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Two little dicky birds, sitting on a wall,


One named Peter, one named Paul.


Fly away, Peter! Fly away, Paul!


Come back, Peter! Come back, Paul.


 


Traditional nursery rhyme, 


first published in Mother Goose’s Melody, c.1765


 


 


The party is over – but no one really wants to announce the finish of an institution. I didn’t leave the Beatles. The Beatles left the Beatles. First Ringo left during our recording of the ‘White Album’ because he said it was not fun anymore. Then George left because he thought we were not saying enough on Abbey Road. John fell in love with Yoko and out of love with the rest of us. I woke up and didn’t have a job anymore! Oh Jesus. No band. What do I do? I’ve got to work out something for myself now.


 


Paul McCartney










For Brian Bennett and Clem Cattini










IN MEMORIAM


 


James McCartney Snr, 1902–1976


Mary Patricia McCartney, 1909–1956


Arthur Newton Goldberg: Art Rupe, 1917–2022


Sir George Henry Martin CBE, 1926–2016


Antoine Dominique Domino Jnr: Fats Domino, 1928–2017


Peter William Longland, 1930–2023


The Revd Canon John Oates, 1930–2023


Andrew McLuckie White: Andy White, 1930–2015


Richard Wayne Penniman: Little Richard, 1932–2020


Brian Samuel Epstein, 1934–1967


Malcolm Frederick ‘Mal’ Evans, 1935–1976


Jerry Lee Lewis, 1935–2022


Glen Travis Campbell, 1936–2017


Allen Richard Toussaint, 1938–2015


Jerry Ivan Allison, 1939–2022


George Reginald Cohen MBE, 1939–2022


Margaret Ann Bennett, 1940–2023


John Winston Ono Lennon, 1940–1980


Linda Louise McCartney, Lady McCartney, née Eastman, 1941–1998


Neil Stanley Aspinall, 1941–2008


David Van Cortlandt Crosby, 1941–2023


Veronica Yvette Bennett: Ronnie Spector, 1943–2022


George Harrison MBE, 1943–2001


Henry Campbell Liken McCullough, 1943–2016


Christine Anne McVie, née Perfect, 1943–2022


Geoffrey Arnold ‘Jeff’ Beck, 1944–2023


Michael Ralph ‘Mo’ Foster, 1944–2023


Steve Gray, 1944–2008


Geoffrey Ernest Emerick, 1945–2018


Gary Brooker MBE, 1945–2022


John Andrew Wilkinson: Wilko Johnson, 1947–2022


Robert Ogilvie ‘Rab’ Noakes, 1947–2022


Olivia Newton-John DBE, 1948–2022


Linda Ann Fredericks: Linda Lewis, 1950–2023


Andrew Maurice Gold, 1951–2011


James ‘Jimmy’ McCulloch, 1953–1979


Terence Edward ‘Terry’ Hall, 1959–2022


Andrew John ‘Andy’/‘Fletch’ Fletcher, 1961–2022


Oliver Taylor Hawkins, 1972–2022










Chapter 1


BEFORE


There is timelessness in grief. A dark meandering. The flakes and fragments of longing choke the soul. Memories bleed. Solitude is torture. Sorrow suffocates like leaded drapes, and sets the mind in regret. To remember is a nightmare yet we dare not forget, for fear of losing what’s already lost. No prospect alarms more thoroughly than death. No mortal is more aware of death than a rock star.


Paul McCartney has done more than his share of mourning. He has experienced loss in every decade since that of his birth. Of his mother in 1956. The Beatles’ manager Brian Epstein in 1967. His father Jim, and Beatles roadie and personal assistant Mal Evans, both in 1976. His boyhood pal, co-writer and sometime nemesis John Lennon in 1980. His first wife and soulmate Linda in 1998. George Harrison in 2001, and road manager and head of Apple Corps, Neil Aspinall, in 2008. ‘Fifth Beatle’ producer Sir George Martin in 2016. Recording engineer Geoff Emerick in 2018, and his beloved brother-in-law and former manager, John Eastman, in 2022.


On 18 June that year, the day he turned eighty, mustn’t he have wondered how, by accident or by design, he had been spared the premature check-out while so many nearest and dearest had been taken? In yet another year that delivered rock deaths by the jetload – Taylor Hawkins, a mere fifty years old; Meat Loaf, seventy-four; Wilko Johnson, seventy-five; Gary Brooker, seventy-six; Ronnie Spector, seventy-eight; Christine McVie and Vangelis, seventy-nine, as well as a host of band members, session musicians and music industry legends – did it ever cross his mind that there but for the grace of . . .?


Or is Paul the kind of guy who stays sane by denying himself morbid thinking and just keeps on rolling, grateful for each new day, as well as for the sixty-year career that has made him a national treasure, a global icon and our greatest living composer? Does he ever dwell on the fact that he has now outlived Lennon by more than the length of John’s whole life, or perhaps wonder, as he pondered and penned in 1981, how things would be if his friend were here today?1


 


About rock stars. Do they still exist in the twenty-first century or has that epoch passed but nobody told them yet? I’d bet the latter. I wasn’t yet born during the 1950s when popular music divided broadly into jazz and crooners, blues and country, and the new-fangled rock’n’roll – rooted in country or white American folk music, and in the black blues and soul of the formerly enslaved and the racially segregated. Out of rock’n’roll, into the sixties, came pop and the Beatles, swiftly followed by the Stones, the Animals and the Who. A million bands and artists flourished in their images.


Come the 1967 Summer of Love, the hippy movement and the migration west from New York to California, pop had begun an irreversible evolution. It was rock that dominated the seventies, offset by punk, but then it was blindsided into the eighties by the advent of the synth era. By 1985, having been augmented by MTV and corporatised by Bob Geldof’s Live Aid, pop was re-invented as big-bucks, bona fide, capitalised ‘Rock’. Everyone from Rod Stewart to Tina Turner to David Bowie to Madonna was now a rock star. The epithet ‘millionaire rock star’ turned into a title, an entitlement and a ubiquitous seventy-two-point headline.


What happened to the Beatles? As a recording and performing entity, by 1970 they had ceased to exist. Which was not to say that we’d heard the last of them.


Without the four boys from Liverpool, who became the greatest cultural and social phenomenon of all time, and whose fame and music affected and continues to affect humans in every nook and cranny of the globe, I would not be telling this story. Not that they are history. Their songs live and breathe. Many of them are as familiar to us as our own names. Apart from a few covers, they wrote and composed their own words and tunes. With little between them in the way of formal music tuition, they all played their own instruments and others besides. They were among the first to launch and run their own record company, Apple, through which they championed other artists.


