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				I’d like to be remembered as a notoriously eclectic person: a collector and a dancer and a singer and a songwriter and a fairy-dust spreader.

				—Stevie Nicks, Us magazine, 1990
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			I’d like to begin with a confession: I had a slight obsession with witches growing up. I’m qualifying this admission with the word “slight” because I never tried to learn any actual witchcraft, I never collected crystals or spellbooks, I wasn’t wild about nature or the movie Practical Magic (the part where they bring Nicole Kidman’s abusive boyfriend back to life scared me), and I can’t say that I genuinely believed in magic or much else supernatural.

			What really got me, though, were stories about women whom society had somehow deemed “different.” Spin me a yarn about some punk rock lady who lived life according to her terms in any respect or time, and I was sold.

			These women didn’t have to resemble a classic Halloweeny witch—although sometimes they did. Like, what nineties kid didn’t want to be Sarah Jessica Parker in Hocus Pocus? The ladies I looked up to included Disney heroines, Sabrina the Teenage Witch, a Spice Girl or two, Harriet the Spy, Claudia Kincaid from The Mixed-Up Files of Mrs. Basil E. Frankweiler. The through line was that these girls went on adventures, they were hungry, they were ambitious, they wanted things they could not yet name. Most of the time, the “witch” stamp turned out to be a catchall for anyone who thought or behaved a little differently.

			Witches had a funny way of showing up repeatedly in my childhood. When I turned ten, my family moved mid-school-year to New Jersey, making me the new kid in class. On my first day, my new classmates pointed out another girl in our class, instructing me not to approach her. Why? Because apparently, she’d gone around telling everyone she was a witch. Of course, this only made her more interesting to me. Guess who my new BFF was after that?

			My new witch friend and I quickly bonded over music and fashion, writing down all the different clothing items we’d buy if we could afford them: ball-chain necklaces, sprawling UFO pants, sky-high platforms, all-black everything. (It was the nineties.) When I asked her if she had in fact told everyone she was a witch, my friend admitted that she had, but only one time, just for kicks. (Amazing how the worst stuff sticks to you in childhood.) To me, this girl wasn’t remotely scary or even particularly weird—she just had great taste. When the school year ended, we lost touch—our township was so big, it was always building new schools and shuffling kids around—but I like to think that my fifth grade friend went on to do exciting, witchy things befitting of her top-tier tastes.

			The reason I’m telling you about my childhood witch craze is that, over the course of writing this book about pop music’s wisdom-dispensing, moon-pendant-wearing godmother witch Stevie Nicks, I realized a few things. I realized how deeply I identified with reports from Stevie’s childhood, when young Teedee (as she called herself) spent a lot of time indoors surrounded by her favorite records and storybooks full of fairy tales and folklore. I traced a line from my early obsession with “out there” personalities to my lifelong need to live completely, utterly on my own terms, and how, at certain points, I’ve felt pressured to defend my choices, whether it was leaving a toxic job prematurely, saying no when necessary, building my life in a way that felt authentic, or asking for more and better in my romantic relationships. And I learned so much from doing these things. Ultimately, and I think Stevie would agree with me, one of the hardest things you’ll ever do is be brave enough to live in a way that feels authentic to you.

			Anyway, I’d love to tell you that I grew up identifying with Stevie Nicks from the jump, but that wouldn’t be entirely true. Instead, I discovered resonances with Stevie’s singular journey over the course of my own life.

			At first, there was music. Thanks to my parents, who were children of the seventies, I knew every Fleetwood Mac hit on classic rock radio by heart. The long-running British-American blues-turned-pop/rock collective was a staple in our house, along with other marquee names of the era: Tom Petty, the Eagles, the Who, the Allman Brothers, the Rolling Stones, Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young, Creedence, Carole King, the Carpenters, Simon & Garfunkel. Fleetwood Mac bridged the gap between my parents’ individual car radio station choices; songs like “Dreams” and “Rhiannon” showed up on my dad’s preferred classic rock stations just as frequently as on my mom’s soft rock / adult contemporary airwaves.

