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			I have no memory of this photograph being taken but I was given the print about five years ago by a friend who bought it at a Getty exhibition.
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			Preface

			People have been trying to persuade me to write a book for years. And for years I have resisted. I have had the most extraordinary life, and ultimately the most rewarding and enriching life, and I wouldn’t change a day of it. I was part of the sixties revolution, I have known the most beautiful, talented people, and I have been married to two exceptionally creative musicians. My resistance has not been for want of something to say. It was partly because I have always been an intensely private person and have never spoken easily about my feelings, and partly because I have lived through a lot of pain and didn’t want to write my story until I felt strong enough to talk about it from a healthy perspective.

			Now I feel that time has come. And for the sake of everyone who has shared similar experiences in their lives but not yet come through to that position of strength, I feel it is important to have my say. My experiences of childhood, of divorced parents and a stepfather, of marriages that went wrong, of unfaithful husbands, addictive personalities, and childlessness are not unique. All that is unique is that it happened to me in a very high-profile, crazy, rock ’n’ roll world. And as I discovered at Al-Anon, realizing that other people are going through exactly what you are is incredibly comforting and therapeutic. Secrets are not healthy.

			So I am finally letting go of mine.

			But it is important to say that this is the story as I remember it. I behaved throughout my life and reacted to situations as I did because of the way I had been brought up. We all do; it’s human nature. So I attach no blame to any of the characters in my story. They did the best they could with the tools they had. We are all the products of our upbringing. I hope and pray that none of the people I love so dearly will feel I am letting them down in any way.

		

	
		
			[image: image]

			Pattie Boyd, 1997

			This is my truth, which may not necessarily be as others remember it. But if my story is to have any validity, I have to tell the truth as I see it.
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			From the collection of Pattie Boyd

			My parents’ wedding at Taunton in September 1942, six months after the accident that left Jock’s hands badly burned. Both now say they were too young.

			ONE

			Childhood in Kenya

			My earliest memory is of sitting in a high chair spitting out spinach—strange for someone who turned into such a passionate foodie. In my late teens I became determined to improve the experience, even enjoy it, and today spinach is one of my favorite vegetables—but it has to be right: steamed, chopped, and mixed with double cream, white pepper, and nutmeg. Delicious. Raw in a salad, it’s even better. But at the age of two I couldn’t get the repellent dark green mess out of my mouth fast enough.

			I was living in Scotland, at a house in West Lothian my grandparents had bought when I was a year old in 1945. We lived with them at that time, and my mother remembers the move from Somerset: taking me on a train—in an ordinary carriage, as she puts it—with all our belongings, and the embarrassment of having to feed me during the journey amid a group of soldiers. I was her first child, of six, and she was a young, nervous mother. Shortly after we arrived in Scotland my brother Colin was born. He is almost exactly two years younger than I am and I remember examining him when he was a baby and noticing that there was a small difference between us. He was a huge baby, and as soon as he could walk he followed me everywhere.

			Another early memory is of holding a stick in my hand and telling Colin to pick up a wasp I could see stuck in the crack between some paving stones and delighting in the howls that followed. I am told I also tried to feed him with a petrol capsule—the sort used to fill lighters. It looked like a miniature baby’s bottle, so I pushed it into his mouth and the poor little thing had burns all over his lips. I don’t remember that episode but I do remember trying to kill him by burying him in the sandpit in the garden. Luckily my mother noticed in the nick of time and rescued him.

			My parents were living at Howleigh House, near Taunton in Somerset, when I was born. My mother and her twin brother, John, had spent most of their childhood there. They had been born in India but sent to boarding school in England at the age of eight, and in the holidays they stayed with an aunt at Howleigh House. Their father, Lieutenant Colonel Alexander E. Drysdale, DSO, MC, was in the Indian army, and Vivian, his wife, a rather exotic figure with a penchant for pink gin, visited England and the twins about twice a year. So sad, but Vivian had also been born in India and shipped home to be educated in England, so history was repeating itself.

			I never knew my great-grandfather but he sounds splendid. His name was Alexander Stuart-Martin and he was also born near Lucknow, in India—in 1870. He fought in the Indian Mutiny and the British government rewarded him for his bravery with indigo and sugar plantations, which made him wealthy. He, too, was educated in England, as most colonials were, then became an engineer and built many of the bridges and railways in India. It was on a trip to England that he met and married the beautiful Elizabeth Sabin, who, unusually for those times, was a divorcée, having managed to escape from a terrifyingly brutal husband. They returned to India together, where she had two daughters, Vivian, my grandmother, and Frances, but there were complications with the second delivery and Elizabeth died soon after she had given birth. Alexander lived on—in some style. He drove around in a magnificent Bentley that he had had shipped out from England. For years it behaved beautifully in the heat and dust, but finally gave up the ghost. Undaunted, my great-grandfather hitched it up to a couple of oxen and continued to travel in the style to which he was accustomed.

			The two daughters, Vivian and Frances, were sent to school in England, where they were looked after by relatives, returning to India once a year to visit their father. You could only travel by sea in those days and the journey took two weeks. On one of the voyages the young Vivian met Alexander Drysdale, my grandfather, on his way to join his regiment. Many years later they met again, at a tennis party in Lucknow, fell in love, married, and Vivian gave birth to twins: Diana Frances, my mother, and John, my uncle, who never married and has spent most of his life abroad.

