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			Endorsements

			‘Johnnie was disarmingly honest, funny and unafraid to bare his soul. Tiggy tells their story with such love and tenderness – an endearing tribute to a remarkable man we’ll never hear the like of again.’

			Peter Kay

			‘Tiggy Walker’s marriage to radio star Johnnie Walker has inspired her to write a beguiling story of mutual support, humour in adversity and old-fashioned resilience: a triumph of true love and a loving memoir of one of the best DJs ever.’

			Mark Knopfler

			‘This is a hugely impressive book telling the story of a very special relationship. Touching and highly moving, it recounts the highs and lows of two lives bound together by the most profound love. Tiggy doesn’t flinch from detailing the very toughest times of her and Johnnie’s marriage but also conveys the great heights of happiness they found in each other. It’s the kind of book that once you start, you’ll find yourself reading right through to the very end. A truly inspirational story of loving and caring.’

			Ken Bruce

			‘It’s a beautiful memoir, a beautiful tribute to love – in its glorious beginnings, its many complications and its loss. Tiggy writes with wit, searing honesty (of course she does!) and irrepressible spirit about her private love for a man who was known by a nation. Funny, painful and always life affirming, this is a must-read for anyone who is interested in good music, an honest conversation, Johnnie Walker, and what it really means to be a carer. Which is pretty much all of us.’

			Rachel Joyce

			‘Honest, unflinching, hilarious, profound and deeply personal, Tiggy has given us a true love story in every sense. The meeting of soul mates, the pressures of living in a public arena and dealing with the private triumphs and tribulations we can all relate to and the heartbreak of seeing the one we love slowly succumb to illness and then leave us behind. This book gives us not only an invitation into the extraordinary life of a broadcasting legend but also the journey his wife, lover, best friend, carer and most important person in that life has been on. We can all learn something from this story, and Tiggy, I bloody love you for sharing Johnnie with us.’

			Michael Ball

			‘Both Sides Now is a simple story of love and care. Beautifully written and searingly honest about the brutal reality of caring for someone you love. Tiggy shares her life with a radio DJ legend – flaws and all! Carers will read this and weep as the reality of their day-to-day challenges, exhaustion and breaking points leap off the page with unexpected familiarity. Caring is indiscriminate, it touches all our lives and Johnnie and Tiggy exemplified that – caring for one another pretty much throughout their marriage. Their passion to do everything they could as patrons of Carers UK to make life better for carers shines through in this quite extraordinary story written with raw emotion, humour and love.’

			Helen Walker, Chief Executive Carers UK
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			Dedication

			To Johnnie,

			with all my love.

		

		
			Epigraph

			‘Darlin’, I’ll wait for you,

			and should I fall behind,

			wait for me’

			Bruce Springsteen

		

		
			Foreword

			By Johnnie

			Well, I guess you could say I’ve been a wild one all right. A typical Aries. When I met Tiggy I’d recently left rehab, so I was as clean as a whistle. It was a bit of a con, really, because you never lose that wild streak. It’s part of your DNA, your energy, your drive. For years I called Tiggy ‘a straight’, which she was, not because she was dull – far from it; she lights up every room she enters – but because she was so sensible, with her feet firmly on the ground, unlike mine. I guess something in me recognised that stability in her and I thought, I’ll have some of that. I need some of that. Of course, I really fancied her too. Her laugh, her energy, her blue eyes, her curves …

			I’ve got a favourite record called ‘The Joker’ by Steve Miller Band, which includes the lines ‘I really love your peaches/Wanna shake your tree’. And I did shake Tiggy’s tree in more ways than one. I credit myself with opening her up to a more spiritual and less religious outlook on life. One of the first ideas I ever shared with her was that we are spirits on a human journey. I believe that we select the life we want to experience, getting a preview of all its joys and pitfalls before we make the final decision to take on the human form. Each human journey teaches us new lessons, until one day your soul has learned all it needs to from the human experience.

			Tiggy chose a tough life, marrying me. Not only was I wild to her straight, which took some adjustment for us both, but I presented her with one health challenge after another. She’s done far more caring of me than I would have wanted. She deserved so much more, and I genuinely wish I’d bought her more fun and less stress.