			Anyway, this is all to say that my generation considers Fleetwood Mac and Stevie Nicks’s solo material foundational to any worthy pop music education, right up there with the Beatles, Tom Petty, and David Bowie. This was the music playing in the background anywhere we went—on the car radio, at the mall, at the movies, in the local diner. Classic rock/pop’s ubiquity could make it easy to take for granted, to forget what these artists did to move the cultural needle.

			This particularly applies to Stevie Nicks. Today widely recognized as a contemporary pop music icon and beloved mentor, Stevie was once underestimated, misunderstood, dismissed, and mocked by her peers, industry, and critics. (Not to mention repeatedly called a witch.)

			We tend to gloss over everything Stevie had to endure to come out on the other side as rock’s patron saint of lessons learned. We lose sight of the blatantly sexist interviews that framed her as a boy-crazy space cadet, a flighty and unserious writer of overwrought romance. Not unlike how, in the 1994 film adaptation of Little Women, Jo March is told by a publisher to “try one of the ladies’ magazines” for her “sentiment and fairy stories.”

			It may not be the 1970s anymore, but I would argue that it’s still a little dicey for an unapologetic romantic who chases happiness—or really for any person containing multitudes. A much more recent example mirroring Stevie’s early experience is Taylor Swift, another songwriting icon who has drawn enormous influence from Stevie. For the first decade or so of Taylor’s career, she was unilaterally dismissed as boy-crazy, unserious, and unnecessarily vengeful in her songwriting.

			Society may have changed, gender discussions may have evolved, and popular media might be more empathetic as it interviews famous women, but it’s still an alienating experience to be perceived as one or more of these things: different, independent, happiness-chasing, childfree, selfish, ambitious, creative, brave. (Or witch. Potato, po-tah-to.)

			Today, Stevie Nicks has definitively made it to the other side of nearly every public obstacle she has ever faced. She got herself to Hollywood, she helped popularize a floundering midlevel rock band, she got out from under the shadow of her first creative partner, she proved her viability as a commercially successful solo act, she beat addiction, she got healthy…and she just kept going, becoming a friend, mentor, and spiritual guiding light to her fellow songwriters, generations of fans, and goodness knows how many godchildren. She has become a uniquely down-to-earth, tell-it-straight paragon of truth telling and self-actualization. But she didn’t get here without taking a lot of hard looks in the mirror.

			Within this book, you’ll read about Stevie’s remarkable life and music through the lens of lessons and wisdom—all of which she gained by facing certain challenges head-on. I pored over years’ worth of archival interviews in magazines and books, news programs, documentaries, song lyrics, and insights from people who’ve spent ample time in Stevie’s orbit. I hope what emerges is a portrait of a woman and prolific writer who values emotional and artistic growth, vulnerability and quiet introspection, romantic love and sisterhood, freedom of expression, relatability, spirituality, career ambition, and, above all, the space to honestly and authentically be herself.

			My genuine hope is that by immersing yourself in Stevie’s life and lessons, you, too, will be inspired, in whatever way resonates, to embrace your own wild heart. To say the thing you’re scared to say. To create something beautiful, whether you share it with others or not. But if you take anything from this book, just know that it can be summarized in one clairvoyant sentence, which Stevie wrote in a letter as the world descended into the global COVID-19 lockdown. It might be specific to the year 2020, but it also applies to just about anything:

			Just Dance. This will pass. Love will find a way. It always does.
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				Believe in Destiny
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				I came here for a reason. I didn’t come here to be a mother. I didn’t come here to be a nun. And I did not come here to be a cleaning lady. I came here to be a poet.

				—Stevie Nicks, Rolling Stone, 2002

			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				If you believe in destiny—which I do—it seems like my life was pretty mapped out. It seems almost like there was somebody up there moving the chess [pieces]. And I was the white queen, and I just went where I was moved….