			The twins were well looked after at Howleigh, and there was no shortage of money. A cook, a scullery maid, and a pantry maid ran the domestic side of life, but the aunt was Scottish born and bred, so life was simple. She didn’t entertain much or lay on anything for the children, so Diana and John seldom saw other children during their stays. I can’t imagine how bereft they must have felt with their parents thousands of miles away, or how a mother could bear to see her children no more than two or three times a year, but I suppose in those days she would have had no choice. And, having suffered the same fate as a child, she probably thought there was nothing unusual about it.

			I was born, weighing seven pounds, on St. Patrick’s Day, March 17, 1944; hence my name. My mother had been convinced she was having a boy and had thought of me as Michael for nine months, so as she had put no thought into girls’ names, I was called Patricia Anne. I don’t know whether it was the shock of discovering that I was not a Michael, or the inordinate length of time I took to be born, but she had a sort of breakdown afterward—I suppose you would call it postpartum depression today—and to begin with I was looked after by the now aged aunt, May, who had cared for Mummy, and by my grandmother, who was back from India. My grandfather had retired from the army, leaving India for good, and they planned to settle in Britain. They stayed initially in Somerset with Aunt May, but when she sold Howleigh House, they bought a house in Scotland and the whole family moved there.

			Brigg House was beautiful, with extensive grounds and a walled vegetable garden, but the cold, damp West Lothian winters proved detrimental to my grandfather’s health, so in 1947 he sold it and moved to Kenya with my grandmother, leaving my parents, Colin, and me to fend for ourselves. We moved south and rented a house near Guildford, in Surrey, where my sister Jenny was born in November 1947, when I was three and a half. She wasn’t actually christened Jenny: my mother named her Helen Mary, to please a couple of aunts, but I had a favorite teddy at the time called Jenny and I insisted my new sister be called by the same name.

			My parents married when they were young and inexperienced, and, like hundreds of other couples who married during the war, they knew next to nothing about each other when they walked up the aisle. My mother was seventeen when she met Jock Boyd at a dance in Somerset. He was twenty-three and, of course, dashing in his RAF uniform, with smart brass buttons and gold wings on the left shoulder. Also, he danced like a dream. He was tall and handsome with blond curly hair and cornflower-blue eyes; she was petite and beautiful, with luxuriant chestnut hair. They danced all night, and after just two more brief meetings Jock wrote to Diana and asked her to marry him. Her mother, my grandmother, who was a controlling sort of woman, encouraged her to say yes. I think she wanted to get my mother off her hands, and Jock, she had established, came from a good family. He had money, too, or so she had been told by his mother. All in all, he was the perfect catch. But once they were married it turned out that he had no money, and my mother, having been used to quite a grand lifestyle, found it difficult to manage.

			Jock’s real name was Colin Ian Langdon Boyd. His parents had a farm in the Fowey Valley in Cornwall. His mother was a strange woman. By the time I knew her she and Jock’s father had separated and she was living with lots of dachshunds. According to my mother, she had never really liked children, so Jock and his younger brother and sister were brought up by aunts living in Bideford. Poor Jock had a miserable childhood but he spent a lot of it hunting and shooting, and horses were his passion. He was sent to Kelly College, a small public school in Tavistock, then went on to Sandhurst and into the Cheshire Regiment. But he never fought as a soldier. A car crash prevented him going out to the front with his regiment and he was seconded to the RAF, first flying Lysanders and later, when he joined Bomber Command, Wellingtons. When he met my mother his squadron was stationed at Weston Zoyland in Somerset and he and his friends went regularly to the Castle in Taunton for a drink or two in the evenings.

			Soon after they were engaged, just weeks after that first meeting in early 1942, Jock was sent to Malta, where he had the most terrible accident. There was a strip of runway, with bombers taking off and landing from opposite directions, controlled by traffic lights. He was taking off in a plane fully laden with bombs and fuel with the green light in his favor, but there was a fault: the light at the other end of the runway was also green and the two planes collided head-on and burst into flames. My father jumped clear before the plane exploded but his face and right hand were very badly burned. He was lucky to be alive. Several of his crew and men from the other aircraft were killed—including two who got out of one plane but lost their bearings in the smoke and were decapitated by the propeller.

			Jock was flown home and taken straight to East Grinstead, in Sussex, to the burn unit at Queen Victoria Hospital run by the famous pioneering plastic surgeon Archibald McIndoe, where he became one of McIndoe’s Guinea Pigs—so called because of the experimental reconstructive work McIndoe was doing on burn victims. Before him, people with burns as severe as my father’s would probably not have survived. My mother went to see him in hospital, fearing that she wouldn’t recognize him—the ward was full of heavily bandaged men with missing noses and ears. Jock’s head was covered with bandages but she could see two very blue eyes and knew at once it was him. I have the same color eyes and so does Colin—and it was the Boyd eyes, years later, that made me certain that someone who thought she might be my half sister, in America, really was.

			As soon as my mother sat down beside Jock’s hospital bed he said, “I’ve got something for you.” He opened a drawer and out came a matchbox with lots of cotton wool inside which was a ruby and diamond engagement ring. It had belonged to his mother, but because she was such a horrible woman, my mother disliked the ring from the start.

			It was not a good omen. Apart from the ring, though, Mummy was uncertain about the marriage. The accident seemed to have changed Jock. She went to see him in hospital several times and they would sit together not saying a word. She was very shy and didn’t know what to talk about, and he would sit staring vacantly ahead.

