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Part One
About Jill

“I Hate Sex.” That’s the story I was writing for Vogue. Sex had eaten up all my other drives, distracted me from my children, diverted my ambition, subverted my political energy, and tarted itself up as love, pitching me into two marriages, three selfish affairs, and lots of speedy bashes done by dawn in cars, on beaches, roadsides, desks, unmade beds in unmarked motels.

I never called love affairs relationships. That implied steely partnership, balance—no hysterics, no tragic endings, no despair—so how interesting could that be?

The Englishman was here at the ten o’clock morning meeting again this Saturday. I was sitting behind him. His blond hair rippled over his collar. He was clearly rational and smart. His well-worn, khaki workman’s shirt was real, but he sat as if he was used to being in charge. Probably a manager.

I could wrap myself up, give him this fierce present of myself. He’d hear the time bomb ticking inside. ‘Where do you put this?’he’d say, ‘It just doesn’t go, isn’t me.’ He’d hand the gift back and run. It’s easy to fall in love. Hard to climb out.

I looked out the window, across the highway to the tree-lined Connecticut road leading out to the house I’d just bought. This was where I wanted to be. I was forty. I’d learned all I had to know, and I was through with love. My best women friends had shown me how to pull myself together one more time. ‘Pushups, yoga, and tough deadlines will keep sex where you want it.’

I loved my best girlfriend, Josie, when I started school in West Los Angeles where I grew up. We’d stand together off to the side by the playground’s ivy-covered wall, appraising newcomers. We knew we were different. It is hard to find someone as out of the ordinary as each of us believes we are—a condition we realize when we meet this special, private companion, the other side of the soul that makes the form complete.

If love includes magic attraction, jealousy, and possession, this was where that learning began. This was someone I couldn’t wait to talk to, to look at. This was someone I wanted just for me. My heart jumped when she was on the phone.

How thrilling to glance at each other’s smooth bodies on overnights. ‘You have more breasts than I do.’ Such a compliment. ‘Yours will come, you’ll see.’ One night we tried on my mother’s nightgowns. ‘I’ll wear the black lace,’ she said, ‘I’m more like that. You wear the pink.’

Our best evenings were spent lying sleepless, discussing what love might be and where it would lead. Same way kids sit up on the hillside, talking about their friendship and how they won’t tell anyone, ever, about their secrets. They trade their best marbles or favorite crayons and nobody’s ever going to know about this. And that’s how it would feel on the first night you fall inlove—the combination of going back to the past, that private, small place of childhood, and this huge, sweeping voyage of what would be the rest of your life.

Later, I used to take the Heritage Classics down from the bookcase in the living room. I’d slip the books out of their cases, looking for clues about sex—references to breasts, perhaps. The rough parts of Leaves of Grass I knew by heart.

At night, I’d wait until the house was still and my father had gone to his own room. It was stylish for married couples in L.A. to have separate rooms, like New Yorkers and European aristocrats. I’d go down the dark hall and tap on my mother’s door. “What do you do with this pounding in your heart?” I sat in her pink chair, picking flecks off the painted-on silver flowers, sipping at just a touch of her sherry. I’d tell her all my crushes, like the one I had on Miss Lippincott, my art teacher. My mother was amused, never thrown. “Women often love women, and you probably are in love with Miss Lippincott’s English accent.” Yes, and her long, pale, cool hands.

Like getting a nose job, a convertible, tight slacks, or a bikini, going all the way was taboo. We’d made tracks into some taboos—seamless stockings, strapless dresses, sheath dresses, petting—above the waist. The romantic part of love was charming, softly lit, just like the movies. You’d send poems to each other, dedicate songs, and hold hands. He’d carry your books.

But I heard the other part could be gory, awkward; you’d be grabbed and turned like a calf wrestled to the corral’s ground and branded, plugged, for how long and how exactly? No one ever made that clear, even though my mother assured me that once you got married, this dangerous, wicked thing would become ‘quite beautiful.’

