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“He’s a smart little mother******, I’ll give him that.”

—KEITH RICHARDS on MICK JAGGER

IS he Jumpin’ Jack Flash? A Street Fighting Man? A Man of Wealth and Taste? All this, it turns out, and far more. By any definition, Mick Jagger is a force of nature, a complete original—and undeniably one of the dominant cultural figures of our time. Swaggering, strutting, sometimes elusive, always spellbinding, he grabbed us by our collective throat a half-century ago and—unlike so many of his gifted peers—never let go.

For decades, Mick has jealously guarded his many shocking secrets—until now. As the Rolling Stones mark their 50th anniversary, journalist and #1 New York Times bestselling author Christopher Andersen tears the mask from rock’s most complex and enigmatic icon in a no-holds-barred biography as impossible to ignore as Jagger himself.

Based on interviews with friends, family members, fellow music legends, and industry insiders—as well as wives and legions of lovers—MICK sheds new light on a man whose very name defines an era and candidly reveals:

—New details about Jagger’s jaw-dropping sexual exploits with more than four thousand women (including Madonna, Angelina Jolie, Carly Simon, Linda Ronstadt, Uma Thurman, and France’s First Lady Carla Bruni)—as well as his encounters with several of rock’s biggest male stars. Also, the day Mick’s wife Jerry Hall and Keith Richards pleaded with Jagger to seek treatment for sex addiction.

—The backstage drama surrounding Mick’s knighthood, and Jagger’s little-known ties to Britain’s Royal Family, including Prince William and Kate Middleton.

—What he really thinks of today’s superstars—including Lady Gaga, Britney Spears, Beyoncé, Justin Timberlake, Kanye West, and Justin Bieber.

—Never-before-revealed, behind-the-scenes accounts of his often turbulent relationships—from his band-mates, ravenous groupies, and rabid fans to such intimates as Andy Warhol, John Lennon, Jackie Onassis, Bill Clinton, and others.

—Cocaine, LSD, hashish, and speed—the flabbergasting truth about the extent of Jagger’s substance abuse, and how long it really went on.

—A rare glimpse into Mick’s business dealings and the killer instinct that has enabled him to amass a personal fortune well in excess of $400 million.

—The stormy “marriage” between Mick and Keith that nearly ran aground over Keith’s searing comments—and all the scandal, mayhem, excess, madness, and genius that went into making the Rolling Stones “the world’s greatest rock-and-roll band.”

Like its subject, this book is explosive and riveting—the definitive biography of a living legend who has kept us thrilled, confounded, and astounded.

THIS IS MICK.
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CHRISTOPHER ANDERSEN is the critically acclaimed author of thirty-one books, translated into twenty-five languages, including New York Times bestselling biographies of Princess Diana, Jack and Jackie Kennedy, Bill and Hillary Clinton, Madonna, John F. Kennedy Jr., Barbra Streisand, and Prince William and Kate Middleton. A former contributing editor of Time and senior editor of People, Andersen has also written for a wide range of publications including The New York Times, Life magazine, and Vanity Fair.

MEET THE AUTHORS, WATCH VIDEOS AND MORE AT

SimonandSchuster.com

• THE SOURCE FOR READING GROUPS •

[image: Images] Facebook.com/GalleryBooks
[image: Images] Twitter.com/GalleryBooks

JACKET DESIGN BY JASON GABBERT

FRONT JACKET PHOTOGRAPH BY GIJSBERT HANEKROOT; BACK BY MAX VADUKUL

AUTHOR PHOTOGRAPH BY VALERIE J. ANDERSEN

COPYRIGHT © 2012 SIMON & SCHUSTER


MICK


ALSO BY CHRISTOPHER ANDERSEN

William and Kate: A Royal Love Story

Barack and Michelle: Portrait of an American Marriage

Somewhere in Heaven: The Remarkable Love Story of Dana and Christopher Reeve

After Diana: William, Harry, Charles, and the Royal House of Windsor

Barbra: The Way She Is

American Evita: Hillary Clinton’s Path to Power

Sweet Caroline: Last Child of Camelot

George and Laura: Portrait of an American Marriage

Diana’s Boys: William and Harry and the Mother They Loved

The Day John Died

Bill and Hillary: The Marriage

The Day Diana Died

Jackie After Jack: Portrait of the Lady

An Affair to Remember: The Remarkable Love Story of Katharine Hepburn and Spencer Tracy

Jack and Jackie: Portrait of an American Marriage

Michael Jackson Unauthorized

Madonna: Unauthorized

Citizen Jane

The Best of Everything (with John Marion)

Young Kate

The Serpent’s Tooth

Father

The Name Game



Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP




Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.




[image: images]


[image: images]

Gallery Books

A Division of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

1230 Avenue of the Americas

New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com

Copyright © 2012 by Andersen Productions

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information, address Gallery Books Subsidiary Rights Department, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020.

First Gallery Books hardcover edition July 2012

GALLERY BOOKS and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event. For more information or to book an event, contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com

Designed by Jaime Putorti

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Mick : the wild life and mad genius of Jagger / Christopher Andersen.

p. cm.

Includes bibliographical references and index.

1. Jagger, Mick. 2. Rock musicians—England—Biography. I. Title.

ML420.J22A74 2012

782.42166092—dc23

[B]

2012003741

ISBN 978-1-4516-6144-6

ISBN 978-1-4516-6146-0 (ebook)

Photo Insert Credits:

IPOL-Globe Photos: 1; Alpha/Globe Photos: 3, 37; Dezo Hoffmann/Rex USA/BEImages: 4, 5, 7, 8, 12; Rex USA/BEImages: 6, 15, 16, 34; Popperfoto/Getty Images: 9; Richard Polak-Globe Photos: 10; Everett Collection/Rex USA/BEImages: 11, 13, 14; Retna: 17; AFP/Getty Images: 18; Getty Images: 19, 22, 24, 39, 40; Adam Scull/Globe Photos: 20; Richard Young/Rex USA/BEImages: 21; WireImage: 23; News Ltd./Newspix/Rex USA/BEImages: 25; Time & Life Pictures/Getty Images: 26; Dave Lewis/Rex USA/BEImages: 27; Adam Hollingsworth/Newspix/Rex USA/BEImages: 28; Richard Young/Rex USA/BEImages: 29; Bernadette Lou/Rex USA/BEImages: 30; Omedias-Globe Photos: 31; PIXPLANETE/Globe Photos: 32; Pazzazz.GB.com/Globe Photos: 33; Dave Benett/Globe Photos: 35; MURRAY/MCKAY/Rex USA/BEImages: 36; Mark Large/Daily Mail/Rex/Rex USA/BEImages: 38; Richfoto.com/Globe Photos: 41; Back Page Images/Rex/Rex USA/BEImages: 42; FilmMagic, Inc.: 43; Ken Babolcsay-Globe Photos: 44; Sonia Moskowitz-Globe Photos: 45; Anthony Harvey-Allstar-Globe Photos: 46.


For my wife, Valerie,
who was there when


Obviously I can’t do this forever!

    —MICK JAGGER,

    NOVEMBER 1969



PREFACE


♦      ♦      ♦

When Justin Timberlake chronicled his painful breakup with Britney Spears in 2002’s “Cry Me a River,” Lizzy Jagger showed the autobiographical video to her father. “You see the scene in the video?” she asked. “That actually happened, Dad.” Mick Jagger knew instinctively that the rules that applied to other stars did not necessarily apply to him. “If I wrote about what my life is really about, directly and on the money,” Mick said, “people would cringe.”

