producer friends, but their reactions were no more enthusiastic. Finally, she persuaded the Animals’ bassist, Chas Chandler, to check Jimi out at the Café Wha? Chas was just winding up his own American tour with the Animals and thinking about producing.
Chandler was floored. He told Jimi he wanted to take him to London and make him a star. He promised to introduce him to his mates, the British guitar god trinity—Clapton, Beck, and Townshend. Jimi thought that sounded groovy, but considering all his career Hindenburgs since leaving the Airborne, he wasn’t holding his breath.
On September 24, 1966, he and Chandler touched down at Heathrow. His New York landlord had taken all his clothes as payment for back rent. So Jimi was traveling light: He had his white Stratocaster, and, in the case was one satin shirt, a jar of Noxzema, a toothbrush, and his hair rollers.
Waiting to meet him was Chas’s own manager Mike Jeffery. He’d just returned from the Grand Cayman Islands where he deposited all the Animals’ earnings in a numbered account accessible only to him. Always on the lookout for fresh talent, the pop Svengali was anxious to meet this black guitarist from the states who Chas had told him could become as big as Elvis and the Beatles.
RUMOR TO LEGEND
If I’m God, who the fuck is HE?
—Eric Clapton, after seeing Hendrix perform

Chas took Jimi out clubbing and introduced him to the Beatles, the Stones, Cream, the Who, the Yardbirds, and the other stalwarts of the British Invasion. Meanwhile, he held auditions for the Jimi Hendrix Experience, a name that popped into his head after witnessing his client’s “Hey, Joe” epiphany at the Café Wha? in New York.
The power trio was born overnight: The Seattle homeboy plus two diminutive Englishmen, Mitch Mitchell on drums and Noel Redding a guitarist who had never played bass before—both refugees from minor bands. They signed on for fifteen pounds a week. Redding got an advance for train fare home. And Chas treated them to Afros like Jimi’s.
The Experience had hardly begun to rehearse before the “French Elvis,” Johnny Hallyday, spotted the trio at a club jam and asked them to open for his new European tour. When they returned from ravaging the Continent, Chandler knew the Experience was ready for its official British debut. “I had six guitars and I sold five of them to pay for the reception at the Bag O’Nails,” he remembered. He invited the rock royalty and the press to the club, as well as his manager, Mike Jeffery. After the premiere shows, even the English guitar gods became converts.
“Jimi got up and just blew everybody away,” said Traffic’s Dave Mason. “I remember thinking I might as well take up another instrument.”
“He gets up, all soft-spoken,” recalled Terry Reid, “and all of a sudden, WHOOOOR-RRAAWWWRR!!! I could see everyone’s fillings falling out.”
American Mike Bloomfield knew the feeling too. “I was the hotshot guitarist on the block,” he said after Jimi’s gig at the Café au Go Go in New York. “Hendrix knew who I was and, that day, in front of my eyes, he burned me to death…H-bombs were going off, guided missiles were flying…I didn’t want to pick up a guitar for the next year.”
But the Hendrix phenomenon wasn’t just his axemanship—it was his look. The British press dubbed him “The Wild Man of Borneo” and “The Black Elvis.” Chas advertised him as “Dylan, Clapton, and James Brown all in one!” Jimi reveled in it all, refining his image carefully with Chandler. They went to Granny Takes a Trip boutique in Piccadilly and bought up royal Veterinary Corps dress jackets, charmeuse and crushed velvet pants, and kaleidoscopic vests. After gigs, they would stay up all night at Chas’s flat, playing Risk and Monopoly (at which Jimi was invincible), discussing the next career move.
Joining them in their efforts was the pop Svengali himself, Mike Jeffery. No sooner had Chas signed Jimi than Mike had made his move. “Strictly speaking, you are still signed to me and anything you do, I’ve got a commission on it,” Mike told Chas. Not one to quibble with the redoubtable Jeffery, Chandler turned 50 percent of the Experience over to him and let him take over its management. Pulling strings with his cronies in immigration, Jeffery secured a visa and working permit for Jimi. Then, he landed a Polydor record deal with Kit Lambert and Chris Stamp, managers of the Who. Finally, Jeffery locked Hendrix into a contract with his, Lambert’s and Stamp’s company, Yameta Productions, awarding himself 40 percent of all future earnings.
Hendrix signed without hesitation. Though the toast of the town, he was still penniless. Recalled his flatmate, “For breakfast we ate dog biscuits. That was the only food in the house at the time, because I had a beagle.”
Chas and Mike had yet to show him the money, but Jimi was confident it would come soon enough. He trusted the forthright, dedicated Chas implicitly. As for Jeffery, he found him “a loveable rogue.”
Jeffery’s other major client, Eric Burdon, agreed with this assessment of the flamboyant manager—more or less. “Like most people of felonious intent,” the Animals’ singer wrote in his memoir, 8 “he was charming, attractive, and sometimes a riot to be around.” Mike had amused Eric and the Animals over Guinesses and black bombers with his 007 stories about his British CIA days: blowing up Russian/ Egyptian bases in the Suez, playing decoy in Greek assassinations, escaping medieval torture in the dungeon of a Balkan castle. Eric thought it was the ale talking until Mike invited him to his Majorca villa overlooking the harbor where the U.S. Seventh Fleet happened to be trolling for lost nukes. Early one morning, his manager emerged from the water in scuba gear, holding a black box. Grinning, pointing to the Yank armada, the ex-spy pulled a switch: suddenly the harbor was rocked with underwater explosions. “Jeffery was thrilled with his pyrotechnic display on the beach that led to a huge riot,” wrote Eric, who now realized that Mike hadn’t been exaggerating when telling him that his specialty in the MI6 had been “creating civil unrest.”
Jeffery had made the transition from demolition and espionage to show business by studying under “The Al Capone of Pop” himself, Don Arden. Also known as “The English Godfather” and “Mr. Big,” Arden had imported Little Richard, Sam Cooke, and Gene Vincent to Britain. He went on to manage the Small Faces, Electric Light Orchestra, and Black Sabbath.9 Known for his old-fashioned business methods—bribery, blackmail, assault, kidnapping—the diminutive Jewish businessman and his muscle had dangled rivals from windows, rearranged their kneecaps, and extinguished cigars in their faces.10 Jeffery proved his own mettle against his mentor when he stole the Animals from him without losing life or limb.
The retired spy parlayed his MI6 and Arden experience to become a rock-and-roll Dr. No. “His own mob sprang up around him like morning mushrooms,” wrote Burdon. “…His main enforcer was The Turk, a nasty bastard whose tools of choice were an ax and two highly trained German shepherds.” Civilians, including his clients, learned not to mess with Jeffery. He moved in the business world, Burdon went on, “like a great white shark, devouring everything in its path.” Though, according to Redding, he “looked the perennial bookworm type” and read metaphysics, he also collected guns, threw knives, bugged rooms, and razed restaurants. When he burned down his Club Marimba and built his premiere Club A Go Go with the insurance money, nobody investigated. When, later, the Animals discovered all their money had disappeared into their manager’s Grand Cayman tax shelter account, they hardly protested.
But Burdon, who soon became fast friends with Hendrix in those early days, did share with him a few cautionary tales about his new representative. To Jimi, the stories made Jeffery seem all the more colorful. Besides, knowing rock and roll to be a rough-and-tumble business, it seemed to him that this dynamo—James Bond, the Godfather, Timothy Leary, and the Maharishi all rolled into one—was just the sort of man he wanted in his corner. Because, in spite of differing opinions, everyone agreed on one thing about Jeffery: when it came to the war of star making, he took no prisoners and defeat was not in his vocabulary. And Jimi Hendrix, after his long struggle, wanted above all else to become a star—at any cost.
 
By the end of ’66, though the sensation of the British rock scene, Hendrix was still an unknown in his own country. Jeffery and Chandler changed all that the following spring at the greatest pop festival in history: Monterey.
To get Jimi on the bill, they needed a little help from their friends: Paul McCartney and Brian Jones. The Beatle and the Stone contacted the event’s organizer, John Phillips of the Mamas and Papas, pointing out that a festival of the world’s greatest bands wouldn’t amount to a thing without the world’s greatest guitar player.
No sooner did Jimi arrive at Monterey than he ran afoul of the Who, managed by Jeffery’s partner, Kit Lambert. Months before, he’d opened for the My Generation powerhouse at a London gig, after which Peter Townshend confessed, “I’m not ashamed to say he blew us away.” Determined not to face the same embarrassment at Monterey, Townshend refused to perform after Hendrix. But Hendrix refused to go after the Who. So they flipped a coin. Jimi came up tails.
“Okay,” he told Townshend, “if I’m gonna follow you, I’m gonna pull out all the stops.”
The Who knew about Hendrix’s pyrotechnics. But the best defense being an offense, “they blew the entire stage up with bombs and fireballs,” said Phillips. Striding offstage, Keith Moon, the Who’s drummer destined to OD in ten years, crowed at Jimi, “You’re on, mate!” “Moon the Loon” had never counted himself among the Hendrix genuflectors: on first seeing him months before in the recording studio, he’d said, “Who let that savage in here?”
Peaking on a double hit of Monterey Purple now, Jimi smiled his timid smile, then strapped on his Stratocaster while Brian Jones introduced him to the crowd of 90,000 as “the most exciting performer I’ve ever heard!”
Jimi took the stage with the Experience. What followed was perhaps one of the greatest apotheoses of rock, climaxing with “Wild Thing” and the burning of his guitar.
“The Jimi Hendrix Experience owns the future!” proclaimed the Los Angeles Times the next day. “When Jimi left the stage, he had graduated from rumor to legend.”
 