I expected to fall in love at the beginning of each summer holiday, when the aloof and intellectual boys came out from their Eastern schools to spend summers at the beach and around our pools. They took me to foreign movies in small theatres, and I gave the impression this was more interesting than watching the studio’s dailies at home with my father. If I was going ‘to find myself,’ as some writers were putting it, I’d have to break away from home.

I had to be a virgin, but my mother said, “You don’t want to marry one.” Someone had to know what to do. “Here,” my mother said, “you’ll learn some other things you can do.” She gave me her copy of Lady Chatterley’s Lover and I fell in love with Mellors.

You could tell which girlfriends had gone all the way before they told you. You’d watch after summer when everyone came back from vacation or after a big holiday. It was there in the mouth, in the eyes, and the way they’d throw back the shoulders. They owned their breasts now, because they knew what they had and what it meant.

My father longed for me to become Eleanor Roosevelt, devoted to significant concerns. I longed just to be sexy and carry Lucite purses you could see right through. I wanted to feel arms around me and lips on mine. I loved the idea of someone loving me.

My boyfriend, Alex Glass, went to France one summer and smuggled home Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer printed on long strips of paper. We sat together reading pages fast as we cut them, both of us more interested in reading how Miller wrote about sex than we were in doing it.

Alex was not only unpredictable, he wasn’t into touching, and he wanted to be a writer, too. A combination that’s hard to find or beat. With Alex I’d be part of a team, a woman out on the trailnext to her man. When you fell in love, you’d love each other’s work. Love meant sharing each other’s days, having a partner.

My mother’s parents ran a music school together, and my father’s parents had a catering place. The school I went to was started by a couple, like the couple who built the hotel we went to in Palm Springs. And we knew couples who were screenwriters and songwriters. I wanted a man who wouldn’t leave me behind each morning when he went off to work.

But Alex was killed in a car accident in Mexico. This, I explained to my writing teacher, was why I hadn’t shown up at class. “You don’t have to show up,” she said, “so long as you’re somewhere writing about it.”

That summer my friends and I sat around making up lists of the types of men you could marry. Then we discussed which one was best for ourselves and for each other. A politician was perfect for me. There I’d be, by his side. I’m good in crowds. ‘Except,’ Josie said, ‘you want to be the one running for office.’

A writer? I’d have my arm over his tweedy knit shoulder, consoling him as he wrote, bringing his scotch. ‘But,’ one friend said, ‘you want to be the writer.’

‘A businessman?’ None of us knew what they did, ‘and they’re too neat.’ And then, the wives of the studio stockholders and theater owners have to stand in the background, like politicians’ wives, and parents working in the movie business wouldn’t let us marry actors. If your mother was married to an actor, it would never occur to you that marrying one was a good idea.

The Englishman I was sitting behind at the A.A. meeting in the sunny room could be an actor, but actors are fragile. This guy was built like Picasso. Could be an artist, but his big, solid hands weretoo clean and smooth. The watch he was wearing wasn’t a rough guy watch.

I touched him on the shoulder and asked for a cigarette. He handed it over his shoulder and didn’t even look at me, which meant he’d noticed me and was already trying not to get involved. I’ve never been involved with a foreigner, but then, do the English consider themselves foreigners here? Or originators, and superior?

I never really fell in love with a man who had it easy. There always had to be challenge, a dark edge. Then, too, if he’s already got a problem, there’s maybe something you can do.

There was a reason for my first husband to need me and, therefore, to love me. “His father died when he was really little, and his mother’s been married four times,” my cousin had explained.

Alone with him on our first date, we talked about ideas and principles we shared. As we sat there in his mother’s convertible, Jon said, “I don’t know what we’re going to do about this.”

“Well,” I knew, “we’re too old to go steady, and I’m too young to have an affair.”

“I guess we’ll just have to get married.” He radiated the sturdy security you wanted from the man you’d marry.