Of their own musical output, sales exceed a billion units, with more sold via download every day. They notched up seventeen UK Number One singles. They also scored more chart-topping albums than any other act and released more in America than anyone else, ever. The most influential artists in the history of popular music, they continue to inspire more musicians than anyone else could ever lay claim to. Beatles songs have been recorded by singers of all ages, of many nationalities and from every imaginable genre, and perhaps they always will be.


Where did it come from? At the core of the magic of the Beatles were the minds, imaginations and hands of two little boys. John Lennon landed at the Liverpool Maternity Hospital on Oxford Street on 9 October 1940. James Paul McCartney was born at Walton General Hospital almost twenty months later on 18 June 1942. Both were war babies. Both were deprived of their mothers at points in their lives when they needed them most.


John’s mother Julia lived an unpredictable lifestyle. She gave little John away to her middle-aged, childless sister Mimi to be brought up strictly and respectably. Julia did maintain contact with her only son, visiting him and contributing modestly to his keep. She also introduced him to music, playing him the records that she collected, teaching him chords on the old banjo that had belonged to John’s grandfather and buying him his first guitar. His estranged father Alf also had some musical ability.


Paul’s midwife mother Mary died from breast cancer at the age of forty-seven when Paul was only fourteen, leaving her husband Jim to raise him and his younger brother Michael. Jim had been a trumpeter in a jazz band, and also played the piano. Family members often came round for sing-songs. He played records on his gramophone, and wired extensions up through the floorboards to the boys’ bedrooms, attaching Bakelite headphones to the ends. Paul, already familiar with the BBC’s Light Programme, could now tune in to Radio Luxembourg. For his thirteenth birthday, his father had given him a trumpet, as though willing him to follow in his footsteps.


Both John and Paul had caring but dysfunctional childhoods against which to rail. Music, for both, was in the genes. What they did with it, and the great heights to which they soared with it, was down to them alone. John, a fledgling rebel brimming with anger and frustration, also tuned in to Radio Luxembourg to hear the latest releases. Paul was sadder, quieter, more conformist and more reflective, but every bit as open to the call of fifties rock’n’roll.


Paul met George Harrison before he met John, on the bus going to school. George was a year younger, which would normally have precluded a friendship. But the boys had music in common, particularly Elvis Presley. George divulged to Paul that his bus-driver father had learned to play guitar during his years in the Merchant Navy, and that he had a guitar himself. Paul, in turn, was reluctant to reveal that he was having piano lessons, and that he was also learning how to play the trumpet. When the skiffle craze rocked Britain, Paul asked his father if he could return his trumpet to the music shop and swap it for a guitar. In the aftermath of his mother’s death, that instrument became both his obsession and his salvation.


On 11 November 1956, eleven days after his mother’s passing, the king of British skiffle Lonnie Donegan played the Empire Theatre in Liverpool and Paul was in the audience. Soon afterwards, towards the end of that year or shortly into the next, he wrote his first song. ‘I Lost My Little Girl’ was a disguised ode to his late mother.


Two friends of Paul’s at school, Ivan ‘Ivy’ Vaughan and Len Garry, played in a skiffle group called the Quarrymen that was led by a local Teddy Boy called John Lennon. On 6 July 1957, the Quarrymen had a gig at a summer fête held at St Peter’s parish church in Woolton. Ivy invited Paul to the fête with the intention of introducing him to John; if they got on, perhaps John would let him be in the band.


John and Paul came face to face. Paul picked up one of their guitars, tuned it, and began to play and sing Eddie Cochran’s ‘Twenty Flight Rock’. To let him into the band, John knew on the spot, would be to put his own nose out of joint. The boy was clearly the superior musician. But to deny the band Paul’s talent would be to its detriment. For the sake of the greater good, he let him in.


For the rest of that summer, just before John enrolled at Liverpool College of Art, the two boys wrote songs together, mostly at Paul’s home 20 Forthlin Road. Their very first composition was called ‘Just Fun’. ‘There were a few songs that weren’t very good,’ said Paul in the BBC Radio 2 special John Lennon at 80. ‘You know, clearly young songwriters who didn’t know how to do it. Eventually we started to write slightly better songs, and then enjoyed the process of learning together so much that it really took off.’


The Quarrymen metamorphosed, via a few name and personnel changes including the arrival of George Harrison, into the Beatles. Local engagements around Liverpool expanded to a few a bit further-flung. This led to them coming to the attention of local impresario Allan Williams, who got them a residency in the German port of Hamburg. It was there that they honed the band, their musicianship and their live performing skills and consolidated their songwriting.


They recorded the song ‘My Bonnie’ in 1961 with English singer Tony Sheridan, with whom they had performed at Hamburg’s Top Ten club. It was released in the UK on 5 January 1962, credited to Tony Sheridan and the Beatles. The single was noted by Liverpool record store owner Brian Epstein, who went to see the band play live at the Cavern Club and subsequently became their manager. He assumed control over the head of Mona Best, the mother of their drummer Pete, who owned and ran the Casbah coffee club out of her home where the band had played, and who had effectively been their unofficial first manager. Epstein took over from Allan Williams, who told Brian that he could have the Beatles, because they wouldn’t pay him his commission from Hamburg. His parting advice was: ‘Don’t touch them with a fucking bargepole!’


It was Brian who brokered a deal for the Beatles with EMI’s Parlophone label, headed up by George Martin. The record producer was blamed for the sacking of drummer Best in favour of Ringo Starr, whom they had met in Hamburg when he was working with Rory Storm and the Hurricanes. But it was never Martin’s decision. When he decided to re-record ‘Love Me Do’ with a session drummer, John Lennon told Brian Epstein that they wanted Ringo instead. Lennon would later declare that ‘Pete was a good drummer but Ringo was a better Beatle.’


Their debut release, on 5 October 1962, was ‘Love Me Do’ backed by ‘P.S. I Love You’. It got to Number 17. When it was released in America on 27 April 1964, it went all the way to the top.


Largely thanks to the band’s appearance on America’s The Ed Sullivan Show and widespread subsequent publicity and airplay, Beatlemania soon swept the globe. Between 5 October 1962 and 8 May 1970, a period just shy of seven years, John and Paul would publish around 180 co-credited songs, the majority of which were recorded and released by the Beatles.


The band called time on their touring career in August 1966 to concentrate on studio recording. They released six further albums before going their separate ways. Paul had met American rock photographer Linda Eastman in London in May 1967, and married her on 12 March 1969. John had encountered Japanese American Yoko Ono at London’s Indica Gallery in November 1966, and had married her in Gibraltar on 20 March 1969. Their weddings were separated by only one week. Neither Beatle was in attendance at the other’s.