By the time of the Monterey performance, Jimi’s debut album, Are You Experienced, topped the charts, second only to the Beatles’ Sgt. Pepper’s.
The guitarist traveled from Monterey to L.A. where he became the toast of the musical elite. He opened for the Jefferson Airplane as well as for Big Brother and the Holding Company, earning $500 per night. Shortly, he became the headliner and his fee rose accordingly.
The Experience toured tirelessly in 1967, doing 255 shows. That fall, Melody Maker named Hendrix Top Musician of the Year. The next spring, Life magazine hailed him as “The Most Spectacular Electric Guitarist in the World.” Returning to Seattle in early 1968, the mayor gave the native son the keys to the city.
“The only keys I expected to see in that town were of the jailhouse,” the convicted felon told reporters.
By 1969, Hendrix was voted Performer of the Year by Rolling Stone magazine. The Experience now commanded $100,000 for a fifty-minute set. Though the Rolling Stones slightly exceeded this, the Experience was the highest grossing international act thanks to Jeffery who cut out the middlemen and took in eighty-five cents on the dollar.
A musician’s musician, Hendrix was as popular with his peers as with the public. Dylan called him “incredible.” Neil Young considered him “absolutely the best guitar player that ever lived.” He was a seminal influence on future stars as well. “He was like a Venusian, like someone from another planet,” said Sting. “His act was almost too awesome to deal with. You felt like you were on the edge of a precipice. ‘Hey Joe’ was what decided me to become a musician.”
About the only professional criticism of Jimi came from Frank Zappa.11 After seeing him at a Café au Go Go gig in New York, the Mother called him “great” except “…I was physically ill…. I didn’t see how anybody could inflict that kind of volume on himself. He ended by taking the guitar and impaling it in the low ceiling of the club. Just walked away and left it squealing.”
Another Hendrix fan was Jim Morrison. “Hey, Jimi! Jimi! Lemme come up and sing, man, and we’ll do this shit together,” pleaded the Doors’ front man from the audience at an Experience gig.
“That’s okay, fella. I can handle it myself,” said Hendrix.
“Hey, do you know who I am?” cried the Lizard King. “I’m Jim Morrison of the Doors!”
“Yeah, I know who you are,” shot back the Voodoo Child, “and I’m Jimi Hendrix.”
A month earlier at L.A.’s Scene Club, Jim had interrupted Jimi again by crawling on stage and trying to give head to his Stratocaster. Later, an interviewer asked the guitarist if his act had ever been obscene. “Maybe somewhat vulgar,” he allowed, “but ‘obscene’? You confuse me with Jim Morrison.”
Proving Hendrix’s popularity and influence, President Nixon’s press secretary, Ron Ziegler, invited him to the White House for a Fireside Chat in April 1969. Jeffery turned the invitation down without informing him.
The Feds soon placed Jimi on their “Security Index,” a list of celebrity “subversives” to be rounded up and placed in detainment camps in the event of a national emergency. The Establishment considered his “Star-Spangled Banner” an aural flag burning. And, by the peak of his popularity, he was associating with a group that the feds considered one of the most dangerous in the country: The Black Panthers.
ELECTRIC LADYLAND
He was the most sexual man I ever saw on stage. Even Mick Jagger said so.
—Nico, Velvet Underground vocalist

If Jimi Hendrix was a legendary guitarist, he was no less a legendary lothario.
“He came to bed with the same grace a Mississippi pulpwood driver attacks a plate of collard greens and corn bread,” recalled his first New York girlfriend, Faye Pridgeon. “He was creative in bed too: there would be encore after encore, hard driving and steamy like his music. There were times when he almost busted me in two the way he did a guitar on stage.”
Women were no less infatuated by his gentlemanliness. He helped them with their chair, graced them with presents, whispered sweet nothings in their ear. When meeting his first white girlfriend, Carol Shiroky, at New York’s Cheetah Club, he said, “I wanna tell you something, but you’re gonna laugh.” He was a penniless backup guitar player. The beautiful blonde, who had heard every come-on in the Big Apple, promised not to laugh. “I wanna kiss you on your knee,” whispered Jimi. Then he told her he was a Venusian.
Soon they were living together and Shiroky was cooking him his favorite breakfast: spaghetti and garlic without sauce. She bought him his first new Stratocaster. Then he started missing dinner and not coming home till dawn. “I knew he was in someone else’s bed and I would never question him,” she said, “because if I did he’d be gone.”
His next girlfriend was another blonde, Kathy Etchingham. Meeting the former lover of his champion, Brian Jones, just after his arrival in London, his first words to her were, “I want to tell you something.” He kissed her ear and whispered, “I think you’re beautiful.”
One of the few ingenues who got away was Marianne Faithfull. After performing at London’s Speakeasy Club, Jimi “began whispering in my ear…all the things he wanted to do to me sexually. Telling me he’d written ‘The Wind Cries Mary’ for me.”12 Ignoring her boyfriend, Mick Jagger, sitting beside her, Hendrix continued, “Come with me now, baby. What are you doing with this jerk anyway?”13
“I wanted more than anything to go with him,” said Marianne, “but I couldn’t do it. Mick would never have forgiven me.” The “As Tears Go By” singer later confessed that her life’s “greatest regret” was not having an affair with Hendrix.
If the woman whisperer had a way with foxey ladies before his star rose, when the Experience started touring, he was spellbinding. “Jimi was the most charming, polite person in the entire world,” recalled booking agent, Melissa Chassay. “He took off your coat, that kind of thing…Backstage, there’d be a queue of girls. One by one, they’d go in and Jimi would fuck them, and after an hour he’d go onstage and tear the place apart.”
“He had hot and cold running girlfriends,” confirmed his drummer, Mitch Mitchell. “But nothing came between Jimi and his guitar.”
In order to keep track of the notches on it, Jimi put together an 8mm romantic comedy starring all his groupies. Complete with commentary, he called his tour diary The Goodbye Films.
On another whim, he allowed the Cynthia Plastercaster team to immortalize his “Penis de Milo” and enshrine it with those of other rock legends. “We needed to plunge him through the entire depth of the vase,” reported Cynthia. “It’s fairly huge, very thick and rather long. He got stuck…but didn’t panic. I believe the reason we couldn’t get his rig out was that it wouldn’t get soft!”
The Voodoo Child enjoyed groups. He once invited his friend, Jerry Morrison, over for R & R at his Woodstock mansion. “Jimi had a huge bed and there he was in the middle of it, covered by six or seven girls who were sucking on every orifice and protuberance,” recalled Jerry.
But, the guitarist never let anybody, especially a woman, get too close. He couldn’t chance it. The loss of his mother, his one love supreme, had almost been more than he could bear. “All those people who say they knew Jimi—well, that’s ridiculous,” said his bassist, Noel Redding. “He was very close to a chick he dug in Sweden [Kirsten Nefer] but the chick he met in Dusseldorf [Monika Dannemann]…well, he spent three days with her. They say they knew him, but they don’t.”
Another Nordic beauty, Eva Sundquist, became the mother of Hendrix’s second child, James. Jimi Jr. was conceived in a Stockholm hotel, only days after Hendrix had told the reporters that his British love, Kathy Etchingham, was his “Yoko Ono.” Diane Carpenter, a 16-year-old New York hooker, was the mother of Hendrix’s first child, Tamika, a daughter. Both Eva and Diane were to file paternity suits. Eva was coerced to do so by welfare officers, though she told them she “didn’t want Jimi to have the trouble fatherhood would bring.” Later her son, who never met Jimi, would protest, “Don’t tell me any more, I don’t want to know about my father.”
By this time, Hendrix’s reputation as a chivalrous gentleman was tattered. “Jimi was shy,” said another ex-lover, Pat Hartley, “but that doesn’t mean he wasn’t going to beat you up if you took too much liberty with him…. some of it was an absolute horror.” “On occasion,” wrote his biographers, Shapiro and Glebbeek, 14 “Jimi dangerously blurred the distinction between guitar and woman.”
But, in this, he was no an exception: woman beating is a rock and roll tradition. Chuck Berry, James Brown, Jerry Lee Lewis, Brian Jones, Jim Morrison, Eric Clapton, Jimmy Page, John Lennon—to name only a few—were impassioned disciplinarians of the fair sex.
“Jimi Hendrix was a genius,” declared his friend, Eric Burdon. “But one minute he’s on stage singing about the mass of underdogs in America and the next he’s kicking the hell out of some poor chick in a back alley.”
One of these chicks happened to be the Animals’ ex-wife, Angie. Hendrix did a three-way with her and a friend one night but, come morning, the girls were in no hurry to leave his London hotel suite. “Jimi suddenly went bananas,” claimed Angie, “and started banging our heads together.” Then he hurled them into the sitting room. The girls were ready to take leave now, but their clothes were locked in the bedroom. Angie (fatally shot by a boyfriend two years later) placed a 999 to Kathy Etchingham. Jimi’s Yoko taxied over and negotiated the release of the girls’ clothes.
No stranger to Jimi’s wrath herself, Kathy recalled how “he locked me in the bathroom for absolutely ages.” One time, at the Bag O’Nails Club, he’d caught her on the telephone and, thinking she was arranging a tryst with another lover, pummeled her with the phone until she was rescued by Lennon and McCartney. Another time, he kicked her in the face, breaking her nose in three places.
Booze made Jimi forget his manners, as it had with his father, Al. “He just couldn’t drink,” said his friend, Herbie Worthington. “He simply turned into a bastard.” Noel Redding, agreeing that Jimi “couldn’t handle booze” like “a seasoned English pub crawler,” recalled one besotted night in Sweden’s Gothenburg Hotel. Here Noel, Mitch, and Jimi—along with a gay Swedish journalist—were chilling, trying to anesthetize themselves after an enervating performance earlier that evening. Soon the flirtatious Swede suggested a four-way, and Jimi, three sheets to the wind, started hitting on Noel who wanted no part of it.15 Suddenly, “Jimi started dashing about smashing everything in the room,” recalled the bassist. When the police arrived, Hendrix decked two, then tried to jump out the broken window. He was arrested, fined and, in the future, had difficulty booking a suite in Stockholm. “Man, I was just drunk,” Jimi admitted after the incident. “Usually I can drink a lot of booze. Someone must have put some kind of tablet in my glass.” But he added, “You can’t expect artists to be goody-goodies all the time.”
He got in another scrape while in L.A. for his Life magazine photo shoot. “He attacked a few young ladies with bricks,” recalled Noel. “One of them was because she came to my room, not his…. We used girls to get back at each other.” The ladies filed suit and Electric Ladyland, Inc. chivalrously cut them a check for their troubles.
After Jimi’s demise, when Eric Burdon was asked to sum up his feelings for his old friend, he said, “He was a cunt! He was great, but he was a cunt. That’s why I loved him.”
 
