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CHAPTER 1

My old life ended and my new life began as I was standing next to a baggage carousel in the customs hall at LAX in March 1973. It was there, at the age of twenty-one, that I parted ways with Bob Richardson, the man I had lived with for the last four years, a bold and provocative fashion photographer twenty-four years older than I, with whom I’d been involved in a tempestuous affair. Until this moment we had been sharing an apartment in Gramercy Park, New York. Had it not been for the presence of my father and his latest wife, Cici, with whom Bob and I had just been vacationing in La Paz, Mexico, I doubt that I ever would have had the final stroke of courage it would take to leave him.

I would be staying temporarily at the ranch house in the Pacific Palisades that Cici had owned prior to her marriage to Dad and that she was redecorating to accommodate some treasures from our old life at St. Clerans, a pastoral estate in the west of Ireland where I grew up with my brother Tony—before we moved with our mother to London; before the birth of my half siblings, Danny and Allegra; before I acted in a movie at the age of sixteen with my father directing; before my mother’s death by car crash in 1969, a cataclysmic experience that for me ended that beautiful, hopeful decade, when I moved from England to America.

One morning early in my stay at Cici’s, I ordered a taxi and told the driver to take me to Hollywood. “Do you mean Vine Street?” he asked vaguely. I had guessed that Hollywood wasn’t really a place but rather a state of mind, with a great many parking lots sandwiched between shops and storefronts advertising sex and liquor.

But oddly, there was a sense of coming home to California. Although I had grown up in Europe, I was born in Los Angeles. The desert skies were clear blue and untroubled. Living with my father again felt strange, but he would be leaving soon to resume work on The Mackintosh Man in New York.

I was eager to buy some marabou bedroom stilettos to match the pink swan’s-down-trimmed negligee that Cici had generously just given me. Driving along Sunset in the pale sunshine, I noticed that the panorama was bare and garish, mostly warehouses and two-story facades. There were rows of tall palm trees and purple jacarandas. The air was windy and dry and sweet-scented. Beverly Hills, it seemed, was all about who you were, what you were driving, your pastimes, and your playgrounds.

A few days before, Cici had taken me shopping on Rodeo Drive, where there was a yellow-striped awning above Giorgio’s boutique, with outdoor atomizers that puffed their signature Giorgio perfume. Indulgent husbands drank espresso at a shiny brass bar inside as their wives shopped for feathered gowns and beaded cocktail dresses. For lingerie, the local sirens went to Juel Park, who was known to seal the deal for many aspirants based on the strength of her hand-stitched negligees and satin underwear trimmed with French lace. We lunched at the Luau, a Polynesian watering hole, the darkest oasis on the street, where you could hear rummy confessions from the next-door booth as you tucked behind your ear a fresh gardenia from the scorpion punch. Los Angeles was a small town then; it felt both incredibly glamorous and a little provincial.

Cici, who was in her mid-thirties, had a son, Collin, by a former marriage to the documentary filmmaker and screenwriter Walon Green. Cici had gone to private schools in Beverly Hills and Montecito, and her friends were the hot beauties of the day, from Jill St. John and Stefanie Powers to Bo Derek and Stephanie Zimbalist—glamorous sportswomen and great horseback riders who had grown up privileged in the western sunbelt. She had played baseball with Elvis Presley at Beverly Glen Park in the fifties and roomed with Grace Slick at Finch College in New York. Cici also had a lively retinue of gay friends who were sportive and gossipy and informal.

Cici’s energy was buoyant. She cursed like a sailor and loved a bit of illicit fun, as did I. Our practice, at least a couple of times a week, was to do an impromptu raid on other people’s gardens in the neighboring canyons. I would wield the shears, and with a trunkful of flowers and branches, Cici would drive her candy-apple-red Maserati like a getaway car, burning rubber to peals of laughter; although we tempted fate, for some miraculous reason we never got caught. Sometimes Allegra would accompany us on these forays.

After the sale of St. Clerans, Allegra had moved in with her Irish nanny, Kathleen Shine, whom we called “Nurse,” to share a rented house in Santa Monica with Gladys Hill, Dad’s co-writer and secretary. Heartbroken by the death of our mother and still painfully loyal to her, Nurse had been a staple of Tony’s and my childhood. Gladys was calm, deliberate, intelligent, and kind. A pale-complexioned woman with ice-blond hair from West Virginia, she was devoted to Dad and shared his passion for pre-Columbian art. She had worked for him in the previous decade and was part of the family in Ireland when I was growing up.

Allegra was going on nine and was extremely smart; it was already her intention to go to Oxford University. From the time she was a baby, she’d had an innate, deep wisdom and a sweet formality about her.

I looked up Jeremy Railton, a handsome Rhodesian friend from my former life, when I was going to school in London. He had been designing the sets for a play by Ntozake Shange, For Colored Girls Who Have Considered Suicide When the Rainbow Is Enuf, and was living in an apartment on Fountain Avenue. We picked up our friendship where we’d left off five years before. He introduced me to his social circle, which included the comedy writer Kenny Solms and his collaborator, Gail Parent; the talent agent Sandy Gallin; Michael Douglas and Brenda Vaccaro; Paula and Lisa Weinstein; and Neil Diamond. Kenny and Gail wrote for The Carol Burnett Show and numerous television specials for Mary Tyler Moore, Dick Van Dyke, and Julie Andrews.

Cici knew that I was still shaken from my split with Bob Richardson. She did her best to take me out and introduce me to people, but I was more interested in riding her horses and walking in the next-door garden. She and Dad had just celebrated the completion of a new Jacuzzi, and one afternoon I found the actor Don Johnson and a male friend of his floating in it. Though I was grateful to Cici for her efforts, I was somewhat embarrassed and ran back to the camellia trees.

A Swedish friend of hers, Brigitta, who owned Strip Thrills, a dress shop on Sunset, told Cici that she was going to a party at Jack Nicholson’s house that evening and invited her to come along. Cici asked if she could bring her stepdaughter, and Brigitta said fine, that it was his birthday, and Jack loved pretty girls.

I borrowed an evening dress from Cici—black, long, open at the back, with a diamanté clasp. Brigitta and another Swedish girl picked us up, and the four of us drove in Brigitta’s car to Jack’s house on Mulholland Drive, on a high ridge separating Beverly Hills from the San Fernando Valley on the other side. It felt like we were on top of the world.

