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The image of Jordan in her white shards of beehive and Mondrian make-up is one of the most
iconic in pop history. But nobody knows what was really going on behind those watchful eyes
when Anarchy hit the UK. How did a ballet-mad girl from sleepy Sussex make her way, via the
clandestine gay clubs of Brighton and London, to 430 King's Road and the eye of punk's storm?
How could she share hair-raising adventures with McLaren and Westwood, The Sex Pistols,
Adam and his Ants, Derek Jarman and Andy Warhol, and then just disappear? With
commentary from key players including Vivienne Westwood, Paul Cook, Marco Pirroni, Holly
Johnson, and her partner behind the SEX/Seditionaries counter, Michael Collins, plus a wealth
of never-before-seen images from Simon Barker, Sheila Rock, and Harri Peccinotti, Jordan
finally reveals her outrageous life story.
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could be talking about Riah.In the summer of 1973, Pamela Rooke left school with six O levels
and two A levels. It was a pivotal time: in late May she’d seen David Bowie on his final Ziggy tour.
Already obsessed with appearance as a statement beyond mere fashion, she went in ‘a three-
quarter-length Biba jacket, no lapels, brown with big beige musical notes all over it, and beautiful
padded shoulders; not too much, not too little, just perfect. A pair of beige Oxford bags, a
massive pair of gold platforms and of course, my red-and-pink razor-cut hair.’Completing the
look was a homemade earring constructed ‘out of starling’s feathers, helpfully left for me by my
cat, with pearls sewn into them from a necklace I’d taken to bits’. Noting that, in his current
publicity photos, Bowie was wearing a Yamamoto suit with cherry blossom details, Pamela and
her friend Sally Reid gathered all the cherry blossom they could find and, at a key moment,
threw them all over the singer: ‘through a shower of falling petals, he took my hand and asked
me if he could have my earring. I shook my head slowly and said: “No”.’Encouraged by Bowie’s
hyper speed transmogrifications, Pamela was experimenting with a new identity. At the time of



the Bowie concert she was known as Jipper: ‘a deliberately androgynous name.’ As Sally Reid
remembers, ‘we went through a myriad of names. Riah was one of them – the Polari slang word
for ‘hair’, which would have been good.’However, Jordan’s new identity would come from
another source – a classic of American literature that, she recalls: ‘was inspired – and I took that
inspiration and ran with it.’ This source is revealed here for the first time.The name would take a
few permutations, but the script was already there: the androgyny of Bowie and his followers,
given depth and toughness through a thorough immersion in the gay culture of the time – hence
Riah. One of the many pleasures in this memoir is the period cartography of gay bars: the
Palace, the Curtain Club and Tricky Dicky’s disco in Brighton; the Masquerade, Maunkberry’s,
the Catacombs, the Regency, Gateways and Louise’s in London. A favourite haunt was El
Sombrero in Kensington High Street, haunted by Nureyev, Jagger and Mercury.From the still
underground gay world of the time Jordan took the sense of outsider community, and the
toughness to deal with any adverse reaction: from gestures to verbals to actual violence. In the
mid-seventies, she was fearless, Ebook Topsian, ‘like a Marvel superhero’ as journalist and
witness Jonh Ingham observes. Already a firm King’s Road habitué, she came into the orbit of
Malcolm McLaren and Vivienne Westwood during 1973, and quickly became the figurehead for
the shop at 430 King’s Road: the first Sex Pistol.Her sheer being set the style for this most
confrontational of shops: ‘people were terrified of coming in,’ she told me. ‘I’d heard reports from
people who later became friends, that people wouldn’t go in because of me, that I wouldn’t say
anything to them, I’d be horrible. It was just my attitude. I thought I looked better than anyone
else. I was very introverted, I know people thought I was an exhibitionist, but I was pretty stand-
offish. I felt powerful, and I think I looked powerful, I know I looked very intimidating.’By 1974/5,
London seemed like a wasteland, drained of colour. There was nothing going on. As Jordan
observes, ‘in a way, we were isolated. There is a picture of me walking up the King’s Road,