My parents would be delighted. They had struck magic, too, the first time they saw each other, when my father went to the Art Students’ League and saw my mother standing at the tall, pine easel in her blue smock. My parents understood each other’s creative work, and they had a spiritual match that kept them together through all the complicated years of their marriage.

Jon and I talked about our children, Jeremy and Johanna, how we’d raise them to have character. I’d make a serious leap into theworld I’d seen when I baby-sat for my cousins, a world of Danish modern furniture and Saturday night dinners with beef bourguignon.

My father was waiting at the front door when Jon got me home at three in the morning. But my father would see right away this was perfect. Jon was Russian Jewish, his family was from New Jersey, and he’d lost his father so young. My father would mean so much to him. And Jon loved his singing voice, the idea of himself and theater. He’d be close to that dream world with me.

Does the man come with instructions, like the Sunbeam electric fry pan and the Mixmaster? ‘You’ll see,’ my cousin explained, ‘it’s really easy, really fun.’ I wanted sex to stay unspeakably private and sweet.

With marriage I could avoid going back to college. This couldn’t be better timing. “He won’t have the kind of money you’re used to,” his mother said. She’d sized me up quickly: a willful ingenue.

When you’re a parent and you remember how you were when you fell in love, you know there’s no point in trying to stop it: they’ll grow into what they’ve done, adjust, and accept it. They’ll hate you for stopping them (if you could), or not stopping them.

“But I’m different,” I told her, “I’m not like that.” I tried to recast myself as an earthy little homebody, my notion of his (or his mom’s) idea of an ideal woman.

Perhaps he wanted a version of his truly epic mother, a powerful woman spilling over with expectations. She expected her son’s wife to run his home the way she had, to be neat and organized. She eyed me up and down. “You’ll have to work out a weekly budget. There won’t be room for mistakes on Jon’s Navy allowance.” I’d be a manageable relief for him.

“Why didn’t you stop me?” I later shouted at my mother, when after almost nine years I saw to it that my marriage was cracking up. I’d come to New York with our children. I said I was going to meet magazine editors—but I was running back ‘home’ to my parents, to New York, where they had moved after they left Hollywood.

“Imagine me telling you ‘no,'” my mother said. She was doing a self-portrait against the Manhattan skyline studio in their apartment on East Seventieth. “Your father had a heavy Board of Directors on his back—and I was tired of keeping you from sleeping with someone.”

“I wasn’t going to,” I said.

“You don’t know that,” she said firmly.

“I don’t want to talk about that,” I said. “This marriage isn’t working. That’s what I’m here to talk about.”

“This marriage has worked just fine.” My mother lit a cigarette. “You have two wonderful children"—I burst into tears—"and you loved him very much,” she said. “Remember your wedding!”

I remember standing next to Jon’s young glamour in his Navy officer’s uniform. I believed I’d always have his big buoyancy with me. No question I’d be crazy about him forever.

Later, when I was alone with Jon at the Bel Air Hotel, I looked at him in the moonlight—long dark lashes, big firm shoulders. Could I carry this weight? Like Lady Chatterley, we made up names for the parts of our bodies, as if they were strangers we were introducing. What happened here should be, what? Choose one—thrilling? daunting? scary? Certainly not funny. Please, no jokes. I congratulated myself. I’d crossed the border, become the woman, and earned the ring. His mother’s marquise diamond glittered on my hand.

We spent our first months in Coronado. I was a Navy wife. I’d spend my days writing thank-you notes I hoped my father would be proud of. My landlady tried to explain how you organized housekeeping. Jon was comfortable in the Navy. He liked the rules, the order, and for a while saw me affectionately as a sexy student. He’d eat frozen chicken pies I’d set out on our Tiffany plates. And he loved to see me waiting on the shore at weekends, waving bouquets of flowers as his ship pulled in.