The front door of a modest two-story ranch-style house opened, and there was that smile. Later, after he became a superstar and was on the cover of Time magazine, Diana Vreeland was to christen it “The Killer Smile.” But at the time I thought, “Ah! Yes. Now, there’s a man you could fall for.”

In 1969, when I was still living in London, I had gone with some friends to see Easy Rider in a movie theater in Piccadilly Circus, and had returned alone some days later to see it again. It was Jack’s combination of ease and exuberance that had captured me from the moment he came on-screen. I think it was probably upon seeing the film that, like many others, I first fell in love with Jack.

The second time was when he opened the door to his house that early evening in April, with the late sun still golden in the sky. “Good evening, ladies,” he said, beaming, and added in a slow drawl, “I’m Jack, and I’m glad you could make it.”

He motioned for us to enter. The front room was low-ceilinged, candlelit, and filled with strangers. There was Greek food, and music playing. I danced with Jack for hours. And when he invited me to stay the night, I asked Cici what she thought. “Are you kidding?” she said. “Of course!”

In the morning, when I woke up and put on my evening dress from the night before, Jack was already downstairs. Someone I came to recognize later as the screenwriter Robert Towne walked through the front door into the house and looked at me appraisingly as I stood on the upper landing. Then Jack appeared and said, “I’m gonna send you home in a taxi, if that’s okay, because I’m going to a ball game.”

The cab took me back the half hour to the Palisades. When I got out in the backless evening dress, Cici was at the door. She looked at me and just shook her head. “I can’t believe you didn’t insist that he drive you home,” she said. “What are you thinking? If he’s going to take you out again, he must come and pick you up and take you home.”

Jack called a few days later to ask me out. I said, “Yes. But you have to pick me up, and you have to drive me home.” And he said, “Okay. All right. How about Saturday?” And I said, “Okay. But you have to come and pick me up.” Then I got a follow-up call on Saturday saying he was sorry, he had to cancel our date, because he had a previous obligation. “Does that make me a secondary one?” I asked.

“Don’t say that,” he said. “It’s not witty enough, and it’s derogatory to both of us.” I hung up the phone, disappointed. That evening I decided to go out with Jeremy and Kenny Solms and Gail Parent. We were dining at the Old World café on Sunset Boulevard, when they started to whisper and giggle. When I asked what was going on, Gail said, “You were supposed to see Jack tonight, right?” And I replied, “Yes, but he had a previous obligation,” and Kenny said, “Well, his previous obligation is a very pretty blonde, and he just went upstairs with her.”

I took my wineglass in hand and, with heart pumping, climbed the stairs to the upper section of the restaurant and approached Jack’s booth. He was sitting with a beautiful young woman whom I immediately recognized as his ex-girlfriend Michelle Phillips. I had seen them photographed together in magazines when I was living in New York. She was in the group the Mamas and the Papas. As I reached the table, a shadow passed quickly over his face, like a cloud crossing the sun. I lifted my glass airily and said, “I’m downstairs, and I just thought I’d come up to say hi.” He introduced Michelle to me, not missing a beat. She was charming. I guess they were at the end of their relationship at that point. One morning, some weeks later, she drove to his house on Mulholland Drive to collect something she had stored there. Upon discovering that I was with Jack, she came upstairs to his bedroom with two glasses of orange juice. From that moment, we became friends.

*  *  *

On one of my first dates with Jack, he took me to the races at Hollywood Park. He wore a beautiful cream wool suit with an American flag in rhinestones pinned to his lapel. He got a hard time at the gate to the grandstand for not wearing a tie. Jack gave me fifty dollars’ betting money. I won sixty-seven and returned his fifty.

I was still wrapped up in thoughts of Bob Richardson and the suddenness of our parting. I wrote in a diary I was keeping at the time that I didn’t know what was me and what wasn’t anymore, that I’d been Bob’s possession and his construct, saying the things he might say, even smoking his brand of cigarettes. I thought it must be planetary, all this disruption and indecision. Someone said it was fragments of helium floating about the atmosphere, because everyone I met at the time seemed touched by a peculiar madness. Even Richard Nixon had lost his moorings and was on his way to being impeached. In the overture to our relationship, Jack sent mixed messages. Alternately, he would ask me to stick around or would not call when he said he would. At one point he told me he had decided that we should cool it, and followed that up with a call suggesting we dine together. Sometimes he called me “Pal,” which I hated. It implied a lack of romantic feeling. I didn’t want to be his crony but, rather, the love of his life. I thought he was still very involved with Michelle, who seemed to have made up her mind to move along.

Jack gave me a variety of nicknames. I started off as “Fab.” As in “The Big Fabulous,” which became, with a German accent, “Ze Bik Fabuliss.” This was because when I first came to Los Angeles, Jeremy and Kenny used to say “the most fabulous” all the time, a habit that I had adopted. Then, I don’t know why, my name developed into “Toot,” rhyming with “foot,” or “Tootie,” which became “Tootman Fabuliss.” Then it became “Ze Bik,” and then simply “Mine,” or “Minyl.” Jack had nicknames for most people. Warren Beatty was “The Pro.” Marlon Brando was “Marloon.” Fred Roos was “The Rooster.” Arthur Garfunkel was “The Old New G.” Jack had a thing about names. He liked Harry Dean Stanton’s name so much that he wrote it somewhere in every film that he did. So, whether it was his initials on a prison wall in graffiti or carved into a tree in a Western, if you look closely at this period of his movies, you’ll see HDS somewhere. He called Michelle “Rat” in the nicest way possible. His car, a magnificent Mercedes 600 the color of black cherries, was christened “Bing.”

One of the first things I noticed about Jack was that he had a great many people around who performed all sorts of functions for him. On Saturdays the guys would all sit in the TV room at the back of the house and drink beer and eat hot dogs and watch sports all day. Jack might leap up to demonstrate a slam dunk. As long as he had a friend sitting by, nodding his head, a smile decorating his face, life was good. I think, for the most part, that’s all Jack needed. In some ways, he was a man of simple tastes. A receptive and appreciative audience always charmed him.