No matter to the millions of fans who spanned the generations, and for whom the term “Jagger swagger” defines what it means to be truly hip and cutting edge—not just fifty years ago when Mick first stepped onto a stage with the Rolling Stones, but today. As the Stones approach their half-century milestone, such contemporary artists as Ke$ha, Kanye West, and the Black Eyed Peas pay musical homage to Jagger—none more memorably than Maroon 5’s Adam Levine and Christina Aguilera, who added their voices to the mounting crescendo of musical tributes with “Moves Like Jagger.” First performed on the hit NBC reality TV show The Voice in June 2011, “Moves Like Jagger” zoomed to number one. With the aid of a hit video featuring the lanky, tattooed Levine, a seductive Christina, and riveting archive footage of a fleet-footed Mick—the true star of the production—“Moves Like Jagger” dominated the musical landscape for the rest of the year.

Is he Jumpin’ Jack Flash? A Street Fighting Man? The Midnight Rambler? A Man of Wealth and Taste? All this, it turns out, and far, far more. By any definition, Mick Jagger is an original, one of the dominant cultural figures of our time. Swaggering, strutting, sometimes sinister, always mesmerizing, he grabbed us by our collective throat a half century ago and—unlike so many of his gifted peers—never let go.

Jagger is arguably the last of the rock titans, although even that description sells him short. Over the past half century—from the tumultuous sixties and hedonistic seventies to the booming eighties and no-holds-barred nineties to hardscrabble 2012—Mick seeped into the pores of the culture in a way few others have.

To baby boomers and subsequent generations, Mick was a fun-house mirror reflection of every phase, fad, movement, and trend. Once the Beatles paved the way with their squeaky-clean brand of youthful rebellion, the Stones gloried in being dirty, scruffy, raunchy, and rude. Students took to the streets to protest the war in Vietnam, and Mick supplied them with rage-filled anthems.

No group epitomized the sex, drugs, and rock-and-roll ethos of the psychedelic era more than the Stones. And when the occult was added to the mix, Mick wrapped himself not in some mystic’s robes but in Lucifer’s crimson cloak.

His macho street fighter image behind him, Mick became an avatar of androgynous chic, wearing mascara and lipstick and exploring his bisexual side. This, in turn, morphed seamlessly into the disco era, when Mick slipped his bony frame into white satin jumpsuits, bathed himself in glitter, and belted out dance hits between hits of cocaine.

The “Just Say No” eighties of Ronald Reagan brought another shape-shift for Jagger. Now Mick was a family man, and staunchly antidrug. “Why,” he now claimed with a straight face, as if the previous thirty years hadn’t happened, “I never really did any of those things.”

As it turned out, more than Mick’s lips were larger than life. Everything he did both on and off stage seemed to be bigger, faster, louder. As the lead singer of the Rolling Stones, he sang, pranced, strutted, vamped, and yes, swaggered, before more people than anyone in history. By 2010, of the ten highest-grossing concert tours of all time, the Rolling Stones occupied spots one, three, four, five, and nine.

Then, of course, there were the records—an astounding 250 million albums sold—and the annual polls never failing to rank the Rolling Stones as the greatest rock-and-roll band of all time. Which, logically, made Mick the number one rock vocalist of all time.

Offstage Mick did not disappoint, living the sybaritic life of an arrogant, self-obsessed, seemingly out-of-control rock star to the hilt. The public dramas and private heartaches were detailed meticulously by a ravenous press, along with the wretched excesses of Mick’s private life: the lavish homes and limousines, the private jets and yachts, the drugs, the women—and sometimes the men. But especially the women.

Along the way, Mick used skills he learned as a student at the London School of Economics to help the band earn billions and make its members all absurdly rich—in Mick’s case, to the tune of $400 million. He also slavishly pursued his dream of being accepted into the highest circles of British society—a quest that, in time, earned him a knighthood.

For essentially his entire adult life, this vocal enemy of the Establishment has also been cozy with England’s aristocracy—just one in the mind-spinning tangle of contradictions that make up Jagger the man.

Mick is the suburban English schoolboy who exploded on the scene singing blues from America’s heartland; the gym teacher’s son who became the poster boy for unfettered hedonism; the street tough with the refined tastes of a proper English gentleman; the androgynous dabbler in bisexual love with boundless heterosexual appetites; the knight of the realm who for fifty years has reveled in his worldwide image as rock’s rebel emeritus, the legendary Lothario whose most important and enduring human relationship is with another man who claims not to understand him at all: Keith Richards.

As the Rolling Stones celebrated their fiftieth anniversary, Jagger remained one of the most written about, talked about, and speculated about people on the planet. Yet, incredibly, he succeeded in cultivating the one thing that all true icons have in common: a powerful mystique.

It is, in the end, that singular, galvanic force of nature—a charismatic creature who would have achieved stardom with or without the Rolling Stones—who continues to mesmerize, excite, and enthrall us after a half century. Scandal, money, drama, music, fame, drugs, sex, and genius—all this and more are embodied in the man whose very name defines an era. That man is Jagger. That man is Mick.


    MICK


I’m one of the best things England’s got. Me and the Queen.

—MICK

♦      ♦      ♦

Please allow me to introduce myself.
I’m a man of wealth and taste.

—“SYMPATHY FOR THE DEVIL”

♦      ♦      ♦

He’s a smart little motherfucker, I’ll give him that.

—KEITH RICHARDS
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♦      ♦      ♦

“Tell Them to Stick It Up Their Arse”

BUCKINGHAM PALACE
FRIDAY, DECEMBER 12, 2003

Prince Charles adjusted the braided cuff of his rear admiral’s dress uniform and cleared his throat as he ran down the list of names. He was searching for one in particular. “Ah,” he said, his finger stopping halfway down the single sheet. “‘Sir Michael Jagger.’ So he’ll be here this time, I see.”

“Yes, sir,” answered the Lord Chamberlain, whose job it was to see that the day’s investiture ceremonies went off without a hitch. “I can’t imagine he’d miss it.”

Mick had shown an attitude toward being knighted that verged on the cavalier. He had postponed the date no fewer than ten times, most recently opting out of an invitation to be knighted just two days earlier, on December 10. On that day, one of the few people who could upstage him—rugby superstar Jonny “Wilko” Wilkinson, who had just led England to victory in the World Cup—was also to be honored, and sixty-year-old Mick had no intention of competing for the spotlight with a twentysomething sports hero.

“It’s really quite difficult to believe,” the Prince of Wales said, shaking his head. “Mick Jagger. A knighthood. Just incredible.” Then, turning to the Queen’s chief usher, he added, “My mother did not have the stomach for it.”

It was not unusual for Charles to stand in for his mother at such ceremonies—particularly if she was ill or otherwise indisposed. In this case, she surprised her son and even her staff when she suddenly decided to have elective surgery on her left knee on December 12—an operation that could have been performed anytime over the previous year and for which there was no pressing need. Indeed, that same week, she appeared hale and hearty when she welcomed Wilkinson and his teammates to Buckingham Palace following the World Cup victory parade through central London.