looking very much like I did when Derek Jarman first saw me, with that see-through net skirt on,
and what is interesting to look at now is what’s going on in the background – it’s really grey, with
corrugated iron, almost like a bomb site – and that was me walking on my own like that. We were
very much on our own to start with.’With her luxuriant, swept up blonde hair and tight, form-fitting
clothes – which mutated from sports/fifties styles into the rubberwear sold in McLaren and
Westwood’s third incarnation of 430 King’s Road, Sex – Jordan looked like no one else. Seen in
scattered press shots and in the flesh, her presence was at once sexual – very much a
dominatrix, although she shied away from any practice – and science fiction: she seemed
beamed in from a future that was at once retro and highly unsettling.As The Sex Pistols were
beginning, Jordan was the face you saw: the visual hook. She was the standout presence at the
Valentine’s Day 1976 group appearance at Andrew Logan’s loft: interacting with Johnny Rotten
on stage in a staged moment of outrage, bursting out of the Sunday Times Colour Magazine in a
candid shot with David ‘Piggy’ Worth. She mirrored the appearance of Mrs Thatcher, then rising
to national prominence – a visual coincidence caught in a contemporary painting by Adam Ant,
with Mrs T pictured as a dominatrix.From her stage invasion in The Sex Pistols’ first TV



appearance for Granada, her modeling of Malcolm McLaren and Vivienne Westwood’s startling
bondage collection for Seditionaries, and her constant presence, along with Michael Collins, as
front person in Sex and Seditionaries, Jordan was a major face in 1976. As Adam Ant
remembers, ‘Jordan created punk rock, she was literally selling it on the front line, she was living
it on public transport when other people were just dressing up.’As The Sex Pistols and Punk
went nationwide during 1977, she began to withdraw from the group. The Sex Pistols’ boat trip
on the Silver Jubilee weekend was the final straw: as she told me, ‘I just thought there was doom
coming, after the boat trip. John was being really obnoxious to everybody. It was the star trip, and
him thinking that everything had got too commercial. I don’t think he could quite handle it. I think
he’d lost it by then, he’d lost the need to do it.’Although continuing to work in 430 King’s Road,
Jordan refused any involvement in The Great Rock’n’Roll Swindle – ‘it was obviously going to be
really shit’ – and focused on Adam and the Ants and her starring role in Derek Jarman’s Jubilee:
a fascinating film of which the highlight is her dance in a disused Deptford dock. ‘Derek Jarman
was a beautiful man,’ she says: ‘The way he would throw his head back and laugh, he was
wonderful – “wonderful” being one of his favourite words. I will always miss him.’Jordan remained
at 430 King’s Road until her marriage to Kevin Mooney in summer 1981, when Vivienne
Westwood promptly sacked her. By then she had witnessed and participated in Adam Ant’s rise
to superstardom. Striking out with Kevin Mooney and the new group Wide Boy Awake, she
slowly became mired in heroin addiction – which, with typical fortitude, she kicked cold turkey,
before totally changing her life and becoming a veterinary nurse and a breeder of Burmese cats.
Jordan was always good at saying ‘no’.As if this story wasn’t enough, there are many other
pleasures here: details of how Vivienne Westwood and Malcolm McLaren made the
extraordinary clothes that they sold in 430 King’s Road from 1973 to 1981; a full account of life at
Linda Ashby’s flat in St James’s, where Jordan lived with Johnny Rotten, Derek Dunbar, Simon
Barker and Sid Vicious – a punk nest in the heart of the English establishment; stories about
nearly forgotten but fascinating characters like Tracie O’Keefe, Debbi Juvenile, and Vikki De
Lambray.Transformation was the name of the game in this classic era of pop culture as urban,
suburban and exurban adolescents responded to the only thing in the culture that spoke to
them: refashioning themselves into heroic, superhuman, fantastic creations. This book is the
story of how the nature-loving balletomane Pamela Rooke from Seaford on the South Coast
became the striking figurehead of her generation.1SEAFORD BOULEVARDChildhood on the
wild Sussex coast (1955–66)A dance to the music of timeSimon Barker said he could remember
the night before we shot the Jordan’s Dance sequence for Jubilee at the flat at St James.