Others had the job of helping Jack keep his life running smoothly. He called his assistant, Annie Marshall, “My staff.” The daughter of the late actor Herbert Marshall, Annie was tall, dark, and pretty, brilliantly funny, neurotic, and smart as a whip. There was Helena Kallianiotes, who was a complete mystery to me at the beginning. Helena was “Boston Blackie”; born in Greece, dark and brooding, she had mahogany eyes, a waist-length snarl of black hair, and a compact, lithe body, and had been a belly dancer in Boston. She was also a great cook, and provided the Mediterranean food at Jack’s party. She was a fascinating woman, complicated, intense, and secretive. The writer of Five Easy Pieces, Carole Eastman, a very good friend of Jack’s, had seen Helena dancing in the late sixties and had been so impressed that she’d introduced Helena to Jack and the director, Bob Rafelson, who gave her a small but memorable role in the movie. Knowing she was at loose ends afterward, Jack offered her a position looking after his house. She was living there when we first met, at his party, and eventually moved to a house that he acquired next door.

Helena wasn’t really a housekeeper. She was Jack’s chief of staff, to a degree, although there was often confusion about the running of the house, as Jack would appropriate many people to perform the same task. Helena was also the keeper of his confidences and trust, and always had Jack’s best interest at heart. Sometimes they had fights, and he would blame her if something broke down or went missing; she took some heat but was always fiercely loyal to him.

*  *  *

During my first months in L.A., I spent a lot of time at Kenny Solms’s house, alternately nursing and bullying my friend Jeremy, who had developed a very high temperature but refused to discuss his ailments. At one point, Kenny and I decided to drive him to the nearest emergency room, at Cedars-Sinai. He was terribly ill and ultimately needed an operation.

I was riding Cici’s horses in the mornings up at Will Rogers Park, then going into Beverly Hills to visit with Kenny while Jeremy was in the hospital. Sometimes I would stay at Kenny’s house, and together we would enact scenes from A Little Night Music for our own personal amusement. We liked to believe our version of “Send in the Clowns” was nonpareil, and our performance became something of a daily ritual that I greatly enjoyed.

*  *  *

After Jeremy recuperated, I decided to rent a place with him high up on Beachwood Drive under the Hollywood sign, opposite a rustic little riding school that, for ten dollars an hour, would rent you a horse you could ride on a trail over the pass to Glendale. There you could hang a feed bag on the horse and halter it to a post while you ate tacos and drank beer. The house itself was Spanish, with white walls and yellow trim around the windows, cool inside, with tiled and wooden floors, alcoves, rounded portals, and French doors leading to a central courtyard. Upstairs there were balconies overlooking the garden, and my bedroom was a perfect little white box. Cici gave me a selection of housewarming presents, including a Sony record player, beds, chairs, tables, and lamps. We had a lot of fun parties in Beachwood Canyon, but because it was the beginning of my relationship with Jack, I was spending my nights more often than not at his house on Mulholland Drive, then taking taxis in the early morning down Coldwater Canyon across town to Beachwood. My practice was to arrive at the house and start washing the dirty dishes soaking in the sink from the previous night.

Allegra came to visit with me sometimes at Beachwood Drive on weekends. Once I dressed her in my grandmother Angelica’s Edwardian gown that I had salvaged from St. Clerans, and tried to take her picture in a hammock, but she was reluctant and camera-shy; even at nine, she reminded me so much of Mum—loyal, sensitive, sweet, and wise, but without the advantage of having had our mother for long.

Jeremy and I planted a pretty garden at Beachwood, full of foxgloves and forget-me-nots, wisteria, chrysanthemums, passion flowers, and dahlias. Jeremy started to keep quail in the back yard, and we had a lovely pair of resident raccoons and their babies. We vowed one day to have a farm together, a place where we could be totally free and creative, and make a haven for animals.

One morning when I entered the kitchen, I met an extremely handsome young man with black hair and dark eyes. His name was Tim Wilson. We smoked some grass and bonded instantly. He told me that he was studying Transcendental Meditation. That summer Jeremy, Tim, and I planned out our dream farm on paper, drawing a map describing where each of us might live, what our animals might be, where each of us might have ponds and plant gardens. Eventually, this would become a reality.

*  *  *

There was a nascent western branch of the New York clan in Los Angeles. A lot of people were making the shift—Berry Berenson, Pat Ast, Peter Lester, Juan Fernández, Dennis Christopher. European friends, too, were making the journey west. There were about ten places to eat in town—the Bistro, Trader Vic’s, Perino’s, Chasen’s, the Cock’n Bull, La Scala, Scandia, the Old World, the Source, the Brown Derby.

Things happened at a leisurely pace. Unlike New York, where the pavements abounded with energy and purpose and everyone seemed to have an objective, Los Angeles was filled with friendly people who seemed content to hang out at home in tracksuits and kaftans, waiting for good things to come to them, or those who relied on whimsy for advancement: A girl in a pink Corvette had her own billboard opposite Schwab’s pharmacy. Her name was Angelyne; she had blow-up breasts and seemingly did nothing other than advertise herself. Andy Warhol had just originated the idea that everyone in the world could be famous for fifteen minutes.

Up on the Strip, the hot clubs of the moment—the Roxy, the Whisky, and the Rainbow Room—were all owned by Jack’s best friend, Lou Adler, who was president of Ode Records, and his partner, Elmer Valentine; they catered to a young, hip crowd. But we also celebrated Groucho Marx’s eighty-second birthday at the Hillcrest Country Club. Groucho had a companion and secretary, a woman called Erin Fleming who, along with the young actors Ed Begley, Jr., and Bud Cort, was helping him to come out of retirement. As I recall, he sang “Animal Crackers” and made a pass at me before he temporarily lost consciousness.



CHAPTER 2

During the four years I spent in New York, I had achieved top status as a model and worked for the best photographers and designers in the world. I had grown used to hearing that I was “exotic” and “high-fashion.” These were not necessarily attributes that would work to my advantage as a model in Southern California, where tanned blondes with big smiles were the order of the day. I did not think it was likely that I’d be booked for toothpaste ads or Clairol commercials, and decided I would not offer myself up to rejection and disappointment. I was still smarting from the collective drubbing I’d received for Dad’s movie A Walk with Love and Death, in which I had starred with Assaf Dayan. But I believed that at some point I would take up the reins and become the actress I had always wanted to be. So, grateful to Dad for helping me out for a few months, and to Cici for her generosity, I, too, joined the ranks of the cheerfully unemployed—but not for long. If I was out of place as a model in L.A., I still fit the bill in New York: a few months after my move to California, I accepted an invitation to go back east to do shows for Halston and Giorgio Sant’Angelo.

