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Prologue


I was born Marie and I will die Lulu. This book is about the journey between those two people, losing parts of myself, finding others and all the many shapes I’ve bent myself into over sixty years in the music business. Because I’ve always tried to be honest, but haven’t been completely open. The reason? I grew up in a home filled with secrets before being catapulted into fame at just fifteen with no idea of who I even was. And so, I became whoever I thought people wanted me to be.


Bright, bubbly, always smiling.


That face who’s been on your TV and radio for years.


It’s who I am in some ways, of course. I’m definitely positive. And I’ve certainly been around for decades. But the image of me created when I was young was as one-dimensional as a single ray of light is compared to its infinite refractions. Still a child in so many ways, I took on the part created for me and played it so well, I gradually lost who I was; I became the version of myself I thought people wanted me to be. Not just in public, but personally too. And I paid a price for moulding myself into so many shapes and forms until life, as it often does, forced me to take a long, hard look and finally answer the question, ‘Who am I?’


It has taken time to unravel and dismantle all the many layers I’ve hidden beneath to protect myself from a young age and avoid hard truths. But I finally have. I know who I am. And now I’m ready to tell the whole story, instead of just parts of it: from the highs of joy, success and love, to the lows of addiction, divorce and failure – plus all the colours in between.


Most of all, this is the story of being a fallible, imperfect human. A woman. I hope parts of it resonate.


It’s finally time to be completely transparent.


So here we go.










I
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All I Want to Do Is Sing


I was glad I’d borrowed Mum’s leather jacket. Otherwise, I might have shivered and I didn’t want to look scared. In front of me, a row of men sat behind a huge sound desk, cigarette smoke curling into the air as they chatted.


‘Ready to go?’ a voice asked.


It was summer 1963 and the Gleneagles boys were standing with me in a Decca studio: Jimmy, on rhythm guitar; Ross, the lead guitarist; Dave our drummer; bassist Tommy; and Alex, also a vocalist. We’d been performing together for a couple of years in clubs, but never anywhere like this. There have been so many people, places and performances since then, but, even though I was just fourteen, I’d already been performing my whole life.


We’d been brought to London after winning a competition in the Scottish Daily Express to find the next big thing. The prize was an audition with Ron Richards, a producer at EMI, home of the Beatles. But although he’d turned us down, he’d sent us on to see Dick Rowe at Decca. The Rolling Stones were signed there so it didn’t feel like too much of a knock back. Now, as I stood waiting, I forced myself to shrink once more into that safe place deep inside me where only my voice mattered. I wasn’t quite sure what I was supposed to do. Who I was supposed to be. But I knew how to sing. Pulling down the mic, I glanced at the Gleneagles boys for a final time before staring ahead.


‘Ready Marie?’ a voice asked.


I nodded and took a deep breath. We’d done this track hundreds of times before. I just had to relax and hit the first notes right. That was the key. Breathing deeply, I looked up and let the first long, vibrating, almost angry note pour out of me, the sound cascading into the mic. Powerful. Raw.


A man behind the desk raised his hand.


‘Hold a minute, there’s something wrong with the mic,’ he said as I stopped singing.


He was a young engineer called Gus Dudgeon who would go on to produce some of Elton John’s biggest work. But, that day, none of us had any clue what the future held for us.


‘Oh my God,’ Gus said as he walked up to check the microphone. ‘She’s blown the ribbon.’


The Decca men looked at each other and started laughing. Tiny girl. Big voice. I got that a lot. Then an elegant man in a slim-fitting navy suit and tie, a producer called Peter Sullivan, leaned forwards.


‘Why not take a step back Marie?’ he said. ‘We’ll do it again. Go from the top.’


So I did what Peter asked: nodded and moved back from the mic – obedient and pliable as always. Ready to perform and give whatever my audience wanted from me. And I’d keep on doing it for decades to come.


I took a deep breath and started to sing again.
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I Just Want to Fit In


‘Go check your daddy is sleeping,’ my mother, Betty, whispered as she bent down to take out the half bottle of whisky my father kept stashed under the sink.


Throughout my childhood, Betty would sneak out the bottles to water them down, but I was never quite sure why. A splash of water wasn’t going to make much of a difference. Dad had been in bed since he got in from the pub. Just like most days.


It was about two months after the Decca audition and, while the Gleneagles and I had been signed within a few days, nothing much had happened since then. Decca had wanted to sign just me at first, but I’d refused. I didn’t want to do this alone. I’d always been in a band. I liked performing with people. I couldn’t just drop my friends.