“The Queen looked at Mick Jagger’s name on that list,” a senior courtier observed later, “and there was absolutely no way in the world that she was going to take part in that. So she simply arranged to be elsewhere.”

The Queen had, in fact, privately opposed Prime Minister Tony Blair’s efforts to include Jagger among the parade of humanitarians, scientists, diplomats, artists, academics, civil servants, sports figures, and business and labor leaders who made up her twice-annual honors list. The vast majority received an MBE (Member of the Most Excellent Order of the British Empire), OBE (Officer of the Most Excellent Order of the British Empire), or perhaps a CBE (Commander of the Most Excellent Order of the British Empire). As many as 2,500 such royal honors were announced each year, and while the monarch’s approval is technically required, she seldom gave an individual recipient her personal attention.

Knighthoods were another matter. Next to a peerage, this was the highest honor the Queen could bestow, and she paid special attention to those few men and women she was being asked to make Sirs and Dames. Still, it was rare for the monarch to ever voice an objection—not even in private—once the government had drawn up its list of honorees.

Jagger was such an exception. Shortly after taking office as prime minister in 1997, Tony Blair had proposed Jagger for a knighthood. An unabashed rock fan and self-proclaimed master of the air guitar, Blair was still a young member of parliament when he first met Jagger at a dinner party hosted by Lord Mandelson. “Tony summoned up his courage,” Lord Mandelson recalled, “and went up to Mick. Looking him straight in the eye, he said, ‘I just want to say how much you’ve always meant to me.’ He looked wistful,” Lord Mandelson added. “For a moment, I thought Tony might ask for an autograph.”

Unfortunately, Blair’s request that Mick be knighted was immediately met by stern opposition from the Queen. Over the next five years, Blair repeatedly submitted Jagger’s name for a knighthood, only to have the Queen make it known each time that she believed he was “not suitable.”

Jagger’s profession had nothing to do with it. The Queen had taken great satisfaction in knighting other pop stars, most notably Paul McCartney and Elton John. But Jagger was different. Unlike most of those to receive such honors, he appeared to have embraced few charitable causes despite having accumulated a massive personal fortune. Nor could he remotely be regarded as patriotic. While other British rock stars had remained in England and paid dearly for the privilege in the form of exorbitant income tax rates, Jagger had been technically living abroad to legally escape paying those taxes since the early 1970s.

To be sure, opposition was grounded in a deep-seated personal dislike of Jagger and all that he stood for since the 1960s. More than any other figure, Mick embodied the hedonistic sex, drugs, and rock-and-roll ethos of the era. His early public persona—scruffy, surly, obscene, resolutely antiestablishment—was calculated to offend, and who more than the woman who sat at the very pinnacle of the social heap?

As for his private life, Mick had fathered seven children by four different women, but everyone knew that this was barely the tip of what amounted to an Everest-sized sexual iceberg. As for the drugs, there were arrests, two convictions—even a brief stint in jail. For a time, Jagger appeared to embrace the dark side, singing Satan’s praises in “Sympathy for the Devil” and hiring the appropriately named Hell’s Angels motorcycle gang to provide security at the notorious Altamont Rock Festival in California—a decision that would result in mayhem, and in bloody murder.

It certainly did not help that over the years Jagger had routinely mocked the royal family and that he repeatedly referred to the Queen specifically as England’s “Chief Witch.” He also made a habit of calling for a full-scale revolution. With no hint of irony or self-consciousness, he once actually proclaimed that “anarchy is the only slight glimmer of hope. There should be no such thing as private property.”

For all Jagger’s posturing and hyperbole, something more personal was at the core of the Queen’s anger toward him: she had always been concerned about the curiously intimate and potentially explosive relationship between Jagger and her late sister, the famously free-spirited Princess Margaret. Time and again, the Queen had intervened to cover up one scandalous revelation after another regarding Jagger and Princess Margaret—including one sex-and-drugs party that might have taken the government, if not the monarchy, down with it.

Equally galling for Her Majesty was the fact that Mick, despite his rebel pose, had blatant social ambitions of his own. “Mick always wanted to be one of them,” his friend and longtime publicist Keith Altham said. “He aspired to be an aristo from the very beginning. A knight? He wants to be a prince of the realm!”

Far worse, in the eyes of the Queen, was that he sought to use her emotionally fragile sister to climb the social ladder. “The Queen loved her sister and worried about her. Jagger was a friend of Princess Margaret’s for over forty years, and all that time the Queen thought he was a corrupting influence.”

So now, the very morning that Mick was scheduled to receive his knighthood, the Queen slipped quietly into King Edward VII Hospital. Once there, doctors would also remove cancerous lesions from her face. The operation to remove cartilage from the monarch’s knee went smoothly, but the procedure on her face left the Queen with deep scars above and below her left eye and along her nose. When she hobbled out of the hospital two days later with the help of a cane, onlookers were shocked by her appearance. “All at once, it seems,” wrote a reporter for the Daily Mail, “the Queen has become a frail, vulnerable old lady.”

No matter. “I would much rather be here,” she’d told one of the attending physicians, “than at Buckingham Palace knighting a certain party.”

In the meantime, it fell to Prince Charles to perform the deed. Years earlier, during a gala to benefit his own charity, the Prince’s Trust, the prince had told Jagger that he “couldn’t believe” Mick had never been on the Queen’s biannual Honors List. But he later told an aide that he was not remotely suggesting a knighthood—“a CBE, perhaps.”

Prince Charles had his own axe to grind with Jagger. Princess Diana was an ardent fan of the Stones and Mick in particular. Shortly after her marriage to Charles in 1981, Diana, then just twenty years old, planned to invite Jagger to tea at Kensington Palace. Charles, despite being distracted by his own affair with Camilla Parker Bowles, had ample time to be jealous. He was well aware of Jagger’s reputation as a womanizer with a particularly keen interest in long-stemmed blondes in Diana’s age bracket and insisted she cancel the meeting with Mick. An angry row ensued, but in the end, Diana grudgingly accepted a compromise offered by her husband: by way of consolation, the princess was allowed to invite a pop star Charles found less threatening than Mick Jagger to tea at Kensington Palace—the then happily married, slightly paunchy, prematurely balding Phil Collins.

Charles may have been even more offended by what he saw as Jagger’s overt lack of manners. At another Prince’s Trust dinner, this time at Windsor Castle in June 1991, Mick was photographed keeping one hand in his pocket as he shook Prince Charles’s hand with the other—a flagrant breach of royal etiquette that the next day’s papers blasted as “especially insulting to the royal family.” Painfully aware of every slight both real and imagined, the Queen and Charles both recalled the incident and the photo that was picked up by papers around the world. “Charles was really appalled by that,” Diana once said of the Jagger hand-in-pocket faux pas. “It’s the kind of silly thing they never forget.”

The one person whose opinion mattered most to Mick made no secret of how he felt about the knighthood controversy. Two years earlier, Jagger had called Keith Richards to break the news.

“Keef,” Mick began, “I’ve got to tell you this now: Tony Blair is insisting that I accept a knighthood.”

“Oh, come on man,” Richards groaned. “Just fucking ridiculous. A knighthood? What the fuck would you want with that? That’s not you, is it? That’s not what we’re about.”

“I mean, Paul has one, and Elton,” Mick replied meekly. “It’s not really the kind of thing you turn down, is it?”

