

  

    

      

    

  




Praise for Nowhere Man


“A gripping read that no Lennon fan will be able to resist.” —The Times (London)


“Controversial... intriguing... surprising.” —Court TV


“An obsessive, corrosive, unforgettable account of Lennon and his ménage at the Dakota. Even readers who never bought the air-brushed image of Lennon the benign father and house-husband are likely to experience powerful cognitive dissonance as they read Rosen’s chronicle of weirdness, in which the tragic and the absurd are inextricably mixed.” —Christianity Today


“Rather like re-reading a favorite detective story... though you know how the story’s going to end, you still wind up willing the events to unfold differently.” —Mojo 


“You feel like you are inside The Dakota with John Lennon and Yoko Ono.” —HuffPost


“Captures with disturbing immediacy the pressure of being a celebrity… flirts with brilliance.” —Chicago Reader


“Entertainingly salacious.” —Booklist


“After reading this book I felt an affinity for Lennon; his life with all its torments, joys and pains was real to me.” —Vision


“Robert Rosen’s gripping account of Lennon’s five-year seclusion in the Dakota building makes it impossible any longer to agree with the cozy popular image of him during this period as a devoted father and bread-baking domesticated househusband. This is a portrait of... the twilight of an idol.” —Uncut 


“A fascinating story.... A shocking biography.” —Proceso (Mexico)


“One of the most sincere and brutal biographies ever written.”  —iLeon.com (Spain)


“What makes this book valuable is the sense that Rosen is providing as honest a characterization as possible—honest enough so that, in spite of Lennon’s quirks and foibles, his genius ultimately shines through.” —Metroland


“Eminently readable, whether you’re a fan or not.... An excellent, beautifully written book.” —Chaotic Order (U.K.)


“We become privy to first-hand knowledge about Lennon’s final days which has never before seen the light of day... this book makes for engrossing reading.” —Beat (Australia) 


“The manuscript is so personal that one would think John Lennon himself was telling Rosen exactly what to write.” —Shu-Izmz


“One of the most fascinating insights in Robert Rosen’s book is that John knew that he, in the last half of the Seventies, exercised his greatest power to the extent that he wasn’t seen; he was beyond success; he had achieved such fame that his five-year silence hummed more loudly than, say, any of Paul McCartney’s appearances in People magazine.” —Oakland University Journal


“A fast-paced demystification of a former Beatle. An essential book.” —Últimas Noticias (Venezuela)


“One of the best books on the life (and death) of John Lennon.” —ABC (Spain)




NOWHERE MAN


The Final Days


of


John Lennon


Robert Rosen






South Village Press


New York


[image: ]




Published in the United States by South Village Press, New York.


Nowhere Man: The Final Days of John Lennon


Copyright © 2022 by Robert Rosen. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Second North American paperback edition published by


South Village Press | ISBN 9798218038946


September 2022


Copyright © 2022 by Robert Rosen


Second e-book edition published by


South Village Press | ISBN 9798218038953


September 2022


Copyright © 2022 by Robert Rosen


Library of Congress Control Number: 2022913045


First e-book edition


October 2015


Copyright © 2015 by Robert Rosen


First North American paperback edition published by


Quick American Archives | ISBN 9780932551511


September 2002


Copyright © 2002 by Robert Rosen


First North American hardcover edition published by


Soft Skull Press | ISBN 9781887128469


June 2000


Copyright © 2000 by Robert Rosen


SouthVillagePress@gmail.com


“Nowhere Man” editorial reprinted by permission of the New York Post.


Town & Country horoscopes reprinted by permission of the Patric Walker estate.


Book design by D. Bass


Cover design by Grey Thornberry


Cover photo by Anonymous/AP/Shutterstock


Author photo copyright © Mary Lyn Maiscott




To Mary Lyn,


for being there




Acknowledgments


Nowhere Man is a story that refused to die. For the 18 years that the book languished in unpublished limbo, people kept it alive with spiritual, financial, legal, and editorial support. They are:


Marty Appelbaum, Jay Butterman, Maryanne Cassata, Steve Colby, Jim Fitzgerald, Kay Hart, Darius James, David Lewis, Byron Nilsson, Roberto Ponce, Eleanor Rosen, Irwin Rosen, Jerry Rosen, Paul Slimak, Joyce Snyder, Beth Rosenblum, and Sonja Wagner 




Author’s Note


Nowhere Man is a work of investigative journalism and imagination.