Sensing my resistance, Decca had agreed to sign us all, but we now had to wait until I turned fifteen in November 1963 because I couldn’t legally leave school until then and needed to go on the road to promote a single. I had no idea what they even meant by ‘promotion’, and neither did my parents, but none of us dared ask questions, and the waiting back home in Glasgow felt one part intolerable, another surreal. Marie McDonald McLaughlin Lawrie had been signed to a record label. The neighbours were agog.


Betty, however, was less convinced.


‘You’re so young,’ she said now as she took the cork out of the bottle and dribbled cold water into it. ‘I just don’t think this is right. A girl on her own in London. Who knows what happens there?’


‘But I won’t be alone!’ I cried. ‘I’ll be with the band. And I’m not leaving home Mammy.’


Betty sighed.


‘I don’t understand why hairdressing isn’t good enough for you Marie. Why can’t you just sing on weekends like you always have?’


I looked at my mother, anxious to convince her. Girls like me didn’t get to do things like this. I understood that. All any parent where I came from aspired to was for their sons to move up in the world by becoming a boxer or a footballer, while girls were expected to grow up, work in a factory or as a hairdresser, get married and look after children. Just as our mothers and grandmothers before us had done.


‘Let’s just see what happens Mammy,’ I pleaded. ‘I have to give it a try.’


I looked at my mother, silently willing her to agree as she stared back at me, eyes narrowed in thought.


‘Okay,’ Betty said at last before tucking the bottle back under the sink.


No more was said as I scurried back to my bedroom. But the weeks dragged by as I waited for my birthday and spent a lot of time staring at the Beatles posters covering my walls, no idea where it was all headed. I was thrilled I had a record coming out, but no sense of what that might mean. And most of the bands I knew were made up of twenty-something men: the Animals, the Kinks, Gerry and the Pacemakers. A new one called the Rolling Stones was also emerging. And a female singer, too, called Dusty Springfield who I loved. She had just gone solo after years of success with the Springfields.


Where on earth would Marie Lawrie fit into all that?
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No Pushover


Growing up in Fifties Glasgow meant you hardly saw a blade of grass and certainly no cows or sheep. And even though it was a big city, I lived largely within the confines of just a few concrete streets in the East End of Glasgow. The area was called the Gallowgate and it was packed with families living cheek by jowl in tenement blocks. Poverty and violence were common, and so was trouble between local Protestant and Catholic gangs.


The first home I lived in on Soho Street had two rooms: one, where we cooked and ate, had a coal fireplace, two armchairs and a fold-up bed for my parents; the other was stuffed with a wardrobe, dressing table, three-piece suite and another fold-up bed for me and my brother Billy. There was no bathroom, toilet or separate kitchen. Instead, we’d strip wash at a sink next to the cooker in a tiny scullery and shower once a week in the mobile units the Glasgow Corporation brought into the school playground. Privacy was a luxury no one could afford.


But while my childhood has often been described as ‘poor’, I hate that word. Poor doesn’t encapsulate a world which was so rich in community, love and the tight bonds between close-knit working-class families. And, financially, my family was also far better off than many. By the time I was about eight, for instance, we’d left Soho Street for a new tenement on Garfield Street, which was only a few minutes away, but officially in Dennistoun, a cut above the Gallowgate. One of eight flats in a small block, our new home had two bedrooms, its own toilet and a living room with a kitchenette off it. Like all tenement flats, it also had large alcoves built into the walls to be used as sleeping spaces – vital given that my sister Edwina was born when I was ten, and baby Gordon arrived two years after that. Six of us were packed into the two-bedroom flat which was permanently busy, noisy and chaotic.


The reason we could afford to move was because my father, Eddie, was . . . an entrepreneur? A thief? I’m not quite sure. Not that Eddie considered himself a criminal, of course. Neither did anyone else. Glasgow was the kind of place where you took your chances, and you were a fool to ignore one if it presented itself – which my father’s job at the meat market did. I hated the place. The unusual smell and freezing cold. But I learned to hide my fear whenever Dad took me there as a child, knowing I had to be brave because he was letting me into his world.