			Physically, they patched him up as well as they could. He was left with a badly burned forehead and the tendons in his right hand had been irreparably damaged, so he never flew again. Emotionally, I don’t think he ever recovered. From that day on he was locked into himself. He would never talk about the accident; in fact, he would scarcely talk about anything. My mother had fallen in love with this handsome, spirited, brave young pilot, who had swept her off her feet on the dance floor, and he had gone, the spark had died. But having said she would marry Jock, and with the terrible thing that had happened to him, she didn’t have the heart or the courage to call it off.

			Six months after the accident, on September 14, 1942, they married. It was a big wedding for the time, with two hundred guests and a reception at Howleigh House, but my mother says that even as she was walking out of the church she knew she’d made a big mistake. She didn’t feel comfortable with Jock: there seemed to be a barrier between them. They went on honeymoon to Scotland and, as my mother puts it, muddled along. Jock now says he felt the same way and that, anyway, they were far too young when they married.

			My father went back repeatedly to East Grinstead for treatment over the following months and spent time in various other rehabilitation places to try to get his fingers moving, but without success. His right hand remained claw-like and both were discolored; as children, we found his injuries fascinating. Unable to fly, he ended up in the War Office, which was enough, according to him, to drive anyone mad, so when my grandparents suggested that he and Mummy join them in Kenya, he leaped at the idea.

			When I was four, we moved to Africa, to the large, sprawling house that my grandfather had built in Langata, near Karen, about half an hour from Nairobi. I remember that flight—it took hours: there were no direct flights from England to Africa in those days because the planes needed to refuel at regular intervals. Flying BOAC from London, we stopped at Cairo, Khartoum, Addis Ababa, and finally Nairobi. I was horribly sick throughout the trip, into the sturdy brown bags that were routinely tucked into the back pockets of the seats in front.

			My grandparents’ house stood at the bottom of a long, winding gravel drive—on which, some years later, I learned to ride a bicycle—with glorious views in every direction across the game reserve that surrounded it. It was a single-story house with a veranda that ran almost all the way around it. My grandparents had brought paintings, china, and cutlery from the house in Scotland but they had had the furniture made in Nairobi of mooli, the most beautiful honey-colored local wood. There was a huge garden, with lawns, standard roses, peach trees, and nasturtiums, that ran straight into the wilderness. It was quite common for giraffes, lions, or other wild animals to wander in and, because of the bushes, it wasn’t always easy to see them. The dogs, though, would bark incessantly until the interlopers left.

			One night my grandfather was sleeping in a small bedroom leading onto the veranda. It was a hot, still night, the doors ajar, and in slunk a leopard, which leaped onto sleeping Grandpa. He woke immediately, but as he reached for the pistol under his pillow the big cat jumped onto the floor. It had smelled dog, and took the Alsatian, which was asleep under the bed. Grandpa shot wildly as the protesting dog was dragged out onto the veranda. Next morning there was no sign of either animal. My grandfather was distressed at having lost his favorite Alsatian, but it could so easily have been him.

			He was quite a dashing, conservative character, my grandfather, very much the retired army colonel home from India, who seemed to spend all his time playing golf. He and my father, who did nothing on arrival in Kenya but sit and stare, didn’t see eye to eye. As a military man he couldn’t understand Jock’s condition and had no patience with his inactivity. My grandmother felt much the same, and she was furious that she had been misled into thinking he had money.

			Although Granny was quite fierce, I found her loving and easy to be with. I remember making fudge with her—she dyed it green—and standing on a wooden chair to reach the stove. She wore colored stockings long before anyone else. She wasn’t very tall and probably fatter than she should have been, but she loved life, glamorous clothes, and laughed a lot. I am probably much more like her than my mother. My grandparents spent a lot of time on Cunard liners, sailing to South Africa, East Africa, and India, and had wonderful trunks with drawers and space inside to hang their clothes.

			I had a bedroom to myself at Granny’s house and I remember her coming in to kiss me good night and smelling sweetly of juniper from the pink gin she always drank. She took me on holiday to the coast at Mombasa once, where she had rented a house for the week. There were vast white sandy beaches and I couldn’t believe how delicious the sea was. I pretended I had already learned to swim, knowing she wouldn’t let me into the water otherwise. I remember her giving me a teddy bear, which went everywhere with me—I still have it—and becoming hysterical when she hid it once because I had been naughty. She was much more accessible to me than my mother was; she had more time for me and a far greater influence over me.

			I have practically no memory of my mother during my childhood, apart from the smell of her Dior perfume and her singing voice, which was beautiful. In retrospect, I think life must have been difficult for her, suddenly transported to Africa with three young children, a man she didn’t love and with whom she couldn’t communicate, no friends, and no money. She must have been deeply unhappy, but I was too young to appreciate that.

			My grandparents were wealthy so there were several servants and nannies to look after us. And although I saw a lot of Granny, it was the nannies who brought us up. At night they bathed us and put us to bed while the grown-ups went off to their favorite watering holes—the Karen Club nearby (named after Karen Blixen, or Isak Dinesen, the author of Out of Africa—we arrived in Kenya just after that era) or the Muthaiga Club in Nairobi. At about this time I started having flying dreams, and when the grown-ups were out of the house, I would make Colin and Jenny stand on a table and try to teach them to fly.