 


When did it end?


Some would say as early as 1966, when wild applause for the ‘more-popular-than-Jesus’ quartet waned to an echo after their Candlestick Park farewell.2 After plugs were pulled and amps were toppled, the bum with the broom scraped the boards. While backstage, a raucous throng boogied on with anyone who thought they were someone that night in the glittering city of Frisco, plus an overcome Joan Baez and a languid Ronette.


Their seventh studio album Revolver, a Promethean effort released in tandem with the double A-side single ‘Eleanor Rigby’/‘Yellow Submarine’, made its debut on 5 August, a little over three weeks ahead of their last-ever touring-band gig. It changed pop in a swoop, and forever. Often hailed today as superior to Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band, the magnum opus ‘greatest album ever recorded’ that tailgated it, Revolver was the offering that lifted the lid on who they really were; and why, in the end, they would have to call it a day and walk away.


The year 1966 has been flaunted ever since as the gateway to the modern age. It was a time of people and happenings that sound today like ancient history. A year of youth culture, space races and revolutions. Well, you know. Of Vietnam, Civil Rights, Black Power, and the early simmering of ‘women’s lib’. Harold Wilson, Indira Gandhi and Chairman Mao, Carnaby Street and Swinging London, and Janis Joplin and Big Brother and the Holding Company. The Stones’ Aftermath, the Beach Boys’ Pet Sounds, Bob Dylan’s Blonde on Blonde and the Kinks’ Face to Face. The Mamas & the Papas’ If You Can Believe Your Eyes and Ears, Simon and Garfunkel’s Parsley, Sage, Rosemary and Thyme and Donovan’s Sunshine Superman. The Temptations’ Gettin’ Ready, the Who’s A Quick One and Stevie Wonder’s Up-Tight.


It was also the year of Jean Shrimpton, Twiggy and Mary Quant, mini-skirts, flower power and ding-dong bells. Cassius Clay boxing Henry Cooper, Jack ‘Golden Bear’ Nicklaus bagging all four golf majors, and England beating West Germany 4–2 to win the FIFA football World Cup for the first and only time. A year of hovercrafts, Harrier jump jets and Gemini and Luna space modules; the death of Walt Disney and the birth of Batman and Star Trek; the Moors murders and Aberfan. It was the year of the Beatles’ final British concert, at Wembley’s Empire Pool, of John falling for Yoko, and Paul treading water with actress Jane Asher. He would propose the following year, and was accepted by his class-act love, each aware that the other was not the only one.


Many blame Lennon, for dumping his nice, safe, peroxide wife and peeling off with a geek from a gallery; breaking Cynthia’s heart, cutting his little son Julian adrift and contaminating the Beatles’ chemistry with the meddling of a mouthy upstart. Some cite George for having the audacity to want to contribute songs of his own, corrupting the purity of the Lennon–McCartney collaboration and upturning the status quo. Some even aim the accusatory digit at their minding-his-own-business drummer. When Ringo flared and huffed out on them in August 1968, during the recording of the ‘White Album’, it was only because he was done with their fussing and fighting. He soon returned with a little help from his friends. But by then, there was crayon all over the control room wall.


The irony can never be lost that, during the most insanely creative, innovative years of their decade together, when they chased Revolver and Sgt. Pepper with Magical Mystery Tour, The Beatles (the ‘White Album’), Yellow Submarine, Abbey Road and Let It Be, the band was coming apart at the seams. Partly because they were doing drugs, some more diligently and dangerously than others, and they were growing up and outwards, yearning to experiment with other musicians, but also because of partners, children, extended families and mounting responsibilities.


Throw into the mix the ovarian cancer that killed popular singer Alma Cogan, with whom John had been smitten and involved in a clandestine affair; the accidental death from overdose of their manager Brian Epstein; their soul-expanding experiences with Transcendental Meditation guru Maharishi Mahesh Yogi, and their ill-fated sojourn at his ashram in Rishikesh, India.


Then there was the unholy muddle that was their recording, management and cash-haemorrhaging creative enterprise Apple Corps; Paul finding American rock photographer Linda, the love of his life; the arrival of notorious artist manager Allen Klein, whom John, George and Ringo wanted, but Paul did not; and lawyer-managers Lee and John Eastman, Paul’s future in-laws, whom he insisted should take control of the mess, but his bandmates said no.


Throw all that up in the air and watch where it lands: in the maelstrom of John and Cynthia’s divorce, John and Yoko’s miscarriages, their arrest on drugs charges, her abducted daughter Kyoko (whom they never got back), their independent campaigns, nutcase baggings, shaggings and bed-ins, their Gibraltar nuptials and their Plastic Ono Band, not to mention the whole Get Back endeavour.


Where, in all of this, were the pair of earnest schoolboys who had first eyeballed each other on 6 July 1957 at that Liverpool church fête,3 recognising one another as though smitten by a coup de foudre; who became the core of a covers outfit doing the local rounds, harmonising in voices so perfectly matched that they could have been blood brothers, and started to write songs together? The two friends who clocked up their 10,000 hours delivering five shows a day, eight hours a day and night, in Hamburg before consolidating their experience and audience engagement at Liverpool’s Cavern, then invaded America and seduced the whole wide world.


We were afforded the briefest glimpse of them again, on 30 January 1969, when the Beatles got up on the roof of their Apple Corps HQ in Savile Row, Mayfair, alongside keyboardist Billy Preston, to play themselves into history. Whether they knew that or not, it looked obvious afterwards. Traffic, crowds and hearts stopped dead in the streets below. ‘I’d like,’ said John, ‘to say thank you on behalf of the group and ourselves, and I hope we passed the audition.’4


 


Paul married his pregnant fiancée Linda Eastman in March 1969. It was Lennon who announced first that he was quitting the Beatles, on 20 September that year. Because bank accounts, tax returns, contracts and commitments were in disarray, he was dissuaded from going public with his stepping-down until matters could be even-keeled.


In January 1970, John and Yoko chopped off their hair, declaring ‘Year One for Peace’. It turned out to be anything but. Come April, John was ensconced in the Los Angeles clinic of Dr Arthur Janov, the controversial, subsequently discredited practitioner of Primal Therapy. Paul recorded his debut, eponymous solo album by himself, secretly, at home in St John’s Wood, while in denial of a looming mental breakdown. Just over five months after their wedding, Linda brought forth Paul’s firstborn at a private clinic round the corner from home.