Eddie worked at the market as an offal dresser and was up before dawn each day for a 5am shift in the huge hanger of a building where he spent the next few hours gutting animal carcasses strung up on pulleys above his head. Arriving home with trousers stiff with dried blood and smelling of disinfectant, he’d plunge them into a bucket to soak before getting changed. Occasionally, he’d also have to see to a cut on his hand if his knife had slipped. However bad it was though, however deep, Eddie never saw a doctor to get stitches for fear they’d restrict his movement and ability to work. Instead, he’d stick a lump of Vaseline onto the wound before wrapping it in gauze.


‘Got to be able to work,’ my dad would say proudly as he looked at his scarred hands. ‘Never missed a day in my life.’


Eddie was a hard worker. No doubt about it. But there was another important reason why he was so dedicated: the opportunity the meat market gave him to create a second income selling on whatever he’d managed to snaffle. Local butchers loved Eddie Lawrie for the abundant supply of liver, tripe and other offal he could get his hands on. Some of it was swapped for extras that other families couldn’t afford, like fresh fish, but mostly it was sold on to bring in a precious second income to our home.


My parents, however, had to be careful to hide the extra cash which my mother often stuffed at the back of drawers and under the lino. Because back then, Glasgow was the kind of place where you were cut down to size if your head went too far above the rest, and Betty and Eddie had made some mistakes early on with too many new clothes, coats and shoes. One neighbour was so incensed by the Lawries parading around in their finery, they’d paid a thug to attack my father. Thirty shillings, apparently, was all it took to persuade someone to slice Eddie’s face with a razor. Like I said, no one where I came from passed up an opportunity to make extra money.


I never knew if my father got his own back, but I’m sure he must have waited, watched and attacked back when he got the chance. He had no other choice because you could never, ever show weakness in Glasgow. If you did, you’d be walked over. Where I came from, standing your ground wasn’t a weakness; it was a strength.
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You’re a Lulu of a Kid


After finally turning fifteen, I went back to London to prepare for the official release of ‘Shout’. Marian Massey was now managing me and the Gleneagles because her brother Tony was one of the people who’d got us down to London as the rise of British music, kicked off by Beatlemania, sparked a talent gold rush. And although Marian hadn’t worked in music before, she came from a family of businessmen and was ambitious. Everyone seemed sure she’d be able to do the job, including my parents.


‘I think a woman will be better looking after a wee lassie,’ Eddie had declared.


I’d been hoping to record something other than ‘Shout’ for our first release. The band and I had been doing it in local clubs for a while, but Decca felt the way we performed it sounded new and fresh, so we’d recorded it a few weeks before with our producer Peter Sullivan.


As I stood in the studio late in the day, Marian had swept in wearing a Persian lamb coat with a huge chinchilla collar over a black pencil skirt, round neck sweater (probably cashmere), accessorised with pearls, big gold earrings (probably Chanel) and a bright red lip. I, meanwhile, had a heavy cold and my hair was in rollers because I was hoping to be taken out for a pizza or something that night.


Marian had taken one look at me, turned to Peter Sullivan and spoken to him in her commanding voice.


‘Look at her!’ she exclaimed as I blew my nose. ‘This child shouldn’t be working when she’s clearly so unwell.’


I stared at Marian wordlessly. No one ever asked whether I should be on stage or not. Cold or no cold. I’d always turned up, however I was feeling.


‘I think we’ve done enough here today,’ she declared, her tone commanding, certain.


Then she put her arm around me.


‘Let’s go and get you something for that cold,’ she said and whisked me out of the studio leaving the Gleneagles boys to pack up and Peter fuming.


I soon sank into one of the leather seats in Marian’s car as she plunged into the busy London traffic like a gladiator going into the ring. Marian, I started to learn that day, did everything decisively. Hitting the accelerator, slamming the brakes, snaking in and out of traffic, she drove me to Marylebone where we pulled up in front of a huge, wooden-fronted shop. As we walked inside, the warm air was filled with a mixture of perfume, cough medicine and something almost antiseptic trailing underneath it all. Assistants in white coats rushed up to us, pulling out pills and potions that Marian bought with a crisp £1 note before popping them into her crocodile bag and snapping it shut.


‘John Bell & Croyden is the best pharmacy in town,’ she said as she strode away from the counter. ‘Now, let’s get you tucked up in bed and I’m sure you’ll feel far better in the morning.’


Amid all the new faces in the swirl of activity as we started preparing to release ‘Shout’, Marian felt like a creature from an entirely different planet. A trained opera singer, she spoke with a clipped English voice and was married to a wealthy businessman called Gerald Massey. But even though they had three school-age children, and Marian could easily have spent her life having lunch and doing her hair, she wanted to do more.