On the day of my departure, Jack offered me a ride to the airport and took me to lunch before my flight. We arrived at the airport early, and he waited until I boarded the plane. He was going to join me in New York in a few days, and from there he would go on to Europe to make The Passenger, with Michelangelo Antonioni.

Jack and I were both going to stay at Ara Gallant’s apartment in New York. Ara was a friend to the boys and the girls alike. I hesitate to call Ara a hairdresser—he was more an artist who worked with hair and a creator of high-fashion fantasy; he would put three wigs on your head, and two of them might be blue—this before anyone else was dyeing their hair primary colors. Later, Ara became a photographer. He was a party giver, the center of the disco scene in New York at Studio 54. From the mid-seventies to the mid-eighties, he went dancing every night with Apollonia van Ravenstein, one of the most sought-after models of the time. Ara’s apartment was on West End Avenue, with high-gloss black-patent walls and blacked-out windows, where he lived like something out of Huysmans’s Against Nature. I gave him the charm of Jonah in the whale’s mouth that Mum had given me so many years before, to sew onto the Kangol Spitfire hat that was his trademark.

It felt odd to arrive in New York and not ask the taxi driver to take me to my old apartment in Gramercy Park. It was evident that my state of mind was fragile; even though I knew it was absurd, I was terrified of running into Bob Richardson, worried that he might learn I was in town and show up at Ara’s to claim me. But the cab took me to West End Avenue without incident, and Ara and I stayed up talking until four in the morning.

I had a fitting at Halston’s just a few hours later, at 9:30 A.M., and walked across the park to Madison Avenue. It was great to see everyone, and Halston showered me with gifts of dresses and coats and cashmere—it felt like Christmas. When I returned to Ara’s, I woke him up and replaced him in his bed, where I slept for hours. I awakened to music, and there ensued a haircutting session before dinner. Annie Marshall was paving the way for Jack’s arrival, and the legendary model Veruschka von Lehndorff had come over to the apartment for Chinese food. When Apollonia arrived toward midnight, having missed her Grand Marnier soufflé, we stayed up talking and telling stories. I almost overslept again the next morning but made it across town for the show at Halston’s. My modeling agency, Wilhelmina, called to say that I would be traveling to Europe the next week to work in London, Paris, and Milan for British Vogue with David Bailey. Since Jack was going to be filming in Europe, the timing was perfect.

After Jack arrived, the days and nights continued to overlap in the timeless vortex of Ara’s apartment. I did a catwalk for Giorgio Sant’Angelo, which Jack and Annie attended. It was fun showing off for them. The music was “Rocky Mountain High,” the first time I ever heard John Denver. We went to a Carole King concert in Central Park with Lou Adler; A&M Records was her label at the time. Joni Mitchell was there, and she sat on the ground between Jack’s legs throughout the show. I was hurt and jealous, but I said nothing about it until later on, when I confronted him. “Come on,” he said with a sigh, rolling his eyes as if I were boring him to tears, “she’s just an old friend.”

Ara’s was a refuge for many of us; he was a fantastic host. He introduced Jack to beautiful models, and in turn Jack would go to Ara’s parties. Of course, after I met Jack, this posed a not inconsiderable problem for me. But those evenings could be extraordinary, resembling dream gatherings that people conjure up, in which they say, “Oh, I’d want Churchill and Gandhi and Elizabeth Taylor to be there.” Like when Mike Nichols brought Jackie Onassis over for dinner, and when Veruschka, Carol Kane, the beautiful model Susan Forristal, Art Garfunkel, Joni Mitchell, Lou Adler, Annie, Jack, and I would all be seated in the mirrored dining room eating delicious Szechuan food prepared by Ara’s chef, Billy. Billy pronounced Mike’s name “My Nichols,” which we all found hilarious; needless to say, it stuck. In that short week, I met people whom I would know for the rest of my life.

Mike Nichols had a party at his apartment for the cast of Uncle Vanya, starring the British actor Nicol Williamson. I had known Nicol in London when he played Hamlet and I was understudying Marianne Faithfull as Ophelia. But we did not reacquaint; he played piano downstairs all evening as the cast sang along, “Won’t you come home, Bill Bailey, won’t you come home?” I wore a Fortuny dress of Mum’s that night and showed Mike a picture of her that I kept in a silver locket around my neck.

Before I departed for London, Ara threw another party. Joni Mitchell came and wrote a song about it later, “People’s Parties.” Apollonia van Ravenstein was there. Jack called her “Apples only.” Apollonia and I were quite good friends and had often modeled together in London and New York. She had been crying that night—laughing and crying, it was hard to figure out which or why. She had balanced a lampshade on her head; tears were pouring down her cheeks. The night before I left, Jack and I spoke about Bob Richardson and Mum and Michelle Phillips and us. He held me in his arms, and I told him that I loved him and he said that he loved me, too. After I left for London, Jack was to stay at Ara’s for several days before heading off to Munich to start filming.

*  *  *

A few days later, Apollonia arrived in London and came to see me. During dinner, she let slip that she’d slept with Jack at Ara’s the night I’d left. She told me they had been in a relationship before he met me. Now I understood the reason behind the lampshade hat and the tears. I hadn’t understood that she loved him. When I confronted Jack on the telephone, distraught, sad, mad, he said, “Oh, Toots, it was just a mercy fuck.” That was the first time I’d heard copulation described as an act of compassion—not that he’d ever vowed to be faithful to me, but somehow he thought it was an acceptable answer.

I met with Grace Coddington, the fashion editor of British Vogue, and David Bailey at his studio in Primrose Hill, and we left for Jean Shrimpton’s home in Berkshire, where we worked all day doing pictures with horses and rabbits. I returned to London just in time to do a big show for Zandra Rhodes at the Savoy Hotel. Jack arrived from New York, and we stayed together at the producer Sam Spiegel’s apartment at Grosvenor House. We were out every night. We went to the opera and to a Paul Simon concert at the Albert Hall, followed by jazz at Ronnie Scott’s. Lou Adler’s girlfriend, Britt Ekland, gave birth to a beautiful baby boy, Nicolai, at a private maternity hospital in Hampstead, and demanded caviar and champagne upon delivery. Lou, Annie, Jack, and I were all a bit unruly in the waiting room, and the matron almost got nasty.