On 17 April 1970, Paul released his offering on the Apple label, together with an odd Q&A interview in which he declared his detachment and thus became ‘the one who broke up the Beatles’. The album, featuring what is probably his greatest-ever solo composition, ‘Maybe I’m Amazed’, was almost universally slated for that reason. Paul, Linda, her little girl Heather, their newborn, Mary, and Martha the sheepdog soon absconded to Paul’s remote farm on the peninsula of western Scotland known as Kintyre.


‘I nearly had a breakdown,’ Paul admitted to daughter Mary in an interview filmed for his Wingspan project in 2001. ‘I suppose the hurt of it all, and the disappointment, and the sorrow of losing this great band, these great friends . . . I was going crazy.’


In that vast, rolling wilderness on the edge of nowhere, Linda coaxed her man back to life. On New Year’s Eve 1970, Paul went to the High Court to sue his bandmates and Apple, demanding the dissolution of the band.


‘It was a difficult time because it wasn’t a clean break,’ Paul told an interviewer for NRK in 1989.5


‘The business difficulties that were created were [are] still going on twenty years later. It’s a shame, really. But these things, unless you set it up particularly business-wise . . . and then you get some lawyers on the case and you are really screwed. So it was quite sad . . . they were friends. To see it just fall apart was sad. But the liberation was a personal one. It meant that I didn’t have people buying my groceries for me, and my office wouldn’t tell me what to do. I could tell myself now what I was going to do. So good personally, difficult professionally.’


Thirty-one years later, in August 2020, he nudged closer to the truth.


‘The only way for me to save the Beatles and Apple – and to release Get Back by Peter Jackson, which allowed us to release Anthology and all these great [subsequent] remasters of all the great Beatles records – was to sue the band,’ Paul reflected in an exclusive interview for GQ magazine. ‘If I hadn’t done that, it would have all belonged to Allen Klein. The only way I was given to get us out of that was to do what I did.’


Thus did Paul become the vilified Beatle who destroyed the greatest band in history and broke the heart of Planet Earth. The running media and fan commentary was spiteful and soul-destroying. It couldn’t possibly have been his idea, not our Paul, not the cute one, you’ve only got to look at him, butter wouldn’t melt, he’d never have thought of doing such a thing by himself, he must have been driven to it, by that sort he married, look at the brazen hussy now, getting in on the act, never been near a piano stool in her life and now she’s ‘writing songs’ would you believe, she’ll be upstaging him next, who the bloody hell does she think she is? And so on. What do you call a dog with wings, ran a popular joke once he had formed his new band. No prizes.


‘FUCK LINDA’, someone scrawled on a wall opposite their North London home. Imagine yourself in dressing gown and slippers, drawing your bedroom curtains of a morning before going down to make your first cuppa of the day, and having to look out on that. A heartless press appeared to endorse the sentiment, seizing any opportunity to do the young mum down. When Lennon’s Imagine album appeared in September 1971, the anti-Paul-and-Linda mob revelled in the put-downs.


‘The only thing you done was “Yesterday”,’ bitched a lyric line in the track ‘How Do You Sleep’? This was Lennon sneering at his boyhood best friend and former co-composer for having come up with the most covered song in history and implying that the muse had long deserted him. Was John’s deep-rooted fear that he couldn’t do any of it without Paul?


The McCartneys consoled themselves with the simple life deep in the hundred-acre wood on High Park Farm, with its ancient, ramshackle farmhouse, stone barns, leaking tin roof and dripping taps. Swapping gold-plate-bidet luxury for newspaper squares on a string on an outside lavatory wall – figuratively – they revelled in new-found freedom. They ran and ran with their dogs on windswept Westport Beach, where most days they had just the sand, rocks and waves for company, and the landscape all to themselves. They grew food, cooked simply and lived a frugal existence utterly at odds with the cossetted, jet-setting, all-consuming lifestyle of the Beatles.


They looked after the sheep that they would soon be refusing to eat, and began to flirt with the vegetarianism that would one day become Linda’s third career. They rode their horses relentlessly, often without saddles; made do and mended, dallying around Campbeltown Loch and the quaint old town at its head, at times in overcoats and scarves thrown on over PJs and wellies. They sniffed the head of their perfect baby and thanked the lucky stars that lit their infinite soot-black nights. Got stoned, made love, strummed chords and scribbled words. Eventually.


That Linda managed to drag Paul from their bed, distract him from drinking, doping and smoking himself to death on filterless fags, showering him with love enough to dilute his lethargy and coaxing him from a terrifying depression, while at the same time juggling and feeding both a newborn and a restless eight-year-old without the most basic of modern conveniences, was Herculean. It was hard, she said, but she had no choice. All she could do was what had to be done. She did it. Credit where due.


‘Once it was clear that we weren’t doing the Beatles anymore,’ recalled Paul, ‘I got real withdrawals and had serious problems. I just thought, “Fuck it! I’m not even getting up, don’t even ring, don’t set the alarm.” I started drinking, not shaving, I just didn’t care, as if I’d had a major tragedy in my life and was grieving . . . and I was.’6


Not until fifty-two years after their break-up did Paul open up to any significant degree about the mental health of the four Beatles at both the height of their fame and at their demise. As Beatles, he confessed in a 2022 interview with The Sunday Times ahead of his headlining appearance at Glastonbury, they were more likely to make fun of their fears and concerns, if only to hide them. Did any of them suffer with depression? ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I think so. But you talked about it through your songs. You know, John would write “Help! I need somebody.” And I thought, well, it’s just a song. But it turned out to be a cry for help.’


Paul’s own mental meltdown came ‘mainly after the break-up of the band. All of us went through periods when we weren’t as happy as we ought to be. But you know, there were a lot of things we had to work through. You didn’t talk about mental health.’


Research has shown that men experience depression differently from women. They often appear angry and aggressive when they are suffering, making it nigh on impossible for their nearest and dearest to understand that they are depressed. Paul said that he suffered the ‘classic’ symptoms of ‘the unemployed, redundant man’ during the period immediately after the break-up. ‘First, you don’t shave, and it’s not to grow a groovy beard. It’s because you cannot be fucking bothered. Anger, deep, deep anger sets in, with everything. With yourself number one, and with everything in the world number two.’


He felt sad and tearful. Guilty and empty. He stared at walls, couldn’t eat or concentrate, and slept too much. He had a lovely young wife, a new baby and a little girl to play with and occupy. But every day, come early afternoon, Paul was out of his skull on whisky and marijuana and was of no use to anyone.