If there was one woman who could give as much she could take, it was Devon Wilson, aka “Dolly Dagger.”
“The Cleopatra of groupies” was rumored to be into black magic, a covert Black Panther, an undercover narc, or a mole for Jeffery. Nobody fucked with her—including Jimi. She met him in 1965 during the Isley Brothers’ tour. Though a teenage runaway then, Devon had already bedded most everybody who was anybody in rock.
“I was attracted to Jimi’s flamboyance, even though at the time he wasn’t an established star,” she recalled. “I introduced Jimi to his first acid trip, and he liked it a lot,” she went on. “He tried various pills with me and our relationship became one of excitement and exhilaration.”
Hendrix later wrote “Dolly Dagger,” singing, “She drinks her blood from a jagged edge.” And in honor of Devon’s taste for S & M, “She’s got a whip as long as your life.”
A contender for Wilson’s affections was Sir Mick himself, whose blood she sampled after he cut himself on a wineglass at a party. She was the subject of the Stones’ “Brown Sugar” on Let It Bleed and in “Can’t Always Get What You Want”: “I met her today at the reception…in her glass was a bleeding man.”
The Voodoo Child and Dolly Dagger taunted each other with their serial flings. “I’m not the only one accused of hit-and-run,” sang Jimi in “Crosstown Traffic.” “Tire tracks all across your back, baby, I can see you’ve had your fun.”
But an unbreakable bond existed between the two. Devon was not only Jimi’s lover, but also his big sister and his mother. She advised him about his career, protected and defended him, yet scolded him when his performances were lackluster—a liberty he allowed no other woman.
Devon might have been a healthier influence on Hendrix had she not been a smack freak. On first meeting, she admitted that they did coke together, “but he had no desire to get into heroin at the time, because he knew that this was a one-way street that led to nowhere.” Faye Pridgeon, Jimi’s significant other during his Harlem days, saved Devon from fatally OD’ing three times. Devon’s appetite for junk rivaled that of Janis Joplin herself who shot up with Jimi at Monterey. Hendrix’s habit never equaled theirs, but its effect on his music and career was significant.
“He suffered from the drugs he was taking,” said his drummer Buddy Miles, “because he was doing heroin, and after a while that will hurt anybody.”
“He was inclined toward the temporary escape of heroin,” wrote Noel Redding. “Headwise, that was a huge barrier between us.”
Jimi at last fell for a woman who might have been a wholesome and revitalizing influence. Monika Dannemann was a German skating champion, drug free, allegedly a virgin, and wanted nothing more than marriage and a family. In her biography, 16 Ms. Dannemann identified herself as Jimi’s only true fiancée. True, the guitarist was a serial proposer: after allegedly proposing to Monika, he had popped the question to Danish model, Kirsten Nefer, as he had done with others—but this time he’d finally met his true love. Monika insisted on it.
According to Ms. Dannemann, she met Jimi in January 1969 after attending the Experience’s Düsseldorf concert. A German baron friend offered to introduce her to Hendrix at a bar that night, but she refused due to his reputation as “a wild man” and a “raw, uncivilized person.” “I certainly didn’t want to meet a man like this,” the proper fräulein insisted. But when the baron persisted, she agreed to a meeting the next day at Hendrix’s hotel. After speaking with him briefly, “I realized I had fallen in love with Jimi,” she wrote. Feelings were supposedly mutual. “The moment he had seen me, he had fallen in love,” she went on. The next month, she recalled rendezvousing with her lover in London, though other biographers agree that the guitarist was living with Kathy Etchingham then. In March, Dannemann claimed they exchanged “engagement rings,” each embossed with a golden snake that Hendrix told her was “a magical symbol of wisdom and enlightenment used to ward off evil.” At the Speakeasy Club, he showed friends the rings “from table to table,” she wrote, “announcing that they had just become engaged.”
Again, others had no recollection of this. They had seen Jimi at the Speakeasy only with Kathy Etchingham. Though Ms. Dannemann insisted she had a history with the star, she was all but invisible to others until the last days of his life in London. No one else had seen her with the snake ring until September 16, 1970, two days before his death. No one identified this as an “engagement” ring, except the mysterious groupie herself.
In fact, only days before, a Dutch tabloid had run this headline: WORLD STAR GETS ENGAGED TO DANISH MODEL! This was the beautiful Kristen Nefer who had accompanied Jimi to the Isle of Wight Festival a short time before. Meanwhile, Dannemann had moved into a secluded flat in London and was lying in wait for her “fiancé.”
When Devon heard the news of the Nefer engagement—not Dannemann’s fantasy engagement—she flew to London to get to the bottom of things. She had heard through the grapevine that Jimi’s behavior was wildly erratic. His friend and biographer, Sharon Lawrence, 17 had been told by another friend of his, Jack Meehan, “Somebody needs to keep a protective eye on Jimi. He’s walking around in the middle of a nervous breakdown.” In spite of her own deceits, Devon had always considered herself, if nothing else, Jimi’s protector.
Just before traveling to London, the composer of “Love or Confusion” consulted a German psychic who told him several times: “Be careful of women. They mean you no good.”
Devon was not the only one who arrived in London for Jimi Hendrix’s swan song. In a harmonic conversion of bad karma, all the major players in his chaotic life descended on him for what would become a violent tragedy of Shakespearean proportion.
BROKEN GLASS
I used to live in a room full of mirrors, all I could see was me…
Broken glass was all in my brain…
it used to fall on my dreams and cut me in my bed.
—Jimi Hendrix, “Room Full of Mirrors”

He started to hate his image.
He would sit at the end of the bed almost in tears.
—Kathy Etchingham

