
[image: image]



Endpaper

[image: image]
Endpaper art by Evgeny Turaev/Shutterstock, Inc.





[image: image]





[image: image]
Paul McCartney onstage with Wings in Arles, France, July 13, 1972.
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FOR PAULA & CAROLYN

Who helped us sing our song

FOR RICHARD & PHYLLIS, BOB & KIM

Who righted us when we were wrong

FOR GEORGE

Who makes his dad amazed at the way he really needs you
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“I’M VERY GOOD AT FORGETTING WHO I AM, BECAUSE AS FAR AS I’M CONCERNED PAUL McCARTNEY IS A NAME I WAS GIVEN AT BIRTH AND AT THE BEGINNING OF THE BEATLES HE SPLIT OFF INTO A CELEBRITY, AND I REMAINED AS [ME]. I’VE GOT A VERY SCHIZO THING WITH THAT. WHEN HE GOES ONSTAGE HE’S AN ENTERTAINER. PEOPLE WHO ARE VERY BIG ONSTAGE ARE QUITE SHY IN THEIR PRIVATE LIVES. THAT DOESN’T COMPUTE; THEY SHOULD BE BIG IN THEIR PRIVATE LIVES. BUT THERE’S A CUTOFF. SO, WHEN YOU TALK ABOUT PAUL McCARTNEY, I TALK ABOUT THE GUY INSIDE ME, BUT YOU’RE TALKING ABOUT HIM—THE GUY WHO GOES ONSTAGE, AND MAKES RECORDS, AND STUFF. AND I THINK IT’S JUST A WAY OF PRESERVING MY SANITY REALLY, IS THINKING, ‘I’M NOT REALLY THAT, I’M JUST SOME LITTLE KID FROM LIVERPOOL REALLY. I DIDN’T DO ALL THAT STUFF. IT’S A DREAM REALLY AND IT’S GONNA STOP SOON.’”1




Introduction

ALLAN KOZINN

There is something to be said for sitting in a room with Paul McCartney and watching him in action, up close, during an interview, an experience my years at the New York Times opened up for me on several occasions. And experience is the word: I probably conducted upward of 3,000 interviews during my 38 years at the Times, and though many interviewees are quite polished, no one comes close to McCartney in his ability to take control of the room. That’s not to say that he hijacks your questions—if he finds those you ask engaging, he can be gratifyingly frank, although you have to be careful to avoid lines of inquiry that allow him to lapse into the many set pieces he has developed through decades of hearing the same questions over and over.

But the most striking thing about interviewing McCartney is his uncanny ability to make you feel as though you’re old pals, and that there is nothing he’d rather be doing than answering your questions. As a journalist, you know that this isn’t—cannot be—true, but there is no denying that there is something seductive about having what feels like a friendly chat—with jokes, asides, bits of gossip and clarifications of long-standing mysteries—with someone whose work you’ve admired all your life.

He also has a surprising memory for faces, given the huge number of people he encounters. In the fall of 1991, a year after my first one-on-one interview with him, he returned to New York for a press conference at Weill Recital Hall, to announce that his first classical work, Paul McCartney’s Liverpool Oratorio, would have its American premiere at Carnegie Hall. As I left the hall when the press conference ended, one of Carnegie Hall’s publicists stopped me to say that Paul had spotted me in the audience and wanted to speak with me about the review I had written after hearing the Oratorio’s world premiere, in Liverpool. I had enjoyed the work: its movements were, at heart, extended song forms, and if there’s one thing McCartney handles better than most, it’s the song form.

I was ushered backstage where Paul, with his wife, Linda, standing beside him, said, “I read your review of the Oratorio, and I just wanted to thank you for giving it a chance.” He added that Linda’s father, Lee Eastman, had read the review to him over the phone the morning after the performance and had been pleased that the work got a positive notice in the Times. “And you know,” he added, “he died soon after that, so you did a good thing.”

That is one side of Paul McCartney. The musicians and producers he works with see other sides of him, as do family members, colleagues, and functionaries at various levels.

He has, at times, spoken publicly about there really being two manifestations of himself, who he refers to as “Him” and “Me”—“Him” being the public Paul McCartney, the one you see onstage, on film and television, and in interviews, and “Me” being the private, “real” Paul McCartney, the man his family and closest friends know, and who does not need to project the unflaggingly cheerful, thumbs-up image that is central to being “Him.”

We all have public and private selves, of course. But at the level of fame Paul McCartney inhabits, with millions of people constantly peering into the fishbowl, the distinction is more acute, by levels of magnitude. It is also exacerbated by his being a Gemini, and whatever one believes about the characteristics astrologers ascribe to those born under particular signs—Geminis are known for their duality—he has mentioned it in interviews (often jokingly), and Linda mentioned it as well.

In “Him” mode, McCartney is a consummate performer, charming and eager to please, but he is presenting an image that may have a shifting connection to reality. “Him,” in other words, can proclaim publicly that he does not read newspapers (particularly reviews); “Me” reads them voraciously. “Him” can repeat, with a measure of wonder, a favorite anecdote of George Martin’s, in which the producers of Live and Let Die thought the fully produced (by Martin) Wings recording of the title song was just a demo, and that wondered what female singer they should get to sing it in the film; “Me” was familiar with the details of his contract and knew that there was never any doubt that the Wings version would be used. So why did “Him” repeat the tale? It makes a great story, and since listeners are almost guaranteed not to have seen the contract, no one is likely to challenge it.

So is “Him” a liar? We don’t see it that way. “Him” is a performer, and his performances are not only those he gives with an instrument in hand, but rather, the entire persona wrapped around the musician. His public statements, in other words, are part of the vast performance piece that is the Public Paul McCartney. Most of it is objectively true and can be taken at face value. But if it suits him to spin a story to make it more entertaining, or because a tweaked version makes a point he wants to get across, or merely to sweep away an embarrassing detail—well, that’s just part of the construct.

“Me” is more complex, more natural. If he’s angry, or just in a bad mood, “Me” will unload on you with little mercy, as fans hounding him for autographs or photos have sometimes found. It is McCartney’s “Me” side, too, that pushes insistently for what he wants and how he wants it, whether musically or in his private life.

This duality comes through these pages, not because we’ve stressed it—we have not—but because different situations naturally demand different responses, and we have done our best to tell the story as it happened, neither idealizing it nor going out of our way to find a dark side within it.

But why, you may ask, have we opted to start our story in 1969 when James Paul McCartney was born in Liverpool on June 18, 1942?