Jack was still preparing for Antonioni’s The Passenger, which would span four countries—England, Germany, Spain, and Chad. Meanwhile, I was flying to Milan, where I would ride dangerously in a Missoni cloak on the back of Oliviero Toscani’s Harley-Davidson, at night on the auto route, with Bailey hanging out the window of a big black Mercedes, taking photographs. Bailey had been drinking heavily the night before. His hands were shaking. “Wanker’s colic,” he called it. I was doing my best to keep up, but Bailey was on a roll.

From Milan we proceeded to Paris, where Jack was holed up at the George V. We went dancing; Bailey and Penelope Tree came by, and I met Nelson Seabra, a lovely older Brazilian gentleman whom Jack had seemingly adopted, and an attractive couple called the Le Clerys. Jack had met them the year before, when he was in Rio for Carnival. The following day, I worked again with Bailey, who photographed me with Yves Saint Laurent, a shy, sweet, timid creature, in his beautiful apartment on the rue de Babylone, surrounded by a stunning collection of chinoiserie, deco, lacquer, and art nouveau. Then we went on to Karl Lagerfeld’s house—much in the same style and very beautiful, though not quite as grand—to take more pictures. When I returned to the hotel, Jack announced that he was going to a garden party with Nelson, who was very much a part of the social scene in Paris. It surprised me and hurt my feelings that I was not included. After they left, I called my friend Tony Kent, who came over on his high-handled chopper and drove me all around Paris at top speed—over the bridges and through the tunnels by the Seine. If I couldn’t get a commitment from Jack, at least I was going to have fun on my own terms.

Bailey and I left for the little town of Cognac the next day on the train. When I talked to Jack on the phone that morning, I asked if I’d ever see him again. Jack was defensive. He asked me what I was talking about; he’d followed me all over the place already! I asked if I should follow him. He said no, which hurt. Unrequited love is painful. If you give less, they give more, I thought. I should try to cool it.

*  *  *

A week later, when I returned to London, Jack and I met at San Lorenzo’s for lunch, and by that afternoon I had moved in with him at Andy Braunsberg’s apartment in Albion Close. So much for cooling it. Annie Marshall was staying there, too. We went to see Paul Scofield in Savages, and Jack took me to Glebe Place, in Chelsea, for tea one Sunday, at the home of Hercules Bellville. When I first heard that name, I thought it sounded like a sea captain’s. One knew one was in for something important. And not for a second did Herky disappoint. I instantly loved him; the perfect antithesis of his namesake bronze ogre in Hyde Park, Herky stood tall and poetic, eerily thin, with straw-gold hair waving to his shoulders. Herky had worked with Roman Polanski since 1965, when he had been hired as an assistant on Repulsion, and was now working as production manager for Antonioni. He was one of those rare beings who are well informed about almost everything; he had a vast knowledge of and affection for art, cities, music, movies, and people.

Herky became a dear friend and would always call to make a date when I was in London, or later, when he came to L.A. He had a penchant for rare perfumes, scarves from Antiquarius, and country music. An aficionado of out-of-the-way burger places, Herky liked specificity in all things; it was always a challenge to identify the least popular restaurants of South Kensington and the Kings Road, where we would meet for lunch. The date would be fixed in stone, and woe betide you if you were a moment late.

Herky was a kitten of the first order. Whenever I saw him, he presented me with a miniature object; I have an eclectic collection of gifts from him, often presented in little brown envelopes—framed Chinese stamps, tiny baguettes, thumb-sized pagodas, prints from his Pre-Raphaelite or orange-label collections, a lithograph by Sir Lawrence Alma-Tadema.

On the Sunday that Jack introduced me to Herky, tea was in the garden. Herky’s cats, Kitty and Pussy, wandered to and fro, and we drank mint tea and ate cake, and ran indoors when it started to rain. It was very British. Everyone was asking, “What are you reading?” And “Where’s that book I lent you?” Bernardo Bertolucci and his wife, Clare Peploe, were there. Clare’s brother, Mark, had written The Passenger. Mark’s wife, Louise, was doing the costumes. It was something of a family affair. Michael White was also there. A dear friend of Herky’s, he was the most important new theater producer in London, with The Rocky Horror Picture Show. Michael’s girlfriend was the beautiful Lyndall Hobbs, an Australian who starred in her own television show.

One evening there was a party for Barbra Streisand given by Ryan O’Neal. Ryan stared at me from across the room. Jack was a little in his cups and refused to eat. We took a walk the next day in Hyde Park; there was a solitary runner, two white bodies swimming in the Serpentine lake, a military man arguing with his horse, a man on a bike surrounded by swans. The dew was heavy on the grass, drenching my espadrilles. Jack told me he was “broken up” about leaving me, which sent a thrill through my heart.

Annie and I saw Jack off at Heathrow Airport when he left for Munich, and I went to work. It was a miserable day; I was modeling furs in a hot studio. Annie and I stayed on at the Braunsberg flat for a few more days, then Jack said he would like me to come to Germany. Ara would be coming, too.

*  *  *

Soon I was on my way to visit Jack in Munich. When I arrived, it became evident that he was an altered character. Jack was one of the least pretentious people I had ever met, but he was capable of the greatest actual pretense—of assuming the mantle of another character without reservation and with, to the smallest detail, a fearless, dedicated commitment to that identity. Sometimes it was an uneasy balance, and he didn’t much like it when real life intruded.

That night found us at a restaurant called the Weinerwald, then at a discotheque. Uschi Obermaier, a very sexy German model, joined us, along with Ara, Annie, and Veruschka’s boyfriend, Holger. Uschi and Jack were flirting. I stood up. Jack pulled me down by the wrist. “Don’t ever stand up like that to leave.” I enjoyed his brief flash of possessiveness.

The next day we went to visit Veruschka in the country. It was a beautiful ride down into Bavaria, the ripest, greenest landscape. It made Ireland seem almost pale by comparison. Veruschka’s home was a large terra-cotta farmhouse and barn. We spent the afternoon in a Moroccan tent pitched on the lawn. Veruschka, wearing a loose kaftan, had painted herself blue from head to toe. Upstairs, her sister was painting a self-portrait. Her mother showed us around. Straight out of a painting by Tamara de Lempicka, Countess Lehndorff wore riding britches, a tweed jacket, a riding stock, and high black boots. She smoked a chain of cigarettes. It was my birthday, the eighth of July. We listened to Van Morrison on a tape recorder in the tent, visited the dairy cows, and went for a swim by the last rays of the sun, our bodies rosy in the light. Jack swam well, far out in the lake. We hauled ashore and sat on the grass, pulling off our wet swimsuits. It was chillier out of the water, the deep evening dropping off to dark. We were close, speaking in low tones as we walked back to the house for dinner.