Jimi’s honeymoon after Monterey was short-lived. After the tour de force performance, he was opening for the Monkees. Without consulting him, Mike Jeffery had signed the deal with Dick Clark Productions. “Are you out of your fucking mind?” raged Jimi’s producer, Chas Chandler, on hearing the news.
Jeffery insisted that the sacrifice in “musical integrity” was worth the media exposure. Bubblegum heartthrobs, the lip-synching Monkees starred in their own TV comedy that made the Partridge Family look like Tennessee Williams. “The Monkees were in the derriere-garde of music,” leader Peter Tork allowed, “and Jimi was in the avant-garde.”
It didn’t take too many boos and cries for “Daveyyy!” before Hendrix turned his back on the crowd and refused to sing. After a few gigs, Chandler rescued the Experience from the tour by kiting a story that the Daughters of the American Revolution were up in arms over his star’s corrosive influence on young girls.
Hardly had Jimi been extricated from this fiasco when he found himself at odds with Chas too. Ever the perfectionist, the guitarist demanded endless retakes while recording the Experience’s second album, Axis: Bold As Love, ignoring his producer’s input. Though Chandler was a musician himself, Jimi refused to tolerate any creative interference. “He just wasn’t listening anymore, I felt like an alien,” complained Chandler who, like Jimi, was losing his hair due to alopecia, a stress-related condition.
The other members of the Experience were bummed too. “We’d be in the studio for days,” wrote Redding, “but we’d just never get any work done ’ccos Hendrix would arrive with 1,400 hangers-on.” Sometimes the bassist would refuse to show up at the studio at all “because I couldn’t face the Jimi entourage…. Jimi’s ego fed off his celebrity, but in the end he was forced to become ‘Jimi Hendrix’ round-the-clock host to parasites.”
Mike Jeffery wasted no time exploiting the dissention. He ingratiated himself to Jimi by dropping acid with him often, talking about mysticism, and denouncing the Establishment. “Incredible as it seems,” wrote Noel Redding, “Jeffery became a real groovy-hipman-babe-far-out-flowerchild-acidhead.” It hadn’t yet occurred to Jimi that his manager was taking placebos while dosing him with powerful hallucinogens. “Jeffery always made sure Jimi was not short of drugs,” continued Redding.
For his part, Chandler had never done heavier drugs and didn’t like their effect on Hendrix. “Acid got in the way of his brain,” he said. “It was fucking madness. It had to stop.” At first, Chas hadn’t realized Jimi’s appetite for psychedelics, much less whom he’d been tripping with: Lennon and McCartney. “They were all pouring acid down their throats!” he declared. “I was living in the same flat as Jimi and I had no idea!”
Finding the rift irreparable, Chandler turned Hendrix over to Jeffery exclusively. But, knowing his duplicitous ex-partner all too well, he did not abandon the star without reservation. “The window of opportunity was there for Jeffery to scoop it all up,” he said. “I knew that something dodgy was gonna happen. But I never dreamed it would lead to his [Jimi’s] death.”
Chandler had clothed and sheltered Hendrix, introduced him to all his friends, and when the money dried up, sold all his guitars to bankroll his debut. More than a producer, he had been a true benefactor and friend. So when he returned to London two years after launching Hendrix’s career, it was not without a bitter sadness. But he forbade his lawyers from including anything in the dissolution agreement that would “hurt or interfere with Jimi.” Only a month after the dissolution was complete, the Electric Ladyland album was released and Chas received no credit.
The day before Jimi died, he implored Chas to come back. But it was already too late.
 
The departure of Chas Chandler and the ascension of Mike Jeffery was the beginning of the end for Hendrix, professionally and personally. Jeffery kept him on an exhausting tour schedule. Jimi gained the reputation for being a volatile and unpredictable performer: one night he was brilliant, the next withdrawn and lifeless. After many gigs, Redding would say, “We died the death. Jimi pulled another moody.”
“Ever since I can remember I’ve been moody,” Hendrix confided to Fab magazine. “I’m sorry. I can’t help it.” His manic depression had returned. He became hostile toward the fans when they called for a hit he didn’t want to play or got impatient with his interminable guitar tuning. “While you’re picking your noses and your asses,” he shouted at Newport, “you can all just choke yourselves. Fuck it!”
He was a musician, he insisted, not a “clown.” He became sick and tired of the theatrics the fans expected: playing behind his back, between his legs and with his teeth, burning and smashing up his guitars. “Most nights it took forty-five minutes just to convince Hendrix to go on,” recalled his road manager, Gerry Stickells. “Give them their money back!” he yelled.
Jimi desperately wanted to evolve musically, to escape the room full of mirrors reflecting an image that suffocated him. “The pop business is much harder than people think,” he said. “The people who dig ditches for a living don’t know how lucky they are.”
Hendrix’s despondency and frustration soon infected the Experience. Redding noted how shocked he was “to discover how easily and effectively you can be destroyed by getting what you want.” Then he revealed, “The band actually broke up in the summer of 1968. But no one knew about it.”
Cream, Traffic, the Byrds, Animals, Hollies, Lovin’ Spoonful, Spencer Davis, Big Brother, and Blood, Sweat & Tears—1968 was the year of the Big Breakup. The Experience might have suffered the same fate then had Mike Jeffery not put his cash cow on life support. The band played posthumously for another year as resentments escalated. “It got to the point once in New York when I told Hendrix he was a stupid cunt,” said Redding. “…To get back at him, I would purposely play out of tune. I wanted to scream: ‘Stop being a star and play the guitar!’”
Earlier, onstage, they had improvised brilliantly with each other and loved performing; offstage, they were great buddies and enjoyed ribbing each other—Jimi calling Noel “Bob Dylan’s grandma,” and Mitch “Julie Andrews,” Noel and Mitch calling him “The Bat” due to his vampire love of dark hotel suites. But in the end all the playfulness, the enthusiasm, and the love seemed to have vanished.
The trio endured the last year of the Experience the way other groups did when strapped to a dying animal: they drugged themselves to oblivion. Mitch was the tour pharmacist. Recalled a roadie, “He had an airline bag with three compartments for sleepers (barbiturates), leapers (speed), and creepers (hypnotics).” Said a guitarist who jammed with the Experience at the Record Plant, “On Mitch’s floor tom-tom was a substantial pile of Peruvian Flake…The size of that pile is something that I won’t ever forget.”
When journalist Jane de Mendelssohn interviewed Hendrix, she reported that he was naked in bed and that “on the bedside table was the biggest collection of alcohol and drugs…three different types of hash, grass, amyl nitrates, and lots of different kinds of bourbon and whisky. We just helped ourselves. He was constantly smoking joints and we were both drinking…At one point he offered me some amyl nitrate and we both went out of our skulls.”
In the earlier days, the Experience’s drug of choice was, according to Noel, “acid, acid, acid. We were spaced constantly.” But nobody could keep up with Jimi. “He took out this little candy tin, popped the lid, and offered me some acid,” recalled Quicksilver’s Gary Duncan. “He had about twenty hits in there; I took about five and he took the rest.”
Hendrix hit the wall at the end of the Experience’s last tour: he was busted for heroin in Toronto.
 
Though Jimi was chipping junk by this time, he insisted that he’d been set up. Before crossing the border, the band had been forewarned, according to Mitch, “that there were going to be problems in Toronto. The roadies came round and said, ‘Just check all your baggage and make sure that there’s nothing that could possibly be planted.’”18 Not only did he ditch his creepers, leapers, and sleepers, Mitch even took off his underpants and wore a suit without pockets. Jimi too took precautions, but customs uncovered smack in his carry-on bag.
Jimi freaked. Was he suffering from paranoid fantasies? At last, he became convinced of the incredible: his own manager, his acid buddy, had set him up. He’d recently told Jeffery he intended to disband the Experience after their latest tour. Desperate that he would lose his cash cow, Jeffery engineered the bust so Hendrix would be forced to keep the Experience alive to foot his legal expenses. Moreover, heroin was draining Jimi of all his performance and creative energy, leaving him nearly immobilized; Jeffery wanted to see him clean and back on coke and acid.
Convinced of his manager’s subterfuge, Jimi took the offensive. He told his lawyer, Henry Steingarten, he wanted to pull the plug on the Experience and on Jeffery too. Steingarten asked why. Not mentioning his conspiracy theory lest counsel think him delusional, Jimi claimed Jeffery was ripping him off. Steingarten insisted he would need proof—documents, receipts, tapes, anything—in order to terminate the management contract.
Jeffery, tight with Steingarten’s partner, Steve Weiss, was soon busy with a paper shredder and more heavy commuting to Spain, and the Grand Caymans.
Though Hendrix dissolved the Experience, he abandoned his efforts to terminate Jeffery, and went into seclusion at Shokan House after his friend, Brian Jones, was drowned in his own swimming pool. Later, when asked what he’d been doing since the last tour, the guitarist replied, “I’ve been doing like Yogi Bear. I’ve been hibernating, hibernating.”
He was awakened from hibernation when Jeffery and his muscle arrived at the Woodstock retreat, demanding that he play The Salvation Club not only to rescue Electric Ladyland from financial collapse, but to pay for his legal defense in Toronto. So Hendrix did “The Black Roman Orgy,” his coke dealer buddy was gunned down gangland style, he was kidnapped, and Jeffery “rescued” him. Now Jimi didn’t dare try to fire the ex-MI6 agent.
Jeffery was starting to scare him. Shitless.
VOODOO CHILD
If I don’t meet you no more in this world then I’ll meet you in the next one and don’t be late, don’t be late, ’cause I’m a voodoo child.
—Jimi Hendrix, “Voodoo Child”