			I’ve always admitted that apart from working hard on the radio, I can be pretty lazy. I act when I need to, but only then. Many is the time that I turned up five minutes before a show, giving my producers a high degree of stress, because I knew I could get away with it and I liked the energy from being on the edge. It’s the same in my marriage. Tiggy is a producer and has the skills to run everything brilliantly. So, I’ve let her. As she says, I only work when there’s a gun to my head or a mic in front of my mouth. Got to say, I’ve been bloody lucky – although I do think I’ve worn her out, which I feel bad about. She’ll have a good rest when I’m gone.

			I wish I’d earned more too. I would have loved to treat her to lavish holidays and amazing restaurants, both of which she would have adored. I’ve been terrible with money all my life, and it’s thanks to her that we live in a house that we own and have had all the exciting trips we have. Just not on a luxury level. Not once has she ever been dissatisfied, though. As long as we were connected, she was happy.

			I’ve been a radio man – one of a dying breed (literally) of jocks who went into this medium because we wanted to share the thing we were most passionate and excited about: music. It was never about fame or money. I know that Tiggy wouldn’t have been attracted to me if it had been. She loves honest, real people. I know she’s always respected me the most when she’s watched me at work. I don’t know why. A radio studio is just where I’ve always belonged, and so I guess working the desk and talking on mic became second nature to me. Over the years my music knowledge has earned me some brownie points too. She always reminded me how blessed I was to fall into the right job at such a young age. I was twenty-one. There is, however, a downside to being a radio man – which she also reminds me about. We’re in the driving seat, often alone, with no one talking back to us. She is the opposite. A real people person who cares about those in her life. She’s incredibly loved because she gives love. She’s found it hard that I’ve lacked such qualities. Outspoken as she always has been with me, she said to me at our very final party at home, when I DJ’d live for the last time, ‘Just because you’re fucking dying doesn’t mean you can be rude to everyone!’

			I have been ill a lot and an introverted, insular DJ – with a wild streak. What did she do to deserve me? Well, as I tell her whenever she gets upset, ‘Darlin’ – you chose this life!’

			I think we’ve learned a lot from each other. Marriage isn’t easy, and somehow we’ve made it to the end, largely thanks to her forgiveness of my stupidities and failings. I do wonder where and when she and I will meet again. Will we live another life together, and if so, what will the relationship be? I pretty much know it will be her turn to lean on me. That is, if she ever needs to come back again.

			I will end, as I always do, with a song, and if there’s one I’d like to dedicate to her it would be Hal Ketchum’s ‘Loving You Makes Me a Better Man’. Because she has.

			Loving you makes me a better man

			These things I don’t know how to do

			You make me think I can

			I’ve got a long way to go

			But I know what I know like the back of my hand

			Loving you makes me a better man

			I’ve been wrong more than I cared to say

			Time after time I’ve been lost

			Just couldn’t find my way

			You shed a light on the path through the night

			Leading right to the side where I stand

			Loving you makes me a better man

			I made mistakes, didn’t have what it takes

			Just to walk out, leave it alone

			I’ve got a long lot of heartaches that follow me home

			Time goes on, I watch it disappear

			I’ve got a mind of my own

			Now that I have you near

			You came to me and it’s easy to see

			There’s a line that I’ve crossed in the sand

			Loving you makes me a better man

			Loving you makes me a better man

			Johnnie Walker, October 2024

		

		
			THEN

			Let the Music Begin

			Ours is a love story. But it’s so much more than that. It’s a story of mistakes, challenges, changes, caring and an occasional sprinkling of stardust.

			I had no inkling that you were to be a part of my life. I used to listen to you on Tuesday lunchtimes at Alton Convent doing the Radio 1 Chart Show when I was thirteen and you were twenty-nine. But after that I lost all knowledge of you. When Gordon, my songwriter ‘Summer of 2001’ fling, asked if I wanted to meet you, I was surprised. I thought you must be dead, having not heard your name in twenty-seven years. I declined the offer.