We were staying at the Bayerischer Hof in Munich, an extremely pricey hotel. The bathroom had obviously been recently redone. It had canary-yellow furry nylon pasted halfway up the walls, and an enormous Jacuzzi bathtub. We’d been in it a couple of nights before, and Jack had left a cigarette on the edge of the bathtub that had made a little nicotine spot. He had received something like a three-thousand-dollar bill from the hotel and was outraged. He was complaining about this the following morning over breakfast, before going to the set, where Michelangelo Antonioni was waiting for him. As he ranted away, I noticed a pool of water creeping under the door of the sitting room, which only could have meant that it was coming through from the bedroom. I thought, “That’s odd.” When I opened the door, the water just gushed out. The entire big grand bedroom was soaked. Jack had turned on the tap and forgotten all about it.

In the bathroom, the huge Jacuzzi tub was flopping over with water. Jack took one look at this and said, “I’m late for work. Don’t call nobody,” and off he went. Whenever he was in a spot, Jack would use the double negative, Jersey-style, for emphasis. I was left to bail water with a wastepaper basket, and it took hours for the Jacuzzi to drain.

But if Jack could be inconsiderate, he also could be wildly generous—he might buy you a Rolls-Royce off the cuff. When we got back to California, he actually did buy me a beautiful Mercedes-Benz sports car. I took a few driving lessons and passed the test (I don’t know how), and when I picked it up from the garage, I immediately rear-ended a woman going up Laurel Canyon. The brand-new Mercedes got mashed on its first day. I never admitted it to Jack. I told him it must have happened in a parking lot. He chose to believe me.

*  *  *

From Munich I traveled with Jack and Annie to Barcelona. I remember Jack having an explosive temper tantrum at the airport because our combined luggage was overweight and he had to pay the excess baggage fees. If you screamed like that these days at an airport, they’d arrest you.

On our first morning in Barcelona, I dressed all in white, and when I walked outside the hotel, a pigeon shat on my head. I think it was a flying cow, actually. My outfit was ruined. These things can be embarrassing when you’re newly in love, but Annie said it was lucky.

Jack, Annie, and I went to the beach and lay under the fierce Costa Brava sun amid empty beer cans and bleached plastics. Jack read, and Annie and I turned our towels south and tried to shoo away the sand fleas. Then Jack had the idea of going to a bullfight. I went with him but lasted only five minutes. I saw one bull killed and dragged from the ring, and the next bull seemed intent on goring a horse. I went to sit outside the arena to wait for Jack and missed the high point of the day, when another bull ripped into a matador and cut his leg badly. When we returned to the hotel, Jack got a call from Nelson Seabra. Their beautiful Brazilian friend Regina Le Clery had died in a plane crash at Orly Airport.

Jack and I talked for a long time that night about Mum and Regina and ghosts. He took a sleeping pill and I held him in my arms; I was wearing my mother’s pearls, and he went to sleep playing with them. The next day we rented a boat. It was, however, incapable of making it out to the high seas, so we chugged around the oily Barcelona harbor and looked at the pleasure liners, the tankards, and the vessels of the Spanish navy. We ate a lot of fishy paella. Jack was beginning to look and sound like Michelangelo Antonioni; he had adopted Antonioni’s tic, a wince and simultaneous half-shrug, for his part in The Passenger.

Annie and I had become friends in Spain, particularly when the company moved to Almería, where we’d spent an exuberant evening at a local bar meeting the bullfighter Henry Higgins and downing tequila sunrises. I have a recollection almost as vivid as the drink, of Annie driving down a winding road over precipitous cliffs in the black night and me singing loudly and off key to Joni Mitchell on the tape player: “Went to a party down a red-dirt road / There were lots of pretty people there, reading Rolling Stone, reading Vogue.”

Jack was less than enchanted when, upon arriving at the hotel, I began to serenade him in our room. He was not feeling particularly well, having received that day in the mail a gift from Lou Adler of eight-day-old green corn tamales covered in mold from his favorite Mexican restaurant, El Cholo, in L.A., and having devoured them, green mold notwithstanding. And he had an early call.

Maria Schneider, the actress from Last Tango in Paris, was playing his lover in The Passenger; I didn’t fear Maria as a rival, despite her sexiness. She was having a wild, volatile affair with Joey Townsend, another beautiful and interesting girl, largely conducted beside the hotel swimming pool. David Bailey had asked me to go on a trip to Corsica for British Vogue, but I was very torn about leaving Jack, even briefly. Ara counseled me with a quote from the I Ching—to paraphrase somewhat, “If he belongs with you, the horse shall return,” or some such sage advice. Since the Apollonia incident, I was sure that Jack would forget me instantly and have an affair with someone else. However, I followed Ara’s counsel.

It was only after my bags were packed and the car that was taking me to the airport was idling downstairs that Jack looked deep into my eyes and said, “Please stay.” But it was too late. I left for Paris.

*  *  *

There was evidence after Spain that Jack had slept with a script supervisor. Whenever I was suspicious and I’d start looking around for evidence—in his wallet, his bureau, his bedside drawer—there was never a time when I did not find some telltale item, some scrap of inflammatory confirmation, so at a certain point I stopped snooping, but I also stopped trusting him.

I went off to the South of France to do a series of pictures for British Vogue in Nice and then Corsica, with Manolo Blahnik, photographed by David Bailey. I wasn’t getting the kind of attention I needed, and Jack had allowed me to leave. He had not regretted my imminent departure until the very last minute. And Bailey was seductive.

En route to Nice from Barcelona via Paris, I holed up for one night alone at the Esmeralda, the most romantic little hotel on the Left Bank, with Notre Dame framed in the window in amber light. That night I received flowers from both Jack and Bailey and felt good with the world. My room was on the top floor—wallpaper with green birds and butterflies on a sepia background, antique mirrors hung on the walls, my flowers in big jugs on a marble-topped chest, and in the morning peach sunlight seeping through the open window overlooking the Seine. The birds sang; there was little traffic. I looked out over the top-hat chimneys, the gray slate domes with attic windows. Breakfast came, coffee and croissants. I was in a Colette state of mind, alone with my roses and lilies. August in Paris.