The Panthers, ever short on cash and role models, had been watching Jimi with interest for some time now. Near the end of the Experience’s last tour, they cornered him for a brother-to-brother talk.
They called the Voodoo Child a “coconut,” and an Uncle Tom. They wanted to know why he kept fucking blondes. They asked him why he played with two crackers, worked as a white man’s nigger, and performed for honkies.
In the past, Jimi had tried to make himself clear on these questions. “The only colors I see are in my music,” he’d told the press. “Music is stronger than politics,” he went on. “I feel sorry for the minorities, but I don’t feel a part of one…Every man is an island and music is about the only way we can really communicate.” As for activism, he’d said, “I want to show black kids that music is universal—that there is no white rock or black rock.”
The Panthers had no patience with such hippie bullshit. They told Jimi he needed to put his money where his mouth was, for the cause. Jimi told them he was short at the moment. The Panthers were puzzled; he’d just finished a fifty-gig tour at a hundred grand a pop—and he was broke? They offered to have a chat with his CFO. Jimi declined. Okay, they continued, instead of the bread, how about a benefit concert? Jimi confessed he didn’t have control over his gigs at the moment, either. Besides, his band was history and he didn’t have a new one yet.
The Panthers left their brother bodyguards, saying they’d be watching his back and hoping he’d soon be clearing up his professional problems with a mind to affirmative action.
Jimi drafted his old friends, Billy Cox and Buddy Miles, and started the all-black Band of Gypsys. His manager was not pleased, especially when he heard “The Power of Soul.” And when, at one of their first gigs, Jimi introduced “Voodoo Child” with a fist: “It’s a black militant song and don’t you ever forget it!” Afterward, he told the press: “You are either a rebel or like Frank Sinatra.”
Now, Mike Jeffery had never been a political animal. Money was his gig. But his financial partners happened to like Frank Sinatra very much. In fact, the Chairman of the Board was a personal friend of some. Besides, the Panthers were horning in on their pharmaceutical monopoly uptown and queering their other investments there too. So when Jeffery sat down to lunch with them after the Salvation, they came directly to the point:
“Either you chill your nigger, or we do.”
He’d certainly been trying his best. The Toronto bust and the Salvation kidnap succeeded in keeping his artist on the ropes, but now Mike—who used moles and routinely bugged his clients’ offices—had learned he was about to defect to Miles Davis’s manager, Alan Douglas. In fact, rumor had it that Douglas—who’d also represented Duke Ellington, Charles Mingus, John Coltrane, and other jazz greats—was now trying to put together a Miles-Jimi collaboration.19 Meantime, he’d been doing everything he could for Hendrix’s black band.
Before dealing with this interloper, Jeffery knew his first order of business was to kill the Gypsys and revive his golden goose, the Experience. The Gypsys had only been touring a few months before he saw his opportunity: the 1970 Winter Festival for Peace in Vietnam, at Madison Square Garden.
Jimi’s new band had started performing after he was acquitted of drug charges in Toronto, leaving him “happy as a newborn baby” as he said. “I’m really, really trying to get off of this [drugs], because it’s controlling my mind,” he told reporters.
But before the Gypsys’ Garden gig, he downed a toxic cocktail. His drummer, Buddy Miles, later insisted that he saw Jeffery slip Hendrix two tabs of bad acid. But Hendrix would later claim Devon dosed him. Anyway, according to his friend and jamming partner, Johnny Winter, Jimi was in a frightening condition even on arrival for the gig. “When I saw him it gave me the chills,” recalled the albino blues guitarist, a smack freak and not the picture of health himself.20 “It was the most horrible thing I’d ever seen…It was like he was already dead.”
The Gypsys took the stage at 3 A.M. Jimi collapsed after two songs. “That’s what happens when earth fucks with space, never forget that!” he shouted to the 20,000 fans before staggering offstage for what was to be the Gypsys’ swan song. While Jimi freaked in his dressing room, Jeffery fired Miles, saying, “The trip’s over!” The drummer later declared, “He didn’t want Jimi playing in an all black band. I told Jeffery he was an out-and-out complete idiot and a fucking asshole to boot. And he was. One of the biggest reasons why Jimi is dead is because of that guy.”
Days later, with a beaming Jeffery standing by, Jimi told a Rolling Stone interviewer that the Experience was re-forming. Jeffery hastily summoned Redding and Mitchell from England. But when Redding arrived for rehearsals, he was told that Jimi had rehired Billy Cox instead and that his services on bass wouldn’t be required after all. So Redding started work on a solo album, Nervous Breakdown.
“Most people would like to retire and just disappear from the scene which I’d love to do,” admitted Jimi at the time, “but then there’s still things I’d like to say. I wish it wasn’t so important to me.” So he rose from the ashes again—this time with the revived Experience, sans Redding. But the seventeen-gig Cry of Love tour, projected to gross $1.3 million, was a disaster too.
That summer Electric Ladyland Studio had its gala opening attended by the biggest names in rock. But having cut down on social engagements since his kidnapping, Jimi refused to go. According to insiders, he was now totally freaked and consuming drugs nonstop.
Fueling his paranoia, he’d recently had another run-in with his manager’s stateside business associates. “This particular gangster was a serious terror in Harlem,” recalled Arthur Allen, a friend who was with Jimi. “He ran several big-time disc jockeys, had a few bodies under his belt and nobody fucked with him…Lo and behold, there was this guy with three of his henchmen. It was confrontation time.” The businessman was advertising that Jimi would be playing at his club. “You have no right to do this!” Jimi screamed at him. “My lawyer will be talking to you guys!”
“He was lucky he wasn’t killed,” said Allen.
Even so, Jimi finally agreed to attend the Electric Ladyland party after being promised an NYPD escort afterward to the airport for his European tour, starting with the Isle of Wight festival.
As arranged. New York’s finest delivered him to Kennedy. Soon, three thousand miles from his manager and the rest of the madness, the Voodoo Child was relieved to safely touch down at his home-away-from-home where it had all begun for him four years before: London. “New York’s killing me at the moment,” he told a journalist on arrival.
But Hendrix found that his feeling of security abroad was illusory. He arrived at the Love and Peace Festival on the German Isle of Fehmarn for what was to be his last performance. It was raining torrentially, the fans were in a foul mood, and the Hell’s Angels security men—two-fisting booze, leapers, and creepers a la Altamont—were not feeling the love either. Which got worse when Jimi refused to perform as scheduled for fear of being electrocuted on the wet stage. When he finally emerged—drunker than he’d ever seen him, said Noel—it was to the chorus of “boos” and “Go homes!”
“I don’t give a fuck if you boo—so long as you boo in key,” shouted the guitarist, not a stranger to disgruntled fans by now. He did a quick set, kicking it off with “Killin’ Floor” then managed a getaway in a taxi before the Angels torched the stage, shot one of his roadies, and shanked his tour manager, Gerry Stickells, with a nail-studded plank.
Jimi’s old friend, Billy, became hysterical, convinced that they would return home in body bags. Doctors attributed his “acute paranoia” to the bad acid he’d been slipped days before. But Jimi’s kidnapping, the threats against his life, and the Fehmarn carnage were not acid delusions. “We’re gonna die!” Billy kept sobbing on the plane from Hamburg back to London.
Jimi tried to chill him. But the star hadn’t forgotten drawing the Death card when the chief clairvoyant of the King of Morocco had read his Tarot the summer before. “I’m going to die!” he’d cried to his traveling companion and lover, Colette Mimram. After that, “he kept repeating that he was going to die before he was thirty,” said Colette. The king’s psychic wouldn’t confirm or deny it, only telling Colette, “You will not be friends with this man in a year’s time.”
According to biographer David Henderson, in Morocco Jimi and Colette were “followed by several strange men wherever they went.”21
ITINERARY OF A GHOST
I’ve been dead a long time.
—Jimi Hendrix, at a Denmark concert, September 1970

Hendrix had once said, “If I’m free, it’s because I’m always running.”
What was he running from? Whatever it was, after his kidnap, he began to run faster. He loved Dylan and followed Dylan’s survival motto: Don’t look back. But on arriving in London for the last time, he glanced over his shoulder as a fleeing man will do, sensing he is being gained on.
“Lately I’ve been thinking that I’m circled by wolves,” Jimi tells Sharon Lawrence. Looking behind him, he has discovered that everyone he’d wanted to escape in New York has tracked him here in London. But he can’t run anywhere else or any faster.
Mike Jeffery is the first to arrive. His management contract expires in a few months and he fears Jimi will defect to Alan Douglas, Colette’s brother-in-law. He’d recently confronted his rival in New York and accused the jazz producer of “trying to steal my artist!” Hendrix, who hasn’t seen Jeffery since the Electric Ladyland party, is not returning his phone calls and is dodging from one place to another in London so he can’t be found.
But his manager isn’t the only one he’s hiding from. Before he contracted with Jeffery three years before, the star had signed with a small-time producer, Ed Chalpin. Chalpin has filed suit and is now on his scent in London too. “Jimi really did not want to face Ed Chalpin,” recalled Daniel Secunda, his British record label rep. “He was doing all sorts of drugs to escape from the reality of things like these legal actions.” Chalpin, however, saw things differently. “Jimi was having problems with his career. He wanted to pull out of the music business and called me in New York, begging me to join him in London.”
Rounding out the roster of business stalkers is the guitarist’s lawyer, Henry Steingarten. He, too, has just arrived to serve paternity papers on Jimi, filed by his former lover, Diane Carpenter. So he’s doing his best to avoid Steingarten as well.22
Hoping for help, he calls on his old friend, Chas Chandler. He unloads all the shit that’s gone down with Jeffery, confides that he is about to defect to Douglas, and begs Chas to produce his music again. His benefactor agrees and promises to begin work as soon as he gets back from a family outing to the country.23
Next, Hendrix secretly visits Douglas who has also just arrived in London. During an all-night heart-to-heart, the two hatch a scheme whereby Jeffery will be sacked, Douglas will take his place, and Jimi will do only four concerts a year that will be marketed as films.
Jimi sees his music becoming more free form and jazz influenced, and this is Douglas’s forte. Jimi also wants a classical angle. “I dig Strauss and Wagner—those cats are good—and I think they are going to form the background of my music,” he said. “Floating in the sky above it will be the blues…and then there will be Western sky music, and sweet opium music and these will be mixed together to form one.” But he doesn’t foresee this musical transition to be an easy one for his fans to follow. “The trouble is, I’m schizophrenic in at least twelve different ways,” he admits, “and people can’t get used to it.”
The trouble isn’t so much his schizophrenic music but his conflicting moods: a part of him is exhilarated at the prospect of this new direction with Douglas; another part is pessimistic. He confessed to Billy Cox that he’s “dried up creatively.” He’s just told an interviewer, Anne Bjorndal, he won’t make it to twenty-eight, adding:
“The moment that I feel that I don’t have anything more to give musically, that’s when I won’t be found on this planet unless I have a wife and children.”
 