There was a pause. Not long before, Mick had opened the Mick Jagger Centre at Dartford Grammar, the suburban prep school where in the late 1950s he got into serious trouble for wearing his hair too long and his jeans too tight. Had Keith’s old friend changed? After forty years as a convention-smashing iconoclast, was Mick now craving bourgeois respectability?

“You can turn down anything you like, pal,” replied Keith, incredulous. “Tell them to stick it up their arse.”

♦

The black Bentley made its way along Birdcage Walk, turned onto Buckingham Gate, and then, once waved past the gate, pulled up to the porticoed ambassadors’ entrance. A palace aide dashed to open the near passenger door, but the familiar lithe figure emerged from the far side, and without saying a word, bounded up the red-carpeted steps and into the palace.

Once inside, he walked up the horseshoe-shaped Grand Staircase and was led into an anteroom to wait for his group of honorees to be called. As he passed the time, Mick surveyed the works of Rembrandt, Vermeer, Van Dyck, and Rubens that lined the walls. He also noticed that several of his fellow honorees chose to wear their national garb: Scots in plaid kilts, saffron-robed Buddhists, and several women in brightly colored silk saris. There was the occasional military uniform and more than a smattering of men in morning coats, but the vast majority wore formal dark suits. Most of the ladies present were attired in chic suits or cocktail dresses—nearly all worn with that staple of old-school British fashion, the hat.

Much to the relief of palace aides, Jagger shed his leather trench coat and six-foot-long red cashmere scarf to reveal a striped suit—albeit one with leather lapels—and tie. They were less than delighted with his choice of footwear: $55 Adidas sneakers.

The investiture itself would take place inside the cavernous white and gold ballroom, built by Queen Victoria in 1854 and easily the largest space in the palace. Several hundred guests—each of the one hundred honorees was permitted to invite three—sat with their programs in their laps, waiting anxiously for the name of their friend or family member to be called. Mick had invited his father, Joe, then ninety-two, and two of his children: thirty-three-year-old Karis and Elizabeth, nineteen. “They would all have loved to come,” Mick said, “but we were limited to three. I chose them in order of seniority and availability.”

At precisely eleven o’clock, musicians seated in the balcony began playing, and five members of the Queen’s Body Guard of the Yeomen of the Guard—the elite detail created by Henry VII in 1485 and better known as Beefeaters—marched up the center aisle to the front of the room.

Prince Charles then made his entrance accompanied by two Gurkha orderly officers, a tradition started in 1876 by Queen Victoria. As the band played “God Save the Queen,” Charles stood at attention before twin thrones on the dais beneath the Durbar Shamiana, a towering, domed velvet canopy that was used when George V was crowned emperor of India in 1911.

“Please be seated,” Charles told the crowd and then, with his equerry at his side to whisper in his ear details about each recipient, waited for the Lord Chamberlain to announce the first honoree.

Mick stood impatiently in the anteroom, chewing gum and jangling the change in his pants pocket. Once one of the Queen’s “Gentlemen Ushers”—in this case, a rear admiral in the Royal Navy—informed Mick that he was to join the next group of ten to file into the ballroom, Mick hastily disposed of the gum and fell into line behind a priest and an elderly man being honored for his services to the sheep industry. Of the scores of men and women being honored that day, Jagger was the only person being knighted.

“Sir Michael Philip Jagger,” intoned Master of the Royal Household Vice Admiral Tom Blackburn, “for services to popular music.”

Jagger stepped forward, smiling, as Charles’s equerry handed him the sword that belonged to the Queen’s father, King George VI, when, as Duke of York, he was colonel of the Scots Guards. Another aide rushed to place the traditional red-and-gold velvet-upholstered investiture stool in position. Pausing to bow before Charles, Mick then stepped forward and, grasping the wooden railing attached to the stool with his right hand, knelt before the prince and bowed his head.

“I dub thee,” Charles said as he tapped Mick gently on his left shoulder and then on his right, “Sir Michael Jagger.” With that, Mick popped up and Charles handed off the sword to one aide even as a red velvet cushion was being placed before him by another. On the cushion was a medal signifying Mick’s new rank that Charles then pinned on Jagger’s lapel. After a brief handshake and a few pleasantries, Mick bowed his head slightly and took five large steps backward before turning to leave.

♦

“I went fucking berserk when I heard,” said Richards, still fuming. “I thought it was ludicrous to take one of those gongs from the establishment when they did their very best to throw us in jail and kill us at one time. It’s not what the Stones is about, is it? I don’t want to step onstage with someone wearing a fucking coronet and sporting the old ermine. I told Mick, ‘It’s a fucking paltry honor.’”

Keith also pointed out that his friend was probably disappointed that Prince Charles had knighted him, and not the Queen. “I guess,” Richards said, “that makes him more of a ‘cur’ than a ‘sir.’”

Mick’s old flame Marianne Faithfull, who was revived by Jagger when she once tried to kill herself, was more charitable. “Mick’s a tremendous snob,” she said of the knighthood. “He always wanted that so much. That’s why I’m sort of compassionate about it.”

Once outside the palace with his proud father and daughters, Mick was besieged with reporters’ questions. What was it like, he was asked, to receive such an honor from the Establishment he had railed against for so long? “I don’t think the establishment as we knew it exists anymore,” he replied, adding that “it’s very nice to have honors given to you as long as you don’t take it all too seriously. You should wear them lightly and not get carried away with your own self-importance.”

Jagger grew visibly irritable when Keith’s objections were brought up. “It is a bit like a bawling child who hasn’t got an ice cream,” Mick shot back. “One gets one, and they all want one. It’s nothing new. I think he’d like to get the same honor himself.” Besides, he went on, “Keith likes to make a fuss . . . He’s not a particularly happy person.” (Richards was under no illusions about his ever being offered a knighthood. “They knew I would tell them where to put it,” he said, adding about the royals, “I wouldn’t let that family near me with a sharp stick, much less a sword.”)

Jagger was not about to let anyone spoil the moment—not even Keith. “I suppose people will call me ‘Sir Mick,’” he mused, hesitating for a moment. “But ‘Sir Michael’ has a nice ring to it.”

Back at his estate in rural Connecticut, Richards called the Stones’ drummer, Charlie Watts. “What is all this shit?” Keith asked.

“You know he’s always wanted a knighthood,” Watts answered, just as surprised that Keith seemed so clueless about what made his soul mate tick.

“No, no,” Keith said wistfully, recalling the Mick he’d grown up with—and the man he thought he understood better than anyone. “I didn’t know. I didn’t know . . .”


I was born in a crossfire hurricane.

—“JUMPIN’ JACK FLASH”

♦      ♦      ♦

Mick and I knew each other because we happened to live very close, just a few doors away . . . but then we moved “across the tracks.”

—KEITH RICHARDS

♦      ♦      ♦

As far back as I can remember, he said the one thing he wanted most was to be rich.

—CHRIS JAGGER, MICK’S BROTHER
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♦      ♦      ♦

The Glimmer Twins Grow Up, Next Door and Worlds Apart

DARTFORD, KENT

They were born in the same hospital just 145 days apart—Mick, on July 26, 1943; Keith, on December 18—and met when they were seven. By then, Mick (Mike, to family and friends) was a model student, the teacher’s pet, and by all accounts the tallest kid in his class. Keith, by contrast, was a self-described runt who spent much of his time fleeing the bullies who pursued him on the way home from school.