All dollar figures are in 1980 dollars. A 1980 dollar is worth approximately $4.00 in the present day. 
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In My Own Write



Forty years ago, when I sat down to write this book, I could not have imagined that it would take 18 years to find a publisher. But it did. I filled a filing cabinet with rejections, all of them expressing fear—of lawsuits, of the reading public’s having little interest in John Lennon, and of my inability to provide documented proof that what I’d written was true.


Then… something happened. Maybe the stars and planets finally lined up—that’s what Lennon and Yoko Ono would have said.


Soft Skull Press, a tiny independent operating out of a tenement basement on New York’s Lower East Side, made an offer for Nowhere Man. They loved that the book was “controversial”; they understood that it was more than a standard Lennon biography; and they played the media with an impressive combination of skill and audacity. Nowhere Man became an object of global fascination, and when Soft Skull published it in the summer of 2000, I found myself transformed from an obscure middle-aged writer to an author with an international bestseller in multiple languages. Those were the days.


Nowhere Man exists because five months after Lennon was murdered, his personal assistant Fred Seaman handed me the diaries the ex-Beatle had been keeping for the last six years of his life and told me to turn it into a book—it’s what John had told him to do, he said.


So there it was, the old literary trope: an “ordinary man” in an “extraordinary situation.” Did I take at face value what Seaman told me? Yes. Was this naïve? Obviously. Did I recognize the moment as a life-changing occasion? No, I saw it as a job, and I went forward without doubt or hesitation. Of course I wanted to turn Lennon’s diaries into a book. I was a writer looking for a story, and the story of the Beatles was the story of my generation.


Today I think Lennon’s diaries were a rough draft of the memoir he never had a chance to complete. He put everything in there—the gossip, the fear, the rage, the insanity, the insecurity, the inspiration, the love, and the hate… all the emotions and contradictions that made Lennon who he was. And it was up to me to turn this disjointed mass of raw material into a coherent narrative. I was inspired. But before I could finish—and this is the story behind the book, which I detail in the next chapter—everything I was working on was taken from me.


Nowhere Man has provoked a number of people to ask what right I had to reveal the personal information in a man’s private diaries. I’ve often asked myself the same question. Many times over the 18 years that the book remained in limbo I tried to walk away from it, to forget it, to get on with my life. But the story in John’s diaries kept calling me back—it demanded to be told. So, when Lennon’s spirit moved me, I worked on the book, matching fragments of information that turned up on the public record with what I knew to be true from the diaries. I was constantly adding to the manuscript, refining it, and somehow infusing it with the energy Lennon transmitted in his daily scribblings.


But there were crucial facts that I was unable to confirm from the public record or from speaking with people who knew John. That’s where an aspect of this book that has sent certain readers into a state of spluttering apoplexy comes into play: I wrote in the author’s note, “Nowhere Man is a work of investigative journalism and imagination.”


I want to emphasize that I used my imagination not to simply make things up, but as a fictional technique that allowed me to get closer to the truth than if I’d written a conventional biography. I applied this technique most frequently in the “Dream Power” chapter, about Lennon’s efforts to “program” his dreams. Details of many of those dreams have never appeared anywhere outside his diaries. In those cases I used my imagination to create parallel dreams that approximated the feeling of his real dreams—though in this edition, the Barbara Walters dream is essentially real, a partial description having turned up on the Internet several years ago.


Nowhere Man, then, is a journey through Lennon’s consciousness, a view of the world through his eyes.


But did I have the right to tell this story? All I can say is that John Lennon was a historical figure, the information in his diaries was of historical value, and an extraordinary circumstance allowed me to be a conduit of that information. Had I chosen to not publish Nowhere Man, this story would not have been told in my lifetime, if ever. So I made a decision: I chose to put the story out there.


If you’re uncomfortable with that, you may want to put this book down and pick up one of the multitude of authorized Lennon biographies. But if you prefer a book written by one of the few people outside John’s inner circle to have read his diaries, you can stay with this revised, expanded, and updated Nowhere Man. I’ve done my best to give you the truth as I know it.