The story of the Beatles has been told a great many times and from a great many perspectives, and for good reason: it’s a ripping yarn about four colorful, supremely talented young men who made the most stunning pop music of the twentieth century and changed the way a generation (and then another, and another) saw, understood and responded to the world. But just about every telling of this tale ends in 1970, when musical, business, and personal tensions tore the Beatles apart. Some studies of the band continue for a chapter or two, summarizing the fallout of the breakup, and how John Lennon, Paul McCartney, George Harrison and Ringo Starr moved on, almost as a dutiful tying up of loose ends—like the text projected at the end of some films, telling the viewer what became of the characters after the main story ended.

Even biographies of the individual Beatles typically take that approach, devoting three-quarters of their pages, or more, to their subject’s life through 1970 and touching lightly on their post-Beatles life and work. That may still have seemed a reasonable approach when John Lennon was murdered, in 1980, only a decade after the Beatles split. But now, more than 50 years after the split, it is untenable, particularly for an artist as prolific and adventurous as Paul McCartney.

Listeners who grew up during the Beatles’ collective heyday sometimes have trouble recognizing that, but those born after, say, 1965, grew up in a world where the former Beatles’ solo works were the hits they knew and loved; there are a great many people who say they came to the Beatles only after realizing that their favorite musicians had been in an earlier band. As early as the late 1970s, this was a truth said in jest—often in the form of a cartoon in which a child says to his parents, “You mean Paul McCartney was in a band before Wings?”

McCartney sometimes seems to have lived ten lifetimes in the span of one, and he remains as artistically driven, enduringly popular and relevant as ever. In artistic terms, he recognizes no boundaries, having moved beyond his principal pop music métier into electronica, short- and long-form orchestral and chamber works, visual art, poetry, children’s books, films, and most recently, musical theater. Some of these efforts have been more successful than others, but what they have in common is McCartney’s belief that if you love an art form, being a spectator and a consumer is not sufficient: you should learn how it’s done, and try your hand at it.

In purely commercial terms, his success is quantifiable, and impressive: his post-Beatles recordings—26 studio albums (many now available in expanded archival editions), 9 live sets, 5 classical albums, 4 hits compilations, and 8 miscellaneous collections (electronic, soundtracks and nonclassical instrumental records) are estimated to have sold between 86.5 million and 100 million copies; his tours have set records for audience sizes and box office takes; and his two most recent albums, Egypt Station (2018) and McCartney III (2020), topped American sales charts, as did McCartney III Imagined (2021), an album of remixes and covers of songs from McCartney III.

McCartney’s approach to creativity has made him an incessantly busy man, yet half a century after he ceased being a Beatle, there has not yet been a truly comprehensive, in-depth study of his post-Beatles work and how he creates it—or, for that matter, a look at his life, during those decades, in as close to granular detail as you can get without either being him or having a permanent perch on one of his shoulders.

To a great degree, his work and his life are inextricably entwined: you can enjoy his work without knowing a thing about him, of course; but there is a fascinating story in the way his life and attitudes, the things that please, anger or depress him, the interplay between confidence and insecurity in his psyche, the tension between his desire to collaborate and his need for control, and his way of seeing the artistic possibilities within anything from a newspaper headline to a random postcard all combine to make his work what it is.

Starting at page one of the book you have in your hands, we will address this woeful gap in the study of Paul McCartney’s life and work beyond the Beatles, this first installment covering the period from 1969 (the Beatles’ final year) through 1973 (the release of Band on the Run), including the full run of Wings Mark I, the first iteration of McCartney’s first post-Beatles band.

Naturally, we invited Sir Paul to be interviewed for our project, but though he speaks freely and frequently to journalists, he tends to keep his distance from biographers. And the truth is, while it would have been useful to ask him to clarify details or resolve the inconsistencies and contradictions that invariably present themselves while researching someone’s life, fresh interviews were not absolutely necessary. Our archives include thousands of radio and television interviews, and tens of thousands that have appeared in print. We know what he has to say—or what he has been willing to say, publicly—on most topics to do with his life and career. (And things he has not been willing to say need to be found elsewhere, in any case.)

Beyond that, we collected an enormous amount of source material, including thousands of unpublished documents (including contracts, legal papers, diaries, correspondence and recording information from tape boxes and studio documentation), as well as contemporaneous newspaper and magazine coverage. And we conducted hundreds of interviews with musicians, managers, recording engineers, producers, filmmakers, album jacket designers, roadies and others who worked closely with McCartney.

We should add that McCartney’s disinclination to be a source notwithstanding, several interviewees mentioned that when they asked him directly whether they should speak with us, he gave them the go-ahead, for which we are grateful.

All this has allowed us to sweep away several myths and fictions that have become part of the lore, and to establish the timeline of his career accurately for the first time. Crucially, the timeline of events presented in this book was built from the ground up over a period of eight years, using firsthand sources. We found time and again during the research and writing of this first volume that aspects of the story as we had always known it were not quite right. The chronology of the Lagos sessions for Band on the Run, for example, has never been accurately told.

In telling this story, we have adopted an approach lately taken by Mark Lewisohn in his groundbreaking Beatles biography, Tune In, and Chip Madinger in his comprehensive Lennonology, of telling the story “without foreknowledge.” That is, we discuss events essentially as the participants experienced them, without telegraphing what the ramifications of specific actions would be (unless, of course, those ramifications were obvious at the time—for example, if you’re a British citizen arrested for cannabis possession, it could reasonably occur to you—indeed, someone is likely to warn you—that you may have trouble obtaining an American visa). Lewisohn’s Tune In demonstrated the attraction of this technique: as familiar as the Beatles story is, the book read like a thriller, assuming you were able to set aside your knowledge of what happens next.

In McCartney’s case, it’s a somewhat more difficult technique to maintain. For one thing, McCartney is a musician who often records far more than he needs (although that is true for only two of the five albums covered in this installment) and sets aside the extras, often revisiting and setting them aside again several times before finally releasing them, years or even decades later. As a writer, you imagine the reader wondering, What happened to that song you just spent two pages describing?—and you want to tell them, but if you do, you’re violating the “no-foreknowledge” rule.

Similarly, McCartney often changed his mind about titles. In some cases, several titles were concurrent and interchangeable, so you could safely use the one everyone knows, referring to the others in passing. But throughout the recording of Band on the Run, for example, ‘Mamunia’ was listed on the tape boxes and session documents as ‘Ma Moonia,’ ‘Mrs. Vandebilt’ was listed as ‘Mrs. Vanderbilt’ (with an r, as in the common surname) and ‘Picasso’s Last Words (Drink to Me)’ was just ‘Drink to Me.’ These songs took their final forms only when the final track listing for the album was decided. We can see knowledgeable readers wagging their fingers as they read the original titles, but in describing the sessions, we used the titles as they were at the time.