				—Stevie Nicks, Us magazine, 1990
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			In 2014, the original lineup of Fleetwood Mac reunited for their On with the Show tour. I got my credit card out and forked over much more than I would typically pay for two nosebleed seats at Madison Square Garden. I called my dad, the obvious plus one for this event, and told him to save the date.

			The night we saw Fleetwood Mac, I checked my email and saw a message from the senior editor of SPIN magazine, where I’d just applied to an opening, inviting me to interview. I was beside myself with joy—here I was watching Fleetwood Mac with my dad (their biggest fan) and reading a life-changing work email. That very week, I secured the job. My professional life would never be the same. Was it destiny? The romantic in me likes to think that it was.

			Stevie Nicks has long believed in her destiny. Years before she possessed the words or self-awareness to say This will be my path in life, all Stevie had was a persistent feeling that she was meant to sing, write, and perform. Half a century of pop music history has confirmed her premonitions. But what were Stevie’s first steps toward realizing her destiny?

			

			—

			Stephanie Lynn Nicks was born on May 26, 1948, at Good Samaritan Hospital in Phoenix, Arizona. Her parents, Barbara Meeks-Nicks and Aaron Jess Seth Nicks, Jr., had been college sweethearts at Arizona State University and were married in 1947. “When I met Jess, I wrote in my diary that this was the man I was going to marry,” said Barbara, describing the moment they met as “love at first sight.”

			The older of their two children (Stevie’s younger brother, Christopher, was born in 1953), Stevie got her now permanent nickname after mispronouncing “Stephanie” as “Teedee” as a little girl. After that, Barbara liked to refer to her daughter as Teedee as a term of endearment.

			Even before she was old enough to form words, Stevie felt magnetized to music. Her responses were visceral. When she was a baby, Stevie’s parents would play her music because she seemed to respond so favorably to it. “My mom said that I started singing when I was very young,” Stevie remembered in 1992. “They always had music going for me because I seemed to have such a love for it. Even as a baby in a crib, I wanted music.”

			Meanwhile, Stevie’s paternal grandfather, Aaron “A.J.” Nicks, had been a country and western performer in Arizona and strongly encouraged his granddaughter’s budding interest. In fact, Stevie’s first live performance was with her grandfather; the two sang a duet version of Red Sovine’s “Are You Mine?”

			“My dad’s father…brought music into my life as soon as I was able to understand music at all,” Stevie said. “I was singing duets with my grandfather when I was four. My grandfather rode the railway trains across the country and played in different places. He played harmonica, fiddle, and guitar. He wasn’t a great musician, but he was a really good songwriter. I’m kind of the same way. I consider myself a good songwriter, but I’m not a very good musician.”

			A.J. Nicks also taught Stevie how to sing harmony (something she’d go on to become famous for in Fleetwood Mac and after), calling her a “perfect Everly Brother” and urging her to “put [her] heart into it.” Their outings got a little bigger when Stevie turned five—A.J. would take their grandfather-granddaughter act on the road to the local saloons, where patrons would cheer for Stevie, who’d dance on the bar counters in a little cowgirl outfit. For her trouble, A.J. paid Stevie fifty cents a pop.

			“When she was about four or five years old, her granddad made her a tiny little guitar,” Jess told Arizona Living in 1983. “From that point forward, she showed an aptitude and a desire to be involved in music. We gave her lessons, mainly on the guitar, and when she was old enough, we bought her a very good classical guitar. She was always extroverted. She loved to perform, loved to sing and loved to write songs.”

			When Stevie’s family briefly lived in Los Angeles, they opened a Mexican-style bar, where Barbara would cook and the men in the family would hang out and sing together, much to Stevie’s delight. “I can remember being there at about two in the afternoon…. No one [else was] really in there…I remember singing with my granddad and feeling even at that young age that music was definitely going to be a part of my life.”