Marian’s house in Holland Park had loomed above me when I’d arrived to see her a couple of weeks after recording ‘Shout’. Her housekeeper had opened the door, formally dressed for domestic duties, and shown me into the largest front room I’d ever seen in my life. The walls were drenched in art (including a huge portrait of Marian looking regal), there were plump sofas, a grand piano, shelves covered in china, and trays groaning under twinkling glass. It was the kind of house I’d only ever seen flickering on a big screen when I went to the Geggie, Scotia or Orient with my mum. I might as well have been on Mars.


Then Marian arrived. She was the most glamorous thing I’d ever seen. With amazing shiny hair. So luxurious. Mine was so full of hairspray, I’d go up in flames if anyone got too close with a match, I thought to myself.


‘Your name, Marie, we’ve got to change it,’ Marian said as she – and her hair – paced up and down the thick carpet that covered her sitting room floor and I sat at a piano beside Tony.


‘What makes you different is your energy. Your confidence. You’re like a breath of fresh air. But we need a name that sums all that up.’


Marian and Tony had been throwing around ideas for a while now without much success: ‘Too boring’. ‘We need something that really describes her.’


‘Roxy?’ Tony asked.


‘God no!’ Marian exclaimed. ‘Makes her sound like a go-go dancer.’


And then came the moment when Marian, who as well as living in a spaceship-sized house had also spent a lot of time in America, which, as far as I was concerned, was the promised land, turned and threw her hands up in the air.


‘Well, all I know is that she’s a real lulu of a kid.’


I had no idea what ‘lulu’ meant, but Tony and Marian looked at each other as if they’d just cracked the code for nuclear fusion.


‘That’s it,’ said Tony. ‘Lulu. Perfect. It’s great.’


Later, I learned that the definition of ‘lulu’ is ‘remarkable’ and, in time, I realised that the reason Marian saw me this way was because I’d been dialling up parts of myself and damping down others for years before she met me, hiding so many feelings and becoming whoever I needed to be as a performer. She, like many others, saw me as gutsy. Confident. Bright. And I was. Or at least that’s how I’d learned to present myself to the world.


And so that was the day I started to become a new person. No longer just plain old Marie, the ‘wee belter’ from Glasgow. I was now Lulu, and I’d learn to inhabit her so well, I’d be fixed there for decades to come.


Youthful.


Perky.


Always smiling.


Whatever people wanted of me.
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Finding My Voice


I’ve never been one of those people who glide quietly through life, the kind who speak softly, rarely raise their voice or get too incensed about anything. Neither was anyone in my family. The Lawries were loud. Emotional. Passionate. And I knew from before I could remember what I was most passionate about: singing. My voice was always a mismatch with my size though. It was always bigger than me, which is why it got me noticed even when I was young.


Picture the scene: eight-year-old, four-foot-nothing me, lifted onto a chair to reach a microphone in front of a big Blackpool holiday crowd. It felt like I’d been singing ever since I was born, to friends and neighbours, entering competitions and obsessed with music. Now, I was standing in front of a sea of holidaymakers, dressed in pristine white sandals with matching bobby socks and a sticky out frock with a bow on the back. I stared up at the talent show compère as the chair beneath me rocked unsteadily.


‘Careful little girl,’ he said.


I stared up at him defiantly. I’ll show you.


The audience readied themselves for a rendition of ‘Baa Baa Black Sheep’. Instead, I launched into ‘The Garden of Eden’ – a Joe Valino hit which had been covered in the UK by Frankie Vaughan – in a voice that was one part child, another blues singer who’s seen the harder parts of life and was recounting it all over a bottle of bourbon and twenty Marlboros. This was the kind of singing I’d listened to and, lucky for me, my voice came out sounding similar.


Aged nine, I got my first paid gig performing songs during the intervals of the Caledonian Marching Band’s Sunday concerts. Standing on stage, singing in front of hundreds of people, I’d experienced the power of connection to an audience for the very first time. It felt like coming home. Soon after starting secondary school, I’d graduated to fronting local bands – the Bellrocks and then the Gleneagles. Playing at Glasgow clubs and US airbases, I’d sing American music like Inez and Charlie Foxx’s ‘Mockingbird’ and Brenda Lee’s ‘Let’s Jump the Broomstick’.