Several years later, they formed a friendship that helped reshape popular music. In the meantime, they themselves were being shaped—by the sights, sounds, and smells of Dartford, the London suburb where Jagger and Richards were born and raised.

The “pungent mixture” of “horseshit and coal smoke” was what Keith remembered most about his childhood. For him, postwar Dartford was “somewhere to get out of.” Yet both Mick and Keith came to believe there was something about that place and time—the texture of life there—that nurtured talent.

Joe Jagger spotted the first signs within moments of Mick’s birth—and so did the nurses on duty that day in the maternity ward of Dartford’s Livingstone Hospital. They agreed that of all the infants born to wartime brides that day, Michael Philip Jagger not only had the most distinctive cry but also was the only one that could be heard above the nerve-fraying whine of air-raid sirens.

The “crossfire hurricane” little Mike Jagger was born into was of man’s making. While most of the seventy thousand British civilians killed during the German aerial blitz of 1940 and 1941 lived in central London, the Jaggers had the misfortune of residing in what came to be called “the Graveyard”—the narrow industrial corridor between the southeastern coast of Kent and Greater London that took a relentless pounding from Hitler’s Luftwaffe.

The newest Jagger was too young to have any conscious memory of the horrors of war—not even the direct hit that incinerated the house next door and the eight people who lived inside. But there is little doubt that the nightmare-inducing sounds of combat—the menacing drone of unmanned V-1 rockets, the staccato bursts of British antiaircraft fire, the earsplitting thunderclap of the exploding German bombs—were deeply embedded in his subconscious. For the rest of his life, the sound of a siren—any siren—would send a chill up Jagger’s spine.

Mick’s hometown was also known for its fireworks plant, founded by Joseph Wells in 1837, and for its Dickensian mental hospitals; at one point, there were as many as five separate institutions, all operated by Britain’s infamously draconian Metropolitan Asylums Board. The fireworks factory was blown to smithereens in 1953, killing four workers and blowing out hundreds of windows throughout Dartford, but the asylums survived well into the twenty-first century. Even after the war ended and the air raids ceased, sirens sounded at least once a week—this time to alert locals that yet another mental patient had wandered off asylum grounds.

Against this surreal backdrop, Eva Scutts Jagger struggled to maintain appearances, as any decent British housewife would. She was outgoing and charming, but also, according to a family friend, “a bit of a snob. She put on airs.”

If Mick’s mother suffered from a deep-seated inferiority complex, the Scutts family’s roots in Australia had everything to do with it. Like many Aussie transplants living in England, Eva was convinced that her nasal accent and open manner marked her as the product of a race of vulgar, ex-convict outcasts.

It was a fear that she’d inherited from her own mother, a London native who moved to Sydney shortly after marrying Eva’s boat-builder father. It was a decision that Mick’s grandmother, a frustrated singer with a particular fondness for Gilbert and Sullivan, regretted instantly. Nor did it help that Eva, born in 1913, was far more interested in spending time with her father and her brothers on the Sydney docks than in learning the finer points of etiquette and decorum.

Determined to rescue her daughter from a life of drudgery Down Under and desperate to return to a more “civilized” environment, Eva’s mother convinced her husband to pack up and move to England—or watch her go alone.

Once the family had settled in Dartford, Eva’s mum routinely made the thirty-five-minute train ride into London to attend shows at the Palladium and plays on the West End. At Dartford’s Rialto Cinema, mother and daughter hunkered down in their seats and gazed up at Greta Garbo, Gary Cooper, Ronald Coleman, Bette Davis, and other screen favorites of the time.

The Great Depression hit London’s working class especially hard, but at age twenty-two, Eva was able to land a job as a hairdresser. Her first week on the job, she made the mistake of tuning into crooner Bing Crosby on the radio. Enraged, her boss berated her in front of a shop full of customers. “That’s not music!” the older man bellowed. “You don’t call that singing!” Decades later, when Elvis, the Beatles, and her own son would come under fire for pioneering their own brand of music, Eva would describe the incident to anyone who attacked rock and roll as nothing more than noise.

This was 1935—the year that witnessed the birth of swing music and the big band era—and pretty, fun-loving Eva was not about to miss any of it. On weekends, she kicked up her heels—literally—at Dartford’s handful of bars and nightclubs. Along the way, she dated some of the town’s more notorious rakes—unattached young men who were every bit as determined to have a good time as she was.

When it came to finding a potential mate, however, Eva had an entirely different sort of suitor in mind. Enter Basil Fanshawe “Joe” Jagger, a gangling, somewhat diffident gym teacher at a local high school. By conventional measures, he was precisely the kind of man that Eva’s mother wanted for her daughter: college educated, gentlemanly, and well regarded in his chosen profession. Most important, his family represented a climb up several rungs of the social ladder.

“My mum is very working class,” Mick said, “and my father is bourgeois . . . so I come from somewhere in between. Neither one thing or the other.”

Eva and Joe married on December 7, 1940—exactly one year before the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor. Both were twenty-seven, and Eva, older than most brides of the era, was eager to quit her job and become a proper suburban English housewife.

Joe, meanwhile, proved himself to be anything but a standard-issue high school PE teacher. A serious student of exercise physiology, Jagger was eventually hired to lecture at St. Mary’s College, the highly regarded Catholic teachers college in nearby Strawberry Hill, Twickenham.

On the way to becoming one of the United Kingdom’s leading physical fitness experts, Joe established his credentials as England’s preeminent authority on the very American sport of basketball. After writing a book designed to explain the sport to his countrymen, Jagger Senior was rewarded with a seat on the prestigious British Sports Council.

Eva gave birth to her first child on July 26, 1943—the same week that Britons packed theaters to watch Humphrey Bogart and Ingrid Bergman try to resist each other in Casablanca and Royal Air Force pilots responded to Hitler’s blitz by virtually leveling Hamburg. In a Church of England ceremony attended by the infant’s grandparents and a smattering of uncles and aunts, the Jaggers christened their newborn son Michael Philip. He would eventually become the most famous “Mick” in history, but for the first twenty years of his life, he would answer to the markedly more pedestrian, softer “Mike.” To his parents, in fact, he would always be Mike.

When he was four, Mick, who had been the center of his parents’ world, was forced to confront the fact that he was about to be upstaged. His baby brother, Christopher, was born on December 19, 1947, and the following summer, the normally well-behaved Mick reacted to the new family dynamic in dramatic fashion. While the Jaggers were vacationing at the seashore, Eva recalled, Mick suddenly “broke away from me and bolted down the beach, just knocking over all the other children’s sand castles as he ran. He was clearly angry.”

Mick bridled at the notion of sharing the spotlight with anyone—especially not an adorable sibling. “As far as I was concerned,” Jagger said of his brother, “he was nothing more than a punching bag, and I used to beat him up regularly.”

Notwithstanding its still-thriving mental hospitals and extensive bomb damage, Dartford emerged from the war in somewhat better shape than several neighboring communities. The bustling town center boasted a new supermarket—soon to be taken over by Safeway, the US-based chain—as well as tea shops, coffee bars, and pubs with names like the Fox and Hounds, the Jolly Miller, and the Dart.

The Jaggers lived at 39 Denver Road, conveniently situated just around the corner from the Dart and a laundromat. Their two-story duplex—the family occupied the right half—was part of a sprawling subdivision built in 1928 to house working-class families.