			Stevie and A.J.’s granddad-granddaughter act never got very far; Barbara balked at A.J.’s request to take Stevie out of town to perform, and an angry A.J. reportedly didn’t speak to the family for two years after that. But Barbara had her reasons for not letting Stevie go on the road with A.J., who was not exactly the picture of stability. Even as Stevie got older, her parents were supportive of her creative aspirations but urged her to proceed with caution, lest she spend her adulthood aimlessly hopping trains, forever in search of the next paid gig. “My granddad…left his family and took freight trains and traveled all over, playing in bars and supporting himself by playing pool,” Stevie later said. “So my mom and dad thought, well, there she goes. She’s gonna walk down the same road as her grandfather. Luckily, I became a bit more successful than he was.”

			Stevie’s father, Jess, also led a markedly different life than his transient musician dad. An aspiring corporate executive, Jess moved up quickly in the business world, holding major positions with Lucky Lager Brewing Company in San Francisco, Armour & Co., and eventually Greyhound. As a result of her father’s work, Stevie and her family were constantly moving to different cities. Over the years, they lived in Los Angeles, Albuquerque, El Paso, Chicago, Salt Lake City, back to Los Angeles, and San Francisco.

			Moving around that much would be destabilizing for just about any little kid, but Stevie adapted by realizing that sociability meant survival. “In my life we moved so much that I was always the new girl, and if you are the new girl, you better have some social skills,” she once said.

			Stevie also found an anchor in the pop and folk music of the day. Listening to early-sixties hits by the Supremes, the Shirelles, and the Chiffons, Stevie started noticing and studying song structure—to the point where she once shushed her parents, who were talking over the radio, so she could concentrate on how the song fitted together.

			“In the beginning, there was a song,” she said while accepting the BMI Songwriting Award in 2014. “I was in the fourth grade and lived in El Paso, Texas. I heard it on the radio, bought it, and learned it. Then me and two of my little friends performed and sang for anyone and everyone that would listen. It was called ‘You Cheated (You Lied).’…I fell in love with it.”

			“I have been a little performer since I was four years old…I was just nuts for the stage,” Stevie also remembered in 2012. “I came into the world dancing and singing, and my mom and dad, I think, knew from the very beginning…My parents were very supportive of my love of music, and my focus was very strong from when I was in grade school. They knew I didn’t want to be an actress, I didn’t want to take drama, I didn’t really want to take musical drama. I just wanted to listen to rockabilly and rock ’n’ roll and R&B, and I just was in my own little musical world…. In sixth grade, I was wearing a black outfit with a top hat. I had it all planned out.”

			That doo-wop song would be one of many radio hits inspiring Stevie, who felt equally drawn to popular singles from the pioneering rock ’n’ roller Buddy Holly. “I think me and the same friends did a tap dance in a talent show [in sixth grade to] ‘Everyday.’ ”

			Early accounts of Stevie’s life also recall her mother, a devout Catholic and homemaker, as protective. Though Barbara let Stevie take dance and drama lessons, she preferred her daughter not to spend too much time outside the family house. As a result of spending so much time on her own, Stevie let her mind wander to stories, fantasies, fairy tales, and folklore. “She says today that she still spends a lot of time alone,” the rock biographer Stephen Davis told Interview magazine. “She does her best writing when she’s alone and she’s sort of used to it. It’s a typical writer or artist’s upbringing, but surprising in the context of someone who became a rock star.”

			When school let out, Stevie spent summers in Ajo, Arizona, with Barbara’s mother, Grandma Alice Harwood (Crazy Alice, as the family tended to call her, on account of her eccentricities), who sang lullabies and read books out loud to her.