Linda wondered what had hit her. ‘We had been married for just seven months,’ she said. ‘What was I supposed to do with that?’ Instead of being able to enjoy her new baby and the little family that she and Paul now shared, she said, she found herself very fearful about her husband.


It was Linda who suggested, in desperation, that he form another band. He wasn’t doing it without her, he said. He’d only get back to it if she would. He made Linda agree to cross to his side of the fence. She must learn the piano, he would teach her himself if he had to (although he did arrange a ‘proper’ teacher in London). He would soon have her writing songs. She would see. The family diverted to the States for a bit. All sorts went down over there. Linda convinced him to clamber back on the nag that had thrown him: to assemble another band, start again from scratch and hit the road in a back-to-basics way.


The foundation of all this, of Wings – the band with the ever-changing line-up that saved McCartney’s life – was the marriage they called the tightest in rock’n’roll. An impenetrable alliance that would weather most storms. Until the big one blew in to wrench them apart forever, two more children and almost thirty blissful years later.


One of the hallmarks of the McCartney brand has long been his goofy optimism. How was he ever going to be ‘just another guy in a band’, when his first band had been the Beatles? Especially when he was the one calling the shots and paying the wages. The very concept of a band, a group, implies partnership – even in set-ups with an indisputable leader, star and paymaster. What McCartney put together and called Wings was never going to be other than the boss, the boss’s spouse and a succession of hired hands.


This was evident both in his at times alleged insufferable dominance in the studio, and in shekels dispensed. Being directed by McCartney soon got the better of original Wings guitarist Henry McCullough, who slammed out following an argument, dragging drummer Denny Seiwell behind him. Former Moody Blues guitarist and singer Denny Laine played on, the only one apart from the Maccas who remained faithful to the long-term cause. Not even he would ever attain equality, despite his propensity, in his wind-down years, to sell himself as ‘a Wings co-founder’ and co-creator of both the concept and the songs.


Seventy smackers a week never did go far. It was galling to note, on tours well into the decade, that Wings support acts were raking in substantially more favourable pay. The backing musicians, for that’s effectively what they were who were not called McCartney, arrived and departed with exhausting regularity.


Yet they would last for a decade: two years longer than the Beatles. They would wield such incredible impact and influence that at one point they were hailed as the biggest live band in the world. Via a mere seven studio albums – Wild Life (1971), Red Rose Speedway (1973), Band on the Run (1973), Venus and Mars (1975), Wings at the Speed of Sound (1976), London Town (1978) and Back to the Egg (1979) – plus one live album, a pair of compilation LPs, twenty-nine singles and just one UK Number One: ‘Mull of Kintyre’, still one of the biggest-selling singles in musical history.


Not to forget a Grammy award success record that measures well against the achievements of the Beatles, with twelve nominations and six wins, compared with the Beatles’ twenty-three nominations and only one win more from their far greater output of twenty-one studio albums, six live albums, fifty-four compilations, sixty-three singles, thirty-six EP singles and twenty chart-toppers. And breathe. You see?


Despite their momentous, pervasive success, Wings were widely savaged and dismissed, both during their heyday and beyond their conclusion. Even Paul himself has at times been driven to comment that they were ‘not very good’. It wasn’t true. He couldn’t have meant it. The self-denunciation, bewilderingly unlike him, is barely fathomable. Surrendering to public opinion and the derision of a scathing, scornful press unimpressed by his decision to include his unmusical wife in the line-up – if it was good enough for John and Yoko, it was good enough for the Maccas – he failed to defend the most misunderstood group of the seventies. They were victims, yes, of the Fabs’ monstrous reach and enduring legacy. But who wasn’t?


Paul himself described his efforts to eclipse his first band as ‘the impossibility of the universe’. I beg to differ. I must defend the group who made the music that ignited me, even before I left school; the music that led me to go back and discover the Beatles and, going forwards, a plethora of groups and artists who would become the inspiration and obsession of my life and career. Because Wings were an infinitely better band than many remember. Their Bond theme ‘Live and Let Die’, with its quirky reggae-infused middle eight, outclasses Madonna’s ‘Die Another Day’, Shirley Bassey’s ‘Goldfinger’, Tom Jones’s ‘Thunderball’ and Tina Turner’s ‘GoldenEye’.


Their late-sixties-inspired ‘Jet’, the daring blare of ‘Band on the Run’, and radio perennials such as ‘Listen to What the Man Said’, ‘My Love’, ‘Silly Love Songs’, ‘With a Little Luck’ and ‘Coming Up’ sound as vigorous and as relevant today as when they were written and recorded half a century ago.


Wings were also a means to an end. They served a purpose without which Paul may well have lost his nerve, remained buried on his farm and never again have reached for a guitar. His second band were the next logical step in the direction of his eventual emergence as the most prolific ex-Beatle and one of the most successful solo recording artists in history. In Wings, was he re-finding his voice . . . or discovering from scratch what his voice really was? Because during the glory days of the Beatles, he could come to the office with a song as perfect as, say, ‘Yesterday’, and still have to embrace the input, influence and indifference of three other band members plus producer George Martin and others besides.


How exposed, how lacking in confidence, did Paul feel at this crossroads in his life and career? To what extent were the decisions he made at this point wrapped up in Linda and his passionate love for her? How much of his dilemma was due to a sickness of London, the pressures of the Swinging Sixties, the oppressive vibe of the capital and a culture into which, after all, he had not been born? Because Paul was a Northerner: a plain-talking, provincial, working-class lad from Liverpool, who at twenty-five was living the life of a sophisticated aristocratic tycoon; with his own mansion in one of London’s most desirable neighbourhoods, precious artworks dangling from its walls.


The lifestyle was fake. It wasn’t him. His retreat north of the border, to that simpler life on that vast wilderness of a farm, seems more than significant. Paul’s watershed moment was not merely a matter of taking stock and staking out a fresh musical journey. It was about remembering who he was and about rejuvenating his true self. It was, in the words of one of Lennon’s final songs a decade later, just like starting over.7


Paul succeeded in reinventing himself. He embarked on a totally new career. It has, to date, lasted for an incredible fifty years beyond the Beatles. He continues to perform and record to this day, beyond his eightieth birthday. On 25 June 2022, having sprung a surprise warm-up gig the night before on an unsuspecting audience at the Cheese and Grain – a not-for-profit 850-capacity venue tucked away in Frome, Somerset, more than a hundred miles west of London and half an hour from Glastonbury – he made a triumphant return to the world-famous festival at Worthy Farm.