The same goes for EMI Studios. Even in the Beatle years, the studio complex was referred to colloquially as “Abbey Road,” but its formal name was EMI Studios until 1976, when the company adopted Abbey Road as part of the name. So EMI Studios is what we call them; that will change midway through Volume 2. The television special and album the Beatles recorded in January 1969 was known at the time as Get Back, and we call it that until it was renamed Let It Be.

All that said, rules are made to be broken, and there are times we let the “no foreknowledge” rule slip. In our discussions of McCartney’s recording sessions, we use a heading showing which studios were used, and their locations, as well as the dates and what songs were recorded, overdubbed or mixed. While the text beneath such a heading may refer to ‘Ma Moonia,’ the heading will say: ‘Ma Moonia’ (Working title for ‘Mamunia’).

Footnotes were another escape valve, of sorts. For example, when we write that Hugh McCracken, the session guitarist who played on most of Ram, was in Florida recording with Aretha Franklin when McCartney first tried to reach him, the name and release date of the album McCracken was working on is given in a footnote. Footnotes look ahead in other ways, too, but we used them that way only when we felt it was necessary. We use footnotes to further explain things mentioned in the text; source citations are given as endnotes, at the back of the book.

We have tried to keep jargon to a minimum, but recording is a technical (and to a certain extent, ritual) process. So in discussing the mixes, we often refer to the numbers assigned to those mixes, which typically have the letters RS (for remix, stereo) as a prefix. So an entry might say that five mixes were done (RS1 to RS5) and that the third (RS3) was marked “Best,” or chosen to be the master. Terms like “mastering”—the preparation of a master tape for pressing on vinyl—are either common parlance or self-explanatory in context; less familiar terms, and how certain pieces of equipment work, are explained in the text.

To avoid confusion on another technical front, all chart information (with few exceptions) comes from the Official UK Chart company, and Billboard. Monetary references are given in British and American currencies, using the prices of the time. Generally speaking, the 2022 equivalents of those prices are between six and ten times higher than the 1970s values.

We have included some musical analysis—relatively little, and only when a song’s structure or harmonic backdrop is so unusual or extraordinary that we wanted to show what makes it so ingenious. In such cases, we have kept the language as nontechnical as possible. Granted, the language of musical analysis that has evolved over the centuries paints a clear picture of how a piece of music works, but general readers who have not taken music theory classes cannot be expected to navigate such discussions, and our goal was to show how the music works without readers’ eyes glazing over. The descriptions work best, of course, if you play the songs while reading about them.

Actually, the rest of the book works best that way, too. If we’ve succeeded in what we’ve tried to do, you will come away from this volume with a deeper sense of how (and why) McCartney has created the music of the period we cover, and you will have discovered a few songs that you had previously overlooked, but will now regard as favorites.




1

The Kintyre Mist

It was a bad move, probably the worst thing he could have done at the moment. Paul McCartney, the most publicity-savvy of the Beatles, knew that the instant he hurled a bucket of kitchen scraps at a pair of unwanted visitors to High Park, his hard-to-find, harder-to-reach farm in the Scottish countryside, near Campbeltown.

As the vegetable scraps, dirty water, and dinner leftovers flew through the air, Paul focused on his targets and realized that he knew one of the intruders. Terence Spencer, a photographer best known for his war coverage, had shot the Beatles periodically, starting in 1963. Now on assignment for Life magazine, which had chosen him because of his relationship with the Beatles, Spencer was tagging along with Dorothy Bacon, who had been assigned to track down McCartney and get his response to a rumor sweeping the globe, to the effect that the doe-eyed bassist, singer and songwriter had been killed in an automobile accident in 1966, and that the Beatles, having suppressed word of his death, filled their post-1966 recordings with “clues” pointing to the truth.

Bacon had tried telephoning McCartney from London, with no luck, before driving to Scotland with Spencer. They arrived on Saturday, November 1, 1969, but their first attempt to reach High Park was fruitless. To get there, they had to cross the neighboring Low Park farm, whose owner, Ian McDougall, had agreed to prevent fans and reporters from reaching Paul’s highland sanctuary. McDougall sent them packing, but later that afternoon, as they sat in a Campbeltown pub weighing their options, Spencer and Bacon overheard one of the locals tell another he would see him in church the next morning, and they realized that McDougall would likely be in church, too, leaving the way to High Park unguarded. So on Sunday at about 11:00 a.m., they tried again.

“Parking our hired car on the small road we started walking,” Spencer wrote of the encounter. “We trekked over the hills, through bogs and waded across fast-flowing streams, arriving at the lonely farmhouse as unshaven Paul walked out of the front door carrying a slop pail. He took a startled look in our direction and the angel face distorted in creases of rage as he slung abuse at us. I had preset my camera and, when he turned to re-enter the house, I took a quick shot, knowing it would be my last. He heard the click, turned, and threw the slop pail at me. I took another shot of it in mid-air or rather tried to, since at the moment he charged me with flailing fists, and I was hit for the first time in twenty years of covering trouble around the world—by a Beatle!”1

Paul may have felt that his response was justified, if perhaps over the top. But it was also inconsistent. Nine days earlier, on October 24, he had granted an interview to Chris Drake, of the BBC, and it was probably Drake’s report, broadcast the same afternoon on the topical news show The World, that put Bacon and Spencer onto Paul’s whereabouts.

Where the Life team turned up unannounced, Drake had telephoned Paul and secured an invitation, arguing that the best way to short-circuit the rumor was to be heard robustly denying it, his voice recognizable to virtually anyone listening.

Paul gave Drake a brief but wide-ranging interview in which he asserted his continued existence and discussed a few of the clues that conspiracy theorists advanced. He added that he enjoyed being in Scotland with his family, and that since he was finished with his work as a Beatle for the year, he might not return to London until March.2

“I always used to do, sort of, an interview a week almost, for a newspaper, or for something, just to keep my name in the headlines,” Paul explained, “because, I don’t know, you just go through a phase of wanting to be up there in the limelight. But I’m going through a phase now where I don’t wanna be in the limelight.”3

Now he wanted what he came to Scotland for—peace and quiet, time to think. Paul had flown to Scotland on October 22 with his wife of just over seven months, Linda Eastman McCartney, their two-month-old daughter, Mary, and Heather, Linda’s daughter from her first marriage (whom Paul adopted shortly after marrying Linda), hoping to get away from reporters and photographers, the other Beatles, and the staff at Apple, the Beatles’ supposedly utopian company. Over the past year, Apple had been transformed into a spider’s web of machinations, negotiations, and emotionally fraught battles with the other Beatles.

