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  Maer Roshan is founder and editor-in-chief of Thefix.com, a daily website about addiction and recovery. Previously he was founder and editor-in-chief of Radar magazine and Radaronline, deputy editor of New York magazine, editorial director of Talk, and senior editor of Interview.




  He has written for the New York Times, the Los Angeles Times, the New Republic, Harper’s Bazaar, Vogue, Spin, Rolling Stone and numerous other publications.
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  Courtney Love in New York City in 1995.
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  Courtney Love at Rally for Recovery, New York City, 2010.














  

    

      Introduction


    




    “WHERE THE FUCK is everybody?” wailed a cranky Courtney Love on a bright September afternoon in 2010, vainly scouring the horizon for her fans. “Wasn’t this supposed to be some huge fucking event?”




    Moments earlier a sleek gray town car had whisked the singer and her entourage from her swank digs at SoHo’s Mercer Hotel over the East River to a grassy stretch of Randall’s Island State Park where Love had agreed to headline The Rally for Recovery, an annual event held to celebrate sobriety.




    The singer had been scheduled to take the stage promptly at eleven a.m. But to the dismay of the event’s organizers, she didn’t show until three hours later. Apparently her hairdresser was tardy, she claims her makeup artist was a mess, and then she needed to soak in her Jacuzzi to calm her frayed nerves. She then spent an hour picking out an appropriate outfit, frantically slipping on and discarding dozens of stylish shoes. By the time her town car finally found its way to the park, the crowd of thousands had dwindled to about fifty die-hard fans, one of whom suffered a heart attack at the exact moment Love stepped out of her car. (Courtney tends to have that kind of effect on people.) As an ambulance rushed over to save the stricken spectator, Love trekked blithely across the expansive grass lawn, followed by a clutch of fans. “Where is everybody?” she kept repeating. Informed that most of the audience had long since departed, she beckoned the remnants of the crowd to follow her into a makeshift VIP tent. There, for well over an hour, she delivered a near-flawless performance, capped off by a rollicking cover of Lady Gaga’s "Bad Romance" that was rewarded with a standing ovation. Afterward, she patiently signed autographs and sat for an extensive interview with a documentary team, answering questions about her struggle with drugs. On her way out, a teenage boy who had nearly died of a heroin overdose months earlier approached her for a few private words. She wrapped her arms around him and talked to him for twenty minutes. When she left she was almost in tears.




    I FIRST MET COURTNEY Love a night earlier at the Mercer Hotel, where she’d been residing for nearly a year. Intrigued by the prospect of the controversial diva performing before thousands of former drunks and addicts, I called to ask if she’d be willing to talk with me about her own experiences with addiction. Much to my surprise, she agreed. “Get here by eight o’clock,” she said. “I want to be in bed early.”




    The next evening I arrived at the appointed hour to find Love slumped over a table in the lobby of the hotel, nursing a bottle of Stella Artois. Apparently, she’d forgotten about our meeting. “Who the fuck are you?" she asked as I approached her table, tape recorder in hand. When I reminded her of our date, she softened a bit and made room for me in her booth.




    Seated next to her were two other musicians who had agreed to join her at the next day’s rally. Micko Larkin is a brilliantly talented, reed-thin British guitarist, whom Love first met when he was eighteen. Simon Kirke is the handsome forty-something drummer for Bad Company. Both men have struggled with their own substance problems over the years, but have managed to overcome them. For the next ninety minutes, they nursed their soft drinks as Courtney embarked on a long monologue involving Rosie O’Donnell and a hooker.
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    Micko Larkin, Courtney Love, and Simon Kirke at Rally for
 Recovery, New York City, 2010.




    Finally, at a few minutes past ten, she led our crew to her suite upstairs, grumbling loudly about her “persecution” by the hotel’s staff. “Thanks to all the pretentious fucks who have arrived here for Fashion Week, I’ve been expelled from my room,” she declared, to the alarm of an elderly Chinese couple sharing the elevator. “They’ve forced me to move from my grand suite to a rat hole right out of Calcutta. But I can’t really complain. They give me this giant discount, you know? Andre [Balazs, the Mercer’s owner] lets me stay here for just seventy-five dollars a night! And [film producer] Brian Grazer has a room right across the hall."




    With that, she dramatically flung open the door to her room, a cramped suite overflowing with racks of designer clothes, towers of books, and a thicket of mismatched designer shoes. “Don’t mind the mess,” she chirped brightly, as we picked our way through piles of discarded lingerie and boxes. “The maid is coming first thing tomorrow.”




    For the next three hours, I sprawled out awkwardly across Courtney’s bed, surrounded by books, a constantly ringing cell phone, and a laptop that she checked every few minutes. Courtney ducked into the closet to try on a series of outfits, emerging in a leather miniskirt at one point and later a bustling ball gown. When she got tired she joined me on the bed in a bra and a sheer slip. By the time she finally allowed everyone to go home, it was almost two a.m. “Call me tomorrow as soon as you wake up,” she insisted.