When Jon was overseas, I went back home to live and work as a junior copywriter for Helen Gurley. She told me when my work was wrong, and how to get it right. She also told me you could work and have a man, too. “It keeps you lively for him. The last thing a man wants to hear about when he comes home is the washing machine,” she said.

Women’s lives seemed designed by magazines I made fun of, but I wanted to be the woman who read those magazines, to buy the right things, to keep the perfect house, serve the perfect meals, manage the laundry, hair, and smile.

“What is it you miss most about your husband?” Helen looked me over when we grabbed a bite to eat after work one evening. It was like a research interview. What, indeed, was this like, this being in love? I puzzled over Jon’s letters, wondering. Helen was disappointed when I left my job after Jon came home from the Navy.

Jon became an assistant producer on Leave It to Beaver, and our life together paralleled the life on the show—affectionate, light domestic humor. Sex was an entertaining household product. You used it as part of a regular routine according to directions. Like the car, the clothes, and the help he paid for, it kept you turning out fresh shirts and good meals to keep your husband happy. We adored our children, but we had no understanding together, no agreement about how to raise them. To me, they were sidekicks, fellow explorers. I wasn’t any closer to being able to put out order and discipline or to know what I really wanted than I had been when Jon and I met.

I was, however, catching on to a few more things I didn’t want. I didn’t want to be a Hollywood wife, after all. My mother and my brightest friends, the ones who left L.A. for the East Coast, hated watching smart women circling each other in lightweight hostess games.

My attitude wasn’t helpful to Jon’s work at the studio. I was an outsider, an observer. “You have to be part of the team,” one of the wives told me, “you have to get into the game. It’s good for his spirit, how he’s rated.”

Do you fall out of love with the person or with the scenario of your marriage? Did Jon and I fall out of love, or did wars over sex and money erode it? Did Jon’s frustration over my vindictive extravagance come out in a kind of angry retreat, or was it frustration showing up on the credit cards? It didn’t matter which came first. We were too angry, too worn out to care.

My marriage to Jon really ended when I thought I could afford to live my own way. I had published my first book, had a contract for the next one, and I had a radio show.

I was in love with the fast new L.A. art world Carla, my dying friend, was leaving behind. And I was in love with her husband’s tragedy. Even now, I can see that look on Jon’s face when he arrived one afternoon to pick up our children at Carla’s house. I was serving pasta with her husband, Glen, and Jon saw then that our marriage was over. Jon was as loving as he knew how to be, and I despised myself, because he wasn’t interested in the world I wanted to be a part of.

And then there was sex—a fierce, new subject with its own language and its own magazine. Helen Gurley understood women wanted to talk about sex: who was having it, why, and how you could have it, too. Maybe sex was love a day at a time. I’d never heard the word “orgasm” said aloud until Helen called and asked me to do a story about it for Cosmopolitan, which she was editing. I wrote “The Ostentatious Orgasm” before I could say the word or consider the sensation without a couple of drinks and a lot of chemical triggers. I didn’t know too many women in those days who could talk to the man lying beside them about what was happening. The sixties had arrived with its open-door life: flowers in your hair, that music, those politics. You could sleep with anyone, be late, take anything—and in these actions, with this feeling in your heart, you were changing the world.

After Jon and I split, I went wild. I wanted to live in a Thomas Pynchon novel, and I did. When Carla died, I was the last thing Glen needed. I frightened him, and he began seeing someone else. I was shattered. “I have more than enough on my hands,” he said. “How could I trust you, rely on you? You’re ruining your life. I’m sorry.” My difficulty, of course, was my own sabotage. Like every other failure in my life, I blamed this one on the man.

After the anger, there would come guilt, then rationalization. This was the Age of Aquarius, love free-falling. It never occurred to me to love any of the men I did sex with. Love was an adolescent fantasy.