Looking back over the last 12 months, the Beatles seemed almost bipolar to Paul. They had released The Beatles, the eponymous double-LP better known as the White Album and had recorded two more albums and a couple of singles. During this same period, though, they had engaged the American businessman Allen Klein to manage them, and Apple, over Paul’s vehement objections, and instead of Paul’s choice, the upscale New York lawyers—and, not incidentally, his father-and brother-in-law—Lee and John Eastman. Klein had negotiated a substantially improved contract with EMI and Capitol Records, but thanks to squabbling between Klein and the Eastmans, and the Beatles themselves, they had lost bids to acquire Northern Songs, their music publisher, and NEMS, the management firm founded by their late manager, Brian Epstein.

Getting control of Northern Songs and NEMS would have been financially significant for the Beatles: in both cases, percentages of their composing royalties and record sale income that were paid to others would instead remain in their pockets.
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Linda, Paul, Mary and Heather board a taxi outside Glasgow Abbotsinch Airport, October 22, 1969.
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But all that paled beside their main source of pain for Paul. What he and only a few others knew was that the Beatles were finished—or at least, that was John Lennon’s seemingly implacable view, and since unlike most bands, who could replace a member and carry on, the Beatles could only be those four guys. The death rumors were proof of that: inherent in it was the belief that instead of trying to carry on without their supposedly departed bassist, they had drafted a look-alike to preserve the impression that all was well.

Paul was in Scotland to tend to the psychic wounds that those battles left. So far, that tending took the form of anesthetizing himself with whisky and marijuana, which meant that the other major task at hand—sorting out his next chapter—was on hold. His funk was understandable: he had been a Beatle his entire adult life and being a part of that globe-striding phenomenon—the biggest, most beloved stars of the musical world—was not like holding a normal job. So the band’s disintegration over the past year, and now its apparent collapse, felt like the earth evaporating under his feet.

Given the venom flowing through the corridors of Apple over the past year, he couldn’t say he was surprised. And yet, Abbey Road, released on September 26, 1969, showed the Beatles at the height of their powers, sounding as together as a band could sound. There were those rich vocal harmonies on John’s ‘Because’ and ‘Sun King,’ and the symphonic heft of the ‘The End,’ with its three-way exchange of guitar solos, and its charismatic drum break—both firsts for the Beatles on disc. And there was that exquisitely harmonized, philosophical finale: “And in the end, the love you take is equal to the love you make.” This was not the sound of a group on the verge of breaking up.

But that sound was a performance—an illusion. When the red recording light was on, the Beatles’ musical connection was magical. That much they all admitted, even at their angriest. But outside the studio, Paul’s relationships with John Lennon and George Harrison had frayed, especially when the future of the Beatles and Apple were discussed. There had even been a tense encounter between Paul and Ringo Starr, with whom everyone got along.

And then, on September 16, ten days before the album’s British release, John announced that he was leaving the Beatles. “THE END,” Paul declared in his diary—the two words, written in large, ballooning letters and flanking an Apple motif—before a scheduled dinner date with talent manager and friend Justin de Villeneuve, and his model girlfriend Twiggy Lawson.4

John had been saying things like that all through the year, and until now, everyone thought he was just being John—provocative and happy to shock. They had all walked out at one point or another. Ringo quit in frustration during the sessions for the White Album, in 1968, but was coaxed back. George quit in January, during the sessions for a television special and album, provisionally titled Get Back. He also returned, but only after John and Paul agreed to redress several festering grievances. And though Paul never actually quit, he had walked out on sessions in fits of pique on a few occasions.

But this was different. John was, more than ever, a wild card, someone who did as he wanted—and what he wanted, now, didn’t involve his old friends from Liverpool. A keen observer of John and his moods in the 12 years they had known each other, Paul knew it was possible that John might change his mind again, and he held on to that for a while, as did the others. But John seemed to mean it this time; in fact, he seemed energized by his decision. All four agreed to say nothing publicly for a few months, until a lucrative new contract with EMI was ratified.

Having hightailed it to Scotland to get away from all that, the last thing Paul needed was a reporter quizzing him about the Beatles’ business issues or their future plans. He was even less interested in discussing the idiotic “Paul is dead” rumor—although the rumor’s upside was that it distracted reporters from getting to the real news.

This combination of circumstances taxed Paul’s long-standing ability to project an image of friendliness and accessibility. Though the others had soured on the scrutiny that the Beatles’ fame had brought them, Paul had always been comfortable with it. Under better circumstances, he took a different view of the Beatles’ fame.

“It’s what we wanted, for Christ’s sake,” said McCartney. “We came from Liverpool. We wanted to get out of Liverpool, number one—get out of the sticks, as we then perceived it. Get where the action is. Get famous. Get rich. And when that happens to you, it’s very difficult to turn ’round and say, ‘No, that’s not what I meant.’ We wanted to become legends. If you could get everything without the sort of overkill of the legend, maybe it would be better, but you kind of have to accept it as it’s squeezed out of the tube.

“If you were that good, as the Beatles were, and if you were that interesting, as the combination of our four talents was, if you were that diverse—Lennon, McCartney, Harrison, Starkey*—and if you had the chemistry we had, you’ve got to expect to be picked over. I don’t see too many bad sides to it. It certainly is what I set out to achieve. So having achieved it, I think it would be churlish to say, ‘Oh, I don’t want it.’”5

This public, gregarious side of Paul reasserted itself within seconds of hurling his bucket of kitchen slop at Spencer.

“They went away, and I thought, ‘They’ve got a picture of me throwing a bucket; this is not what I want in my life,’”6 explained McCartney.

He knew instantly how he would look if Spencer’s photographs were published. Unshaven. Unkempt. Angry. Hungover. Maybe even a bit unhinged. And he knew that no matter what he was going through, this was not the Paul McCartney that he wanted the public to see.

He watched Spencer and Bacon hoof it toward the property line for a moment, then hopped into “Helen Wheels,” his light blue Land Rover and caught up with them. By way of apology, he explained to the now wary Spencer and Bacon that he had come to Scotland for necessary and long overdue private time, to which, he was sure they’d agree, he was entitled. But he could offer a deal: Bacon could have a brief interview, and since Paul was not up for a photo session just then, he promised to provide Life with some family shots taken by Linda. In exchange, Spencer would hand over the compromising exposures in his camera.

Spencer surrendered his film, with its shots of an enraged Paul and a flying bucket. Bacon got her interview. And within a few days, a package of Linda’s photographs arrived at Life’s New York headquarters.*

* * *

The fraught state of the Beatles and Apple was far from Bacon’s mind when she conducted her interview. Mostly, she wanted to know what he made of the “Paul is dead” rumor, and how he explained some of the more vivid clues sprinkled through the Beatles’ post-Revolver singles and albums, all supposedly a sub-rosa confirmation of Paul’s demise.