			The servants were Kikuyu, the most common tribe in Kenya, and they and their families lived in rondavels, traditional circular mud huts with thatched roofs, in a little community at the top of the drive. They adored my grandparents, and when, some years later, during the Mau Mau uprising, which began in 1952, they were threatened with death if they carried on working for white people, they came to my grandparents and said how sorry they were that they had to leave. It was a scary time in Kenya and a lot of white people slept with guns under their pillows for fear that their servants would try to murder them during the night. Many white farmers were killed.

			One would call the Mau Mau freedom fighters today, I suppose, but I saw them as terrorists who were trying to incite and enrage the Africans I knew and loved. They wanted to overthrow British rule and evict the white settlers who had taken their land. Their tactics worked: there was an exodus of Europeans during the fifties. However, when my grandparents came back to England it was not because of the Mau Mau: it was my grandfather’s health.

			I used to spend a lot of time with the Kikuyu who worked for my grandparents; they were my friends. They made the most delicious food, mostly Indian-based—lentils, spicy vegetables, curries—which they cooked outside on open fires and ate wrapped in chapatis. My father had a couple of horses and I remember riding bareback out into the bush one day with one of the Kikuyu stable boys. We came across a watering hole in a thicket, and as the horses were drinking I suddenly realized we were not alone. I turned and saw a group of tribe people with painted faces staring at me. It was the first time I’d seen anyone like them but the boy talked to them and told me not to be frightened. I wasn’t: I was used to so much being strange in Africa. I was fascinated by them and the jewelry they wore, earrings, bracelets, and necklaces.

			I loved Kenya. I loved the huge skies, the vast landscapes, the incredible feeling of space, and the sky at night, full of bright, bright stars, so close you felt you could almost reach up and touch them. At night I would lie in bed and listen to the noises: the cicadas, tribe people chattering, the rhythmic beating of drums in the distance, the howl of hyenas and jackals, and the unmistakable roar of lions. But what encapsulates Africa for me is the smell: the smell of pepper trees and wild herbs combined with heat and dust. It’s an unforgettable mix, and every time I go back to Kenya, which I have done several times as an adult, that smell takes me straight back to my childhood.

			It was quite a wild life, but wonderful for a child—there were few rules. I don’t remember any toys or presents—except the teddy bear my grandmother gave me. I don’t remember birthdays or Christmases either, although I do remember writing a letter to Father Christmas one year and the letter being gone the next day. We played outside: we rode bicycles or went into the woods to explore. I remember bouncing on my bed one night, watching a huge snake inch its way under the door and screaming for help. The houseboys rushed in, grabbed it, and killed it.

			By that time my charmed existence was crumbling at the edges. After nearly a year, my grandparents had had enough of Jock doing nothing but ride his horses and told him he had to get a job to support his wife and family. He and my mother effectively split up for about six months, at the end of which he had started work with the Jockey Club in Nairobi and we had a series of far less opulent houses. Eventually we moved to one that you reached via a long dirt drive, a series of thatched rondavels linked by corridors. My mother hated it but I thought it was wonderful. She had been used to considerable comfort with her parents, and must have found it a shock to adapt to such straitened circumstances, particularly with the arrival of a fourth child. In March 1951, my sister Paula was born in Nakuru hospital. I remember someone, probably Granny, taking Colin, Jenny, and me to see her, and spotting her and Mummy through the window as we walked around the outside of the building.

			I had now started school—the first of many. Loretta Convent was in Nairobi and smelled of powdered paint. My mother took me on my first day and I was excited—until I arrived. The school was enormous, or so it seemed to me, and I had never seen so many people. Suddenly all of the children were running around, which frightened me, and then my mother said she was going. I panicked and held on to her skirt, begging her not to leave me, but of course she did. A nun took me aside and introduced me to painting, which I enjoyed. And that’s all I remember doing at Loretta, lots of painting and playing with the other children.

			A year later, at the age of eight, I was uprooted from everything I knew and sent to boarding school in Nakuru. I had never felt so miserable. I didn’t know what I had done wrong, why I was being punished. I didn’t understand why my mother didn’t want me at home with her. I felt completely and utterly bereft—unloved, un-wanted, unimportant. With hindsight, I think I sensed something bad was going on at home but I was too young to know what it was—and that made my insecurity even worse. Every time I had to go back to school I would cry and my mother would smile and say goodbye. I couldn’t work out what message she was delivering and it left me feeling confused. I had the same sensation when I saw my first Laurel and Hardy movie. The two characters were being chased by someone in a car up a hill and at the top there was a sheer cliff—it was clear to me that they were going to die. I was weeping, yet everyone else was laughing. I couldn’t understand why they thought it was so funny.

			Despite the tears and the trauma of being ejected from the nest, my memories of Nakuru School are good. It was a big school, surrounded by acres of brown playing fields—the predominant color of Africa—and with a long flight of steps leading up to the main entrance. I was terribly nearsighted, although I didn’t know it until many years later, and at the end of one term my grandmother was coming to collect me. I didn’t want anyone to think she was my mother because she was much older and not nearly as beautiful as Mummy, so I kept an eye open for her car so I could leap into it before she had a chance to get out and everyone saw her. At last her car drew up and I sped down the steps, jumped into the front passenger seat, and, to my astonishment, a man, a complete stranger, said, “Hello, little girl. And who are you?” Crimson, I fled.