PRELUDE




John Lennon’s Diaries




On December 13, 1980, five days after John Lennon was murdered, his personal assistant Fred Seaman, a close friend, came to my apartment. He was still visibly shaken, his eyes bloodshot, tears streaming down his face. There was work to be done, he said. The previous summer, during an extended stay in Bermuda, John had told him that if anything should happen to him, it was Seaman’s job to write the true story of his final years. It would not be the official tale of a happy, eccentric househusband raising Sean and baking bread while Yoko ran the family business. Instead, it would be the story of a tormented superstar, a prisoner of his fame, locked in his bedroom raving about Jesus Christ, while a retinue of servants tended to his every need.






“It’ll be the ultimate John Lennon biography,” Seaman told me. “It’s what John wants. It’s our job to carry out his will.”


I chose to believe him. I had no reason not to. I was a 28-year-old unemployed writer, with a master’s degree in journalism, whose last occupation was cab driver. I’d known Seaman since college—I was his editor at the school newspaper.


Seaman had started working for Lennon in February 1979. After one day on the job he told me, “We must collaborate on a book.”


I said yes and began taking extensive notes in my diary.


For two years we were on a magical mystery tour. When Seaman was in town, we cruised all over New York and beyond, once going as far as Montreal, in Lennon’s brand-new apple-green Mercedes Benz, smoking fat spliffs of John’s potent marijuana and blasting rock ’n’ roll on the customized Blaupunkt sound system.


When Seaman was traveling with the Lennons or unable to get away, he called me every week from wherever he was—the Dakota, Cold Spring Harbor, Palm Beach, Bermuda—and told me in explicit detail what was going on. It was a routine that continued for those two years.


Then, the unthinkable, recorded in my diary:


12/9/80 John Lennon was killed last night. At around 7:00 I’d smoked the last bit of dope Fred had given me, my “Lennon Dope.” I looked at those crumbs in the bag and said, “What the fuck am I saving this for, sentimental reasons? This stuff is for getting stoned.” It was Jim Morrison’s birthday and I was listening to a Doors special on WPLJ. When news of the murder came over the radio, all I felt was a chill. Around 2 A.M. I went down to the Dakota. I felt it was important to observe the scene. I shed a few tears, I couldn’t help it. God help you, John Lennon. Thank you for touching my life. At 5 A.M., when I got home, I tried to call Fred at the Dakota. I got the accountant. He said Fred wasn’t available. I said, “Tell him I called and that I’m sorry.” There was nothing to say then and there’s nothing to say now. There is only sickness in a sick world.


Yet as I absorbed the unfolding events, I couldn’t help but consider my own role in them.


12/10/80 I’m an eyewitness to history. I would not be human if I were not fascinated by Lennon’s death. My perfectly human desire is to want to be part of the scene, to be part of history. There is a possibility Fred will ask me to begin work on the book. He called this morning to say he’s quitting his job at the end of the week to begin writing it. “It’s what John wants,” he said. “John knew he was going to die and he poured his heart out to me. He knew I was working on a book.” I’m not going to ask to participate in this project. If I’m not part of it, my life will go on as it has. But if Fred does ask me, there’s no way I can say no. I believe I can execute such a project in a spirit true to John Lennon’s memory. 


Seaman didn’t quit his job. Instead, Ono promoted him to executive assistant and gave him the run of the Dakota. After deciding that my involvement was essential, he began feeding me the raw material I needed to write the bio: unreleased audiotapes and videotapes Lennon had recorded; photographs and slides Seaman had taken over the course of the last two years; and notes Lennon had written describing Seaman’s daily errands and chores.


In May 1981, Seaman gave me John Lennon’s journals. He assured me that John had told him that in the event of his—Lennon’s—death, Seaman was to use any materials he needed to tell the full story of his life. It was obvious that these leather-bound New Yorker magazine desk diaries were the key to the project Seaman envisioned.


Still, not until Wednesday, October 21, after a number of false starts, did I begin the process of transcribing Lennon’s diaries. It was exhausting work that continued unabated until the end of November. No matter how much I transcribed, there was always more; the task seemed endless. I forced myself into a routine that rarely varied: I woke up at 5 A.M., rolled out of bed and tore into the journals. Then, for the next 16 hours, fueled by coffee and amphetamines, I wrestled with Lennon’s scrawls and codes and symbols. As I transcribed his words on my IBM Selectric, I said them out loud like an incantation, and I began to feel what seemed to be Lennon’s energy flowing through me.