The rumor had started on September 17, when the Drake Times-Delphic, the campus newspaper at Drake University, in Iowa, published a front-page story by Tim Harper, that began:

“Lately on campus there has been much conjecturing on the state of Beatle Paul McCartney. An amazing series of photos and lyrics on the group’s albums point to a distinct possibility that McCartney may indeed be insane, freaked out, even dead.”7

Harper was not especially informed about Paul; he referred twice to his marriage to “Jane Eastman,” conflating Linda with Jane Asher, Paul’s girlfriend from 1963 to 1968. But he detailed some of the clues, and though the piece itself had no immediate national traction, a copy of the Times-Delphic made its way to Detroit, where on October 14, WKNR radio host Russ Gibb took an on-air call from a listener who said he had heard reports that Paul had died, and cited clues from Harper’s piece.

By then, Abbey Road was in the shops, and Fred LaBour, a music reviewer at the University of Michigan’s campus newspaper, the Michigan Daily, included a few new clues in his review of the album. Gibb read those on his show too. Soon reports of the discussion reached New York, where on October 21, WABC disc jockey Roby Yonge devoted much of his late-night show to the rumor and clues—until he was pulled off the air and summarily fired for irresponsibly spreading an unverified rumor and, as the station’s switchboard operators could attest, creating hysteria.

But the rumor took on a life of its own, as Beatles fans with overactive and perhaps chemically enhanced imaginations began cataloging clues. Some were in plain sight, on the Beatles’ record jackets—not least on the cover of Abbey Road, in which the Beatles, traversing the crosswalk outside the EMI Studios, were said to represent a funeral procession—John Lennon, dressed in white, was the preacher; Ringo Starr, in a suit and tie, was the undertaker; Paul, barefoot and out of step with the others, was the deceased; and George Harrison, in jeans, was the gravedigger.

Although the Beatles described the cover of Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band as the fictional Pepper band and its many illustrious fans (including wax effigies of the Beatles circa 1964, from Madame Tussaud’s) gathered in a park before a concert, the picture had been interpreted by many as a crowd of mourners gathered around a grave festooned with flowers that spell BEATLES. Under the last three letters of the group’s name is a floral design that looks uncannily like Paul’s left-handed Höfner bass. Indeed, the wax Beatles, looking down at the supposed grave, look particularly glum.

Flip the album over, and you find the four Beatles in their Pepper outfits, and the lyrics to the album’s songs. Paul’s back is turned to the camera, and George’s right index finger points to the line “Wednesday morning at five o’clock,” in the lyrics to ‘She’s Leaving Home,’ supposedly the hour of Paul’s fatal accident. And in the internal portrait of the group, a patch sewn onto Paul’s left sleeve—a souvenir from a Beatles tour stop in Toronto, bearing the letters OPP, for Ontario Provincial Police—was widely misperceived as saying OPD, for “officially pronounced dead.” And on the Magical Mystery Tour album, Paul is seen wearing a black carnation, where the other Beatles’ carnations are red.

Among the aural clues, John’s slowed-down, out-of-left-field “cranberry sauce,” in the coda of ‘Strawberry Fields Forever’ was said to be Lennon saying, “I buried Paul.” The White Album was chock-full of hints, starting with Lennon singing “here’s another clue for you all, the walrus was Paul,” in ‘Glass Onion’—the walrus being, clue catalogers claimed, a Viking death symbol. Lennon’s musique concrete soundscape, ‘Revolution 9’—in reality, a portrait of society imploding during the revolution under discussion earlier in the album, in ‘Revolution 1’—was repurposed as a sound-painting of Paul’s fatal crash.

Backward masking made one of its first appearances in popular culture as well. Played backward, the repeated “number nine” at the start of ‘Revolution 9’ sounded uncannily like “turn me on dead man,” and John’s mumbling at the end of ‘I’m So Tired’ was heard, if played backward, as “Paul is dead, man—miss him, miss him, miss him.”

It was all a stunning study in how anything could seem to mean anything else, and how rumors, however flimsy, travel quickly, expanding along the way. At Apple, the staff was puzzled and a bit amused, but the reports left Derek Taylor, Apple’s spokesman, spending his days issuing bemused denials and telling journalists who wanted to speak with Paul that he was on holiday with his family and did not want to be disturbed.

When Bacon asked about specific clues, Paul shot each down in a single, dismissive sentence. “I was wearing a black flower because they ran out of red ones . . . I was walking barefoot [on Abbey Road] because it was a hot day.”8

The interview was so brief that Bacon wrote it up as if it were a prepared statement, just four uninterrupted paragraphs cobbled from Paul’s responses—no questions, no description of Paul’s farm (apart from an italicized note at the top, saying that Bacon had “waded through a bog in Scotland” to reach it), no independent observations, just Paul at his driest, sounding drained, bored, and humorless. Life published it as a sidebar to a longer story, “The Magical McCartney Mystery,” by John Neary, who listed some of the clues, and quoted Louis Yager, the president of the Is Paul McCartney Dead Society at Hofstra University, stepping back from the idea his society was formed to explore: “We originally thought he was dead. But that’s too emotional. We all ought to sit back and analyze this rationally.”9

But there was something else in Bacon’s piece, something more important than refuting the death rumor. Painting himself as a would-be recluse who just wanted to hang out with Linda and the kids, Paul let some big news slip, in an understated, matter-of-fact way.

“I have done enough press for a lifetime, and I don’t have anything to say these days. I am happy to be with my family and I will work when I work. I was switched on for ten years and I never switched off. Now I am switching off whenever I can. I would rather be a little less famous these days. I would rather do what I began by doing, which is making music. We make good music, and we want to go on making good music. But the Beatle thing is over. It has been exploded, partly by what we have done, and partly by other people. We are individuals.”10

Bacon had a scoop on her hands—“the Beatle thing is over”—and she seems not to have seen it. The bombshell went unnoticed by Life’s editors, as well. Had they understood its implications, they’d have spiked the death rumor story and made the Beatles’ breakup the lead. Readers did not pick up on it, either: there are no references to the statement in the letters columns of the issues that followed, or in contemporaneous publications.

How did such momentous news get past everyone? Perhaps readers were confused by the fact that it immediately follows Paul’s assertion that “we want to go on making good music.” Or possibly, “the Beatle thing” was taken to mean Beatlemania, in the touring moptop sense, although that hardly needed saying, in November 1969, more than three years after the group’s last tour. Nor does that interpretation explain the sentence that followed—“It has been exploded, partly by what we have done, and partly by other people.”

So Paul was alive—it was the band that was dead. Once Life hit the newsstands, the clues were available, in plain sight, in black and white. You didn’t have to read them backward or allude to Viking myths and symbology. And no one noticed.