My dad was the one with music in his soul. And his voice was the essence of who he was: emotional, powerful at times, gentle at others. Eddie Lawrie was a small, handsome man, with shoes he polished so bright you could see your face in them, and the man who gave me the gift of song. But most people we knew were great singers, lots of them better than me, because Glasgow then was a city filled with music. In pubs and living rooms, concert halls and churches, people gathered together to either sing or listen to others. No one where I came from sat down with a glass of wine to discuss politics or feelings. Music was the glue that drew us together, created a sense of community and softened the hard edges of difficult lives.


Weekends were the highlight: a wage packet earned and enough money to buy a couple of drinks. Most Fridays, our flat would fill with friends like Alec Crichton, a handsome Merchant Navy seaman, and his mother Big May, who was always dressed in a shirt and tie for her job as a chauffeur to a city bigwig. Alec had the kind of good, thick hair my mother adored. Paranoid about her own, Betty was constantly changing its colour and never held back expressing her bitter disappointment that I’d ended up with ‘two hairs and a shugly’ instead of thick Shirley Temple curls.


Jimmy Graham, an old navy friend of my father’s, might also drop in with his wife May, or James Goldie with his ma Emmie, who worked as an office cleaner. And often, my father’s cousin, wee Auntie Netty, would be wedged in too, along with a couple of neighbours.


As cigarette smoke hung thick as pork chops in the air, the men – and Big May – would pour a whisky with a dash of water while the women sat with a vodka and orange, sherry or Advocaat and lemonade.


‘Gi’e us a song Eddie,’ someone would eventually say because my father loved crooners like Perry Como, Frank Sinatra, Nat King Cole or Mario Lanza and would sing them in his rich, deep voice.


Most nights too, someone would also eventually ask after me.


‘Can you get wee Marie up? Let’s get her tae sing.’


‘No,’ Betty would answer. ‘Let her sleep.’


But, more often than not, I’d wake up, hear my father singing and creep out of bed before peeping around the door.


‘Can ah sing?’ I’d ask, and my father would come and pick me up.


‘Go on darlin’,’ he’d say. ‘Give us your best.’


And even though I was young, I could sing pretty much anything from Connie Francis’ ‘Lipstick on Your Collar’ to Caterina Valente’s Spanish folk song ‘La Malagueña’, which was a bit left of centre and hard to sing. My dad loved that I could do it and my grandfather would cry when he heard me.


‘Where did she get that voice?’ people would murmur as they listened. ‘She’s got an old soul that one.’


‘Voice like a coalman,’ Eddie would proudly reply.


Those nights singing for my parents and their friends are some of my happiest childhood memories. Because even though I was so young, I was lucky enough to recognise something deep inside which allowed me to communicate with people in a unique way.
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Beatlemania


Friday nights were about two things in the Lawrie home: a fish and chip supper and the TV. My parents had gone out and left me to put Edwina, who was five, and three-year-old Gordon to bed. Billy was at the chippie and I was waiting for Around the Beatles to start on TV. The boys had filmed a special and, like the rest of the UK – and now America – I was hanging out to see it.


Three weeks previously, ‘Shout’ had been released and I’d gone back down to London to perform on Ready Steady Go! – the biggest pop TV show of the moment. Even just a few years before, there had been nothing like it on TV, but the revolution in music meant everything was moving at lightning speed and teenagers now wanted their own television, music and clothes.


‘You’re going to be brilliant,’ Marian had said as we waited backstage for me to perform. ‘Just do what you always do.’


Marian, I was discovering, seemed to think I was capable of anything. She kept talking about all the other things I’d be able to do, but I really didn’t have a clue what she was talking about. I was a singer. That was what I did. What I wanted to do.


‘Oh Lu,’ Marian said with a laugh when I told her. ‘Look at how young you are and how quickly you pick things up. You’re fearless, you always go for it. I want everyone to see your talent.’


It’s amazing how fast you can adapt, particularly when you’re young and unformed. And I was a teenage girl too, so the only thing that I kept thinking about before appearing on TV was what on earth I’d wear. I’d grown up with Betty worrying constantly about her hair, the size of her nose and her weight. She spent hours trawling markets and expensive shops looking for bargains in her constant pursuit of trying to make herself feel better by looking just right. And Betty’s preoccupation with how you must present yourself to the world had snaked its way inside me.