For the first time I saw what his life was really like. I was in awe of his fanatical discipline, his total commitment to the self-imposed slavery of diary keeping. I’d never seen anything like it. He got it all down—every detail, every dream, every conversation, every morsel of food he put in his mouth, the perpetual stream of consciousness. And it was all an enormous contradiction. Here was a man who aspired to be like Jesus and Gandhi as much as he craved money and carnal pleasures.


For Lennon, his journals were his religion.


The work was slow and excruciating. It felt as if I were translating a foreign language written in a different alphabet. I put so much energy into deciphering each word, and in some cases each letter, that I had no idea what he’d written until I read back the entire passage; then I was able to fill in the missing words and phrases by context.


For six weeks I lived like a monk, confronting on a daily basis The Gospel According to John. To get a visceral sense of Lennon’s life, I ate the foods that he ate. I fasted, starving off 12 pounds to achieve a weight of 138, close to Lennon’s 135. I lived as he would have lived, but without Yoko, without Sean, without a staff of maids, cooks, governesses, chauffeurs, and other assorted servants, seers, and personal assistants. I lived as he would have lived without his Beatle past, without his superstar present, without his $150 million. His words my only companion, I existed in virtual isolation.


Then, on January 4, 1982, Ono fired Seaman. He assured me that the project would continue; he’d given John Lennon his word that he’d tell the true story. And he now had an “angel” to finance the book. All our expenses would be taken care of. Also, since I’d been working so hard, he said it was time I took a vacation.


On February 9, I flew to Jamaica. When I returned to New York on February 27, my apartment had been ransacked. Everything I’d been working on—Lennon’s diaries, the photocopies of Lennon’s diaries, the transcripts of Lennon’s diaries, the manuscript, the tapes, the photos—had been taken. There was no sign of forced entry. It was Seaman; he had the keys. It was only then that I realized that Seaman had lied to me about why we were doing the project.


I sank into a state of near-paralysis but managed to file a complaint with the police. The detective I spoke to said there was nothing that could be done. I couldn’t prove that a crime had been committed.


Lennon’s diaries haunted me. I’d wake up in the morning and details would come flooding back. I began taking notes on everything I could remember. By mid-April I’d put together a manuscript that included information from the diaries and everything that had happened since the day Lennon was murdered. I thought I had the scoop of the century, a rock ’n’ roll Watergate. As a journalist, I felt it was my obligation to tell the story. One of the people I sent the manuscript to was Jann Wenner, editor and publisher of Rolling Stone. We met in early July. He said that he believed me but could do nothing with my manuscript because I had no proof. He needed time to think. We met again later in the week. He’d spoken with Ono. She was unaware that any diaries were missing. I had only one choice, said Wenner: “Tell your story to Yoko Ono. I want to save your karma.”


On August 16 I went to the Dakota to meet with Ono’s companion, Sam Havadtoy, and Ono’s lawyers. I told them everything I knew, and that I feared for my life. They put me in a hotel under an assumed name.


A month later I met with Ono herself. 


9/13/82 4:13 P.M. We were in Studio One, sitting on her couch, beneath the ceiling painted like the sky. I was leaning against an embroidered pillow that said, “A woman’s place is in the House and Senate.” She was taking notes.


“We need to clear this up before Mercury Retrograde begins,” I told her.


She agreed, and asked me when that was.


“September 19th.”


“Then we have to work fast,” she replied, and asked me if I knew about any other deals Seaman had been making.


I said no.


She squeezed my arm. “He was working for the financier for a year before you knew about it, darling. John wanted to fire Fred for using the Mercedes. He knew about cars. He kept track of the mileage, you know.”


I told her everything that had happened since 1979, when they hired Seaman. It just poured out of me, as it always does.


When I finished, she said, “We’re in this together, you know. I want you to cooperate with us in an investigation.”


“I am cooperating. That’s why I’m here.”


She asked to read my personal diaries, which Seaman had not taken. “There may be things in there that not even you understand.”