			After A.J. fell out with Barbara and Jess, he disappeared to Bozeman, Montana, and then Winona, Minnesota. Eventually, he resurfaced in El Paso, Texas, when Stevie was in the fourth grade, and the two got their chance to reconnect. A.J. bought his granddaughter 45s by the Everly Brothers and got her singing harmony again, this time to “It’s Late” by Dorsey Burnette.

			In the late 1950s, the Nicks family relocated again, to the vastly more conservative Salt Lake City, where doing the Twist was discouraged in favor of more wholesome activities like baton twirling, which Stevie did when she wasn’t listening to the radio (and would do again in the Fleetwood Mac video for “Tusk”), taking dance lessons, singing in a cappella groups, and writing in her journal. She was a popular student in Salt Lake City, where she won a prize for tap dancing in a black top hat at the school talent show.

			As Stevie came of age, Jess and Barbara continued to encourage her interest in music, though always with the caveat that if this was going to be her life path, then she should also approach it with a healthy dose of pragmatism. “I was so heavily into music that they gave up,” Stevie later told High Times. “I mean, they knew I was on my way to something. The only thing my dad ever said to me was—because my dad was very successful and very ambitious—‘If you’re going to do this, you better be the very best.’ That was the only thing he ever said to me. ‘I don’t want to see you being second.’ ” No pressure, right? But what else could you really expect from a corporate executive vice president?

			“That was a pretty heavy thing to say to me,” Stevie continued before relenting: “He strives to get the best out of me, and you don’t get the best out of me by hugging and kissing me and telling me how wonderful I am. That doesn’t work. The best thing to do is really be serious with me and I’ll work hard.”

			In 1963, Stevie’s family relocated yet again, from Salt Lake City to Arcadia, California, about thirteen miles northeast of Los Angeles. “[We lived] right across the street from the Santa Anita racetrack—pretty ritzy in comparison to Salt Lake,” Stevie later recalled of this time. While attending Arcadia High School, Stevie met her soon-to-be best friend Robin Snyder, who would eventually travel around the world as Stevie’s vocal coach (among other duties) in Fleetwood Mac. Also at Arcadia, Stevie sang in a moderately popular folk trio called Changing Times (named for Bob Dylan, naturally) from 1964 to 1965.

			When Stevie was fifteen, Jess Nicks arranged through a contact at Twentieth Century Fox in Los Angeles for Stevie to audition with the record producer Jackie Mills, a former jazz drummer turned producer for Capitol Records. She wound up signing a five-year contract, though it’s unclear precisely with whom she was signed. In his book Mirror in the Sky, the writer and music historian Simon Morrison guesses it might have been Liberty Records, where Mills worked in the early 1960s. Mills lost his job, however, in 1963; the label was sold, and Stevie’s contract was annulled. Welcome to show business.

			Then, for her sixteenth birthday, Stevie’s parents gave their daughter six weeks of guitar lessons with a local musician who played in the classical Spanish style. Once the six weeks were up, the teacher announced plans to move to Seville, but Stevie was hooked. She begged her parents to buy her the small Goya parlor guitar from her lessons, which they did.

			Not only did Stevie keep practicing on that guitar, she used it to write her very first original song: a breakup ballad called “I’ve Loved and I’ve Lost and I’m Sad but Not Blue” about a “really handsome boy” who’d pinballed back and forth between her and a girlfriend. “I was totally in tears sitting on my bed with lots of paper, my guitar, and a pen, and I wrote this song about your basic sixteen-year-old love affair thing,” she later said. “When I played my own song that night, I knew [from] that second on that I was not going to do a lot of other people’s songs. I had to write my own.”

			Later, she told Interview magazine that even as a teenager, “I absolutely knew I was gonna be famous…. I knew from when I first wrote my first song about the first love of my life, and sat there on my bed and watched myself play it in the mirror with tears running down my face…. I just knew that that was the only thing I could ever really do—write songs and sing them to people.”