			We slept in big dormitories on black iron bedsteads with thin, lumpy mattresses, and every morning we had to tie up the mosquito nets that hung over us from the ceiling. I had long hair, which I wore in plaits, and one night after I had washed it, two girls decided they would dry it for me. They each took a towel and rubbed either side of my head until my hair was so knotted it had to be chopped off. Misdemeanors were punished with a whack on the calf with a ruler. I was never very rebellious so I am still not sure what I did wrong, but I seemed always to have stinging legs and I was often made to sit in front of the class. It was an English school for expatriates, and I remember some Australian girls but I don’t imagine there were any black children, although I didn’t notice the difference. It was only when I arrived in England some years later and wondered where all the black people were that I appreciated there was a pecking order. I do remember being out for a walk at school once and coming across a line of African convicts digging beside a road, chained to each other. That horrified me.

			The post was my lifeline at school, parcels my only joy, in which came jars of damson or medlar jam, peanut butter or Marmite, which I loved. One day an envelope arrived from Granny; when I opened it I was dismayed to discover she had forgotten to put the letter inside. Every Sunday we had to write to our parents and one week I wrote mine in milk, saying, “If you really want to read this you’ll have to light a fire.” Someone had told me that it was secret writing and if you held it up to heat, the words would reveal themselves. I went home at half-term, but there were no other breaks or weekends out, and I have no memory of either parent visiting me.

			 

			On one half-term holiday, I was taken to a new house in Nairobi. Inexplicably my mother had moved. There, she dropped a bombshell. She introduced me to a tall, dark stranger and said, “Darling, this is your new father.”

			I was stunned. What had been going on while I was away? What had happened to our home? Where was Daddy? I shall never forgive myself for not asking that last question. I meekly said, “Hello,” and shook his hand. The next thing, I was back at school.

			Apparently, my father had been spending a suspicious amount of time with a woman who was as mad about horses as he was. She would come to breakfast, according to my mother, then she and Jock would go riding together. I think my mother seized on this as proof that he was having an affair, and one night while I was at school, she woke my brother and sisters, bundled them into the car, and left him. She must have done some kind of secretarial course in preparation, because she had found herself a clerical job, which came with a house of sorts. She had told Jock she wanted a divorce. He seems to have been either powerless or unwilling to dissuade her, and their marriage, with our family unit, had been dissolved. But we children knew none of this. Neither my mother nor my father had said a word to us. All I know about their divorce is that the riding partner was not cited as corespondent; my father put forward some other woman’s name.

			My mother had met Bobbie Gaymer-Jones, the man who became my “new father,” at a dinner party. There was not enough cutlery so she said she would go and get some from her house and he went with her. She was thirty-one and still very beautiful but utterly impoverished, living in what Bobbie described as a shack, with Porkie, as he called Paula, and a collection of cats and dogs. Paula was the only one of us my mother had with her: when she left Jock, she had deposited Colin and Jenny in some kind of boarding nursery school. They can remember nothing about it, except there being lots of Dinky toys. I don’t know why my mother didn’t go back to live with her parents while she had such young children. She must have been miserable on her own in Nairobi and can’t have had many friends; at that time divorce was taboo among her social circle and divorcées were frequently ostracized. Bobbie’s attentions must have been irresistible.

			Bobbie was twenty-eight and very good-looking. He had been a captain in the Life Guards during the war and ADC to General Gayle, General Operations Commander, Middle East and Mediterranean. After the war he had joined the Dunlop Rubber Company and been sent out to Tanganyika (now Tanzania) for two years to develop the rubber market in that part of Africa. There were no roads or tourists in Tanganyika at that time—there was only one stretch of tarmac in Kenya—and few Europeans lived in Dar es Salaam. There was also a dearth of single women. He was in need of company as much as she was, and in no time at all, Bobbie and my mother were married.

			Bobbie didn’t tell his parents about Diana until they were married and it was too late for any argument. He knew they would disapprove: a divorced woman three years older than him with four children in tow was not what they would have wished for their son and, predictably, they were very upset. I didn’t go to the wedding; I must have been at school. It took place in a register office in Dar es Salaam in February 1953. Colin and Jenny remember it.

			The three of us spent the next school holidays at my father’s house. I don’t know why we went there and not to my mother’s. I can only imagine that she and Bobbie had baby Paula and didn’t want us hanging around. They were the perfect nuclear family—and could even, perhaps, pass off Paula as Bobbie’s. We didn’t look anything like him. But in my childhood nothing was ever explained; everything was a mystery. We still don’t really know the truth. And I couldn’t ask my father what was going on: he was a figure behind a newspaper. He wasn’t approachable in any way: he was awkward, humorless, distant, and silent. Mealtimes were the worst. We were not allowed to speak, but I discovered that if I wiggled my ears I could make Colin and Jenny dissolve into fits of suppressed giggles and, without a word, we could escape to a little world of our own. None of us knew our father. In later years when my mother was cross with me, she would say, “You’re so like your father!” I didn’t know what she meant but it wasn’t a compliment.

			While we were with my father we were looked after by a nanny, Salome. My grandmother must have paid her—she paid my school fees, too, and probably for a lot more besides. Salome was Ankole, from northern Uganda, and I remember her baking a cake with purple icing to celebrate the Queen’s coronation in 1953, which we sat and ate in the usual excruciating silence. I felt sick afterward, and it turned out that I had mumps. I was taken to hospital and the only consolation was that my mother came to visit me.