Watched live by more than 100,000 fans including Harry Styles, Kate Moss, Spice Girl Geri Horner, actors Lily James and Dominic Cooper and members of his own family, he kicked off with the Beatles’ 1964 hit ‘Can’t Buy Me Love’ before ripping through ‘Hey Jude’, ‘Lady Madonna’ and ‘Something’, ‘Live and Let Die’, ‘Maybe I’m Amazed’, ‘Blackbird’, ‘Let It Be’ and seemingly endless more. He also delivered an emotional duet of ‘I’ve Got a Feeling’ with his lifelong friend John, who appeared as a hologram above the hallowed Pyramid Stage.


Foo Fighter Dave Grohl dropped in for his first live appearance since the death of beloved bandmate Taylor Hawkins three months to the day earlier. Dave and Paul belted ‘I Saw Her Standing There’ and ‘Band on the Run’ together. Then on wandered the Boss, Bruce Springsteen, who treated the gobsmacked crowd to his own ‘Glory Days’ before sliding into the Beatles’ ‘I Wanna Be Your Man’ alongside its co-writer.8 More than two hours after the main man had ambled from the wings as the sun set over Glastonbury Tor, Grohl and Springsteen returned to back him in an emotional finale wrapping with ‘The End’.


 


But we are getting ahead of ourselves. In order to comprehend the wider significance of Wings – as the transition band and training ground for the globally revered solo superstar that Paul didn’t yet know he longed to be – we must go back. Ruffle some feathers. Retrace the flight, debrief the crew, locate the lost luggage and get a handle on the period that was crucial to his survival – not only as a musician, composer and performing artist, but as a human.










Chapter 2


ESCAPE


The many who have blamed Linda Eastman and Yoko Ono down the decades for the demise of the Beatles were perhaps not far wrong. Not that either woman set out to demolish the band. Not deliberately, nor with malice. They did so simply by being there. Which they had every right to be, given that their respective partners had chosen them and wanted them around. They simply preferred the company of their women, at that stage, to that of their fellow bandmates and of any previous plus-ones.


Yoko was subjected to more than her share of the blame, certainly from the world’s media. It was an unfortunate misreading of a situation that clearly played for years on McCartney’s mind. In October 2012, during an interview in acknowledgement of the impending fiftieth anniversary of the group,1 he put the record straight via David Frost for the Al Jazeera English television channel.


‘I don’t think you can blame her for anything,’ he told his interrogator. ‘When Yoko came along, part of her attraction was her avant-garde side, her view of things. So she showed him another way to be, which was very attractive to him. So it was time for John to leave, he was definitely going to leave. With or without Ono in the picture.’


Klaus Voormann, artist, musician and the Beatles’ old mucker from their days in Hamburg, is more emphatic. He insists that Yoko replaced Paul as John’s primary creative collaborator.


‘When he met Yoko, it was the start of a new life,’ he told me. ‘John put the Beatles right behind him. The fans don’t want to hear that, but it’s true. The band, that music, those years belonged to his past. He wasn’t John anymore, he was JohnandYoko: one half of a whole. He stopped trying to be a tough rock’n’roller, which he never really was, and he became himself. I was so proud of him for that, and of course I was happy for him.’


As for the woman who became Paul’s first wife, Linda Eastman was a professional rock photographer. She dealt routinely with groups and artists. More than a few of her friends and exes were household names. A respected fixture on the New York and LA music scenes, her reputation had reached London on its own merit. Yet she was newsworthy only as the arm candy of an ex-Beatle. But it was more than that.


The crucial factor underpinning the controversial, oft-dismissed suggestion that Linda and Yoko were responsible for the break-up of the band was that Paul and John had both lost their mothers. Not only was motherlessness a common denominator, connecting them in the suppressed, unprocessed grief that would inform much of their songwriting; it had also created vacancies.


Young men during the forties and fifties tended to leave the family abode only when conscripted into the armed forces or to get married.2 There were exceptions. My own father, for example, left home at seventeen to live in digs when he started playing professional football. John Lennon’s situation was unusual in that he was given up, as a small boy, by his mother Julia to her elder sister Mimi Smith, who ruled her Menlove Avenue, Woolton, roost with an iron fist.


Relations between aunt and nephew became strained after the death of Mimi’s husband, John’s kind and more accessible Uncle George. They were exacerbated when John’s mother Julia was knocked down and killed outside Mimi’s house on 15 July 1958, when John was seventeen. Coming a year and nine days after he first met Paul, the tragedy united them. John’s bedroom window looked out on the stretch of road where Julia died. He couldn’t bear it. He escaped Mimi’s relentless micromanaging and that terrible view eventually, to doss in the shared, squalid Liverpool bedsit of fellow art student Stuart Sutcliffe.3


He later returned to Mimi’s before marrying his pregnant girlfriend Cynthia, to his aunt’s disgust, in August 1962. The newlyweds lived rent-free in a Falkner Street flat owned and loaned to them by manager Brian Epstein, until baby Julian arrived in April 1963. The following year, they were installed in a large, grown-up house called Kenwood in St George’s Hill, Weybridge, Surrey.


After his mother Mary died on 31 October 1956 when he was only fourteen, Paul continued to live at 20 Forthlin Road, Allerton, with his father Jim and younger brother Michael until he was ‘nineteen or twenty’. After the Hamburg comings and goings, the band’s success necessitated a move south. Like John, Paul had been nurtured and influenced by numerous ‘aunties’ and other extended-family members, many of whom stepped up to help widowed Jim, who ‘hadn’t a clue’ as to how to bring up his sons.


Unlike John, Paul had no ‘Mimi’, no singular mother substitute. His father did not re-marry until eight years later, when he took as his second bride a widowed mother-of-one, Angela Lucia Williams, twenty-eight years his junior and only twelve years older than Paul. But Paul was now twenty-two. The band had conquered America and Beatlemania was in full swing by the time his stepmother arrived. While he made an effort to have a good relationship with her, to begin with at least, he never got to live with her.4


It was not until Paul moved into the grand 57 Wimpole Street, London, home of his musician friend Peter Asher and his actress sisters Jane and Clare that he enjoyed the attentions and mother-henning of a bona fide mother figure. The proper, upright lady of the house, music teacher Margaret Asher,5 became by default a kind of surrogate mother to Paul. Her beautiful, poised, strawberry-blonde elder daughter Jane, already a successful actress, became his girlfriend. This golden couple enchanted London, the nation and for a while the world.