Everyone was there – the Pistols, Sid, Adam – and there’s me sewing all these ostrich feathers
on a tutu at three or four in the morning! It was my original tutu, which I’d worn when I used to
perform in competitive ballet, along with the tiara, which was made of crystal and bought at great
expense for me by my mum. It’s the one part of the outfit that I still have today. I did all that
myself, the night before we shot the scene. I should have been thinking about the next day’s
shooting! But I still remember the smell of new ballet shoes, new satin. It’s a most wonderful



smell. And it takes me back in time…I was probably about 6 the first time I encountered it. There
was a little shop called Dancia, just off the Western Road in Brighton, not far from my hometown
of Seaford on the East Sussex coast, which was probably the most exciting thing you can
imagine for a little girl who loved ballet. I got a tutu made to order there with a satin top and
Fabiola ballet tights in very, very pale pink. Some of the shoes were kid leather, the little flatties,
whereas the pointe shoes were pink satin. It smelled beautiful when you walked in.Before I was
taken to this emporium to buy proper dancewear, I would make my own outfits. Chiffon scarves
were very fashionable and Mum had several; they kept your wash-and-set in place because they
were light, and they came in so many colours. So I would put all of hers together, tie them to a
little belt around my waist and do the ‘Dance of the Seven Veils’ on the landing! The soundtrack
was my first ever record, Tchaikovsky’s Nutcracker Suite, floating out from my sister’s little record
player. I would dance away up there, back and forth… It wasn’t the carpet and the banister I was
seeing – in my mind I was dancing in the middle of an amazing stage set. Those are my earliest
memories of really being in love with a piece of music, and it’s probably not what people would
expect. But, in many ways, my childhood was like one long fantastic dream.My heart
CinqueSeaford, in East Sussex, where I was born, is a place with a history of rebellious
behaviour. In a part of the country that was most open to invasion by sea, it became one of the
region’s Cinque Ports1 that have banded together to defend the coast since Saxon times. That
spirit still lingers in the salty air. The seafront has barely changed at all since I was born, on 23
June 1955, though there have been some awful storms out at sea. In 1987, they built the beach
up level with the promenade. It cost millions of pounds, and about a week later, the hurricane hit
and all of it disappeared overnight. I think it ended up somewhere like Dungeness – in Derek
Jarman’s garden, probably.But, when I was little, it was a lovely big drop down to the beach with
lots of groynes going out to sea. I had many very happy days down at the beach – as well as one
memorable day of terror, when I was 8 years old and the lilo I was floating on got caught in a
riptide. My brother Roger had to swim out to sea, catch it and haul me back to shore – risking his
own life in the process. But in those days, parents would let their children go off on their own like
that, and I used to spend hours down there. It’s a feeling of freedom. It probably sounds strange,
because I know the sea is a sort of full stop in a way, a full stop to the land. But to me it feels
different; it feels like freedom and I don’t feel hemmed in.From out of the pastThe night I made
my entrance into the world, there was a dense sea fog hanging over the town. We didn’t have a
car, so Dad had to ring for a taxi, an extravagance for us – but the hour was late and my arrival
was imminent. Mr Squires, the taxi driver, got to East Dean, about halfway from Seaford to the
hospital in Eastbourne, and announced that he couldn’t go any further, the visibility was too
bad.My dad went mad.“What do you think we’re going to do?” he asked him. “We can’t turn
back, she’s having a baby!” Obviously, the driver was persuaded to soldier on. My brother Roger,
who was 8 at the time, remembers the next morning, when Dad got home:ROGER ROOKE: He
seemed quite pleased with himself. But the only thing he would say was that you looked like a
skinned rabbit! He didn’t say what a bonny baby or beautiful little girl you were. I remember the