			At night Salome would tie up my hair and Jenny’s in long white rags, and in the morning she would pull them out, leaving us with ringlets. Salome was fun but she could also be scary. She would tell me the most horrific bedtime stories and said that if I was naughty the Mau Mau would come and get me. I used to have terrible nightmares.

			Mummy came to see us just once while we were staying with Daddy. Colin, Jenny, and I were in the bath, splashing around and playing with Salome, when our mother burst in and announced that she was going to wash us. Salome told her to leave; she said that she would bathe us and a huge row erupted. In the end Salome was thrust out of the door and Mummy rolled up her sleeves. We were mystified. We had no idea what was going on and it was a relief to be out of the bath and into bed. And that was it: Mummy vanished as mysteriously as she had arrived.

			Soon afterward she vanished for good. At least, that was how it felt. She, Bobbie, and Paula set sail for England, leaving Colin, Jenny, and me behind. I felt as though my world had ended; and I don’t understand to this day why she did it. Was it too expensive to take us all on the ship? Or maybe Bobbie didn’t want us to travel with them. What twenty-eight-year-old in his right mind would want three pesky children aged nine, seven, and six competing for his wife’s attention? They had only been married for three months when they left. I was desolate. I longed to be a bird so that I could fly after her to England. I started sleepwalking and waking up night after night by the locked four-door trying to escape.

			I don’t know how long it was that we three stayed on in Kenya after my mother had left. It might have been six months; it might have been a year. I have no memory of saying goodbye to my father, and certainly no fear, when I boarded the airplane alone at Nairobi airport, that I might never see him again. All I know is that, for whatever reason, Colin, Jenny, and I, young as we were, traveled separately.

			And suddenly, in December 1953, I was in England in a fairy-tale world of artificial light. At night Kenya was pitch-black, the only light from the moon and the stars. I had never seen street lighting, and here I was in London at Christmas, with fairy lights on the buildings, flashing Belisha beacons at zebra crossings, neon-lit advertising, and the whole city bathed in a fabulous phosphorescent glow. I could barely contain my excitement.
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			From the collection of Pattie Boyd

			With (left to right) Jenny, Colin, Paula, and my mother in Kenya.

			TWO

			A New Father

			No sooner had I arrived in London and been joyously reunited with my mother and siblings than Mummy gave birth to David, the first of our half brothers, and Colin and I were dispatched to Northamptonshire to stay with some great-aunts. It was snowing and neither of us had ever been so cold. The only thing that kept our circulation going was an electric fire in our bedroom, which we were allowed to turn on. Neither of us knew anything about electric fires, of course, and one morning I put my icy-cold clothes over it to warm, then began to play with Colin. When I turned around my underwear was ablaze. We beat out the flames and hid the evidence.

			For a brief period before David was born, home was a small flat in East Putney, southwest London, and I was fleetingly enrolled in Hazeldean School nearby. All I remember of the experience was that we had sausages and baked beans for lunch on Wednesdays. The luxury of a day school was short-lived, however. My parents—my stepfather, Bobbie, insisted on being called “Daddy”—moved to Wimbledon, and I was sent to boarding school in East Grinstead. Westcroft, in Victoria Drive, was a 1930s house that Bobbie’s father, an eminent surgeon, had bought for us. I can only assume that the arrival of a grandchild had brought about a change of heart in the doctor and his wife, and Bobbie certainly needed the gesture: he and my mother had very little money. Having been paid extremely well by Dunlop to work overseas, he came back to his regular salary and, with five children and a wife to support, it wasn’t enough.

			My new school was St. Agnes and St. Michael, another convent. I was driven there at the beginning of the first term, crying all the way, and for the first few nights I was so disturbed I wet the bed. I felt so humiliated and ashamed. At ten or eleven I knew I was much too old to do such a thing. Desperate that no one should know, I covered the damp patch with a towel each night in the hope that the sheets would be dry by morning; and if anyone did find out they never told me so.

			The dormitories were divided into cubicles with a curtain around each bed, like in a hospital ward. We slept on thin mattresses, and beside each bed there was a chair for our clothes at night and a little chest of drawers. My only comfort was Teddy, my beloved bear, who lived on the bed and listened patiently to my secrets every night. The uniform was navy blue; pinafore dresses with wide pleats worn over white shirts and ties—all neatly marked P. Boyd on the white name tapes that my mother had painstakingly sewn into every last sock. My tie was only ever tied at the beginning of each term. At night I loosened the knot and slipped it off over my head. We had a bath three times a week, according to a rota, and I have a feeling we changed our knickers three times a week too.

			At that school I felt like a fish out of water. I had nothing in common with the other girls. I hadn’t read many books in Kenya and television was still a revelation to me—I had only watched it for a couple of months. I couldn’t even discuss my family: no one else had divorced parents. All I knew was Africa—I could talk about lions, zebras, and elephants, and snakes coming into my bedroom, which didn’t go down at all well. They would say to each other, “Don’t talk to Pattie Boyd. She’s mad.”

			The convent was an old building with no central heating, just a few big radiators, which we used to sit on in an effort to keep warm—we were told not to because that would give us piles and chilblains. I was always cold, particularly in winter. Sometimes I would feign illness to get a couple of days in bed where I would be warm. I would go to the matron, who would take my temperature. While her back was turned I would whip the thermometer out of my mouth and run it under hot water for a couple of seconds. It worked a treat every time and I would be packed off to bed. The only compensation for winter was the daily dose of Radio Malt with cod-liver oil, the most delicious, sweet, sticky gloop that apparently kept colds away. Every day we would go to the dispensary and line up for a spoonful. Most people hated it; I thought it was nectar.