While he hides from the wolves of London, Hendrix seeks solace from his new Danish fiancée.
Kristen Nefer accompanied him from Germany to London. The actress has only known him for several days, but has spent most of her time trying to chill him out. He’s just learned that a member of the Mafia-controlled Vanilla Fudge, with whom he toured a few years ago, has just been gunned down in the English countryside. He’s also freaked about the sudden death of Canned Heat’s Alan Wilson. The singer was to join the Experience’s European tour, but his body has just been found in California, OD’d on gin and Seconal.
Alarmed by Jimi’s manically paranoid behavior, Ms. Nefer, without an engagement ring or a good-bye from him, flees London and returns to the movie she’s making with the current James Bond, George Lazenby. Hardly is she gone when the mysterious Ms. Dannemann suddenly shows up at his hotel.
On his second-to-last night, Monika accompanies a wasted Jimi to a Soho club where Burdon is playing with his new group, War. Devon Wilson is already there with friends, waiting to have a serious talk with her ex-lover. He eludes her, disappearing backstage, hoping to arrange a jam with Eric. The singer turns him away. “I was devastated,” he later wrote. “Jimi was a mess—dirty, out of control like I’d never seen him…He had a head full of something—heroin, ludes, or the German sleeping pills.”
While Jimi is backstage with Eric, Ms. Dannemann shows off her gold snake ring to Devon, telling her Jimi has given it to her for their “engagement.” Devon has seen more than a few of Jimi’s one-night stands over the years. But this one is even more wigged out than the others. She kicks Monika out of her chair and onto the floor.
Jimi reemerges from backstage. “I’m almost gone,” he mutters as he stumbles from the club, his battered new companion hurrying after him.
The next day Hendrix is, according to friends, “out of his mind,” looking for drugs. At one connection house, after witnessing a customer jump down a stairwell, breaking both legs, Jimi dashes out, screaming.
But in her book, Monika Dannemann insists that her husband-to-be spends his last day joyously. “He was very happy, making plans in regard to us getting married, having children,” she recalls. Though he already has two illegitimate children whom he has no interest in meeting, Monika writes that he wants her to have his baby and that he already even has a name for their love child: “Wasformi,” Cherokee for Thunder.
The couple rises at about noon that day. Monika, an aspiring photographer and painter, takes snapshots of her trophy boyfriend in the Samarkand Hotel gardens. Then they go out shopping in Chelsea. Here they again run into Devon and her girlfriends. Ignoring Monika today, Devon invites Jimi to a party that night. To Monika’s dismay, Jimi accepts.
Early that evening, Ms. Dannemann drives Jimi to dinner at the flat of a new friend of his, Phillip Harvey, hippie son of conservative Parliamentarian Lord Harvey of Prestbury. Phillip’s starstuck houseguests—Penny, a sixteen-year-old English schoolgirl, and “Sunshine,” a nineteen-year-old Canadian folksinger—serve Jimi wine, joints, and a vegetarian dinner. Phillip, according to his 1993 affidavit to the police, finds Jimi “remarkably pleasant,” but Monika increasingly “out of sorts” as the evening progresses. Finally, the skater cries, “I’m leaving now! I’ve had enough!” She storms outside, Hendrix following. Sir Phillip and the girls hear Monika outside “verbally assaulting him in the most offensive possible way.” Fearing commotion at this hour might raise the police, Jimi’s host ventures outside to intervene, and recalls, “As I approached them, I remember hearing her shout at him, ‘You fucking pig!’” Perhaps Monika has become jealous of Penny’s and Sunshine’s attentions toward her man. More likely, she is furious with him for now wanting to go to the party with Devon who publicly humiliated and assaulted her at Tony Scott’s club only last night.
With profuse apologies to Sir Phillip, Jimi departs with Ms. Dannemann. According to her own 1993 affidavit, she now drives him back to the Samarkand. “At this time,” she would assure authorities, “there was no stress or argument; it was a happy atmosphere.” She goes on to testify that she serves Jimi a midnight dinner and, afterward, enjoys a bath while he writes a poem, “The Story of Life.” “The story of Jesus so easy to explain…” it begins. “…The story of life is quicker than a wink of an eye. The story of love is hello and good-bye until we meet again,” it ends. According to Monika, Jimi gives her the poem, saying “I want you to keep this forever…It’s a story about you and me and don’t give it to anybody else.”
Now Monika drives Jimi to Devon’s party, dropping him off at 1:45 A.M. and picking him up a half hour later. He attends the party, she continues, for only one reason: “To warn her [Devon] to leave me alone.”
Those at the party, however, have a different version of events. They say Jimi arrives at 11 P.M., meaning he’d come directly from Harvey’s flat, and not returned to the hotel with Monika at all. Which seems a more likely scenario than Jimi enjoying a candle-lit dinner, then writing a love poem to a woman who had just publicly assailed him as a “fucking pig.”
According to those at the party, Devon serves Jimi Chinese take-out. Then they do some speed and grass. Others say Jimi, Devon, and Stella Douglas (producer Alan’s wife) snort Owsley acid.24 Angie Burdon recalls that Jimi is very “jumpy.”
At about 2:30 A.M., the telephone starts ringing. Monika is calling from a phone booth just outside, frantic for Jimi to leave the party. He refuses to take her call. But she keeps ringing him over and over. Finally, partygoers throw open the window and shout, “Fuck off and leave him alone!”
At around 3 A.M., Jimi leaves the party.
This is the last time anyone identifiable, except Monika Dannemann, sees him alive.
Earlier in the day, Hendrix had made plans to jam with Sly Stone and Noel Redding at the Speakeasy. Noel and Sly wait for him till 4 A.M., but Jimi never shows. Noel finds this very “odd,” later writing that Jimi was looking forward to the gig and would never have missed it.
 
According to Ms. Dannemann, she drives Jimi back to her hotel, they talk until 7 in the morning when she takes a sedative and falls asleep “in Jimi’s arms.” Her Harlequin romance goes on: “He was very happy before I went to sleep. He had no personal troubles. Business problems never worried him.” Everyone else, though, agreed that he was on the brink of collapse over these matters. Monika adds two other notable details to her fantasy. Jimi hung a crucifix around his neck before falling asleep. Then he asked her for a favor: in case he should “die,” would she watch over him for three days “to make sure he was really dead” and not “on astral travel”?
Monika recalls awakening at about 11 that morning. Finding Jimi unconscious, she goes to the corner store for cigarettes. Returning, she finds him still asleep and discovers an empty packet of her prescription pills on the floor—Vesperax, a powerful German brand of Seconal.25 She had been prescribed the drug after a painful skating injury. The pills come in packets of ten. Since she has taken one, she assumes that after she had fallen asleep Jimi had taken the remaining nine. But later the police discover one under the bed.
After stumbling on the empty pill packet, Monika looks more closely at the unconscious Jimi. She now notices vomit around his mouth. She shakes him, but he still doesn’t stir. Could he be astral traveling? At last, she phones her friend, Judy Wong, who in turn gives her Eric Burdon’s number. She awakens the singer with her call, and he tells her “there was no need to worry and that I should wait and see if Jimi woke up on his own.” I said I thought I should call an ambulance at once, and Eric replied, “Then call the fucking ambulance!”
According to official records recovered years later, an ambulance is called at 11:18 A.M., but the caller neglects to identify him or herself. It reaches the Samarkand Hotel at 11:27 A.M. Monika says the attendants assure her that Jimi will be fine, and she rides with them to St. Mary Abbots Hospital. Here she gives the on-duty doctor the sleeping pills, but according to her affidavit: “This man just didn’t bloody give a damn…I said to him, ‘Listen, it is Jimi Hendrix…he’s a very famous musician’…They could have saved him in the hospital. They could have just cut the air pipe and it’s the easiest thing.”
Soon, the doctor emerges from the ER to inform Ms. Dannemann that the patient is dead.
 