			Even at sixteen, Stevie was laying the thematic groundwork for what would become her most famous breakup songs, particularly with Fleetwood Mac. Consider her perspective within a song title like “I’ve Loved and I’ve Lost”—yes, she’s drowning in the pain of rejection and permitting herself to feel those feelings, but simultaneously there’s a growing resolve and acknowledgment that the pain will be finite. A decade from then, Stevie would use songs like “Dreams,” “Silver Springs,” and “Landslide” to simultaneously express deep disappointment in a romantic outcome while hinting at resilience and self-love amid the mess.

			In 1966, the Nicks family again relocated, this time to the San Francisco suburb of Menlo Park. Menlo-Atherton High was a preppy school where kids had their own cars (a big deal in the sixties) and families employed household help. During her senior year, Stevie participated in the High Spirits glee club and excelled in subjects like English and drama. Every now and then she’d pass in the halls a boy one year her junior named Lindsey Buckingham, a California-born and -raised guitar autodidact who grew up listening to Chuck Berry, Elvis, and the Everly Brothers.

			“I met Lindsey at a religious meeting called ‘the Young Life’ that they used to have at high school,” Stevie told BAM in 1981. “He was sitting there just gorgeous, playing his guitar, and I walked over to him, and we sang ‘California Dreamin’,’ and we sang it perfect.”

			The two wouldn’t start collaborating in earnest for a couple of years—romantically or creatively—but Stevie’s interest was definitely piqued. “When I first met him, he was going with somebody and so was I, but I fell totally in love with him. I was captivated,” she said. Lindsey didn’t give much away, but she guessed he approved of her harmonizing to the Mamas & the Papas because he started up another song with her right away.

			Upon graduating from high school, Stevie didn’t have any firm plans. Her parents pushed her to at least try some college, so Stevie enrolled at the College of San Mateo for two years and then, in 1968, transferred to San Jose State, where she majored in speech communication. She was also itching to start or join a band.

			As fortune would have it, an old friend from high school, Bob Aguirre, called Stevie up wanting to know if she’d consider auditioning to sing in Fritz, a psych rock group he played drums in with Lindsey Buckingham, who was then on bass. Also featuring Brian Kane (guitar, vocals), Javier Pacheco (keys, vocals), Jody Moreing (bass), and Cal Roper (bass), “Fritz” had been shortened from “the Fritz Rabyne Memorial Band,” which referenced a real person—a student the group knew in high school who was still very much alive. His pupils selected the name for their band at random, and they never knew what the real Fritz Rabyne thought of their tribute, since he moved away and lost touch before they could ask him. No matter—“the Fritz Rabyne Memorial Band” got shaved down to just “Fritz,” and Stevie joined up without quite knowing what she was getting into.

			
				When I played my own song that night, I knew [from] that second on that I was not going to do a lot of other people’s songs. I had to write my own.

			
			Stevie’s experience in Fritz was, in a word, complicated. On one hand, she finally had a space to play with other musicians and develop her live performance, which, up until then, mainly consisted of her strumming acoustic country ballads. At the same time, Stevie’s male bandmates seemed irritated by her increasingly dynamic and theatrical stage persona. When she did her own charismatic version of the Stone Poneys’ “Different Drum,” fans went absolutely crazy. But Javier Pacheco was not impressed. He found Stevie’s emotional performance style to be a “big put-on” and would tease her constantly. (Javier would later walk his criticism back, telling fans in an online Q&A that he’d been blinded by “silly machismo and arrogance.”)

			“Nobody in that band wanted me as their girlfriend because I was too ambitious for them,” Stevie told Rolling Stone in 1977. “They all thought I was in it for the attention and didn’t take me seriously at all. I was just a girl singer, and they hated the fact that I got a lot of the credit.”

			After playing local shows, like at the Stanford University quad, “within two or three months we were opening for Hendrix, Janis Joplin, all the San Francisco bands.” Later, Stevie reflected on the ways her time in Fritz prepared her for what would become a massive
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