			I couldn’t wait for the holidays when I went home to Colin and Jenny. In the absence of my mother, emotionally, they had become all-important to my sense of security and I to theirs. We developed a strong bond, and when I look back at photographs of us as children, we always seem to be leaning on each other. That was how it felt at the time: it was “us” in the family and “them.” They were the grown-ups and represented everything that was unsafe and untrustworthy.

			Jenny had been the first to leave Kenya, and at six, shy and on her own with no older siblings to support her, she was compliant. When I arrived I think my stepfather could see trouble ahead and decided to nip it in the bud. He called Jenny to his study one night after she had gone to bed and wouldn’t let me in. He told Jenny that she was the good girl in the family and Pattie was the naughty girl and that she shouldn’t listen to me because I was a bad influence on her. Jenny remembers going back upstairs and realizing, even though she was so young, that he was trying to divide and rule us, and that she had a choice: she could either be on their side or mine and Colin’s. As far as she was concerned, there was no contest. She had felt so unloved by our mother in Kenya, even before she left us there, that she had stopped looking to Mummy as a source of comfort and transferred that expectation to us. We were her family, not the adults; we were her safety net.

			I remember the incident vividly: sitting upstairs in my bedroom, furious that I had been excluded, unable to hear what was being said behind the closed study door, and desperate to know why Jenny had been called down without me. And then finally, after what seemed like an age, she came into my bedroom, closed the door tight, climbed into bed with me, and told me exactly what our new father had said.

			My stepfather was a frightening character, and we were all scared of him, including, I think, my mother, although she would never have said so. I thought he was a bully. He had loved his time in the army and treated us as though we were his own personal foot soldiers, wanting his boots polished, his food on the table, the children silent, and everything just so in the house. He was always telling us to stand or sit up straight, always finding fault. Mealtimes were excruciating. I have no memory as a child of ever hearing or being a part of cheerful family banter around a dining table. No one had spoken in my real father’s house, and now we were not allowed to speak in my stepfather’s. We ate in the dining room, which felt very stiff and formal, with hard, heavy chairs. And if any of us did anything at the table that displeased him, we would be sent to the corner of the room to stand with our hands on our head. We had to stay like that for a long time and after a while it was agonizing. I remember Jenny once being sent into the corner for stirring her Instant Whip too vigorously. One minute she was harmlessly stirring her pudding and suddenly, “Go to the corner with your hands on your head!” Of course, there were some happy times as well. Christmas was always fun and Bobbie would play Santa Claus—I know because one year I saw him.

			One day he was cross with all of us, Paula included, and said he’d had enough. He lined us up and took a photograph of us, which he said he was going to send to our father in Kenya and ask if he would take us back. For weeks and weeks I waited anxiously for my father’s response, terrified that I would be sent away. On another occasion he lined us up in the garden, holding hands, and told me to put my hand on a part of the car engine. A shock surged through me and, via our linked hands, through Colin, Jenny, and Paula. It might have been his idea of a joke, but it seemed odd to me. I also found it rather odd when he set fire to the ends of my hair, saying it was very good for hair to be burned.

			We were occasionally beaten for small misdemeanors. He would tell us to bend over, and we would say we were sorry, knowing what the sting felt like. Paula remembers him delaying the beating. He had clipped the edges of the lawn around the flower beds and asked her to pick up the clippings. She decided it would be simpler to bury them, which she did. Bobbie was furious and told her he would beat her in three hours’ time. Three hours later he sent Jenny to find a stick, but he said the stick wasn’t thin enough and the whole thing turned into a sick game. Paula begged him not to hit her. She promised she would give him all of her pocket money for the rest of her life if he didn’t, but her pleading fell on deaf ears.

			One day he asked Jenny to close the drawing room door. She didn’t hear him, and continued whatever she was doing, so he repeated himself, and again she didn’t hear him. Interestingly, he was partially deaf: he had lost much of his hearing during the war, so he tended to shout. Finally he ran out of patience. “If I have to ask you to close that door one more time,” he threatened, “I’m going to beat you.” Poor little Jenny still didn’t hear and ended up being beaten. He said, “It’s not like you, Jenny, to be so rebellious. What is the matter with you?” The matter with her was that she had been camping the night before and had stuffed cotton wool into her ears to stop earwigs climbing in and forgotten to take it out. It was only when she developed a temperature and earache the next day that a doctor was called and the problem discovered.

			My mother never intervened in my stepfather’s punishments. I think she was too frightened; and if you ask her about it today she denies it happened. She will say what a kind and generous man Bobbie was. I think she was eternally grateful to him for rescuing her after Jock, and was always eager to please him. She was also a product of her age, the last, perhaps, of the generations of wives who vowed to love, honor, and obey their husbands and meant it, without question. So there was no point in going to her for protection. We had to look after ourselves, and we developed our own strategies for coping. As the eldest I felt a great sense of responsibility for my siblings. And now, with the wisdom of age, I realize Bobbie was simply a product of his own upbringing. His father beat and bullied him, so he repeated the pattern and feels no shame about it. He now says that corporal punishment would sort out the young of today.