Again, others provide a different version of events.
Eric Burdon insists that he received a phone call from Monika Dannemann not at 11 A.M., but “at first light of dawn.” At about 7 A.M. Groggy himself and assuming that Jimi had overdone it at the party, he tells Monika to let him “sleep it off.” Burdon goes back to bed, but he soon gets up and calls her back demanding that she call an ambulance immediately. He then taxis to the Samarkand. His girlfriend, Alvinia Bridges, in a separate car, arrives first.
“I didn’t want to look at the mess,” Eric later tells Kathy Etchingham, Jimi’s first fiancée, who investigated his death. “We got the guitars out, and…I left Alvinia to take care of the distraught girl.”
When ambulance men, Reginald Jones and John Saua, arrive at 11:27 A.M., “the door was flung open, nobody about, just the body on the bed,” Jones later swore in an official statement. “We called out for someone, loads of times, so we walked in…. The bedroom was dark because the curtains were still pulled. He was covered in vomit, there was tons of it all over the pillow, black and brown it was. His airway was completely blocked all the way down, his tongue had fallen back. I knew he was dead as soon as I walked in the room.”
Added Jones’s partner, Saua, “His mother wouldn’t have recognized him…His bowels and bladder, all that goes when you’re dead.”
Dr. John Bannister, the physician who worked on Hendrix at the St. Mary Abbots, concurred with the paramedics, saying he neither saw nor spoke with any woman attending the patient.
“Jimi Hendrix had been dead for some time, without a doubt,” read his official statement submitted years later. He had no pulse, had turned blue, and wine was flowing from his nose and mouth. Bannister attempted to clear his airway with an 18-inch metal sucker, but to no avail due to the quantity of wine in his stomach. However, finding only traces of alcohol in the blood, the doctor hypothesized, “Someone apparently poured red wine down Jimi’s throat to intentionally cause asphyxiation.” His report concluded that Jimi had literally been “drowned” in the wine because he had first been “slipped a large quantity of barbiturates” which induced a coma.
But, at the time, coroner Dr. Gavin Thurslon listed the immediate cause of death as “inhalation of vomit following barbiturate intoxication.”
As for the cause of this fatal condition itself, the pathologist left an “open verdict.”
He didn’t know and didn’t venture to speculate.
THE WAKE
Will the wind ever remember the names it has blown in the past, and with this crutch, its old age and its wisdom it whispers, “no, this will be the last.”
—Jimi Hendrix, “The Wind Cries Mary”

In late 1993, Hendrix biographers, Kathy Etchingham and Tony Brown, petitioned the London attorney general’s office to reopen the case. As a result, the statements of Jones, Saua, Dr. Bannister, and others, were taken. But in February 1994, Scotland Yard advised the attorney general that it was “no longer in the public interest to re-open the original inquest.” Investigators reached this conclusion in spite of a key additional bit of evidence that came to light then as well.
The original autopsy revealed that Hendrix’s stomach contained undigested rice kernels, likely from the Chinese dinner he’d eaten at the party around 11 P.M. Rice takes three to four hours to digest. Therefore, Hendrix must have died soon after leaving the party with Monika at 3 A.M. The critical question then becomes: what happened immediately after Jimi left?
Did Monika overdose him with the Vesparax and “drown” him in red wine as soon as they returned to the Samarkand? If so—what motive? Tony Brown suggests jealousy toward Devon and Jimi’s other girlfriends.
When Sharon Lawrence questioned Monika on that day, she found his “fiancée” remarkably placid—“no tears, no sense of grief.” In fact, Monika seemed upbeat about the prospect of launching a career as a painter and “exhibiting my work for him all over the world.” “Bye bye, Jimi; hello, Monika, the great artiste!” wrote Sharon. Insisting that Jimi no longer ever drank red wine, she demanded of Monika, “When he was choking, gasping for breath, did you pour red wine down his throat? I KNOW you did!”
“It was all untidy,” Monika tried to explain. “He was messy. I thought it would help.”
“You are a cruel and terrible person,” cried Sharon. “And a goddamned liar!”
Even so, Ms. Lawrence concluded that Hendrix committed suicide. Her conclusion was based on two bits of evidence: the pills and the poem. She thought Jimi took nine pills though, in fact, he took eight. Jimi, a student of numerology, had told Lawrence nine was either “very good or very bad” and mentioned his depressed “number nine days” in the last year. She concluded, “I was certain that he deliberately confronted fate, made a conscious decision. If the Vesperax pills—nine of them—didn’t do it, then he wasn’t meant to die. Finally, Jimi Hendrix had found peace of mind.” Lawrence’s second bit of suicide evidence was equally unreliable. He composed his poem “The Story of Life,” “in the gloomy early hours of September 18,” she wrote. But this was based on the chronology of Dannemann whom she herself dismissed as a liar. According to everyone else’s timetable, Jimi wasn’t writing poetry that night, but partying with Devon. He kept all his writing in a notebook that he carried around with him. No one could know for certain when he composed this poem—it could have been days or even months before.
But Eric Burdon also interpreted “The Story of Life” as a suicide note. He told a BBC interviewer days after the tragedy that “his death was deliberate. He was happy dying.” The singer, however, soon recanted the statement, confessing in his autobiography that “in defiance…of all that Jimi stood for, I got stoned before the interview.” Later, he changed his view entirely.26 In a second autobiography, Burdon described Ms. Dannemann as a “stalker”27 who had “followed Jimi around Europe.” He concluded, “Once she had him in her flat, she didn’t want to let him go.”
Chas Chandler spoke for most other insiders when he flatly stated, “I don’t believe for one minute that he killed himself. That was out of the question.” Practically speaking, for Jimi eight barbiturates was a modest dose, particularly considering his drug tolerances and desperately wired condition in the end. Had he intended to kill himself, he surely would have taken the extra thirty Monika said she had in the cabinet. Or he would have slit his wrists as he’d done in the past.
So, did Dannemann indeed kill Hendrix as Tony Brown believes? Pouring liters of wine down the throat of a choking, overdose victim, thinking this might “help,” was surely not the act of a sane person. But why might Danneman want to kill her lover? She was surely aware of his prolific romantic history. Under the circumstances, jealous she may have been, but homicidally so?28 If yes, then why didn’t she dose him with her remaining thirty pills?
But if Monika did not indeed murder him, why the elaborate lies and cover-up? Could she have been an accomplice of some sort? If so, whose? Likely, whoever had the most to gain from Jimi’s death.
On the morning of September 17, Alan Douglas told Hendrix’s lawyers that he would be relieving Jeffery of his management duties. Meaning, not only was Jeffery losing his cash cow, but his nemesis Douglas would, in taking over the books, discover his embezzlement and mismanagement over the years. Thus, the end of Jeffery’s career, if not imprisonment. With Jimi gone, however, Jeffery’s contract would be renewed by default (which it did), and he would reap the immense profits of posthumous record sales (which he did). Moreover, he had recently taken a million-dollar insurance policy out on the star.
The day before Hendrix’s death, Jeffery flew to his villa in Spain without leaving any forwarding number. Before the fatal news was publicized, Jeffery called Jim Marron a colleague, and canceled their dinner date in Majorca, saying, “I’ve just got word from London. Jimi’s dead.” Then he added, “I always knew that sonuvabitch would pull a quickie,” he added. “He’s up and done it!”
Jeffery was already trying to pass the death off as a suicide, at least privately.
Hendrix’s New York office was unable to reach the manager for a week since it was his habit never to reveal his whereabouts. When he finally called from Spain and was told arrangements for the funeral were overdue, Jeffery, pretending he hadn’t even heard the news, stammered in astonishment, “What funeral?”
Jeffery’s motto had always been “Sheer confusion is best.” To further cover his tracks, the manager flew back to London to “personally investigate” his client’s death. More likely, it was to make sure that no evidence remained. Within hours of Jimi’s death, all his hotel rooms and crash pads in London, as well as New York, were turned over: clothes, instruments, writings, drugs—everything vanished.
Soon Alan Douglas announced that Hendrix was murdered and, astonishingly, that Jeffery had confessed involvement to him. Adding another dimension to the motive, Douglas stated, “In my opinion, Jeffery hated Hendrix because Jimi had slept with Lynn Bailey [Jeffery’s girlfriend].”
Others agreed with the assassination theory. “I believe the circumstances surrounding his death are suspicious,” declared Ed Chalpin. “I think he was murdered.” In his memoir, Noel Redding wrote that murder was “a distinct possibility.” Later, an informant told the bassist that a French hit man had been responsible. In 1981 the French newspaper Le Monde interviewed a contract killer who, though he denied personal involvement, stated that he knew who arranged Hendrix’s assassination. Jimi’s musician friend, Buzzy Linhart, told Metronome magazine that Jeffery had conspired with Monika Dannemann.
Dannemann, however, continued to profess innocence. Implicating Jeffery, she stated in her 1995 memoir that he had actually tried to silence her by offering “to pay me a large sum every month and to make me famous through my paintings—with him as my manager!” She also noted that Jimi had felt “people around him could no longer be trusted…having been bought or promised advantages by Jeffery.” In fact, it was well known that the ex-spy employed many moles to keep him apprised of Jimi’s whereabouts and activities. The question is: Could Dannemann have been one of them? If so, it would have been a brilliant stroke on Jeffery’s part. Who could be a more passionately dedicated mole than a star-obsessed, infatuated stalker?
But insisting that she was dedicated to exposing the truth, not her own celebrity, she immediately set to work writing a book. Hardly had she done so, though, when Jeffery told her to “forget about the idea, or something nasty could happen to me.” Next, she was called by “the manager of a famous English rock band” who warned her that “my life was in danger” and “I should get some bodyguards.” She took the precaution of giving her manuscript to a lawyer. But she said it was soon stolen by an English businessman connected to Jeffery. Didn’t the lawyer still have a copy? Hadn’t she made other copies? Apparently not. A rational person might conclude that this manuscript was yet another figment of Ms. Dannemann’s prolific imagination.
In any case, she did at last take up her pen more than twenty-five years later—when Jeffery and everybody else seemed to be dead—to clear up any misunderstandings once and for all. “I myself feel that there is a slight possibility Jimi was murdered,” she wrote timidly, “especially when I remember the unidentified compound found in his body.” In fact, no such compound was reported in the autopsy.
Clearly the retired skater had a casual relationship with the truth or lived in a reality all her own. Her memoir—with by his fiancée, Monika Dannemann, in bold on the cover—was filled with her otherworldly paintings of her soul mate: Jimi engulfed by cosmic fire and doves; Jimi crowned by lightning from God’s hand; Jimi, under a flying saucer, jamming on the White House roof; and most revealing of all, Monika peering into mystical waters, beholding not her face, but Jimi’s.
Considering the many conflicting stories—hers and everyone else’s—Dannemann’s real involvement in an assassination remains a matter of speculation. If Jeffery had indeed employed her as an informer—what were the details? Knowing Jimi’s weakness for Nordic blondes, had he arranged Monika’s original meeting with Jimi in Düsseldorf? Did he hire her to seduce his client and, in the end, to set him up? Or did Jeffery draw her into the conspiracy later? If so, how? Providing her with Jimi’s touring schedule, did he ask her to keep him abreast of Jimi’s activities on the pretense that he, Jeffery, was concerned about Jimi’s deteriorating, drugged-out condition? If so, might things have gone much further than she ever anticipated?
As for how things actually went down that fateful night, this is an even greater matter of conjecture. Possibly, as Redding was told, an assassin infiltrated the Devon party and dosed Hendrix there. Or maybe the hit man had the party staked out, captured him when he left for the Speakeasy jam or for his own hotel, killed him, and then dropped the body at the Samarkand. Or perhaps Monika promised to drive him to the Speakeasy, detoured to the Samarkand instead, and, as prearranged, was followed there by the assassin.
In 1975, Crawdaddy magazine concluded that a death squad had targeted the star. The 2004 docudrama, Hendrix: Last 24 Hours, suggests such a scenario, with three assassins: one to hold Hendrix, the other to pour the wine, the third to handle Monika.
In any case, one thing is certain: hours elapsed between the time of the murder—shortly after 3 A.M.—and Monika’s phone call to Eric Burdon between 7 and 8 A.M. What happened during these hours? If there was indeed a conspiracy, likely the assassin or assassins rehearsed an OD alibi with Monika, perhaps threatening her life lest she not stick to it.
After a lengthy interview with Dannemann in 1995, Hendrix screenwriter, Alan Greenberg, concluded that she did in fact stick to an alibi—though ever changing—to the bitter end. He told the New York Press in 2000 that while questioning her he set several “traps which she fell into.” Convinced that “she was a liar,” he sent the interview transcripts to Tony Brown of the UK’s Jimi Hendrix Archives. After hearing them, Hendrix’s sleuth biographer told Greenberg, “You broke the case.” The following spring, Greenberg sent his just-completed Hendrix screenplay29 to Monika portraying her as, in his words, “guilty of murder or manslaughter.” At the very same time, Scotland Yard and the courts threw out Dannemann’s libel suit against Kathy Etchingham, Tony Brown, and Noel Redding, confirming the trio’s allegations that she was a conspirator. On April 5, 1996—days after this court ruling against her and after receiving Greenberg’s damning screenplay—Monika Dannemann asphyxiated herself or was asphyxiated.
Though it seemed like a suicide, Dannemann’s last lover, guitarist Uli Jon Roth of the Scorpions, denied the possibility. While admitting that she was “very upset” by the court ruling against her, he insisted that “she didn’t believe in the concept of suicide.” He added that she had received numerous death threats since Hendrix’s demise, leaving open the possibility that the original assassins or their associates were involved in her sudden end too. In fact, on the morning of Monika’s demise, a London radio station announced that she was scheduled to give a lengthy radio interview in which she would at last reveal exactly what happened on that predawn morning of September 18, 1970, twenty-six years before, thus exposing the conspirators at last. She did not appear for the interview, but was found dead in her monoxide-filled Mercedes.
 