    I HAD ORIGINALLY intended to write a short profile for New York magazine about Courtney’s adventures in sobriety. But Love had other plans for me. “I need someone to tell my story,” she whispered the first night we met, focusing on me with her trippy green-gold eyes. “I need someone who can get through all the crazy stuff.” Which is how a short magazine item about Courtney’s recovery morphed into a project that ended up consuming close to a year of my life.




    During the next eight months, we met close to a dozen times—in her suite at the Mercer, at the home of a mutual friend, and at an imposing West Village townhouse that was previously occupied by Arianna Huffington. Soon after she moved in, the house burst briefly into flames after Courtney accidentally left a candle burning in her bedroom. Though the fire was extinguished before any serious damage was done, her landlord initiated eviction proceedings against Courtney shortly afterward.




    When I wasn’t in her presence, Courtney made a point of being in mine. A thousand emails, texts, tweets, and misspelled, rambling messages appeared at all hours of the day and night. On a single day in November 2010 she deluged me with fifty-three text messages in six hours, urging me to follow up on the injustices she claimed were being perpetrated against her by her former lawyers. “Maer!!!!!!! Why are you such a fucking pussy?!!” she said when I failed to promptly reply to her missives.




    As any writer who has profiled her can attest, spending time with Courtney is at once exhilarating and exhausting. When she turns on her charm she’s irresistible, a sparkler who tosses out brilliant bon mots of hilarious gossip and high-handed pronouncements, stray facts, conspiracy theories, and uncanny insights. Her iPad reveals a literary appetite ranging from a biography of Yasser Arafat to the collected works of Jacqueline Susann to Miss Martin’s Rules of Etiquette.




    Though she first came to fame in the Reagan-Bush era, Love is definitely a product of our communication-crazed age. Ever the early adopter, she started to engage with her fans in AOL chat rooms way back in the mid nineties. Later she was a frequent contributor to kittyradio.com, a site that was founded by a clutch of her most avid acolytes. Googling herself around the clock, she is quick to heap praise on her supporters and scorn on her haters, commenting every time she sees her name in the press. But despite the well-known dangers of uncensored accessibility, she has been unable to resist the lure of Internet self-expression. “I’m the Tolstoy of texting,” she crowed soon after we first met. “I can’t help myself. It’s just another addiction of mine.”




    THE LAST TIME Love lived in New York, a photograph of her shackled to a gurney headed to the psych ward at Bellevue Hospital was splashed on the covers of the city’s tabloids. She had allegedly attempted to throw herself from a building on July 9, her fortieth birthday and a day before she was expected in court in Los Angeles to face a raft of criminal charges. Soon after her release from the hospital, she returned to Hollywood, where she and her daughter, Frances Bean Cobain, then twelve, migrated from home to home for the next five years. In late 2009, Courtney packed up her belongings and headed back to Manhattan, determined to reinvent herself yet again.




    In April 2010, she released her first new album in six years, Nobody’s Daughter, which debuted to critical approval but lackluster sales. Though she was disappointed with its performance, Courtney remained undaunted. She meticulously orchestrated her comeback in every detail, showing up on everything from Jimmy Kimmel to The View. Clad in jeans and a white-collared shirt, she chatted with Joy Behar about her new life. When the conversation inevitably turned to drugs, Love flung up her hands and flashed a bright smile. “I’m not on anything—I promise!” she said. The audience of housewives burst into a lengthy round of applause.




    But nothing compared to her appearance on The David Letterman Show, the scene of her still-legendary St. Patrick’s Day meltdown in 2004. Balancing a green hat over a wild mane of peroxided hair, Love barreled onstage singing an off-key Irish version of “Danny Boy.” During the next thirty minutes, she jumped on Dave’s desk, flashed her breasts, and refused to leave the set. Her performance was viewed almost a million times on YouTube.




    Despite the ink garnered by her appearance, Letterman was said to be outraged. It seemed doubtful she would ever be invited back on the show. But an “amends letter” she wrote to the talk-show host several years later apparently changed his mind. During her return engagement on April 28, 2010, Love seemed like a different person: articulate, sober, and remarkably subdued. When Letterman questioned her about her drug use, she spoke humbly of the “really, really hard but good work” she’d accomplished in rehab, and the difficulties of resisting temptation. Asked to explain the secrets of her success, she credited a small army of minders, including a Jungian psychoanalyst, psycho-pharmacologists on both coasts, and a psychic life coach.




    For Courtney, the Letterman appearance was a chance to turn back the clock on the difficult years that followed her last stay in New York. The tabloids that had heaped ridicule on her for years began reporting on her comings and goings with increased frequency. Soon after she set up shop at the Mercer, she took up with a new boyfriend, André Balazs, who happened to own the hotel.