			Monday nights were my sacrosanct yoga nights in Primrose Hill, but who was it who called me that evening so that it was too late for me to go? I’ve no idea. What I do know is, that call changed everything. Resigned to an evening at home, I made my sitting room a candlelit haven to do my own practice. I was deep into my asanas when the phone went again. It was Gordon. He’d already met up with you, yet you wanted to meet me too – because secretly you’d had a psychic inkling that I’d be important to you. It all seemed rather tiresome to have to shower, reapply make-up, get dressed and go back to Soho for the second time that day. I told Gordon I would meet you at The Union, my club in Greek Street. I wasn’t fast getting there. I knew this was just Gordon’s way of showing off that he had a girlfriend fifteen years younger than him. Men … I couldn’t see him anywhere in the club. I was about to leave when suddenly before me there was Gordon, sat back on a sofa, grinning, and you were walking towards me with your hands outstretched. What an extraordinary sensation. I knew you. I recognised you. Not your face, but your being. Your soul, in fact. Here you were, my oldest friend who I had not seen for so long. And certainly not in this life. You kissed my cheek, sat me down next to you and we talked as if we were carrying on our conversation from our last life together. The connection was instant and total. It felt that there was so much we didn’t need to say. So much we agreed on. And Gordon did not.

			It cannot be denied that the timing of our meeting was strange. On a personal level and a global one. That day you had ended a long-running on/off relationship with your then girlfriend. Even though it had been a mutual decision, you were still in shock. To meet me on the same day did not allow you much recovery time – a fact that would bite us both very firmly on our backsides before long. The global situation almost felt pre-empted by us. We spoke of how spiritually bereft people in the West are. How materialistic. ‘Something big has to happen to make people reassess their lives,’ I suggested. The next day two planes flew into the Twin Towers.

			I knew I would see you again. So did Gordon. Within ten days he ended it. While he never mentioned your name as the reason, I knew he was making space for you. He recognised that he was a stepping stone in my life. In other words, he wasn’t going to get in our way. His reward for being so sensitive was being played on your Radio 2 Drivetime radio show, the song making the Radio 2 playlist, him getting a record deal and earning proper money for the first time in decades. He was very nearly the Christmas Number One. ‘How Wonderful You Are’ is a song I listen to with fondness, remembering the late, idiosyncratic, beautifully bonkers Gordon Haskell.

			For you and me, a future lay ahead we could never have imagined.

			I guess nothing about us as a couple was that normal. For a start, our deeper contact began when I sent a message to your Radio 2 Drivetime show about 9/11 – two days after we had met. I forwarded a fascinating email from an artist friend in Chicago with her reaction at the USA being attacked. While I didn’t know what your show covered as I had never listened to Radio 2, I thought it might be interesting. But mainly it was a great excuse to contact you. I included my mobile number. On Friday afternoon I was in Dorset, where I owned a gorgeous cottage in the village of Ashmore. This was my weekend decompression place away from the bustle of Soho. I had grown up a country girl in Hampshire, but at the age of sixteen announced that my future life would be in Dorset, following a one-day trip to Brownsea Island, compounded by a love of Thomas Hardy. As soon as I could afford to, I bought a property there. I was shopping in the local town of Shaftesbury when you called asking me out to dinner in London that night. I explained that I couldn’t. You asked what I was up to. I blushed as I told you that I was just going into the florist as I was doing the church flowers that weekend. I had never done them before and indeed haven’t since, but St Nicholas’s Church in Ashmore had become a part of my life. I felt great comfort in the services each Sunday. In a village the church is also about community, and I was gently becoming part of Ashmore’s, albeit on a weekend-only basis. I could hear the shock in your voice. Church flowers? Who is this woman? I felt so very un-rock ’n’ roll and thought I’d probably blown it. Desperately back-peddling, I spluttered out that my sister Fiona was coming for the weekend to help me, because I couldn’t do a flower arrangement to save my life. Happily, the utterly upper-middle-class-establishment image I’d managed to paint of myself in those two words, ‘church flowers’, did not put you off and we spent the weekend texting each other. Our first date was on the Monday evening – just one week after we met. It was a yoga class: my sacrosanct Monday night. You had told me when we met that you also did yoga. (Men!) So, taking you at your word, I booked us both into my regular class. You were already waiting for me in the light, airy reception area in Primrose Hill when I arrived. You took my breath away. You were dressed head to toe in white, looking like a yoga guru. It was the first time I realised how attractive you were. It wasn’t long into the class, as I looked back at you between my legs in Downward Dog, that I saw you were in total confusion. Limbs everywhere. I realised you had never done yoga. I cursed myself for messing up our first date. I’d made you look an idiot. Yet again, I thought I’d blown it. At the end of the longest ninety minutes, I rushed back to you and said, ‘I’m so sorry, Johnnie.’