When I arrived in Nice the following day, I met up with Bailey, Grace Coddington, and Manolo Blahnik. Manolo and I were meeting for the first time, and I liked him instantly. To Manolo, everything was “amusing.” He was prone to short sound bites, yelps of contrasting hysteria and humor, in moments of outrage or pleasure. I remember some photographs at the Negresco Hotel as the first we shot in the series. Grace procured fresh orchids and pinned them to my hair and the shoulder straps of my dress. I was lounging on a bed with Manolo in the foreground on a telephone.

It was Bailey’s idea that we go to Helmut Newton’s house the following day and also try to fit in a visit to David Hamilton’s farm in the same area. David Hamilton’s photography was generally of very young girls provocatively posed in soft focus. Bailey decided to do a takeoff on David’s work, at David’s farm. It was an inside joke, and the same went for the picture at Helmut’s: I stood in the doorway of his cottage like a Newton model, in shades and a black beret. Helmut and his wife, June, even posed in some of the pictures. Later on that evening, June attempted to hypnotize me.

Bailey and I were drinking a fair amount of wine in the evenings. Before the morning departure to Corsica, we shared a couple of Fernet Brancas in the departure lounge to dispel our collective hangovers. When we actually took our seats on the flight, we were slightly unhinged by the presence of a large group of nuns heading home in what turned out to be a lightning storm. The flight was extremely turbulent. We gleaned from the steward that this group was in fact taking a deceased sister home. When we landed, the storm had abated, although the runway was flooded and the clouds were scattered and gray in a cold lemon glow off the horizon. A man from the travel agency met us in a station wagon. When he opened the trunk of his car, I was surprised to see several repeating rifles, a sort of traveling garrison of machine guns, which he moved aside to make room for our luggage.

The hotel staff was almost entirely West African. The waiters in the hotel didn’t speak a word of English, nor, did it seem, French. They had a fleeting-eyed, nervous look, like boat people who didn’t know where they had landed. They always seemed to be on the verge of suggesting a deal one might not want to partake in.

That evening we decided to go into the capital, Ajaccio, for dinner, but the hotel told us that for some reason it was possible to eat only between the hours of seven and eight—otherwise, we would go to bed hungry. As we descended the hill into town, three Black Marias flew past us. The main square was filled with riot police in uniform, and the doors to all business establishments, including restaurants, were firmly locked and bolted. So much for dinner.

The following morning I was awakened by a strange chortling noise from an adjacent balcony. This turned out to be Manolo chanting, “Vive la Corse!” to no one in particular. I joined in this exercise for a while, and then we got a call to pull ourselves together; Bailey wanted to hit the road early.

Several hours later, we were in the mountains. On each hairpin turn, a pile of stones, a crucifix, a bunch of flowers—some faded, some fresh. It seemed that people were careening off these cliffs regularly, given the profusion of roadside shrines. Up and up we went. The scrub turned to dark green and the mountains peaked around us. There was no one on the road. No cars. No buses. Eventually, we arrived at a citadel of white barracks and a surrounding cobblestone village of whitewashed concrete blocks. When we got out of the car and walked into a café, we noticed that the sole occupant wore a white uniform with a kepi. He was heavily scarred, had a facial twitch, and was armed with a pistol. We didn’t see many soldiers, but the ones we did see were shaved-headed, introverted, strange. It turned out we were at an outpost of the French Foreign Legion. All were dressed in white, as though they were fighting a ghost war up there in the mountains.

Evening fell as we made our way back to Ajaccio precisely on time for dinner at the harbor. As we were sitting by the bollards lining the dock outside the restaurant, waiting to be allowed in, Bailey said something like “You’d be mad not to marry me.” And I said, “Don’t be ridiculous.” And that subject never came up again, although we enjoyed a short but most pleasant affair. I was still in love with Jack, but I was in a replica of my parents’ relationship, during which both of them strayed—the “If that’s what you want to do, then I can do that, too” syndrome. I wasn’t going to hang around and let Jack treat me badly.

The next day we buried Manolo in the sand for a photograph. He claimed to have the unpleasant sensation of being entombed. I was fascinated at how many shotgun shells I found on the beach and, oddly, how many pairs of shoes, as though their owners had suddenly just airlifted out of them. Grace joined us in another picture, putting on a cloak and a black beret with her red hair flying in the wind, and Manolo dressed like Picasso in a striped shirt and espadrilles. Manolo and I toasted the sunset with champagne, and Bailey took the photograph, which later got to be on the cover of the magazine.



CHAPTER 3

Two days after finishing The Passenger, Jack started Chinatown, arguably the most beautiful and authentic film ever to be made on location in Los Angeles, about Los Angeles. From the seamless pairing of the city’s little-appreciated but fabulous original architecture with Richard Sylbert’s inspired interiors, to the costumes and wardrobes for the actors by the great designer Anthea Sylbert, to the creative cinematography of John Alonzo, to the masterly direction of Roman Polanski, the movie looked like a classic black-and-white film magically transposed to color. Everything was right, from the shots of the orange orchards to the vintage cars; indoors, the photography was deep and saturated, and the exteriors, by contrast, were baked and dry as a desert. It’s a movie about water, and about the corruption that lies beneath the surface of the city. The performances are veiled and mysterious. Faye Dunaway, fine as an Italian greyhound, portrays Evelyn Mulwray, the haunted heroine who carries a terrible secret, and Jack, the private detective J. J. Gittes who follows the trail of corruption that leads to the character Noah Cross, played by my father.

Jack and Roman were already friends, and Dad and Jack got on really well, sharing some philosophical conversations and a lot of laughs. It was during Chinatown that I moved out of Beachwood and into Jack’s house. My furniture from my mother’s house in London was still in storage, so the stuff I was moving was mostly clothes. Since we had returned to Los Angeles after The Passenger, I had been spending every night at Jack’s. By this point, I had developed more of a sense of etiquette insofar as visiting sets was concerned, or so I thought. I had never enjoyed visits to Dad’s locations as a child, because there was always that feeling of being extraneous and in the way, but when Dad asked me to come visit him on the Chinatown set, I agreed. At a long table outdoors, having lunch, Jack on one side, my father on the other, Polanski at the head of the table, I sat down quietly beside Jack. Out of nowhere, my father, eyeing him malevolently, said, “I hear you are sleeping with my daughter”—long pause—“Mr. Gittes.” I went bright red, and then I realized: they were rehearsing. Everyone burst out laughing.