    Love became a fashion darling, seated front row at the major shows. Shortly before our first meeting, the influential website “Guest of a Guest” even christened her 2010’s New York Society Darling, dethroning socialite Tinsley Mortimer. As the twentieth anniversary of the 1991 release of Nirvana’s decade-defining Nevermind approached, Love was angling, at the age of forty-six, to launch her second act (or more accurately, her twenty-third).




    THE INTERVIEW THAT follows is an expanded version of a conversation that was first published on my website, thefix.com. When our interview first appeared on the site in May 2011, it sparked intense controversy among readers, the press, and Love herself, who later took to Twitter to blast me and the article with a barrage of invective that I hadn’t witnessed since junior high.
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    Courtney Love as Big Pink, during the filming
 of Basquiat, New York City, 1996


  














  The Interview
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  Courtney Love performing with her band, Hole
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      Under the Influence


    




    COURTNEY LOVE certainly isn’t the only musician to struggle with drugs and alcohol. But her substance use has always been central to her mythology. Perhaps only Keith Richards of the Rolling Stones comes close to surpassing her in this regard. (“Keith Richards,” she once complained, “has taken more drugs than I could ever imagine. But for some reason he comes off like a badass while I’m described as some kind of skank.”)




    Love claims that she was first exposed to drugs in her early childhood, when she was fed LSD by her hippie father, an occasional roadie for the Grateful Dead. Her mother, Linda Carroll, now a therapist in Oregon, wrote in her memoir, Her Mother’s Daughter: A Memoir of the Mother I Never Knew and of My Daughter, Courtney Love, that Courtney’s early childhood behavior was intractable and filled with rage. Carroll says that from an early age her daughter mounted attacks against her and her younger siblings. In an attempt to quell her daughter’s furor, she sent Courtney to her first psychiatrist when she was just two years old. Over the next few years a succession of psychiatrists put her on a daily diet of antidepressants. Love claims that her early exposure to those medications set her up for a lifelong addiction. She says that she has spent just three months since her second birthday without taking a drug or a pill.




    Though they enjoyed a brief reconciliation over a decade ago, Carroll has not spoken to her daughter for nine years. So when I phoned her last November she was understandably reluctant to talk to me. But after reading my interview with Courtney, she grudgingly relented.




    “I’ve tried my best but I’m not the perfect mother,” she told me. “Courtney has always painted me as this neglectful parent. But I’m not the person that she portrays me to be. When she was young I’d react to her volatility by distancing myself. Sometimes she really scared me. She interpreted my behavior as coldness. But the truth is I didn’t know what to do. I love her very much, but Courtney was never a typical child. Her problems were beyond me.”




    Even when she’s sober, spending time with Courtney Love is an intense experience. But when she’s under the influence, she’s giddy and high-spirited at one moment and then needy, hostile, or paranoid the next. When she first joined the Seattle music scene in the late eighties, drugs were readily available. Courtney was not immune. “The first time someone passed me a line of coke I felt like a superstar,” she recalls. But drugs never seemed to blunt her drive or sideline her as they did so many of her peers.




    Since then she has gone on to indulge in benzodiazepines, cocaine, amphetamines, and heroin. She has reportedly been in and out of a half dozen rehabs in the past fifteen years. When we met up last summer she had put the hard drugs behind her, but she still relies on a pharmacopeia of prescription pills to modulate her moods. “I think of myself as sober,” she says, though she admits that her daily regimen of uppers and downers would not pass muster at an AA meeting. “When you’re used to heroin and cocaine, a few pills doesn’t seem like the end of the world. As they say in AA, it’s about progress, not perfection.”




    I asked her if she thought of herself as a role model to other people suffering with addictions. She responded with a shrug. “I’ve never claimed to be anyone’s role model,” she said. “I’m not Mother Teresa. All I’m trying to do is stay alive.”




    

      I think a lot of people will be surprised to hear you speak so candidly about drugs. What made you decide to speak to me?




      I don’t know. I like what you are doing [with The Fix]. And there’s a larger point I want to make. I’ve been maligned as this drug freak for most of my life, and I’m getting sick of it. That’s not the way I live anymore. Obviously, I’ve had a lot of issues, but that was years ago! Since then, I’ve worked really hard to get myself together, but for some reason I’ve been a punch line.




      I try to work a good program. I don’t do smack. I don’t do crack anymore. I’ve never even tried Special K or Ecstasy. I’ve been tempted, but every time I’ve wanted to try X, I was talked out of it. I did do MDMA a very long time ago—I’ve always been an early adopter. But for some reason, I still can’t escape this stigma. Even people like Kelly Osbourne feel free to fuck with me. A few nights ago, when she appeared on Fashion Police with Joan Rivers, she even called me a crackhead!
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