I said okay. “It’s only fair. After all, I read John’s diaries.”


“You shouldn’t have read them.” She looked at me harshly. “John’s diaries are so sacred I don’t even want to read them.”


“Why don’t you just hire me and let me help you from the inside.”


She cracked a smile. “We’ll call it an ‘advance’ on your book.”


I went into the bathroom with Sam. We stood on opposite sides of the toilet, negotiating. He agreed to give me $200 per week plus an additional $300 on the first of each month. He then pulled a wad of bills from his pocket and peeled off two crisp hundreds.


The next day I loaned Ono 16 volumes of my journals, about a half-million words. They covered more than three years, from the day Seaman was hired through the day I left for Jamaica. We sat together in her kitchen—me, Ono, Havadtoy—reading the diaries together. Ono used the information in them to have Seaman arrested and to get back her possessions. Seaman pleaded guilty to grand larceny and was sentenced to five years’ probation.


For 18 years I was unable to get my diaries back; I thought I’d never see them again. I was in no position to fight. I wanted peace, and I took the advice of one of John’s songs; I surrendered, I let it go. Then, just as the first edition of Nowhere Man was going to press, Ono returned my diaries.


***


Nowhere Man is a work of both investigative journalism and imagination. I have used my memory of Lennon’s diaries, as well as notes written in 1982 when I originally re-created the diaries, as a roadmap to the truth. But I have used no material from the diaries.


To put this book together, I’ve taken information gleaned from Lennon’s music; his published writings and interviews; the historical record; my own observations of the scene inside his home and office in the Dakota; and informal conversations that I had with his staff, business associates, family members, and friends. These people include Yoko Ono, Sean Lennon, Julian Lennon, May Pang, Neil Aspinall, Elliot Mintz, Fred Seaman, Helen Seaman, Norman Seaman, Rich Martello, Greg Martello, and Sam Havadtoy. At the time I was speaking with them, neither they nor I had any idea that what they were telling me would be used in a book. But as a matter of habit, I took notes in my diary on all the conversations.


I’ve also retraced Lennon’s steps through Liverpool, London, New York, Palm Beach, and Bermuda. I’ve correlated the chronology of Lennon’s final years with the zodiac and Mercury Retrograde charts, because the Lennons ran their lives by the zodiac and Mercury Retrograde charts. I’ve studied the raw materials that filtered daily through Lennon’s mind: horoscopes from Town & Country magazine; editorials from the New York Post; science stories from The New York Times; gossip from the National Enquirer; numerology from Cheiro’s Book of Numbers; books about tarot, astrology, magic; and the literature of Henry Miller and Hunter S. Thompson.


In rare instances vital information, such as the details of Lennon’s dreams, could neither be extrapolated from the public record nor found in an independent source. In those cases, I’ve used my imagination as best I could to recreate the texture and flavor of Lennon’s life.


The result of this confluence of information, imagination, and intuition is the story of what it was like to be John Lennon. 




Jerusalem Fantasy


Yoko, on the advice of her Council of Seers, sent John on another directional voyage to Jerusalem.


“Time has stood still for 2,000 years,” Lennon wrote, looking out his hotel window at the Jaffa Gate, the walls of the Old City.


Inside the walls, he wandered the streets, the Via Dolorosa, hiding behind sunglasses, his shoulder-length hair flowing like Jesus’ underneath a Panama hat.


He gawked at the Arabs in their headdresses, sitting on stools outside ancient coffeehouses, smoking huge chunks of hashish, three or four of them pulling off enormous hookahs, like Alice in Wonderland. He, too, wanted to smoke but he was afraid. Don’t want to do time in an Israeli prison, he thought.


Child beggars, their eyes infected by disease, swarmed around him, demanding money. He gave them his coins. Everywhere he went, he felt the energy of Jesus Fucking Christ, Abraham, and Mohammed, like they walked here an hour ago....


On the third day he took a cab to the Mount of Olives, Gethsemane. “A Mercedes driven by a Jew in Jerusalem takes me to the garden of Jesus’ agony.” In the garden he got down on his knees and prayed, “Dear God please forgive my sins....”


He wept.


I can feel Jesus’ pain, he thought. I, too, will be betrayed.