Later, the word from set was that Roman and Faye had gotten into an altercation because he had plucked a stray hair from her head before a scene. This story became magnified and amplified in the retelling, but I believe it held up filming for a day or so.

On my father’s last night of shooting, I came to set again. Annie had agreed to meet me at the Luau in Beverly Hills before going out to location. We ordered a fortifying cocktail and headed for Chinatown. Night had fallen, and when we arrived on set, I could see through the window of Dad’s trailer a half-empty bottle of Stolichnaya on a table. I knocked on his door and he called for me to enter. As soon as I did, I was met with a cold reception. What had taken me so long? What had I been up to?

They were taking a long time to light the scene. It was to be the horrible denouement of the film, involving Noah Cross and his daughter. Fact and fiction sometimes blur, and it began to dawn that Dad was practicing on me. The crew broke for supper. It was about one o’clock in the morning. Dad and Annie and Jack and I were in the back booth at a café, having egg foo yung for dinner. Dad dropped a noodle on his lapel but didn’t seem to notice. Jack reached over delicately with his chopsticks. “Let me help you with that, John,” he said good-naturedly. They wrapped the final scene at 5 A.M.

*  *  *

Jack took me to Aspen in the winter of 1973. There were no ostentatious mega-chalets or dress codes, makeup was considered corny, and we never dreamed of putting on a snowsuit. We lived in blue jeans and stayed at the beautiful rustic mountain home of Bob and Toby Rafelson in Castle Creek. Bob had directed Jack in several films, including The King of Marvin Gardens and Five Easy Pieces. Jack called Bob “Curly” and Toby “Bums,” names that have stuck to this day.

It was through them that I met Paul Pascarella, an artist who drew birds and buffaloes and burned and tooled leather and deerskin. Jack bought me a poncho painted like a thunderbird, which I wore with the gray fox-fur stole and Borsalino hat he gave me for Christmas. Paul was one of the best chefs I have ever come across. His dinners were a harmonious assortment of ingredients shopped, picked, hunted, and found. He was a shaman in the kitchen, and a lovely skier.

I hadn’t skied since I was sixteen, in Klosters, where Tony and I went on winter holidays with our mother as children. I remember following Paul downhill in the still, cloudy silence of the mountains when the visibility was flat or when snow was falling and the moguls were hard to see. He’d make wide arcs and long, sleek traverses, as though moving to music. Occasionally, I would fatigue and totally lose control skiing, humiliating myself once in a doubleheader by crashing into Teddy Kennedy and then crossing over Martina Navratilova’s skis as she was preparing to descend; to her credit, she simply arched an eyebrow. Roman came to Aspen that winter as well. He wore red-and-white racing spandex and was an excellent athlete.

Jack was introduced to Aspen by the fourteen-year-old daughter of his acquaintance Art Pfister, who owned Buttermilk and Ajax mountains. Her name was Nancy, and she was a wild child, a free spirit, and an amazing skier. A few years later, Nancy found a perfect house for Jack above a beautiful beaver pond in the Maroon Bells. In those days there were at least eight pubs on Main Street. After our last descent of the evening, we’d go to the bar at the Jerome Hotel for Irish coffee. Ads proclaiming Hunter Thompson’s run for sheriff were prominently displayed on the forest-green walls.

I liked Hunter, but he frightened me, and there were myriad stories about his wild behavior out at Owl Farm in Woody Creek. And yet Hunter might make an appearance on a winter’s evening, shuffling through the snowbanks into the house, legs bare to the freezing cold, in flip-flops and madras shorts, for a quiet Jacuzzi or a gentlemen’s conversation with Jack and Bob Rafelson over a good bourbon, without incident. I always considered this a miracle, having heard of his vast capacity for mischief. I respected his girlfriend, Laila Nabulsi, a beautiful Palestinian-American girl, for her bravery living with him in the wilderness in Woody Creek, where at one point later in life he accidentally shot his assistant in the buttocks, thinking she was a bear.

Jack and I returned to L.A. after New Year’s on a Learjet with David Geffen and Cher, his new girlfriend.

*  *  *

The first time I saw Las Vegas was through the open window of a limousine with Jack. It was a black velvet night, the strip still baking from the blazing sun of day, a reddening of the sky over a gash on the desert floor, ahead of us a ribbon of colored lights flashing like a gaudy fault line. On both sides of the street, an effulgent avenue of kitsch—the Flamingo’s shocking-pink casino, the Roman columns of Caesars Palace, and on the pavement the transients, adrenaline junkies, hawkers, hookers, dancers, gangsters with their girlfriends and their bodyguards.

Jack and I were there to see Frank Sinatra, basking in the afterglow of a comeback album, Ol’ Blue Eyes Is Back. Onstage at Caesars Palace, he ambled from the wings with a whiskey in one hand and a cigarette in the other and settled in front of the audience like the king of his domain. His eyes were indeed as blue as periwinkles; his voice was slightly mocking but still sounded like the silken tone from the record player at St. Clerans, on the album In the Wee Small Hours, its cover depicting Frank standing under a blue streetlamp wearing a gray fedora. After the concert, we went upstairs to the penthouse suite, an open-layout space with white shag and gold mosaic, and a thin veneer of glassy marble on the floor. After a wait of some twenty minutes and some speculation as to whether he would appear at all, the door to the suite was flung open. Surrounded by bodyguards, Sinatra swept through the foyer, calling out, “Tina!” His entourage hard-shouldered everything in their path, leaving a note of bewilderment in their wake.

On another occasion we flew back to Las Vegas with Lou Adler and his new girlfriend, Phyllis Somer, to see Muhammad Ali fight at Caesars Palace. The ring was elevated in a pool of golden light, and all around us, a magnificent display of jewels, sequins, and plumage glinted in the audience. The women were dressed to the nines, some with gardenias in their hair, and the atmosphere was high-tension. Many of the older fighters were there; we said hello to Joe Louis. I loved going to the heavyweight fights with Jack: the audiences and the entourages, the women and the athletes, stunning and adrenalized, like a four-ring human circus.
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