			‘What do you mean?’ you said. ‘I had all that time to admire your arse.’

			After a quick supper at Manna vegetarian restaurant, when, to your annoyance, Simon the yoga teacher joined us, you drove me home in your old Saab. Before you set off you picked up a CD and put on a song: John Prine’s ‘All the Way With You’. I wondered if this was just a track you especially liked or if you were trying to tell me something. And if you were, was that something that you wanted to have sex with me, or spend your life with me? The latter seemed too far-fetched to contemplate. You stopped several times more on the short trip to Marylebone, putting on other songs. Were all your journeys so musically punctuated?

			I asked you in for coffee (since you didn’t drink in those days, still glowing in the goodness of rehab). You hated my flat. It was so neat, so Heal’s, like a hotel. But as I tried to explain, my home and heart were in Dorset. We sat on opposite ends of the taupe suede sofa, longing to hold each other. We agreed that a hug was permissible and wouldn’t be disloyal to Gordon, but the attraction was too great.

			Our first kiss happened an hour later as you were about to leave. You leaned down to wish me goodnight and our lips met. If there was one moment in my life I could relive, it would be that. It felt as if we floated, and that a beautiful throng of angels flew silently around us, lifting us towards heaven. It was an out-of-body, out-of-this-world experience. We both felt it. Afterwards we looked into each other’s eyes with a sense of wonder.

			‘Did I dream that we kissed last night?’ I texted you in the morning.

			‘We did. And it was dreamy,’ you assured me. I believe that what we experienced was pure love, and at that moment our two souls entwined and made a vow that whatever should come to pass, they would keep us together. And what two brave souls we have, for it seems that we were to be given one test after another, but they would not let us go. Even though at times I tried.

			Next morning at Blink, the commercials production company where I was a producer, as everyone shared what they had done the night before, I casually mentioned I’d had a date with Johnnie Walker. There was a flurry of excitement from the production managers. James, the boss – a huge music fan – stayed silent at his desk, but seconds later Bachman–Turner Overdrive blasted out from his laptop: ‘B-b-b-b-baby, you just ain’t seen nothin’ yet!’ Everyone dissolved in laughter, including me.

			I loved working at Blink. It was the best production company for commercials in Soho. I felt it was my reward after years in the business. Ten years before, I had opened my own production company, Wowhaus, in London, making commercials for Germany. I’d spent a year working at a production company in Munich, where I’d produced the commercials for visiting English and American directors, but generally, they were not that happy working in Germany – so I represented them for Germany, but based in London, where they could continue to use their familiar crews. The exchange rate was in our favour, it was a new concept and a great idea, except that potential clients were nervous of going with a new company in another country. We were a risk. After a year of selling hard in Frankfurt, Hamburg, Munich and Düsseldorf advertising agencies, renting out my flat to sofa surf and living on air, I felt the idea had failed. ‘How many weeks can you hold on before the bank shuts you down?’ asked my accountant, GT. The answer was three. ‘Hold on!’ he insisted. I did – and in came a Grundig TV commercial, and after that I never looked back. I sold the company after seven years, and when Blink asked me to join them I felt I had arrived at my natural home.