Did I know myself well enough to trust any compatibility I thought I found? I went after love like a journalist goes for a story, but if the romantic love my parents had was my goal, was logic the track? Shouldn’t love appear before me like a creature on a dark trail, as startled as I am?

I knew my second husband, Laurie, would be lovely company when I saw him walking up the road below my house in Santa Monica Canyon. I was writing, the kids were away at summer camp, and I was sure, maybe, this time I might not go out, might not drink. This time I would just work and go easy on the Dexedrine. We didn’t call it “speed” then, but I had already figured out that these pills played with my fear and helped me hunt out the darkest quarries in every guy. I was learning that every guy’s good side will be matched by the negative. An easygoing guy who makes love with such gentle imagination that the word “discipline” never crosses your mind, and never asks why you’re late, is likely to show up late himself, lose things, and be casual about whether bills have been paid or not.

Laurie was pale as moonlight on a river, gently ambling there under the dark trees, winding up the steps to the door of my house in Santa Monica Canyon. He had a tall grace and such a sweet expression. The cigarette dangling from his mouth gave him a louche charm. He was exactly what I needed. A blind date. “Don’t get involved,” my friend who sent him to meet me said.

I was ready to fold into his lean arms before he said hello. Laurie made no demands, but there could be no demands on him, except total forgiveness. He had fast, long fingers and a mind made for math, poker, and getting out of tight corners. “Don’t try to keep up with me,” he warned, topping off the drink he always had in his hand.

Laurie applied his dazzling grasp of poker to all relationships and treated me with particular tenderness, figuring out how many moves he would take before he’d break away.

Some of us outsiders fall into a fatal chemical vortex, but only a few of us can reach up, grip the hook, and pull out. Laurie wantedthe family he never had, he wanted us to hang on to him as much as he wanted to hang on to us. Just as he began to reach out, the desperate pull would come upon him and he’d disappear.

My children caught on when he’d be about to take off, and they’d sense when he’d be coming back, like cats sensing moon changes. Or, maybe, that’s how I wanted to see it. He was the cat. He sensed when I’d be about to the end of my tether. They protected him from my wild attacks, even as they, too, were bitterly hurt to be left alone with my despair.

My closest friends, Joanne and Gil, hoped the wedding they gave us would set our lives on a new course. They knew I’d married the gift of a story that could have no simple ending, but does any life have a simple ending? Beginning? Middle? Most of the ten years we were married, Laurie was at war with himself. I learned you don’t go into a marriage thinking there are things about the man you can fix later.

One summer, I left my kids with their father and followed Laurie to New York. We stopped drinking, and I wrote about how we saved each other’s lives. The book’s success made it possible for me to begin to reestablish a life with my children in Connecticut.

Then Laurie began to drink again. One night he took me to see Farewell, My Lovely, and the next day he disappeared. He called six months later to say he’d met someone, I’d really like her, and they wanted to get married. I reminded him he was married.

He had drowned my passion. I was done with love. Don’t go close and you won’t get hurt. I’d wanted the kind of equal attraction you see in the giant faces gleaming down from the old silver screens, where they hold the close-up long enough so you believethey’ll die for each other, and the smoke from their cigarettes wraps them up together forever.

I’d quit love. Might as well quit smoking—next week. I lit the cigarette the Englishman handed over and blew the smoke softly around his shoulders.

Perhaps loving is an evolutionary process, and I’m not through after all. Maybe I’ve learned through trial and error to grow in my ability to select and to give. Maybe we have only one love story, and it’s all about how our ability to love ripens, opens, and blooms. How rare it would be in the long lives we have now if the first person we love grows at the same rate, moves in the same direction. So, perhaps like parents, children, and buddies, our mates are but signposts on love’s walk.


Part Two
About Stuart

“Last night I dreamt I went to Yorkshire again. I strode through secret dales and across brooding moors until I reached Robin Hood’s Bay. There, on the windswept cliffs I looked out over the slate-grey sea toward a Viking homeland. The yearning to set sail into the northern sea was intense; so intense that I woke up crying.”