A young woman, an American tourist, asked if he was okay. He invited her back to his hotel, and it was only after he’d taken off his hat and sunglasses that she realized who he was.


“Oh my God,” she said. “Nobody’s going to believe this.... I picked up John Lennon in Gethsemane.”


“I want to wash your feet,” he told her.


She said, “Yes.” He filled a basin with water. She sat in a chair. He got down on his knees… took off her sandals… sponged the dust from her feet. “I’m your humble servant,” he said.


She looked at him, her eyes filled with fear and astonishment.


“This is what I must do,” he explained. 




PART I


DAKOTA 1980




Being Rich


“If I hadn’t made money honestly, I’d have been a criminal. I was just born to be rich.”


New York City, Wednesday, January 9, 12:06 P.M.—The words astounded John Lennon as he stared at the caption beneath the old photograph of himself in the National Enquirer. He remembered thinking them but had no recollection of ever saying them out loud. Though he loved reading about himself in the tabloids, he hadn’t spoken to a reporter in five years. He hated the motherfuckers. Since he’d gone into seclusion, virtually everything they wrote about him was libelous fantasy. But there was nothing he could do about it. He was fair game. It had been open season on Lennon for 18 years. Still, he had to admit, it was flattering that the press couldn’t get along without him and Yoko.


At the advanced age of 39, he was mellowing, learning a bit of self-control. He no longer screamed primally when he came upon a fabricated “exclusive” written by a hack he’d never met, claiming that John Lennon had gone bald or completely insane.


But this nameless Enquirer reporter was clearly not a person to be trifled with. Does he have psychic powers? Can he read my mind? Is he with the CIA? Is my phone tapped again? Is there an internal security leak? Did Yoko tell him? Is it done by satellite? What else do they know?


So taken by the quotation was Lennon that he clipped it and pasted it on the first page of his 1980 New Yorker magazine desk diary.


***


Something was terribly wrong with John Lennon and his wife, Yoko Ono, as the new decade dawned on the Dakota. Their lives were falling apart. John’s annual prayer for the continued enjoyment of his health and wealth had apparently fallen upon deaf ears. The situation had become so desperate that servants speculated among themselves about the possibility of a double suicide. But that was mostly wishful thinking. Suicide was out of the question. There was at least one thing John was sure of: He did not want his son Sean to grow up an orphan. And he believed deeply in the existence of God. If he killed himself, there’d be a terrible karmic price to pay. But mostly, a double suicide would make too many of the wrong people rich.


The strain of a life gone out of control showed in Yoko’s face. One month short of 47, she was beginning to look like an old woman. Menopause loomed. Gofers were routinely dispatched to Europe to import large quantities of hormonal rejuvenation pills and creams unavailable in the United States. Stay young at any cost. Money is no object. Ignore the fact that the odds of ever being a rock star in your own right have gone from slim to nil.


Acute depression hung in the air and it showed in John’s writing. Since retiring from the music business in late 1975, after Sean was born, he compulsively poured all his creative energies into keeping diaries.


His journals were his life. They gave him something constructive to do with his time; they kept him sane. They were his best friend, his only companion. The writing had always been fragmented, but now it bordered on the incoherent. These days, every word was agony. John knew his self-imposed five-year tenure as “househusband” was coming to an end. He no longer wanted to be like the New Yorker cartoon that showed a man with a guitar lying on the couch while in the next room his wife tells her friend, “He’s being de-hyped.” It was time to get back into gear—“centered,” he called it. It was time to face the world again.


But there had not been a moment’s peace since the new year began. The Dakota was a madhouse, overrun by staff, friends, family, and the workmen who were building a new playroom for Sean. One morning the superintendent was summoned to exterminate an enormous waterbug that John had found in the bathroom but refused to kill.


Yoko’s mother, Isoko Ono, whom everyone called Baba, was in from Japan, and neither John nor Yoko wanted to deal with her. They foisted her off on a servant, who chauffeured her around town in a Mercedes-Benz station wagon. But Baba was having a great time. Her favorite activity: eating lunch at Howard Johnson’s in Times Square.


For no good reason at all, John woke up one morning that first week in January feeling euphoric. Thinking about Yoko’s mother gave him the urge to call his aunt, Mimi Smith. On impulse, he invited her to move to America and live at the Dakota.