In the end, Marian and I decided on a striped T-shirt, some clamdiggers and a pair of flat shoes. I didn’t have a wardrobe full of clothes to wear, and Marian kept telling me that young girls should be able to see themselves in me. Miming to ‘Shout’, I walked down a spiral staircase and onto a dance floor crowded with teenagers while the Gleneagles – who’d also been renamed and were now known as the Luvvers – played. When the track ended, the host Michael Aldred interviewed me and I tried to slow down my voice and round out the sound because most people in London couldn’t seem to understand a word I said. It embarrassed me almost as much as realising that my gold tooth, the legacy of many Glaswegian children with limited access to dentistry, risked looking like a gaping hole at the wrong angle on a black and white TV picture. Marian had told me we’d need to get it fixed.


After the show finished and we were getting ready to leave, one of the producers came up to me and Marian:


‘We’re going to San Lorenzo,’ she said. ‘Would you like to join us?’


I soon discovered that San Lorenzo was an Italian restaurant when we arrived to find it packed with people, noise and Bobby Darin sitting on a corner table. I’d always adored him. Bobby was adaptable; he could sing in so many styles and infused his music with soul. I couldn’t eat a bite of my food as people chatted around the table and I kept sneaking looks at him. But then, as he got up to leave, Bobby walked towards our table.


‘Hey Lulu,’ he said as he stopped beside me.


Marian and the Ready Steady Go! crew stared at me expectantly.


‘Hello,’ I finally stammered.


‘I saw you on TV tonight,’ Bobby drawled. ‘You were great. Good luck with everything.’


And then he was gone. I ran out to a payphone, scrabbled around in my purse for enough change to feed into it and screamed at Betty the moment she picked up.


‘Mammy! It’s me! I’m in a restaurant with Marian. And I’ve just met Bobby Darrin!’


I’m pretty sure the whole of Dennistoun heard Betty when she screamed back at me. But now, just a few days later, I was back at home again, back to being Marie. It felt like going back to black and white after being plunged into technicolour.


The clock hands slid on until Around the Beatles finally started and I watched as Ringo appeared wearing a medieval doublet, and a crowd of banner-waving teenagers poured into a theatre. The boys seemed to be doing Shakespeare, but I’d never read a word of it so couldn’t be sure. The show continued. Cilla Black sang ‘You’re My World’ and Millie Small did ‘My Boy Lollipop’. And then, at last, the boys came on to perform. ‘Twist and Shout’ was followed by a succession of hits culminating in ‘I Want to Hold Your Hand’. I walked over to the TV to sit even closer, staring at Paul intently, as obsessed as every other teenage girl by him. And his perfect hair.


‘Thank you, thank you very much, and God bless you,’ John said to the screaming crowd as the show drew to a close. ‘You’ve got a lucky face. The end.’


And then a miracle happened. Or at least it felt like one to me. The studio went silent before George hit an F major chord and the camera panned to Paul.


‘You know you make me wanna shout,’ he wailed.


The crowd screamed, the boys launched into the single I’d just released and I almost peed my pants in excitement. Eight days later, ‘Shout’ entered the charts at number forty-one and started climbing steadily. I’ve always been convinced that I have the Beatles to thank for launching me. Who knows what might have happened if they hadn’t done ‘Shout’ that day? By the middle of June, the single had reached number seven. But, by then, I was so busy I hardly noticed because everything had exploded.
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Fifteen Years Old and on My Way


Stoke, Great Yarmouth and Corby, Harrogate, Manchester and Wisbech. Those first few months after ‘Shout’ became a hit are mostly a blur. It felt as if me, the Luvvers and Marian were permanently packed into the battered old van we used for travelling, bursting out of it to set up, perform and maybe do an interview for a local newspaper, TV station or national music magazine, before getting back in again to head to the next stop.


There were two reasons why we didn’t stop: Marian wanted us to make the most of being in the charts and we hadn’t got an advance from Decca so needed to earn money. With a hit record, our fee had gone up to £100, which seemed like a huge amount – even when we split it – because I’d only just left school and the Luvvers boys had been working as electricians, joiners or window cleaners until now.


Marian was rapidly proving herself an inspired choice to manage us. Undaunted by our new world, we were quickly building a team around us that included our new agent Dick Katz and a PR man called Leslie Perrin, a journalist turned publicist with a face like a Pekingese dog, who was known for building careers overnight and diffusing scandals even more quickly. He famously went on to represent the Rolling Stones who, I presume, didn’t need his career-building skills.