Soon after Paul acquired his three-storey Regency villa on Cavendish Avenue, St John’s Wood for £40,000 in 1965, Jane joined him there. Of course she did. But she was in demand as a touring actress. She made clear to Paul that her career came first. Her boyfriend was never faithful, entertaining gals galore while she was off on the road. Though they did become engaged on Christmas Day 1967, and Jane went with him to Rishikesh, India during the spring of 1968, she severed ties for good that summer. Not only had she grown averse to Paul’s enthusiastic use of LSD; she had also found him, on her return from a job, in their bed with another girl. Out she flounced and that was that. Frosty Margaret the mother-in-law-in-waiting pitched up later to pack Jane’s bags.


The point being that neither Cynthia nor Jane was a mother figure. Poor, passive Cyn stood resolutely by her man and clung to her married-woman status, probably all too aware that John was never faithful to her. She meekly accepted Brian Epstein’s admonishment that she must remain below radar, because Beatles fans would desert their boys if it emerged that one was already a married father. Eppy could be forgiven this apparent callousness. That most feared of fates had befallen ‘Endless Sleep’ and ‘Bad Boy’ popster Marty Wilde, dad of future chart poppet Kim, whose 1950s rock’n’roll career with his Wildcats was essentially killed by his marriage certificate.


As for Jane, she was the perfect partner on paper. Educated and refined, she walked Paul into a world he could never have imagined as a half-orphaned scally from Liverpool. Hers was a Beaux-Arts realm of first nights and glittering cocktail parties, fine dining, auction rooms and galleries, pressing flesh with the odd royal, the almost-blue-blooded and plenty with letters after their names. Paul was a sponge. He soaked it all up. He took to literature, art and arty types as though to the manner born. Why not? This was the height of Beatlemania. He was rich, world-famous and walking on water. He had more money than most of them. Just sayin’. But he still had a problem.


The first song that Paul ever wrote for guitar, towards the end of 1957, we have seen, was his deceptively upbeat lament about his mother Mary, ‘I Lost My Little Girl’. Eleven years later, he said, during the stressful period that led eventually to the Beatles’ collapse, he had a dream in which his mum appeared and reassured him that everything would be okay if only he would just ‘let it be’. The song inspired by his vision, for the album that would come to be released under the same name, was written in 1968, recorded in 1969 and released in 1970.


John, meanwhile, confronted his own feelings of grief and loss in the haunting ‘Julia’, recorded for the ‘White Album’ ten years after his mother died. Barely two years down the line, after he had screwed himself up further in Primal Therapy, he penned the infinitely more disturbing ‘Mother’, released originally on the 1970 John Lennon/Plastic Ono Band album. That clutch of tracks concluded with ‘My Mummy’s Dead’, an eerily emotionless number that heaves with psychological paralysis.


‘We cannot underestimate the loss of a parent on a young adult,’ states clinical psychotherapist Richard Hughes. ‘The held view within neuroscience is that the brain does not reach maturity until the mid-to-late twenties. The last part of the brain to mature is the prefrontal cortex, which is associated with reasoning, problem-solving, prioritising, creativity, impulse-control and decision-making abilities. The prefrontal cortex is particularly sensitive to the detrimental effects of stress and trauma. We all know that young people are prone to risk-taking, intense relationship experiences, and suicidal feelings.’


The loss of a primary attachment figure is a significant trauma, Hughes goes on:


‘Trauma is the uncertainty of psychological survival. Twenty-somethings, who are essentially soft-shelled adults, still need their mother’s love; the hugs, hair-stroking and guidance (as much as they may push away from that). Combine this loss of connectedness with age-appropriate developmental traits, and the emotional impact is devastating to the fragile sense of self. In our early twenties, our “self” is still entwined with our primary attachment figure. To lose this attachment, this source of love, is to lose our “self”. The loss of a parent can be the root of both misery and creativity. A motivation to survive and ultimately thrive. Or it can be an entombment that leaves us disembodied and fractured. Of course, human beings have neuro-plasticity. Through connectedness, love and creativity we can heal. Trauma does not need to be our forever narrative.’


The deep, unspoken grief of both Beatles had not been assuaged by the women to whom they had originally committed. What each of them craved, subconsciously or otherwise, was a particular kind of woman to fill the gap. A strong, fertile female capable of giving him a family, while at the same time ensuring that he would always remain her priority. Both Paul and John were crying out for someone to take them in hand and make it all right. Overwhelmed by fame, fortune and fall-out, they were lost boys from Neverland, stabbing in the dark.


Paul had the right kind of fiancée, who was completely wrong for him. He must have known it, which is why he carried on putting it about. John had ‘done the right thing’ by Cyn when it emerged that she was expecting, but had pulled the plug on his heart. It catches up. He too went on with the shagging; with cocks, as we now know, as well as hens. Both boys needed a mother figure? It’s what all men need at that point in their lives. Even the ones who insist they do not. Even those who would race you the 40,075-kilometre circumference of the Earth barefooted, to get away from her.


Mother is Mother. The fundamental relationship. The most intimate, influential connection in a man’s life. A daughter can transfer her dependence on mother love to the babies she births herself. A son’s experience of fatherhood is once-removed. His need for Mother is more complex.


A far-fetched variation on the tired old Oedipal theme? It is much more than that. For example, scientists have long recognised the significance of ‘sexual imprinting’ on mate selection. Humans seem to prefer a mate who is similar to their other-sex parent, either in personality, appearance or both. The phenomenon occurs in every species. Wolves, wallabies, name it. Studies show that the most reliable indication of a male’s partner choice is eye and hair colour. If these are similar to his mother’s, he is in with a chance. What’s more, men are mostly attracted to women who are similar in age to their own mother when she gave birth to him. In other words, Mother is never far away.


Even if a man goes out of his way to avoid any woman who reminds him too much of his mother, her influence is still in play. He resists the mother/son bond at his peril. A boy who has not been nurtured and protected by his mother into young adulthood will continue to seek those things from another source. Even if he doesn’t realise that he is doing it. Every rule has an exception, but this one seems tight. A cold, brutal matriarch, conversely, according to psychologists, will sometimes breed a wife abuser. An extreme trauma pattern, that one, yet more common than we know.


‘Every unmet desire in adulthood is laid at the maternal doorstep,’ says Natalie Angier, biologist, author and Pulitzer Prize-winning science writer for the New York Times. ‘If anything, the loss of the larger kinship matrix focuses the fury of our helplessness entirely on our mothers.’6


None of which is to denounce Paul or John as a pussy or a mummy’s boy. It is simply to remind ourselves that, if the first person who held you, cleaned you, kept your belly full and your body warm and dry was Madre, it stands to reason that you are likely to select a mate who rekindles those sensations of security. Many men are drawn to maternal, nurturing women for precisely this reason. Now here’s the bonus ball: both Paul’s Linda and John’s Yoko had track records as mothers. Each arrived at their Beatle marriage with a small daughter under one arm. They were card-carrying. They came with credentials. Their experience as parents, however, could not have differed more.