Mick’s second-floor bedroom overlooked the Jaggers’ small backyard, where from the age of three he would be schooled by his exercise-obsessed dad on the proper way to perform push-ups and lift weights. Daily calisthenics were only part of the Jaggers’ no-nonsense approach to child rearing. Mick and Chris were expected to help out with household chores, take turns saying grace before meals, and adhere to a set of rules strictly enforced by both Eva and Joe. Even the slightest infraction meant a slap across the bottom—or across the face. Understandably, the Jagger boys rarely crossed their parents.

Even before the arrival of his little brother, Mick displayed a keen interest in music—and an even keener interest in showing off. At family gatherings, when the children would be asked to sing a nursery rhyme, Mick insisted on being the center of attention. “I’d be the loudest hollering out the words,” he recalled. “Even if I forgot the lyrics, I’d still keep right on going. Boy, I must have been a noisy one . . .”

There was no record player in the house—Joe Jagger wanted his children exercising, not listening to music—but Mick was allowed to listen to popular and classical music on the government-owned BBC radio station and to jazz on commercial Radio Luxembourg, a forerunner of pirate radio and for a time the most powerful station in Europe. The first Jagger moves were not to rock and roll—the musical form did not exist yet—but to Benny Goodman and Glenn Miller. “He jumped around and swiveled his hips,” Eva remembered, “and it wasn’t really like anything else I’d ever seen. We laughed, of course, because here he was, only four or five, and jumping around with this big grin on his face. It was like the music had flipped this switch inside him.”

Not that Mick needed music to start him up. In spite of the grueling physical drills his father put him through each morning, the boy spent the balance of the day climbing trees and clamoring over fences, hurling rocks, and dashing about the neighborhood with his playmates. All of which resulted in the usual scrapes and bruises—and one injury that landed him in the local emergency room. While pursuing another youngster through his backyard, Mick stumbled, reached out to steady himself—and impaled his hand on a spiked fence. “A very gruesome business,” Eva said, “but I think he was rather proud of his bloody bandage.”

The product of strict discipline and high expectations, Mick enrolled at Maypole Primary School at age five and quickly proved to be a model student. Located directly across from Bexley Hospital, one of Dartford’s more infamous mental institutions, Maypole was a brick-and-mortar monstrosity straight out of Oliver Twist.

Mick loved it there, and over a two-year period impressed his teachers with his sunny disposition and his eagerness to please. “He was bright, cheerful, always volunteering to help out in the classroom,” said Ken Llewellyn, one of Mick’s teachers at Maypole. “Almost too good, really . . .”

From Maypole, Mick moved on to Wentworth County Primary, a modern, single-story yellow brick-and-glass structure just two blocks from the Jaggers’ house. It was here that he experienced his first fleeting encounter with destiny in the form of a cowboy-obsessed schoolmate named Keith Richards.

♦

Even though the Richardses lived just two blocks from the Jaggers at 33 Chastilian Road, the two families were worlds apart. While Joe’s career was taking off and the Jagger finances with it, Bert Richards was barely scraping by as a foreman at the General Electric plant in nearby Hammersmith. Lacking the education and drive of Mick’s dad, the elder Richards was, in Keith’s words, “the most unambitious man in the world.” His mother, Doris, did what she could to augment the family’s meager income by demonstrating Hotpoint washing machines to local housewives, but it would not be enough to afford either a telephone or a refrigerator.

“We weren’t great friends then,” Jagger said of Richards, “but we knew each other. Keith used to dress in a cowboy outfit, with holsters and a hat, and he had these big ears that stuck out. I asked him what he wanted to do when he grew up. He said he wanted to be like Roy Rogers and play guitar.”

Jagger was unimpressed by Keith’s infatuation with an American cowboy star, but, Mick remembered, “the bit about the guitar did interest me.” In fact, ever since Eva bought him a guitar while on holiday in Spain, Mick had been indulging a newfound passion for Latin music. He sat for hours in his room, strumming away while singing soulful ballads that seemed surprisingly authentic, considering that the Spanish-sounding lyrics were pure gibberish.

An only child, Keith was also periodically carted out to sing for his relatives. As early as age two, Doris Richards insisted, her son was able to sing along in perfect pitch whenever Sarah Vaughan, Louis Armstrong, Nat King Cole, or Ella Fitzgerald came on the radio. When he was seven, she gave him a saxophone. While Mick dragged his guitar along wherever he went, Keith—who would have to wait until he was ten to be lent a gut-string classical guitar by his eccentric grandfather Gus Dupree—was weighed down by a sax that was nearly as big as he was.

An early love of music wasn’t the only thing Mick and Keith had in common. At Wentworth, both boys were model students—almost “too good,” as their teacher had observed. Mick avoided being picked on because of his height—he towered over most of his fellow students—but Keith, who would not shoot up until adolescence, was bullied relentlessly. As a result, Richards kept to himself, retreating to a tent that he pitched in his backyard.

The gap between Mick and Keith would widen in 1954, when both families moved out of the old neighborhood and, in every sense of the word, in decidedly opposite directions. Buoyed by Joe’s growing success as one of the country’s leading fitness experts, the Jaggers relocated not only to a leafy suburb of Dartford called Wilmington but also to an upper class enclave within that leafy suburb known as the Close. With its circular drive, arched leaded windows, and quarter acre of carefully manicured lawn, the Jaggers’ new home even had a name—Newlands—that was carved into a sign that hung from a branch of the apple tree shading their front porch.

Keith was not so lucky. The railway ran straight through the center of Dartford, and now the Richardses literally lived on the other side of the tracks from the Jaggers—on Spielman Road on Temple Hill, later described by its most famous ex-inhabitant as a “fucking soul-destroying housing project.”

While Keith, nicknamed “Monkey” because of his protruding ears, was taunted and pummeled by his schoolmates (“I would live in fear all day”), Mick continued to flourish at school. Their final year at Wentworth Primary, all students took the dreaded Eleven Plus exams that determined their academic futures—and the course of their lives. Those who did well were admitted to one of the elite grammar (secondary) schools that ultimately fed into the university system and the possibility of pursuing a lucrative profession. Those who did not do so well were consigned to a trade school and, for all intents and purposes, a working-class life.

Mick aced the tests and was soon being fitted for one of Dart-ford Grammar’s crimson blazers. (“Ooh, the ones in the red uniforms,” Keith chided years later.) Founded in 1576, ivy-covered Dartford Grammar, with its Etonian playing fields, arched Gothic windows, and Tudor architecture, was obscured from view by an elegant curved brick wall—a genteel outpost in the working-class wasteland that was postwar Dartford.

Ever the dutiful son and diligent student, Mick earned high marks, assisted his instructors in the classroom, and competed in rugby and cricket. Since the draft was still in effect and he and his fellow students were expected to join the military as officers, Mick signed up with Britain’s version of the ROTC: the Combined Cadet Force (CCF). As with everything else he undertook at the time, young Jagger was serious about his soldier’s training. One of his teachers, William Wilkinson, remembered that Mick was “a very hard worker all around—an overachiever . . . More than any other student, he went out of his way to be helpful. We were all very impressed.”