* * *

It was about the ways “the Beatle thing” was exploded—not to mention how and by whom—that Paul was obsessing at High Park. In the weeks following John’s announcement, Paul was angry, depressed, and bitter. To say that being a Beatle was the only life he’d known was not literally true—he’d had other ambitions as a child (being a teacher, for one), and he’d worked other jobs as a teenager. But the intensity of the experience turned everything before the Beatles into mere backstory. He was 15 when he joined the group. Now he was 27.

Paul later compared the Beatles’ breakup to being sacked from a job—a comparison for which he took considerable criticism, given that the out-of-work laborers to whom he compared himself usually lacked the kind of golden parachute he had. But focusing on the financial implications inherent in such a comparison ignores the emotional depth of Paul’s sense of loss. The Beatles had been his job, certainly, and creating music with the group gave him his primary sense of purpose.

But he was also mourning the loss of a unique community of friends with whom he had been close since adolescence, and who were the only three people on the planet who shared the pressures of Beatlemania. It was a group that had become so tightly knit and lived in such a sharply defined bubble of exclusivity that outsiders, including those who worked with them professionally, found their bond almost frightening.

“Individually, each of the Beatles was great to be with,” recalled John Kurlander, a fledgling EMI engineer at the time of the Abbey Road sessions. “They were funny, warm, friendly—really a delight. If there were two of them, that was also great. If there were three, it could be a little dicey, but generally, it was fine. But when all four were together, they closed ranks, and it would be horrible. It didn’t matter how any of them had treated you on his own; when all four of them were in the room, everyone else was treated as an outsider.”11

Now that relationship was gone, and with it, Paul’s internal compass and sense of self-worth.

“It was a barreling, empty feeling that just rolled across my soul,” Paul said of this period. “And it was . . . I’d never experienced it before. I really was done in for the first time in my life. Until then, I really was a kind of cocky sod. It was the first time I’d had a major blow to my confidence.

“When my mother* died [when I was 14], I don’t think my confidence suffered. It had been a terrible blow, but I didn’t feel it was my fault. It was bad on Linda. She had to deal with this guy who didn’t particularly want to get out of bed and, if he did, wanted to go back to bed pretty soon after. He wanted to drink earlier and earlier each day and didn’t really see the point in shaving, because where was he going? And I was generally pretty morbid. There was no danger of suicide or anything; it wasn’t that bad. Let’s say I wouldn’t have liked to live with me. So I don’t know how Linda stuck it out.”12

Deep within that pain and anger, but buried to the point where he could barely access it, was the knowledge that the path forward was through music. He doubted, at the moment, that he could work alone, but the evidence was otherwise: though all the songs he wrote as a Beatle were credited Lennon-McCartney, the reality was that most of the time, the two composers wrote on their own. Paul had also written a number of songs for other artists, and at the end of 1966, he wrote soundtrack music for The Family Way, the 1967 Boulting Brothers film, starring Hayley Mills. He recorded demos of his songs, with no help from his bandmates, and the fact that he was the only Beatle on the recording of ‘Yesterday’ led the group’s producer, George Martin, to briefly consider releasing the track under Paul’s name, rather than as the Beatles. There were tracks on the White Album that were Paul on his own, as well.

Moreover, he was arguably the most skilled instrumentalist among the Beatles. He was a peerless bassist, who rarely stuck to chord roots and traditional patterns; as far back as ‘All My Loving,’ he turned his lines into strands of counterpoint, as arresting as a song’s melody. As a guitarist, though much of the world didn’t know it, since the Beatles’ album credits rarely mentioned who played the solos, he contributed some of band’s most virtuosic playing, including the stinging solo on lead guitarist George Harrison’s ‘Taxman.’ And if he lacked the sense of almost compositional finesse that Ringo brought to his drumming, he was an able drummer, heard in that role on several tracks, including ‘Back in the U.S.S.R’ and ‘The Ballad of John and Yoko.’

And then there was his flexibility as a singer. He was the one, among the Beatles, who could best carry off a wistful ballad like ‘Yesterday’ or ‘I Will,’ but he was also a top-drawer rock ’n’ roll belter, who sizzled during performances of ‘Long Tall Sally’ and ‘Helter Skelter.’ A measure of that versatility was the fact that he recorded both the gentle ‘Yesterday’ and the high-energy ‘I’m Down,’ with its Little Richard–like screamed vocal line, at the same June 14, 1965, recording session.

Although he was unaware of it at the time, validation of his stature in other corners of the musical world arrived at Apple just as the McCartneys left for Scotland. On October 22, a telegram with a tantalizing offer landed on the desk of Peter Brown, for many years an associate of Brian Epstein, the Beatles’ manager, and now Apple’s managing director:


WE ARE RECORDING AN LP TOGETHER THIS WEEKEND IN NEW YORK STOP

HOW ABOUT COMING IN TO PLAY BASS STOP . . .

PEACE JIMI HENDRIX MILES DAVIS TONY WILLIAMS13



Brown responded on Paul’s behalf, saying that Paul had just left London for a holiday in Scotland.

Well into the Scottish trip, Paul remained disinclined to undertake the internal inventory of his musical strengths that Linda was trying to push him toward. But Linda understood that it was up to her to get him to embrace those strengths and move on. It was a task outside her experience, let alone her comfort zone: Who marries a Beatle with the expectation of having to nurse his psyche back to wholeness because the band imploded?

Moreover, she had Heather and Mary to take care of, and while the newborn Mary would be oblivious to the drama taking place, Heather needed to be shielded from the dark vortex engulfing her stepdad, as Linda worked to extract him from it.

“I was very scared,” Linda said. “I didn’t want to give up, but it was a mess, it was unreal, and I had to handle this all by myself. There was no choice. I had to try. We had two children, we’d just been married a year [sic] and my husband didn’t want to get out of bed. He was drinking too much. He would tell me he felt useless. I knew he was torturing himself, blaming himself for the break-up, and I was sure that he could get beyond it, but if he didn’t believe in himself, what could I do? I could only try, that’s all I could do. Let me tell you, my hands were full.”14

* * *

Paul and Linda married at the height of the Beatles’ business mayhem, on March 12, 1969, in a low-key ceremony at the Marylebone Registry Office, in London. Paul’s family was sparsely represented; only his brother, Michael,* who was pursuing his own performance career under the name Mike McGear, was on hand. There were two representatives from Apple—Mal Evans, the Beatles’ longtime assistant, and Peter Brown, who Paul had asked to be best man when Mike’s train was delayed, before Mike hotfooted up the steps of the Registry office to take that ceremonial role instead.