“I don’t know if anybody can make sense out of dreams,” said Trenton, my mentor, “least of all me. But it sounds like you want to escape, to be somewhere else, like home.”

“Perhaps the loneliness, I don’t know.”

“Of course not. How’d you expect to think straight after years of not thinking straight? It’ll take a while. Stu, you’ll have to relearn how to be a nice person, a regular guy who can take a girl out for dinner and a movie and not be obsessed with banging the girl’s brains out or falling madly in love.”

“Yeah, I may be through with that romance stuff, and that could be a good thing.”

“That’s projecting,” said Trenton, scowling, “and negative. What I’m saying is that you’ve got to take it easy, change yourself gradually back into a human being, and then see what will be revealed. Meanwhile, keep in practice. Take a girl out for dinner. Take another to a ball game. If sex comes up naturally, okay, but don’t make it the point of the exercise.”

I’d been sober again for about a year, living alone, getting my act together in Southport, Connecticut, trying to revive a management consulting business, cutting out the booze. And getting over a disastrous affair with Zoe, twenty years my junior, a jazz singer I’d met in Chicago and deserted my wife and three kids for. Five years of magic and mayhem, sex and booze. Career and values all down the drain. Until one day I got sick and tired of being sick and tired, and I had to ask for help from people like Trenton.

But I’m ahead of myself already. Let me backtrack a bit.

I started out as an Englishman. Yorkshireman, to be more precise, which in London and the South already defines me as a barbarian. Since all evaluations in the British Isles begin and end with class classification, my background was such that if we’re competing for the working-class, left-wing vote of approval, I had all the requisite qualifications. But if I aspired to middle-class acceptance, I could contrive a reasonable facsimile.

This apparent conflict became crystal-clear one summer evening in 1939. I was looking out through my bedroom window across the town where I spent my first years, Pontefract, or “Pomfret” as the old-timers called it. Down the hillside I could see the ruins of the old castle, and I could feel the history and the romance of it, reflected in the street names around the council estate. Cromwell Crescent, Fairfax Road, DeLacy Terrace, Harewood Avenue. And I could imagine King Richard dying in his dungeon in the castle, uttering those terrifying words, /wasted time and now doth time waste me.

Across the hill on the other side of town was a castle and a prison of a different sort. The Prince of Wales Colliery, where Pontefract men had laboured underground year after year and where so many had died or been crippled in the mineshafts that ran under the park and the racecourse. The romance of the castle, the reality of the coal mine; it felt like a choice. At that moment I knew, deep down, that I had to choose the castle, choose the romance, not waste time nor have time waste me.

The very next day I was out in the front garden talking to a neighbour, when here came the school truant officer on his bike. Mr. Stubbs called me over. “Open this envelope,” he said. “It’s for your parents, but it’s about you, Stuart.”

A scholarship to the King’s School! Visions of the school blazer, the cap with the metal badge and coat of arms, the two-mile walk to the lovely school with all its lush playing fields for rugby and cricket. Perhaps, most of all, it was not having to go to the Senior Boys School, which in my mind was a branch of the colliery where most of its boys were destined to work. I was on my way to the romantic castle.

My dad celebrated my scholarship by enlisting in the Territorial Army, a sort of National Guard reserve force. “A nice uniform,” he said, “and besides, we’ll be fighting Hitler before the year is out, so it’s good to get in the army early.” I fancied that, like many other men from this depressed area, he actually enlisted to get a steady pay packet.

It was a lovely summer. I was going to go to the King’s School in September with all those well-off kids, and my father was inhis dress uniform at the pub planning how to beat Germany. There would be a war “over there,” across the Channel at the Maginot Line and the Siegfried Line. We would win, of course, because the sun never sets on the British Empire, and in geography class we were able to study the globe and see those huge patches of red, meaning British, on every continent.