			My first visit to your flat was a shock. At the opposite end of Marylebone High Street to mine, you rented a tiny, two-bedroom scruffy flat above Giraffe restaurant. Advertising was a world where we portrayed style, perfection and neatness. In my naivety I assumed that’s how a successful BBC presenter would live. Far from it. Your furniture looked to be out of a charity shop. The flat was cramped, the bathroom grim, the kitchen in need of ripping out – everywhere was grubby because each surface was covered with stuff, and worst of all, thousands of CDs created chimney-like piles on every available bit of floor space. These weren’t CDs you loved. These were ones you had been sent by the music pluggers who wanted nothing more than for Johnnie Walker to feature them on his show. Your reputation as a music influencer was still intact from your early pirate radio and Radio 1 days, when you had discovered many an act or artist. The strange thing for me was that, seeing all this music begging to be heard, my interest in new music got immediately crushed. Just by visiting your flat. Rather than a new CD being something exciting that I deliberately sought out, suddenly CDs represented pressure and untidiness. It was just too overwhelming to see them all begging to be heard. How could you differentiate between which ones would be good and which not? It was like huge amounts of homework. And honestly, you listened to so few of them. How could you do otherwise? There were so many. (Of course, as the years passed and everything became digital, that issue evaporated. Maybe you were sent masses of download links instead, which you could ignore. I didn’t see them. Ironically, today, I still want to buy CDs rather than relying on streaming services. I prefer the physical to the digital.)

			Your flat and mine: already it was clear we were very different people, and yet we continued to fall head over heels in love. Especially when you made it down to my Dorset cottage – the Clock House in Ashmore. I’m not sure you’d ever done country living. An AGA, a scrubbed white-painted table, an open fire, a well-stocked wine rack – it was all too much temptation, and after you had a mind coach called Tony Buzan as a guest on your Drivetime show, who told you that you were not alcoholic, you took the bold decision to share a bottle of red with me in front of the roaring fire. As it happens, Tony was right. While you would always prove yourself to have addictive traits, you were not an alcoholic, and I will always be grateful to Mr Buzan for telling you that. Sharing delicious bottles of red and white Burgundy has been one of our joys, and let’s face it, we were both a bit freer when we’d had a glass or four.

			My bedroom at the cottage had windows on two sides. You credit that and my Simon Horn sleigh bed with its amazing mattress as the reason for the best night’s sleep you’ve ever had. I was so happy that you felt content there – until I went off riding my horse, Wicked Willy, when you did get a bit fractious and bored. No shop. No pub. Nothing. Ashmore has a dew pond, a church, a village hall, great walks and not a lot else. Not very rock ’n’ roll.

			There was much to learn about you. The radio stations, the two previous marriages, your two children, Sam and Beth (both in their twenties), your recent time in rehab and the reason you went there. The story that you were most ashamed about: that you had been sucked in by the ‘fake sheikh’ from the News of the World. He had met you to discuss a supposed radio show for somewhere in the Middle East. During this pretend negotiation he had said how hard it was to find good cocaine in London, and after much persuasion convinced you to chop out two lines of the white powder. You snorted yours but he declined his – which was when you smelled a rat. The hidden camera that took your photo meant you were on the front of the Sunday ‘red top’ paper. You had been ‘stung’. (This front-page news is one thing you never showed me.) You were fired from Radio 2, went to rehab and had to fight in court to clear your name from the accusations as best you could. It would have been the end of your career had your ardent fans not saved you. The effects on you were enormous, not least financially, as you were left with enormous legal debts. Crikey – you certainly weren’t the average date. Getting to know you was a mixture of heady excitement and deep alarm. One thing I could see early on: you were never going to be boring.

			It wasn’t long into our dating that you told me you would take me away for a weekend on your Harley-Davidson Fat Boy. Me on a motorbike – whatever next? Along with your biker friend Snapper we set off to Tintagel from my cottage. ‘You’re going to freeze,’ you told me as I appeared in jeans and a Barbour jacket. You were right. It was a godforsaken challenge – uncomfortable, cold, mind-numbingly dull and lonely. We rocked up at the worst hotel I’ve ever seen. ‘Isn’t this fantastic?’ you exclaimed. It reminded me of the first meal you took me to: a Thai in a scruffy café at the end of the King’s Road, which during the day was an egg, chips and tea venue. A far cry from The Union, the Ivy and Quaglino’s where I hung out in those days. Oh, Johnnie – how different our reference points were back then. The one notable moment of that trip was on a rock together on a north-Cornish beach. You asked me what my dreams were. ‘To make a film called ANTONIA …’ I said, and I told you the story of how my father had given me a beaten-up red book called Antonia by Naomi Jacob when I was sixteen. I was just departing for Umbria to stay with a distant family friend. It was my first solo trip and my first time to Italy. He told me to read it there because it was about an amazing Italian woman. He then added that it would make a great film. Deep within me, he had sown a seed, and the very first tender shoots were now eager to appear.