Mick, however, was not a joiner. He did not belong to any clubs or student organizations, run for any class office, sign up with the choir or the band, or act in any school productions. To please his father, he did become captain of Dartford Grammar’s basketball team, although apparently this had less to do with his acumen as a player (“He wasn’t really very good,” said former teammate Keith Hawkins) than with his ability to lead. “He clearly,” Hawkins added, “liked to be in charge.”

Across town, Keith’s life was on a wholly different trajectory. He took the Eleven Plus exams one year after Mick and only did well enough to qualify for entrance to Dartford Technical High School. Once again, Keith was singled out as the school pansy. It didn’t help that he was also one of the stars of the Dartford Technical boys’ choir, and actually sang Handel’s “Hallelujah” chorus for Queen Elizabeth as a Westminster Abbey choirboy—an early taste of musical success that ended abruptly when his voice cracked in the middle of another royal performance.

Going their distinctly separate ways, Keith and Mick did not speak for the next six years. But Jagger did catch the occasional glimpse of him sprinting home from school, the usual pack of toughs nipping at his heels.

While Keith was preoccupied with simple survival, twelve-year-old Mick sampled his first, intoxicating sip of fame. His father had been hired as a consultant to the BBC television series Seeing Sport, and he required the services of a fit young man to demonstrate the finer points of rock climbing and canoeing.

Mick relished the attention. “I was a star already,” he later said. “I was thinking, ‘Never mind the bloody canoe, how does my hair look?’” Perhaps, but Joe Jagger took the series—and his son’s role in it—very seriously. With his father looking on, Mick did hundreds of sit-ups and push-ups, and then ran twenty to thirty laps around the yard each afternoon.

“He wanted more than anything to please his parents, particularly his father,” said Mick’s schoolmate Dick Taylor. “I think he was afraid of him.” On more than one occasion, Taylor recalled, Mick would “only be a few feet out the door before his father shouted, ‘Don’t go out until you do your weights!’”

It did not take long for Mick to figure out that he could capitalize on his fitness expertise by teaching physical education to the children of soldiers stationed at a nearby US Army base. In the process, he learned the rules of other great American pastimes such as baseball and football. He also learned a lot about American music—specifically, rhythm and blues—from an African American army cook named Jose.

When he was finished putting pupils who were really no younger than he was through their paces, Mick sat for hours listening to Jose’s recordings of such blues legends as Leadbelly, Robert Johnson, Howlin’ Wolf, and Muddy Waters. “This was the first time I heard black music,” Mick remembered. “In fact, it was my first encounter with American thought.”

Soon Mick had amassed a sizable record collection of his own, financed in part by taking on a variety of additional jobs. He hand delivered Christmas cards during the holidays, and when summer rolled around, he donned a white jacket and matching white paper hat to sell ice cream from a pushcart. It was while peddling ice cream in front of Dartford Town Hall, that, after years spent apart, Mick had a fleeting encounter with Keith Richards. “It just clicked in my mind that day,” Richards said later. “I bought a choc ice—and then I didn’t see him again.”

For the first time, Mick was willing to risk running afoul of his autocratic dad by playing the latest hits by Chuck Berry, Fats Domino, and Little Richard—all dismissed by Joe as nothing more than “jungle music.”

“Yeah,” Mick routinely deadpanned to his father’s critique, “that’s right—jungle music. That’s a very good description.”

Mick began to rebel in other ways as well. Another Dartford friend, Clive Robson, recalled that it was Jagger who hatched a scheme to duck out of the school’s weekly five-mile cross-country run over Dartford Heath. “Jagger worked out that if you broke off at a certain point,” Robson said, “you could hide in the dunes, have an illicit smoke, and rejoin the homeward run half an hour later.”

In a portent of things to come, over at Dartford Tech they also had a weekly five-mile cross-country run, and Keith Richards was cutting out midway for a smoke with his buddies as well. He was eventually caught and disciplined for cheating. Mick, by contrast, was never found out.

Not surprisingly, Jagger also soon ran afoul of Dartford Grammar’s strict blazers-only dress code. “He would wear those tight pants even then,” his housemaster said, “and his hair began to spill over his ears.” Mick caused a sensation when, during a coed mixer, he walked in wearing not his regulation crimson blazer but “a bright blue jacket with these shimmering threads. The girls,” the housemaster said, “swarmed around him.”

Dartford Grammar’s crusty headmaster, Ronald Loftus “Lofty” Hudson, was so incensed by boys wearing tight pants that he called a special assembly to address the issue. In the middle of the lecture, fellow student David Herrington said, “in walks Jagger wearing the tightest jeans I’d ever seen.” Red with rage, Hudson sent him home on the spot. According to Herrington, Mick “just smiled.”

Hormones had much to do with the overnight change in Mick’s behavior. “When I was thirteen, all I wanted to do was have sex,” he said. “I didn’t know much about it. I was repressed. It was never discussed with me.” Forced to cope with his first sexual stirrings in an all-male environment, Jagger followed in the footsteps of generations of proper (and equally repressed) English schoolboys before him. “I had my first sexual experiences with boys at school,” Mick said. “I think that’s true of almost every boy.” Apparently this was not true of Keith, in large part because he did not share Mick’s English boarding school experience. Instead Richards commuted from his home to working-class Dartford Technical, where the environment was anything but old school.

However commonplace they may have been, these early homoerotic fumblings of Mick’s strongly influenced his life and work. They also shaped one of the most complicated and sexually ambiguous personas in pop culture history.

There was nothing ambiguous about his taste in music, however. At fifteen, Mick and his friend and fellow blues aficionado Dick Taylor attended a Buddy Holly concert at the Odeon Theater in nearby Woolwich. “Mick was transfixed,” Taylor said, particularly when Holly played his hit “Not Fade Away,” which eventually became a staple of the Rolling Stones’ repertoire. “You could see the little wheels going round in his head, trying to learn as much as he could.”

At the time, Taylor recalled, British rock-and-roll fans were split into two camps. “It was either Elvis or Buddy.” Jagger, who for some reason regarded the then twenty-three-year-old Presley as “ancient,” was squarely in the Holly camp.

Still, blues was his first love. “We all liked rock, of course,” said Dick Taylor, “but what interested me most about Jagger was his interest in the blues. So few people in England knew about it, and here was this guy who knew everything there was about Muddy Waters and Bo Diddley.”

Jagger and Taylor soon got together with two like-minded classmates, Bob Beckwith and Allen Etherington, to form Little Boy Blue and the Blue Boys, with Mick as lead singer. Mick’s parents thought his first efforts at sounding like he was from the Mississippi Delta were, in Eva’s words, “hysterical. We tried hard not to laugh.”

Mick’s new hairstyle, however, was no laughing matter. Despite the fact that Holly’s thick-rimmed glasses, tight black suits, and awshucks demeanor made him the nerdy answer to Presley’s sneering rebel, Jagger set out to ruffle some feathers at school by adopting a shaggier, more bohemian look.

“I was shocked,” said Eva. “Even though it wasn’t really long by today’s standards, I held up my hands in horror when it started growing over his ears.” Eventually she insisted on at least trimming his hair herself. Halfway through the haircut, Mick broke down in tears and fled.

Tight jeans and long hair were only part of Mick’s new image as campus rebel. By way of raising Headmaster Hudson’s hackles even more than he had already, Mick started questioning the capitalist system in general and the British government’s anticommunist Cold War policies in particular. When parliament voted to abolish the draft, Mick led his fellow students in a wholesale exodus from Dartford Grammar’s Combined Cadet Force.