None of the other Beatles attended. Just as Paul and Linda were exchanging vows, George was being arrested for drug possession at his own home. He attended the reception. John and Yoko were in the studio completing their second joint LP, Unfinished Music No. 2—Life with the Lions. And Ringo Starr was filming The Magic Christian, with Peter Sellers. No other Beatles were present eight days later, when John married Yoko Ono in Gibraltar.

Linda Louise Eastman’s background was utterly different from Paul’s working-class childhood in Liverpool. She was raised in Scarsdale, New York, an affluent suburb, 30 miles north of New York City.

Her father, Lee Eastman (born Leopold Vail Epstein), was born in 1910 to Louis and Stella Epstein, Russian-Jewish immigrants. Leopold grew up poor, but worked his way to an education at Harvard University, and became a lawyer with many clients in the arts and show business. Her mother, Louise Sara Dryfoos Lindner, was from a wealthier family of German-Jewish immigrants who settled in Cleveland; Linda’s grandfather, Max Lindner, was the founder of the Lindner Company, Cleveland’s largest women’s clothing store. Louise Eastman died on March 1, 1962, at age 50 (Linda was 18), in a plane crash.* (Losing her mother under such tragic circumstances left Linda with a lifelong fear of flying.)

By 1939, when their son, John,* was born, Leopold had changed the family name, as many upwardly mobile American Jews had done in the 1930s, the better to sidestep the currents of open anti-Semitism in American culture. Now known as the Eastmans, the family continued to grow: Linda was born on September 24, 1941, and had two younger sisters, Laura, born in 1947, and Louise, born in 1948. John Eastman followed in his father’s footsteps, taking his law degree at New York University, and joining Lee’s firm, then known as Eastman and DaSilva.

“My father was a Harvard man, my mother was a Smith girl,” Linda said of her parents. “My brother and sisters went to Stanford University and Smith College, the best universities in America. I barely got out of high school. I was a typical 1950s rock and roll kid, not academically bright. When my mother was killed in an air crash, I left home and I think it was to get away from my father’s sadness.”15
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Paul, Linda and Heather outside Marylebone register office, March 12, 1969.
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After briefly attending Vermont College, Linda transferred to the University of Arizona, in Tucson. Still uninterested in school, she developed a passion for horses, and an interest in photography that led her to take a course with the prominent photographer Hazel Larsen Archer. It was also in Arizona, on June 18, 1962, that Linda married Joseph Melville See Jr., a geologist. Their daughter, Heather, was born on the last day of that year.

The marriage did not survive long; by 1964, Linda had returned to New York with Heather (she and See divorced on October 18, 1965), where she took a receptionist job at Town and Country magazine for $65 (£24) a week. It was barely enough: her rent was $180 (£64) per month.16 The shortfall could have been covered by the $200 (£72) monthly alimony called for in the divorce settlement, but Linda has said that she refused these payments. Caring for Heather alone gave Linda focus and determination to build a better life for the two of them.

“She was a brilliant single mother—completely together,” Heather explained. “She would get me to school, go and do a full day’s work, get me back home, make sure I had eaten. I was very lucky.”17

Alongside her job at Town and Country, Linda began freelancing as a photographer, improving her skills by watching her sometime boyfriend, David Dalton, at his own photo shoots. Dalton, a writer as well as a photographer, was an editor at Hullabaloo, a youth culture magazine. When Linda pocketed an invitation, addressed to an editor at Town and Country who was not a rock fan, to a Rolling Stones press event on June 24, 1966—the Stones invited the press to join them on a yacht, the Seawolf, as they announced their fourth North American tour—Dalton told her that if she got some good shots, he would buy them.

As it turned out, the Stones’ press handlers decided to allow only one photographer to board the Seawolf, and they chose the inexperienced Linda, who filled rolls of film with shots of the Stones, collectively and individually. Suddenly finding herself with a monopoly on photos from the floating news conference, Linda not only made her first sale, to Dalton and Hullabaloo, but was able to sell shots to all the newspapers and teen magazines that covered the event, many of which rewarded her with additional work. (In the course of the shoot, she also agreed to a date with Mick Jagger.)

“I was the only one who got pictures, so they got in every magazine and after that I quit my job and people started giving me freelance work. Groups would call and say, ‘Can you take our pictures?’ Or Elektra would call and say, ‘Would you take Tim Buckley?’ I took pictures of Jimi Hendrix the first time he came in.”18

One editor who instantly piggybacked on Dalton’s provisional assignment was Danny Fields,* the managing editor of Datebook. Linda and Fields also began a long-lasting friendship that day. When Fields left Datebook to become a publicist at Elektra Records, he hired her to shoot some of the label’s artists, and more importantly, he introduced her to Jann Wenner, who was about to start Rolling Stone, a new rock publication that promised to look at the music more seriously than the teenybopper magazines that dominated the American pop music press. Linda’s photographs of Cream were published in Rolling Stone’s first issue.

Over the next few years, Linda photographed virtually every top-flight performer in the rock world, from the Dave Clark Five, Herman’s Hermits and the Animals, to Simon and Garfunkel, Jim Morrison, and Frank Zappa. Jimi Hendrix selected one of her photos for the cover of Electric Ladyland. Hendrix’s British and American labels ignored his request, but the American edition included 31 of her black-and-white shots in the inner gatefold.

She also became a regular at the Fillmore East, where she could be found most weekends, photographing bands in performance.

“She was one of the three girls who used to hang out in my office,” remembered John Morris, the Fillmore’s managing director. “She and Blair Sable, who wrote for Vogue, and Robin Richmond, who wrote for Time. I knew Linda pretty well. On occasion, they invited bands over to the house to have fun, and a couple of times, Linda called me and said, ‘Can you come up and rescue me?’ I’d rescue them and chase whoever it was out the door. We had a nice relationship.”

By then, Linda had become friendly with someone in the Beatles’ circle, Peter Brown, who she met, along with Brian Epstein, when they were in New York on business.

“There were four or five guys that I knew very well, who lived in New York,” Brown explained. “They were all gay, and I was, so we all hung out together. And Linda sort of attached herself to us because she thought they were cool, which they were. So we got to know each other, and I liked her a lot.”19

In mid-May 1967, she flew to London to photograph bands for Rock & Other Four Letter Words, a book by the rock journalist J. Marks, for which Linda provided most of the photographs. One of her first stops was Brian Epstein’s NEMS office in Albermarle Street where, portfolio in hand, she dropped in on Peter Brown, hoping to arrange a photo session with the Beatles. Brown asked her to leave her portfolio with him for a couple of days.