Soon the Germans were invading France, but I was totally preoccupied with the sexual geography of the girl across the garden, Lucie, twelve years old, like me. We got together in the bathroom and touched each other, pressed gently against each other. I loved the curve of her sex and how neat it looked—there was no hair on it yet. And each time we played like this, I wanted to kiss it. And she liked it and I thought how the touch of it on my lips was so much like the touch of our lips on each other. This is what I knew was truly romantic, not the other things we heard about in the schoolyard from the older boys.

I spent some of my childhood living with my Grandmother and Grandfather Cawthorne in my Great-Grandmother Cherryholme’s townhouse across from the Alexandra Cinema, which used to be a vaudeville theatre. This was because my mother had tuberculosis and was in a sanatorium for a long time. I had tuberculosis, too. The doctors cut out a gland in my neck, leaving a messy scar, and I was sent south to live for a while with an aunt in Portsmouth to get some southern sunshine.

My great-grandmother used to take me to the cinema just about every night of the week, usually double bills. After each evening’s shows, we’d cross back across the street to the Queen’s Hotel, where my great-grandmother would have a port and lemon and send a half-pint of shandy to me on the front step. The movies, the evening half-pint of shandy, and the morningfresh egg from the backyard hen coop imbued my great-grandmother’s home with the safe feel and comfort of pure velvet and chocolate toffees.

Life in my parents’ home was less secure and predictable. Sometimes, the warmth of my mother’s freshly baked bread. At other times, the fear when my father, in a drunken mood, would have me eat dinner with his favorite dog under the table. It all felt interesting then, and I didn’t grow up harbouring any obvious resentment.

I was in love with books, with the Pontefract Library, and with Miss Rowlands, the librarian who had an encyclopedic knowledge of the book collection. She liked me a lot and would keep the latest H. G. Wells arrival for me. We were allowed to take out two books at a time, and I usually did this three times a week, so I got through about a book a day, except Sundays, which was mostly about church and the choir and being an altar boy and going to Sunday school.

I, like most of my school pals of that time, was mostly interested in adventure stories, tales of exploration, travel yarns, mysteries, and not at all involved in anything sexually explicit or daring. I was probably in my early teens before I caught up with Molly Bloom’s soliloquy in Ulysses and Mellors in Lady Chatterley’s Lover. Importantly, by the time I left grammar school to go to college, I had read most of what we call English lit and a fair amount of French lit.

More erotic than the library’s fare was the cinema with its beautiful women in beautiful clothes, kissing and embracing handsome men. I wanted to hold gorgeous women like Hedy Lamarr and Paulette Goddard, Myrna Loy and Jean Harlow, and kiss them, long lingering kisses all over their bodies. Most eroticwere the movie magazines, especially the Lion’s Roar, put out by Metro Goldwyn Mayer’s publicity department to its cinemas. An aunt who worked at a movie theatre in nearby Castleford would occasionally give me a copy, and I always felt she knew what I’d be doing with the magazine, especially the bathing beauty pictures, under my bedsheets.

My erotic education reached a peak when, in the early 1940s, some relatives, evacuees from the London Blitz, came to stay with my Grandmother and Grandfather Shaw. The relatives included a cousin, Julie, a year older than I, which seemed like a decade then. We fancied each other right away, and she brought me along at her speed, touching her all over and kissing Hollywood kisses every chance we had. Julie was hot stuff.

One golden afternoon we cycled out a few miles to Darrington Woods, pretty sure what our journey was all about. There was a wall around the woodland where we propped our bikes and clambered over into our own private glade. Julie looked like one of my movie stars with her long lashes and bright red lipstick lips. She sat down on the grass in the shade of a stand of beech trees, pulling up the skirt of her bright pink dress to show her navy panties that all the girls, including my two sisters and neighbour Lucie, wore. I lay down beside her and we kissed and kissed. Then she pulled off her panties and opened her legs wide, and I was on top of her for what seemed
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