			I returned the question and your reply was simply, ‘To spend the rest of my life with you.’ And coming home on a dark Sunday night, at a brightly lit petrol station where I bought a life-saving fleece, you looked into my eyes and I just knew you were nanoseconds away from proposing. Even then I knew you so well. But I think you also knew me, and that a service station under cruel strip lighting would not be the right setting for the story I would want to tell for the rest of my life.

			Gigs after your Drivetime show soon became a part of our life: Ryan Adams, REM, Bruce Springsteen, Billy Joel, David Bowie, Brian Wilson, Elton John, Fleetwood Mac, Simon & Garfunkel, the Dixie Chicks, The Who, Neil Diamond, The Rolling Stones, Eagles, Carly Simon, Crosby, Stills & Nash, mavericks like John Otway and many more, at London venues that ranged from Wembley Stadium, the Royal Albert Hall and the O2 to the smaller scale La Scala and Bush Hall. Our first gig together was James Taylor at the Hammersmith Apollo. I’d never listened to him before, which is extraordinary as he writes exactly the sort of music I enjoy – mellow and meaningful. It was my first experience of going backstage afterwards. How normal it all was. The large, badly lit room was quite un-special. James was relaxed and warm, greeting you like a cherished friend.

			As we left and walked back to your car a punter shouted, ‘Hi, Johnnie. Is that Sally Traffic with you?’ and for the first time I revealed to you a spark of my fire as I responded to said punter:

			‘No, I’m bloody well not. I’m a lot younger than her.’ How you laughed. Sally was your on-air bounce whom you had brought into the station to do the traffic news. You had great broadcast chemistry, but it was at times a feisty-sounding relationship.

			I loved the Ryan Adams concert. I had never heard of him until I met you, and his album Gold was quickly one of my favourites. Watching him sing ‘La Cienega Just Smiled’, with you holding me from behind … It was bliss. And I must admit to some vanity. Many in the audience knew who you were. You were such a respected music man, and being the woman held by you made me feel a few inches taller – which at my height is a fabulous feeling.

			A new motorbike made its entrance into your life: a BMW Road King. You announced that it was to be called Earl. You would be the Duke of Earl. At which we started singing, ‘Duke, Duke, Duke, Duke of Earl, Earl, Earl …’ You looked at me and said that made me your duchess. Thus, from the very early days of being together I called you Duke, and you called me Duchess, or usually Duch. Being someone with a recognisable voice, this proved to be very handy in public, as it must have reduced the JW sightings considerably as I never called you by your name.

			The euphoria we experienced together in those first months was like nothing I have ever felt for its intensity and joy. We were nuts for each other. We were literally high on love.

			When at the start of December I had to fly to Australia to shoot a Volvo car commercial, you rushed into the reception at Blink thirty minutes before you were due on air for the Drivetime show. ‘What are you doing here? You should be at the studio!’ I panicked.

			You, cool as ever about time, handed me a package. ‘Open it on the plane.’ I did, some five hours later as the jumbo taxied along the runway. Inside was a MiniDisc player with a disc for me to listen to. And a Wright & Teague silver ring with the words ‘Dedicated to the one I love’. It was the first song on your playlist. I cried so much that the air hostess came to check I was OK. It hurt me so much to be taking off and flying away from the man I loved so deeply.

			We were only a few months into our relationship, but already you were dominating my every waking moment. You filled my heart. You were my reason to be. So when on the first day of filming the Volvo car ad in a New South Wales rainforest I got a text from your biker friend Snapper warning me that your ex was getting her claws back in, the earth crumbled beneath me. My director, Laszlo, was asking me what on earth had happened. My entire demeanour had changed, and the biggest day of car photography of my life was a total blur. I had no idea what awaited me on my return to England. But I knew it wasn’t going to be good, and I dreaded it.