“I thought they were great pictures,” Brown said, “and the most interesting were of the Stones on the yacht. There was a picture of Brian Jones, a very lovely picture. I was very close to Brian, and very fond of him, and I thought, ‘I want this picture.’ So when Linda came back to pick up her book, I said to her, ‘I have to tell you that I’ve stolen one of the pictures, and obviously you have others, so I hope it doesn’t matter.’ She said, ‘The one of Brian sitting on the bench?’ I said, ‘How could you have known that—there are dozens and dozens of pictures?’ And she said, ‘Oh, I just figured.’ I thought, ‘This woman is very interesting.’”20

Brown told her she would have an opportunity to photograph the Beatles on May 19 and handed her an invitation to the press party that Brian Epstein was hosting to celebrate the impending release of Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band. As it turned out, Linda met Paul four days earlier, at the Bag O’ Nails, a hangout for the Beatles and other bands.

Again, Brown was on the periphery. He and Paul had a business meeting on May 15, after which, Paul proposed going out for an early dinner.

“So, we went to the Bag O’ Nails,” Brown said, “and at the other end of the restaurant was Linda and a girlfriend. She came over to say hello, and I said, ‘Great to see you—do you know my friend, Paul McCartney?’”21

Paul’s telling of the story typically omitted Brown’s introduction, picking up with a second encounter later that evening. By then, Brown had left, and Paul stayed on to hear a set by Georgie Fame and the Blue Flames. Linda remained as well and was by now sharing a booth with members of the Animals, whom she knew from photo shoots in New York. Paul spotted the attractive blonde, in a black-and-white blouse, and struck up a conversation, inviting her to join him and a group of friends, including the singer Lulu, who were about to leave for another club.

“I would always tease Paul,” Brown said, “asking ‘Why are you denying the fact that I introduced you to your wife?’ And he’d say, ‘No, no, no—I met her, nothing to do with you.’”22

Linda joined Paul’s party that evening, stopping first at the Speakeasy, then back to Paul’s house at 7 Cavendish Avenue for a nightcap. She did not stay long, knowing she would see him again at Epstein’s Sgt. Pepper bash; her photos from that party are classic images of the Beatles from that time. But as she later estimated, she spent less than an hour with Paul in those first two encounters, with other people present in both cases.

Their flirtation would resume a year later, in May 1968, when Lennon and McCartney flew to New York to announce the formation of Apple at a news conference at the Americana Hotel, and in a handful of television interviews. Paul and Linda spent several afternoons together during that visit, meeting at the East 73rd Street apartment of Nat Weiss, Brian Epstein’s and the Beatles’ American lawyer and, as it turned out, a friend of Linda’s father.

When Paul returned to the United States to give a presentation about Apple at Capitol Records’ annual sales meeting in Los Angeles, on the weekend of June 21, he phoned Linda in New York and invited her to come out to see him. That weekend in Los Angeles was the real beginning of their romance: Linda arrived just after his convention appearance, and they remained locked in Paul’s private bungalow at the Beverly Hills Hotel for much of the weekend, flying back to New York together on the 24th.

At the time, Paul was engaged to the actress Jane Asher. Not that he was in any way exclusive—certainly not when the Beatles were touring, and not even when he was in London, despite Jane’s having moved into his house in 1966. Jane’s acting career took her out of town frequently, and though that was a point of contention between them—Paul’s preference was that she give up her career and become a more traditionally domesticated wife and mother—her absences also suited Paul, a man in his twenties with a seemingly insatiable libido and a black book full of willing playmates.

During much of the time he was romantically linked to Jane, he also carried on a clandestine relationship with Maggie McGivern, a model and actress he met in 1965, when she was working as a nanny to Marianne Faithfull’s son. Their romance outlasted his relationship to Jane; although he saw her only sporadically, he didn’t break it off until a couple of days before he married Linda.

There were others, too. When Jane was appearing in an out-of-town production, in July 1968, Paul invited Francie Schwartz, an American working at Apple, to stay with him at Cavendish Avenue, if not quite move in. Schwartz had arrived in London in June, clutching a screenplay she had written, and hoping Apple would produce it, but became one of McCartney’s conquests instead. Jane’s unexpected early return, and her discovery of Paul and Francie in bed, led to the end of Jane and Paul’s relationship, although it was clearly the last straw rather than the cause.23 On July 20, Jane announced that the engagement was off during an interview on Dee Time, a BBC interview show hosted by Simon Dee; Paul, who was unaware that she’d be discussing it, watched the interview at his father’s home in Gayton, Cheshire, with Francie at his side.

During their brief relationship, though, Francie got to see a darker, more troubled side of Paul than the public knew, and a preview of the alcohol-fueled depression he would suffer when the Beatles broke up. One incident she has cited took place in Gayton, the same weekend as Jane’s Simon Dee interview. Slipping out of a family party, Paul ended up at a relative’s pub, obsessing about the amount of money he had given to his family, and about how people, including Francie, treated him as Beatle Paul, rather than as Paul McCartney, the person.

“You don’t treat me like me,” she quoted him complaining. “You treat me like Him, and I’m not him, y’know, I’m just me.” Francie persuaded him to return to his father’s house, but it was rough going, as she later described it. “When we got back to Birkenhead, where his father’s house beckoned sleepily, he sobbed hopelessly on the floor, while the dogs climbed all over him. His trouble was deep, and nothing I said could set him straight.”24

McCartney’s worries, at the time, extended far beyond financial support for his family. There were tensions during the ongoing White Album sessions. Apple Corps was hemorrhaging cash. And although Francie didn’t know it, the time Paul had recently spent in New York and Los Angeles with Linda Eastman, not long before hooking up with Francie, was increasingly on his mind.

By August 1968, Francie was out of Paul’s life as well, and Linda was on her way into it. That month—possibly even before Francie left—Paul called Linda in New York and asked her to fly to London and stay with him. She did not go immediately—she had an assignment in Los Angeles for Mademoiselle, which included photographing Aretha Franklin, Judy Collins, and others. And she needed to arrange for someone to babysit Heather, who was about to start her first year at Dalton, a prestigious Manhattan prep school. She left for London in mid-September.

But it was not yet clear to him that Linda would be the one to bring his bachelorhood to an end. In early September—between Francie’s departure and Linda’s arrival—he hired a private jet and flew to Sardinia with Maggie McGivern, also taking along a male cousin and his girlfriend.

“We were lying on the beach just being young and in love,” Maggie later recalled. “Paul turned to me, smiling, and out of the blue he just said, ‘Have you ever thought about getting married?’ I said, ‘Yes, I suppose, one day . . .’ and I thought nothing more of it. Looking back, it was obviously the wrong answer. When I said one day I meant in six months, maybe, but not never. But Paul was always slightly insecure and probably saw me as such a free spirit that he thought I was never going to settle down. . . . I suppose that, with the pressures of fame, Paul was craving security.

“I suppose I assumed we would end up together, but at that time I was just
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