			Colin was probably beaten more than the rest of us and, as a boy at boarding school at that time, he was used to it. But even he finally snapped. He had wanted to play a game with David in the garden one day and Bobbie said he couldn’t: he was teaching David to read. Colin must have said something or made a face to provoke him. Next thing Bobbie took out a golf club and whacked Colin a couple of times. Colin grabbed the stick, which snapped in Bobbie’s hand and, as they wrestled, cut a jagged line into our stepfather’s flesh, so deep he had to go to hospital for stitches. Later Bobbie told Colin that if he had still had a Luger in the house, which he had until a recent postwar amnesty, he would have shot him.

			Bobbie had no idea how to handle us. The real problem was that he couldn’t relate to children, didn’t understand them, and probably didn’t like them very much—at least, not the rebellious, ready-made family he had acquired. He seemed to have a knack for bringing out the worst in us. If we didn’t behave, the only way he knew of bringing us into line was by force. It didn’t occur to him that showing us a little kindness might have earned him some respect, and we might have done willingly what he asked. His childhood must have been very Victorian. His parents were austere, and children, in their eyes, were to be seen and not heard. Colin and I went to stay with them once and it was ghastly. They didn’t like us, and their idea of a fun day at the seaside was to drive to Eastbourne, where we had to sit primly in the back of the car, which might have been a Daimler, with a flask of tea and a chocolate cornflake cake. We were only allowed onto the beach for half an hour. Bobbie’s sister became a nun, and eventually committed suicide.

			Eventually Bobbie became sales director with Dunlop Tires. He was proud of the company and I remember whenever we were out in the car we played a game spotting Dunlop signs.

			Wherever we lived, Lilie came with us. She had been in service since the age of thirteen and used to tell us proudly that she had had half of her stomach removed. She wore a nylon housecoat with a pinny over the top and was seldom far from a cigarette. She had been with Bobbie’s parents for years and had no family of her own. She was wonderful: everyone else in the house was uptight, but you could talk to Lilie. The food she cooked was deeply dull and disgusting but we loved eating in the kitchen with her on the rare occasions we could escape from the dining room when our parents entertained. Lilie’s joys in life were her weekly copies of Woman and Woman’s Own and her cigarettes. I used to go into her room, lie on her bed, and look at her magazines—all the more exciting because my stepfather forbade me to read the love stories.

			Colin never let me down. Each holiday he would bring home from his boarding school some new boyish torture that he practiced on me. I remember Chinese burns being a special favorite. But my hours spent drying the cutlery after supper were not unproductive: I was a master at flicking a damp tea towel and regularly caught him on the back of the legs.

			I was not allowed to wear jeans (too revolutionary), experiment with makeup, or go out with boys. I remember joining a tennis club once so I would meet some. There were two I fancied, Andrew Miller and Anthony Milner, and when one invited me to the cinema, Bobbie wouldn’t let me go unless Colin and Jenny came too—I was sixteen! He even censored what I watched on television. I was allowed to see the news and I Love Lucy. And he absolutely forbade me to see Jailhouse Rock, Elvis Presley’s first film. It caused such a stir. Audiences went crazy, getting up and dancing in the aisles. I loved Elvis but my stepfather thought I shouldn’t be exposed to him and that was that. My mother wouldn’t allow us children to go to the cinema on our own—to this day I never have been inside one alone. She also said we were never to sit next to little old ladies in case they were to stick hypodermic needles into us and spirit us away into the white-slave trade—where she got this idea from I shall never know. But she had double standards: when she put me on the train to go back to boarding school she would say, “Let’s find a little old lady to look after you.” One minute they were potential abductresses and the next they were guardians.

			I was only ever driven to school at the start of the first term. After that I took the train. I don’t think it made me feel unloved—I could see that my mother was too busy to drive me to East Grinstead. She now had five other children. Less than two years after David was born, she’d had Robert (known as Boo). Occasionally they would come down on a Sunday to take Colin and me out to lunch and we would go to the Felbridge Hotel in East Grinstead, where everyone else went with their parents. It was agony to watch all the other parents and children chatting over their roast beef while we sat in the usual silence.

			I was hopeless at English, hopeless at math, loved history, geography, and art—but that was due to the teacher, Miss Hill, who decided she would pay me some attention. She was the only teacher who was not a nun. My piano teacher was a nightmare. Every time I made a mistake she would hit my hand with a ruler. Religion, inevitably, played a large part in my education. We had to go to church on Friday evenings and twice on Sundays. I have no idea why I was sent to Roman Catholic convents: we were Church of England. My mother was quite religious and we went to church every Sunday. Yet at school I had a very different experience with priests, nuns, and lots of incense, which I loved. However, I had difficulty accepting much of what I was taught. How on earth could Jesus have been born from a virgin? How could he have risen from the dead? None of the nuns was prepared to explain anything: we had to take it all at face value. None of it was inspirational because they weren’t—except one, Sister Mary, who, I decided, had probably had a tragic childhood or a crisis in her late teens. She had a passion for poetry and the written word. She helped me understand and

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	
		
			To my darling brothers and sisters
 with thanks for all their love and support,
 and to my dearest friends
 who bring me nothing but happiness.

			—PATTIE BOYD

			Very special thanks to the wonderful Ivan Massow—a true friend—
 who introduced us to each other. Without him this book might never have
 been written—and we would have missed out on all that laughter.
 Moments may have been painful, but the partnership has been a joy.

			—PATTIE BOYD AND PENNY JUNOR
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