Adding to the casualty list, Monika’s rival, Devon Wilson, jumped or was pushed from a Chelsea Hotel window in 1971. She had just completed an interview for Warner’s Film About Jimi Hendrix in which she stated that her lover had been assassinated. The footage of the interview was destroyed.
Compounding and completing the Hendrix mystery, Mike Jeffery died in a 1973 airplane crash over France. Or did he? He was listed as a passenger on an Iberian DC-9 from Majorca, Spain, to London during a French air traffic controllers’ strike. The DC-9 collided with a smaller Spantax Coronado, killing all 68 passengers. Hendrix biographer, David Henderson, considered the disaster “fuel for paranoia” since flight patterns were being closely monitored and directed by the French military. He believed Jeffery was “the target of assassination” and “merely a tool, a mouthpiece, for the real villains.”
Eric Burdon, however, asserted that the ex-spy manager may have faked his own death. “…At the last moment,” he theorized, “he decided not to board the aircraft, as he’d done dozens and dozens of other times at the last minute.” But, still on the fatality list in the crash, “he was a free man with a briefcase full of money.” Admitting it might be his “hard-won paranoia,” Burdon wondered if his ex-manager might be “on a beach somewhere sipping a fruit drink…Jeffery was exactly the kind of person who could pull off a scam like that.”
The Experience’s Noel Redding agreed. “Everything considered,” he wrote, “I don’t entirely believe he is dead.” The body parts of the former demolition expert were never recovered from the ten-mile radius of debris, a span usually the result of a mid-air explosion, not a collision. Only the jewelry in his checked luggage was identified. Redding explained that Jeffery was due in London court within days to defend himself in several huge lawsuits—one of them the bassist’s own—relating to his embezzlement, money laundering, and fraud. According to Eric Burdon, in the end his former manager was trying to extort “serious cash” from investors for unreleased Hendrix tapes which he was palming off as the work of “an undiscovered genius” successor to Jimi. “The last time he [Jeffery] left New York,” Burdon went on, “he was carrying a briefcase filled with tapes—and several million dollars in cash.”30
POSTMORTEM
“The next time I go to Seattle will be in a pine box,” prophesied Hendrix.
Months later, he did so, dressed by the undertaker in a flannel logger’s shirt. Sharon Lawrence had called his father, begging that Jimi, according to his wishes, be buried in London. Ignoring her plea, Al had a more pressing concern. “Would you be knowing how much money there is?”
Two years before, returning triumphantly to Seattle for the first time since high school, Jimi told Sharon about his reunion with his father: “He came right out and asked me what I was doing about a will and about him being the beneficiary…He’s twice my age, and he wants to be beneficiary…I guess they all want me to die.”
“Rich didn’t happen soon enough for Al,” concluded Sharon.
Jimi Hendrix’s open-casket funeral was held on October 1, 1970, at Seattle’s Dunlap Baptist Church. In attendance were his father and several other family members and friends, including Devon Wilson. Also present were Mitch Mitchell, Noel Redding, Buddy Miles, Johnny Winter, John Hammond Jr., and Miles Davis. Devon, hysterical, tried to throw herself into the open grave. Sitting in a limousine outside, Mike Jeffery “paid his respects,” but refused to participate in services. He donated a guitar-shaped floral display. Hendrix’s favorite white Stratocaster, which was to be buried with him, was stolen.
The star’s will left everything to his father, Al. But he had not signed the document. Just before his passing, Aunt Freddie Mae who had cared for him as an infant, asked why. “Oh,” protested Jimi, “that’s like signing a death certificate. That’s an omen.”31
Jimi had one final prophesy: “If anything happens to me, the lawyers will be fighting it out for the next twenty years.”32
And so it was. Al Hendrix, with the help of Microsoft co-founder, Paul Allen, battled in court for twenty-six years before receiving the full inheritance. After a successful paternity suit, Eva Sundquist received $1 million from the estate for her and Jimi’s son, James. Losing her own paternity suit, Diane Carpenter received nothing for her daughter, Tamika.
Al Hendrix died of heart failure in 2002. He was buried beside his son in Seattle’s Greenwood Cemetery. Several months later, the two bodies were disinterred and moved a short distance away into a million-dollar, thirty-foot-high, three-pillared granite dome. The body of Jimi’s beloved mother, Lucille, remained nearby in a pauper’s grave with no headstone but only a welfare brick marked MITCHELL, her second husband’s name.
 
Jimi Hendrix’s most recent biographer, Charles Cross, expressed the persistent popular but myopic view of his death. “The circumstances and choices that had led Jimi to this hotel room, and this fate,” he wrote, “were solely of his own making.” Noel Redding, one of the star’s few and true friends, concluded his own memoir in a very different manner. “If it is impossible to maintain consciousness after death,” he wrote, “then Jimi must be in agony.”
But, in spite of it all, surely not. Jimi once said, “My goal is to be one with the music. I just dedicate my whole life to this art.” Few doubt that he achieved this in his all-too-brief life. It is generally acknowledged, too, that he was one of the most powerfully original guitarists in history and had an unprecedented influence on the way the instrument was played. In his hands, it became like a magical, voracious creature endowed with a life all its own. Yet his music went far beyond the guitar. It was in a category all its own—not white or black music, as he said, but “universal” music rising like a cathedral of soaring chords. In this, he taught us that “with the power of soul” anything is indeed possible.
“The eagle…took me past the outskirts of infinity,” sang the Voodoo Child. “…And if I don’t meet you no more in this world, then I’ll, I’ll meet you in the next one, and don’t be late.”
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