Mimi, who had taken John in when he was six months old, was living in the town of Poole in Dorset, in southwest England, in a seaside bungalow that John had bought for her in 1965, after Beatles fans had laid siege to Mendips, her old Liverpool home.


“John,” she said, “I’m happy here. I don’t like America.”


“But you’ve never been to America, Mimi... and there’s plenty of room here.”


Moments after he hung up the telephone he wondered if he’d gone mad. He couldn’t believe he’d just invited Mimi to move in. What if she changes her mind and says yes?


Lashing out at everybody around him, John felt his mood nose-dive into despair and self-reproach. He was certain that the problem was in the stars and turned to Patric Walker’s horoscope in Town & Country magazine.


Since 1970, when the British astrologer had accurately predicted that John would soon leave England permanently, Lennon had been convinced that Walker’s horoscopes were the most precise ones available anywhere. Every month he clipped Libra for himself and Aquarius for Yoko. Underlining significant passages, he correlated them with upcoming events, scribbling notes of warning or things to look forward to. At the end of the month, he reviewed his findings. Never did he declare the horoscope itself inaccurate. The only inaccuracies were in his interpretations. This month, as usual, Walker was dead on the money.


“Librans,” he wrote, “don’t seem to like January.” (No fucking shit!!!) “And the astrological reason is that this is always a time when the Sun in Capricorn brings family disputes and difficulties to a head.” But, with the sun “beautifully aspected by Jupiter, Mars and Saturn in Virgo,” there was hope for the year. “A force within you enables you to remove any obstacles in your path.”


John hoped Walker was right about the force within.


Yoko’s horoscope pointed out that “friends have been responsible for a great many of your recent misfortunes.” 


Elliot Mintz, a tiny man with a propensity for wearing white suits, had been staying at the Dakota since Christmas; it was the Lennons’ holiday tradition to have him as a guest. The former radio DJ and TV news reporter was one of the few people both John and Yoko trusted implicitly. He’d grown friendly with Yoko in 1972, after conducting a remarkably positive television interview. Now he was a devoted friend and servant—a troubleshooter. Whatever needed to be done, Elliot did, professionally and without question.


John thought about Christmas Eve, which he’d spent with Mintz in their private English gentlemen’s salon, “Club Dakota.” John, dressed formally in tails and his old Quarry Bank brown and yellow school tie, played the Yamaha electric piano Yoko had given him and sang duets with Elliot. Then the two men danced around the room, playing rock ’n’ roll records on Sean’s antique Wurlitzer jukebox.


But by the end of the week John had had more than enough of Elliot and told him to go home. He hadn’t even given him a Christmas present.


Then things quieted down a bit, and Lennon was finally able to spend an entire day alone and undisturbed. He received a letter in the mail from Nicky Hopkins. Hopkins, who’d worked with John in 1968, playing electric piano on “Revolution,” and later on the Imagine sessions, said that he needed work badly.


He can go fuck himself, John thought, tossing the letter in the trash. The last time they worked together Hopkins’s ego was out of control. He was playing too many mind games.


Lennon’s mood was momentarily boosted when he received an invitation for a party that Greta Garbo and the Sheik of Saudi Arabia were both scheduled to attend. But Yoko said they couldn’t go—it was out of the question. The numbers and the stars weren’t right, particularly for her. It was going to be a traumatic February because of an eclipsed moon in her birth sign.


Retreating to his bedroom on the seventh floor, John rolled a thick joint of potent Thai weed and lit it up. Thai one on, he thought as he sat in bed sulking. He stared at the faces on the silent TV, flipping through the channels with the remote control until he grew groggy and faded to sleep. 




That Magic Feeling


Sometimes John’s day began as early as 4 A.M. Refreshed from a deep, sound sleep, he’d sit up in bed and immediately record the exact time. Then he’d walk across the room to the window seat and, looking out at Central Park and midtown Manhattan, wait for dawn. Or he’d go back to sleep and have another dream.


Usually, though, he woke up around six or seven. His internal clock was finely tuned. Provided there were no major disruptions, his time of awakening didn’t vary by more than two or three minutes for months at a time. Since there was never any real reason to wake up, he never set the alarm. It was a morning routine more akin to chronic unemployment than independent wealth—a magical feeling, nothing to do, nowhere to go... nowhere to go...