Together, they got us on all the local radio and TV stations and we also performed solo, as well as on bills alongside acts like the Applejacks, Millie Small and Gene Vincent. My name was in and out of the press too and, within a couple of months, I’d topped the Record Mirror’s poll for ‘Most Promising Young Singer’.


‘Shout’ was a huge hit and interest in Lulu – the new ‘teen sensation’ – was high. I wasn’t the first schoolgirl singer. Helen Shapiro had been there before and we were similar in some ways because her voice was also deep. But mine had a rawer edge and there was a difference in our energy. I was out there, up front and working the stage. In fact, I was heading up an all-male band with a swagger, and that made me different. This was what had made Decca see my potential and, just as they’d predicted, teens related to me.


I was working harder than ever, and the feeling which rushed up in me now as I walked onto a stage and saw a huge crowd was electrifying. Pure energy filled me as I sang to bigger and bigger audiences. It was like a drug. And the larger the crowds got, the more powerful the connection I felt. It was unlike anything I’d ever known. And I couldn’t get enough of it.


Surreal. Euphoric even.


I was just beginning to feel my power.


But if performing felt like flying, getting into bed in a B&B in somewhere like Wigan felt like crashing back down to earth. Loneliness would fill me – missing home, my family, everything that was familiar to me. The rooms felt so quiet, even with Marian in the room next door. I was used to a home packed with people, noise, motion and chaos. I loved looking after the little ones, and I missed Billy and my parents too. Now, suddenly, here I was, lying in my own bed, no small child sleeping next to me – just this deep, impenetrable silence that left me feeling like I was floating in deep space alone. I’d never had the chance to feel lonely before. But in those lonely, dark hours late at night, my mind would start whirring and my anxiety would kick in. Fear grows in the dark. Every little worry gets bigger until morning light reveals the solutions. Night after night, I’d cry myself to sleep, feeling almost guilty. I was living every teenage girl’s dream. So what was I worried about?


When you’re fifteen and full of emotions that push and pull, you can’t take a step back and just accept it’s part of the process. I was ashamed of feeling in any way unhappy, of letting anything puncture the exhilaration of having a hit record and gratitude for the stroke of luck, or fate, that had somehow pushed me into the spotlight.


One thing sustained me, though: camaraderie with the Luvvers and everyone else who was on the road with us. Wherever we went, all roads seemed to lead back to the M1 – and we’d walk into the Blue Boar services late at night to find anyone from the Animals to the Kinks sitting with a full English. It wasn’t just me who was part of this new scene. British music was exploding and new acts were coming up all over.


The High Numbers for instance, who became the Who, got the red-carpet treatment when they came back to my parents’ after we all did a gig at Kelvin Hall in Glasgow. To celebrate, my dad got out the bottle of Chivas he kept at the back of the sideboard ready for special occasions, and Keith Moon had stared at me with his lovely puppy dog eyes which also felt terrifyingly intense to a fifteen-year-old. It was probably the amphetamines.


Musicians who’d go on to become huge stars were working as session musicians and I recorded with many of them when we went back into the studio to start working on new material. Highly trained and efficient, the session guys were the musical equivalent of Bolshoi ballet performers: disciplined and ruthless at execution. Jimmy Page was one and turned up to a recording session with his guitar and a thing he called a ‘fuzz box’. It sounded like a baby blowing a raspberry to me. He’d go on to change musical history with it.


A few months in, I also heard an incredible voice when I went in to do a vocal for Peter Sullivan and he was playing ‘It’s Not Unusual’.


‘Who’s that?’ I asked.


‘A guy I’ve just signed called Tom Jones.’


Ironically for someone called Lulu, I thought it was a stupid name. Tom Jones was a film. Not a pop star. People would get confused. Wrong on that one too. And a certain Reginald Dwight was also knocking about by then.
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That’s What They Do in London


‘I’ll have the escargots,’ Marian’s handsome American brother-in-law said.


‘Dripping in garlic,’ someone else exclaimed, and the women at the table heaved a collective sigh of appreciation.


We were having dinner at the White Elephant on Curzon Street in Mayfair and I watched as a waiter poured chilled white wine into glasses. I knew I wouldn’t be able to drink it. Too sharp. I preferred the sweetness of Mateus Rosé. Staring down at the cutlery in front of me, I wondered what on earth I should do with it all as the waiter started taking the women’s orders.
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