He was only slightly more committed to the school’s basketball team. “Jagger was an average player,” team coach Arthur Page observed. If Mick didn’t succeed at something right away, Page added, “then he gave up and moved on to something else.”

Before giving up basketball, Mick experienced something on the court that altered his life—and perhaps even the course of musical history. During one especially heated game, Jagger collided with an opposing team member and bit off the tip of his own tongue. With blood spilling down the front of his jersey and before he fully realized what had happened, Mick swallowed the severed tip.

Mick didn’t talk for nearly a week. “We all wondered if that was it—if Mick’s singing days were over,” said Dick Taylor, echoing his fellow Blue Boys’ fears. When Mick finally did open his mouth again to sing, his bandmates were stunned. Along with the tip of his tongue went a bit of upper-class polish. Mick now sounded grittier, tougher, more authentically street.

“He sounded so weird—the way he sounds now, actually,” Taylor said. “That accident just changed his voice completely. Biting off the tip of his tongue might have been the best thing that ever happened to Mick Jagger.”

His newfound sound and evolving rebel image aside, Mick remained something of a closet intellectual. He enjoyed the classics—Blake, Baudelaire, and Rimbaud were his favorite writers—as well as biographies of nineteenth-century political figures such as Benjamin Disraeli, William Gladstone, and Abraham Lincoln.

It was a side he kept hidden. Instead Mick preferred to boast to chums about his success at seducing members of the opposite sex. He finally joined a club—the photography club—for the sole purpose, he claimed, of cornering female visitors in the darkroom. He also bragged about luring girls out onto Dartford Heath for furtive after-school make-out sessions. According to his friend Clive Robson, Mick “had quite a reputation.”

None of it was true. Far from being a Lothario, Mick was ignored by the girls at the neighboring schools. “There were some good-looking boys around that we all kind of drooled over,” said one girl, but Jagger “certainly wasn’t one of them. We all thought he was kind of ugly, really.”

Sixteen-year-old Mick soon learned one foolproof way to attract the female attention he craved. Eva had decided to return to work selling Avon cosmetics, and whenever she and Joe were gone, Mick would invite some young woman to come over and try out some items from his mum’s sample case.

Sitting side by side at Eva’s dressing table, Mick and his date giggled as they applied cosmetics to each other. “He just seemed happy letting me put lipstick and mascara on him,” one said of these odd and largely platonic encounters. “It did strike me as very strange at the time, but it was all in fun.” She went on to say that, at least for her, dating Mick was more like “being with one of the girls.”

Notwithstanding his shaggy mane and decidedly unconventional approach to dating, Mick still harbored dreams of becoming rich—not as a performer but as a businessman. Aiming for admission to the prestigious London School of Economics—which included David Rockefeller, George Soros, and John Fitzgerald Kennedy among its alumni—Jagger threw himself into his studies during his final months at Dartford Grammar. Almost entirely on the strength of his final exams, he managed to graduate twelfth in a class of twenty-five—enough to coax a grudging letter of recommendation from Dartford’s implacable headmaster.

“Jagger is a lad of good general character,” Mr. Hudson wrote, “though he has been rather slow to mature. The pleasing quality which is now emerging is that of persistence when he makes up his mind to tackle something . . . He should be successful in his subjects, though he is unlikely to do brilliantly in any of them.” Years later, Hudson regretted giving even this half-hearted endorsement. “The more famous the Rolling Stones became,” teacher William Wilkinson said, “the more Hudson hated him.”

Still, Mick’s test scores and Hudson’s recommendation were enough to get Mick into the London School of Economics on a state scholarship—and offer him his first taste of life outside the suffocating confines of Dartford. “The overwhelming thing about life in the suburbs is the envy, the gossip and pettiness,” he said. “I hated it, and I was glad to escape—even if it was for only a few hours a day.”

Not that he shared any of these feelings with his parents. At home, he continued to help Eva with household chores and to obey his father’s every command. “He still couldn’t go anywhere without his father shouting behind him that he needed to do his weights or push-ups,” Dick Taylor said. “And he would drop to his knees and do them! Here he was a grown man, and not once did I ever see him hesitate to do exactly what his parents wanted.”

One of the things they insisted on was that Mick pay for his own expenses. The summer before he started classes at LSE, Jagger earned $15 a week as an orderly at Bexley Mental Hospital. He later said that Bexley was brimming with “nymphomaniac nurses and nymphomaniac patients” who tried to seduce young orderlies. Mick had less to fear from the patients than he did from the nurses. One, a dark-haired Italian who had just emigrated to England, yanked him into a linen closet where, surrounded by sheets, mops, and bedpans, Mick lost his virginity standing up.

Like college freshmen everywhere, most first-year students at LSE were instantly swept up in the campus social whirl. Not Mick, who initially seemed to most of his fellow students as standoffish and shy. “He was almost reclusive,” said one. “Most of us who commuted to school would make arrangements to stay with friends in the city, but he always declined.”

It took more than a month for Mick to begin to show some real independence. He began to cultivate friends with interests in the arts—student actors in particular—and before long was accepting their invitations to stay over in the city and debate the relative acting skills of Sir John Gielgud and Sir Laurence Olivier over the requisite half-dozen pints of ale.

This would be a turning point in his life—a moment in which, unencumbered by his past and in the company of strangers in an exciting new environment, the skinny young man with the oversized lips could reinvent himself. From now on, to anyone outside his immediate family, he was no longer Mike. He was Mick.

Along with Jagger’s new name and attitude came a new image, an important part of which was a wildly exaggerated sexual past—and present. “He was a complete fraud,” said Jilly, one of the attractive University of London coeds who moved in similar circles. “Whenever I got near him in private, he’d back away . . . I think he was just terribly inexperienced and insecure at the time.”

Jagger soon overcame those insecurities, not with one of his new London acquaintances but with the aid of a plump and rather plain Dartford shopgirl named Bridget. Jagger was nineteen—a year or more behind most of his chums in landing a girlfriend, but he would spend the rest of his life more than making up for lost time.

While Jagger was living his new, liberated life as Mick, his long-lost childhood pal Keith Richards was at Sidcup Art College enjoying his first taste of freedom as “Ricky.” A habitual truant at Dartford Tech, Richards had been expelled thirty minutes before graduation after failing to attend a graduation day assembly. (“The last nail in the coffin,” he recalled.)

It was just as well. In postwar Britain, art schools proliferated as an alternative to college for those with even a modicum of talent in the visual or performing arts. For whatever reason, these schools spawned fewer painters and sculptors of note than they did rock superstars, including John Lennon, David Bowie, Eric Clapton, Jimmy Page, and Pete Townshend.

By the time Keith reached Sidcup Art College, his mother, Doris, had bought him a guitar of his own—a Rosetti acoustic—for £7. Hooked on rock and roll from the moment he first heard Elvis’s “Heartbreak Hotel,” Keith shied away from learning to read music and taught himself to play by ear (“straight from the heart to the fingers”), listening endlessly to recordings by John Lee Hooker, Muddy Waters, Chuck Berry, and Buddy Holly.










OEBPS/images/9781451661460_back.jpg
Scandal, money, drama, music,
fame, drugs, genius, and sex.

“Obviously, I'm no paragon of virtue.”
—MICK JAGGER
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