Linda was Mom to four-year-old Heather, born during a brief first marriage, when Paul met her in 1967. He was impressed, Paul has said, by her relaxed devotion to her child and by her natural mothering skills. Yoko, like John, was married when they met in 1966. Yoko had three-year-old Kyoko by second husband Tony Cox. John was father to Julian, four months older. Effectively abandoning his own child to care for someone else’s, John saw little of Julian after he left Cynthia, but grew devoted to Kyoko.


An awful custody battle ensued, during which Cox abducted his own daughter in December 1971. The pair vanished into thin air. Despite being the most famous couple in the world, as well as one of the richest – they hurled money right, left and centre and did everything imaginable – they never got Kyoko back. Let that sink in. John was long dead by the time Yoko saw her child again. She had been deprived of her firstborn for more than twenty-three years.


All of which informs the relationships created by these two couples. In desperate need of the stability of hearth and home, the love of a good woman and a brood to hang with and raise – fundamentals that he hoped would offset the insecurity that engulfed him during the disintegration of the Beatles – Paul invested himself wholeheartedly in Linda.


Angry, bitter, opprobrious John lost his heart and soul to a seven-years-older, sophisticated, creative female with connections and ambitions of her own, who would raise his game and be the perfect foil; who came prepared to campaign to win custody of her daughter, fearless in the face of agitation, authority, politics and controversy, and who would be the most mega Mother of them all. He even called her that. To her face: ‘Mother’. And third-person: ‘We’ll have to ask Mother what she thinks about that,’ when she was standing right there, in front of him. As evidence, it leaps.


 


For fifty years, American psychologist and educator Dr E. Paul Torrance, ‘Ellis’ to his friends, pioneered research into the human ability to create. Known as ‘the Father of Creativity’, his Torrance Tests are used internationally. Identifying the four elements of creativity as fluency of ideas, flexibility in their variety, originality, as in the uniqueness of ideas, and elaboration, relating to the details of those ideas, he aided the identification of gifted individuals throughout the world.


In 1995, Torrance noted that creativity naturally follows when an individual is intrinsically motivated, resulting in stubborn persistence. The Beatles are a prime example of intrinsic motivation leading to extreme creativity, spending countless hours rehearsing, recording and polishing songs obsessively. In interviews, Ringo Starr called Paul ‘a workaholic’. What did they make, one wonders, of Paul’s diversions into painting and poetry, and of John’s own creative journey that began with drawing, painting and cartooning as a boy, launching his own schoolboy newspaper The Daily Howl and penning poems and long-form prose well before he awoke to his urge to create music?


Does the multi-disciplinary approach dilute or concentrate the creative compulsion? What about the barriers to creativity? The fear of experimentation, say. The known paralysis that sometimes arises from perfectionism. The fear that others will judge and even ridicule you. Add to that the loss of Mother, the single greatest contributor to the risk of long-term emotional and mental health issues including anxiety, depression and substance abuse, and you have a life-threatening cocktail.


It is significant that both Paul and John were prone to all these potentially destructive forces. Why was the damage not more obvious before and during the existence of the Beatles? Because the pain was deferred. Because they were comfortably numb, and denial is as cosy as a fireside on a filthy night. Why go there if to resist is to spare yourself pain? Think about it. Music invaded their hearts and minds, filled their ventricles, cortices, lobes, lungs and throats to overflowing. The world remains forever grateful that it did. It distracted them and gave us music that is never going away.


The Beatles happened quickly. Success consumed them, changed them, chewed them up, tried but failed to spit them out . . . because by then they were bigger than success. Only once the spell was broken did they come eyeball to eyeball with that old devil called delayed reaction. Uh-oh. Neither Paul nor John grieved for Mother at the time they were deprived of her, for the simple reason that they were not helped to do so. There was no grief counselling in those days. The folks back home tended to leave well alone.


Just as U2’s Bono said about the death from a brain aneurysm of his mother Iris in 1974 when he was fourteen, four days after she had collapsed at her own father’s graveside during his burial, ‘We [father, brother, himself] were three Irish men, and we avoided the pain that we knew would come from thinking and speaking about her.’ She was never spoken of again. ‘I fear it was worse than that,’ he added. ‘That we rarely thought of her again.’


‘I became an artist through her absence,’ he also said. ‘And I owe her for that. I thought the rage I had was a part of rock’n’roll, but the rage was grief.’7


Consider Madonna, whose thirty-year-old Ma lost out to breast cancer when her little girl was five. Explaining the root of her obsession with control, Madge told Billboard in 2016: ‘Obviously, you could say it has to do with my childhood, if you’re going to psychoanalyse me: my mother dying and me not being told, and a sense of loss and betrayal and surprise. Then feeling out of control for the majority of my childhood and becoming an artist and saying that I will control everything.’


Consider also Tom Petty, who fell into deep depression after Katherine ‘Kitty’ Petty passed the day after his thirtieth birthday. His major success – multiple hit albums, chart hits such as ‘I Won’t Back Down’, ‘Free Fallin’’ and ‘You Don’t Know How It Feels’ all came after his mother’s death, which for him was a tragedy. Having survived heroin addiction, an accidental overdose reunited Tom with Momma in October 2017, at the age of sixty-six.


Take a look at Beethoven, deprived of his beloved ‘best friend’, mother Maria Magdalena in 1787, when Ludwig was sixteen going on seventeen. Her loss impacted his sense of self and his personal relationships for the rest of his life. Like his father, he toppled into alcoholism. After Mother’s death, he composed himself inside out, a genius possessed.


‘Early trauma frequently results in the individual escaping into an inner world of his own making that can be a safe harbour from the perilousness of the outer world,’ comments Nancy Swift Furlotti, Ph.D., an Aspen, Colorado Jungian analyst.


‘It can be a place of creativity where ideals of freedom and perfection can take hold. This is where Beethoven’s genius prevailed. Yet, as he set himself up to aspire for greatness and beauty, nothing less was acceptable. This ideal was projected onto the women he fell in love with, none of whom could ultimately live up to his ideal. He so longed for love and companionship but was incapable of compromise. This resulted in depression, feelings of despair, unrelenting self-criticism, and somatic disturbances such as the gastrointestinal illness that he later attributed to his social isolation. His deafness certainly did not help, but instead pushed him further into his own inner world.’
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  Fly Away Paul
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