			I landed back in England on Christmas Eve. As I pushed my trolley through the arrivals hall at Heathrow, looking for a driver holding a sign with my name on it, I noticed instead that the waiting crowd were enjoying a gorilla playing a guitar. All I could muster was a brief smile. Behind the gorilla stood a pantomime cow. Some reunion, I thought. It was only when I realised the gorilla was singing Gordon’s new single ‘How Wonderful You Are’ that I turned around for a double-take. In a blur, the gorilla started laughing and the cow took its head off. Suddenly I was in your arms. You were laughing nervously. I was in shock.

			A few hours later you, me, Gordon, Snapper (the unsung back of the cow) were in my kitchen in Dorset. Gordon – still our friend despite our break-up – always smoked, but suddenly for the first time ever I saw you light up a cigarette. But you had quit in rehab on Antigua – that relatively recent chapter of your life after the News of the World sting – what were you doing? I HATE smoking on a deep, pathological level. I could see you were on edge. I couldn’t wait for the others to go. We needed to talk.

			I was sitting on my white-painted kitchen table with you on the bench in front of me. I looked down into your eyes. ‘What’s been going on, Johnnie?’ With alarming honesty, you confessed to visiting your recent ex and her child – who was not yours but to whom you had become an unofficial godfather (psychologically explained by you trying to make up for the lack of time you spent with your own daughter, Beth, when she was a young child) – and that she had done a big seduction number on you – candles, see-through negligee and cheap perfume. You tried to push her off, but that dark side of yours that finds temptation just too exciting ultimately could not resist. I know you didn’t do the whole deed, but in my heart I felt you had betrayed me.

			The bubble of our heady love had burst. I couldn’t believe I could be stabbed so deep by an external act. It was two days before my forty-first birthday. I never had a period again. Years later, a consultant gynaecologist would tell me that shock can start the menopause. That act, that weakness of yours, that desperation of hers, I believe stopped us from ever having a child, and for you it was the start of an emotionally traumatic time that you always claimed was the cause of your cancer, which ultimately changed your health forever. You referred back to your regret of that slip for the next twenty years.

			It wasn’t the easiest Christmas. It was my first experience of your actions breaking a bit of me – just over three months after getting together. Defensively, you criticised me for living in the perfect world of advertising, of not knowing what hardship meant, of being a ‘straight’ (Me? A straight? I was far from that in my friends’ eyes, always being a bit of a fun-loving party girl.) I fought back, telling you I had to sofa surf for a year when I started my own production company, working like crazy to get it going. You didn’t want to hear that.

			You got into such a state of feeling utterly guilty, confused and pulled between two women (for the record, I NEVER pulled – it’s not the way I behave) that you ended everything, and for a few weeks I licked my wounds and built a protective zone around me. I loved my Dorset life. My horse, my cottage, my antidote to making commercials in the week. I never expected to hear from you again, but then on a Saturday evening in late January, when I was in my candlelit bedroom meditating, you called. You were on Win Green – a mile away. You asked to come round, and in many ways that was my Sliding Doors moment. If I had told you to get lost and leave me alone, I would have gone on with my career and my stable, successful life. I would have been in control of my destiny and avoided a whole load of pain. But as it was, I felt sorry for you because it was cold and dark, and your voice – well, let’s face it, you know how to use that voice. Around you came. As I have always said, you were my destiny – whether I wanted it or not.

			In the three weeks of your absence I had done two things. I had told Blink I needed to leave and take a sabbatical. I was honestly so thrown by the emotion of the previous few months that I knew I wasn’t performing as well as I should. My second act was thanks to my dear granny, who had left me £5,000 in her will. I decided to spend it on a month’s Italian course in Florence, going out at the end of March. My E.M. Forster tribute trip to nurse my broken heart was starting on your fifty-seventh birthday. You asked if you could come out for that weekend. I was too weak to say no and start my adventure alone, even though it was supposed to be my time to heal. For those two nights I booked a hotel on the River Arno that I’d always fancied, the Hotel Lungarno.