He’d then take stock of his state of mind, which generally fell into one of three categories: Up, Okay, or Down. When he’d smoked too much marijuana the night before, he awoke feeling groggy. Overeating just before going to sleep, which he often did after smoking too much Thai weed, gave him indigestion. And on those rare occasions when his willpower broke down completely and he drank a glass of wine or beer with dinner, he was invariably shocked to wake up hungover. It was the price he paid for an alcohol-sodden youth. Anything he imbibed, even in the smallest quantity, gave him a hangover.


If John’s energy level and ambition were running high, a half-hour or more of yoga was next on the agenda. Introduced to yoga in 1967 by Maharishi Mahesh Yogi, the founder of Transcendental Meditation, he’d continued to practice it over the years. It cleared his mind, relaxed him. Outside of walking, yoga was the only exercise he ever did. But spiritual rather than physical reasons motivated him to continue meditating.


Yoga had taught him discipline, helped him in his constant battle to keep his primal urges under control. And those urges had to be controlled if he was ever to realize his greatest ambition—to achieve a state of spiritual perfection by following The Way of The Masters: Jesus, Buddha, Mohammed, Krishna, and Gandhi. Yoga was one method of attaining this perfection. There were other benefits, too. John believed that if he meditated long and hard enough, he’d merge with God and acquire psychic powers, like clairvoyance and the ability to fly through the air. And he wanted those powers as badly as he wanted anything. Yoko also wanted him to have them, and she urged him to keep meditating. Clairvoyance, she pointed out, would be the ultimate money-making tool.


The path to perfection was long and arduous; it took a lifetime of dedication and meditation, not to mention a pure heart. A half hour of sitting in the “bogus” position every morning was not going to bring John enlightenment and he knew it. He no longer had the willpower to meditate for eight consecutive hours as he’d done 12 years ago at the Maharishi’s ashram in Rishikesh, India. But in his most optimistic, euphoric moods, he thought there was still a chance that the kundalani energy would shoot up his spine and that he’d levitate off the ground, at last becoming one with God.


Optimism, energy, and ambition, however, were not running high in early 1980. John was slipping backwards; he’d strayed from The Path and often wondered if he’d ever be able to follow it again. Morning yoga sessions were becoming progressively infrequent. He was giving in to his primal urges. He was smoking too many “ciggies” and too much Thai. He was drinking too much coffee and eating too much food.


Once he had done yoga virtually every day. Now entire yoga-less weeks slipped by. He chastised himself for his lack of discipline. Yoga made him feel good and he couldn’t explain why he no longer did it. Then he pushed the thoughts out of his mind. The chastising stopped. He was learning to accept his vices again.


But no matter how lazy he got, he was always vigilant about his weight. During his five years of seclusion, the maintenance of a stable weight was the one area of discipline that never broke down. He’d never forgotten that during his Beatle days and the first years of marriage to Yoko, he had a visible potbelly. He hated that part of himself, saw himself during those years as an “overweight junkie.” Hanging around the house all day, he knew how easily the pounds could creep back on. Fear of fat haunted him.


John, who was about 5'8'', weighed himself every morning on one of two scales—“machines,” he called them—which gave him two different readings. Over the last five years his weight had ranged between 135 and 140 pounds, usually closer to 135—slim by anyone’s standards. But when he approached 140, he’d freak, and a day-long fast was the usual course of action. If he felt the situation was particularly critical, he’d embark on a week-long juice fast. Watching the pounds melt away filled him with joy. He felt as if he were in control. Sometimes, though, he drank so much juice that he put on weight. The only time the scale ever nosed over 140 pounds was during a juice fast.


Fucking juice is making me fat!!! he thought.


For five years barely a week went by when John didn’t fast or attempt to fast. Usually he’d begin a day-long fast, but by dinner time his willpower would break down and he’d gorge himself on junk food, stuffing into his mouth anything that happened to be in the refrigerator. Then he’d call himself a fool. The next day he’d try to fast again and the same thing would happen. By the end of the week, he’d have attempted seven fasts and broken all seven. But by holding himself to one feeding frenzy per day, he was still able to get his weight back down to 135.
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