			It was here we experienced our first bit of magic together. An Italian plugger in the music business arranged for us to have an upgrade to the biggest suite. It was a huge room overlooking the Arno, with the crispest white sheets, white sofas, a bottle of bubbly on ice and white flowers on the enormous coffee table. It was as perfect as an advertising set. The next day a chauffeur arrived to drive us around Tuscany. He took us to medieval villages and Siena – one of my favourite Italian towns. I couldn’t believe it. What a start to my month.

			On Sunday we were free to walk the wonderful streets of Florence. Is it the olive skin of the men, or their beautiful dark hair? Whatever it was, the male inhabitants of the city unnerved you. At a bar on one side of the famous Ponte Vecchio you ordered a brandy, which you knocked back in one gulp. We walked to the centre of the bridge and watched the brown water flow slowly beneath us. You picked something off the ground and faced me. ‘Tiggy, would you do me the greatest honour of becoming my wife?’ I was stunned. ‘Are you sure, Johnnie?’ I kept repeating it. ‘Are you sure?’ I already had the measure of you. You had proved yourself to be an emotional, hot-headed decision maker, and also a touch possessive. It was fairly obvious that you did not want a Florentine man taking me away from you, so you were literally ring-fencing me for my four-week sojourn. You insisted you were sure, and put a Coca-Cola ring pull on my wedding finger.

			At the hotel we drank the champagne. When you left early the next morning I was in a heightened state. You had convinced me that your intentions were true. We were getting married. And you wanted to do it in July. It was unbelievable. Only a couple of months before this you had ended it all. It seemed too amazing to be true, but of course I wanted it to be true, so I let it overtake my being. In my Italian conversation practice for the next four weeks, I could talk about only one thing: mi sposo.

			While in Florence I went to Salvatore Ferragamo and bought the most expensive outfit I’ve ever purchased. Wide-legged trousers and a flouncy top in lilac, along with a pair of subtle-pink, high-heeled suede sandals. It was altered to fit me perfectly. This was my wedding outfit for July.

			On my return home, speaking Italian a little better but still very much lacking, we went to the Larmer Tree Gardens – home of the now-defunct Larmer Tree Festival – to talk about the wedding. We had missed meeting each other there by minutes when I was going out with Gordon. You saw he was one of the acts at the festival and had a Tannoy announcement put out for him, but we had left just five minutes before. Both of us love those gardens, which is why we chose them for our wedding venue. As a huge favour to us they squeezed an extra day into their schedule when they were due to be closed. We were shown where the ceremony could take place. There’s a little round temple on the main lawn where we could do the honours. I was only joking when I called it the Temple of Doom, but as it happens that joke backfired on me.

			Five weeks before the ceremony I collected the invitations from the printer, which were a postcard of the ‘Temple of Doom’ with the date on the back. I spent the weekend addressing the invitation envelopes. Alone. You had gone to visit your ‘godchild’ and ex for the weekend. This was something you had done about once a month, and while it made me feel uneasy, I would never have stopped you as you felt an emotional obligation towards the child. This particular weekend you didn’t contact me once. Not even a text. By Monday my nerves were on edge. Here we go, I thought, the next blow. While I didn’t need to call you to know what you were thinking, because already we were telepathically connected, I did just to be certain. I was right. You wanted to cancel the wedding. A right hook to my solar plexus. But it wasn’t just the massive blow to my gut and heart. I had friends and family flying in from Australia, Italy and Germany, all so happy that I’d found the man of my dreams. I had to tell them, and everyone who had saved the date, that it was off. Oh, the humiliation. The indignity. The heartache. Made all the worse by the fact that you were bloody famous. I wrote a lame poem that you ‘weren’t quite ready to get wed at the end of July’. I was so brave. You didn’t have to do a thing. You just went back to London to broadcast your Drivetime show. I couldn’t listen that evening. The Salvatore Ferragamo outfit was put away, never to be worn. I’ve never spent so much on an outfit since.

			Looking back at how accommodating and accepting I was that day, I believe I can only attribute it to our entwined souls. The belief, the knowing, that you were my destiny whether I wanted it or not. No matter how hard it would be. I could see your dilemma and suffering. The ex played on your incredibly susceptible guilt strings – something she knew how to do. And it was something that would be your Achilles’ heel for several years to come. I’m proud that over our time together you would shed that coat of guilt, learning to believe in
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