day that you were brought home from the hospital, because it was a lovely day, very hot and
sunny. We’d been out, all us children who lived round about, to a Donkey Derby in the fields past
the hedgerow. And when I got home, you were there. I remember being a bit mystified by it all,
because times were different then. I was kept right out of the fact that Mum was even pregnant. I
knew nothing about it until about four days before you were born.Perhaps this is not so
surprising – there is a lot of mystery in our family, some of which we still have yet to get to the
bottom of. As the newly arrived Pamela Anne Rooke, I was the youngest in a tightly knit, self-
sufficient family. My dad, Stanley James Rooke, was a proper Cockney, originally from
Tottenham, who had been billeted in Seaford during the Second World War and preferred to
settle down there than return to London. My mum, Rosalind Jean Needham – although everyone
called her Linda and she was actually christened Rose – was originally from Islington, the area
around King’s Cross and the Caledonian Road. A professional seamstress, she was the driving
force in the house. Later, when I was a teenager, she often got very, very upset about how I
looked. But Dad always, in his own way, tried to smooth things over and stand up for me. Not that
I needed it, really.I was born very late in my mum and dad’s life – Mum was 41 when she had me,
which in those days was really risky. I was the fourth of four children, one of whom didn’t survive.
I had my brother Roger and my sister – also called Rosalind, but we’ve always called her
Jeannie – and between them was a little boy, Michael, who died at 18 months of scarlet fever. My
mother took him to the doctor and he told her there wasn’t anything to worry about. Then, twenty-
four hours later, Michael died in her arms. It made her dislike doctors for the rest of her life, she
was never able to trust them. Jeannie remembers that she wouldn’t have any painkillers when
she gave birth to me, which shows you how deep that distrust ran and how long it
lingered.JEANNIE CRAVEN: That was a dreadful burden for Mother, dreadful. That’s my first
memory of us moving to Seaford… her crying, not wanting to get out of bed, because she had
lost Michael that way.So I was brought up as a bit of an only child really, but with an older
brother, and a sister who was quite boyish – Jeannie liked to play cricket with the boys. That was
an era when kids could play cricket and football in the streets without anyone worrying about
them.When I say we were close, I really mean all I’ve got is my parents. I never knew my
grandparents; I never had any family stories from them, which are really quite valuable when
you’re growing up, though Roger’s research into the family tree, as well as his own longer
memory, have shed some light on matters.A family affairNobody seems to know how Mum and
Dad met, although we think it would have been when they were still in London. Roger says that
Mum always went a bit coy when he asked her. It was an unusual sort of relationship in the fact
that, while Dad was only 5′2″, Mum was over 5′6″, which was considered strange then and
probably still is today, with the ridiculous parameters people put on relationships. But she loved
him because he was a good man. I also get the feeling that he made her feel safe, and that going
to Seaford was a way of getting away from her family, who she fell out with irrevocably after the
death of her father.ROGER ROOKE: Our grandfather, Edwin Needham, committed suicide on
25 August 1929, when Mum was only 13. He put his head in the gas oven and Mum was the one



who found him. His wife Jane had died two years previously, leaving him to bring up seven
children, and it was two days after what would have been their wedding anniversary, so I think
that was the possible reason. It states on his death certificate that he died of carbon monoxide
poisoning from coal gas, administered by his own hand while of unsound mind. Jean Goddard,
the daughter of Mum’s sister Daisy, told me that he died of a broken heart. There was a big
stigma about suicide in those days: it was a crime, and if he hadn’t succeeded in taking his own
life he could have been locked up for it.Mum never directly told me anything about it, but she
mentioned it to a friend while I was there, one of our neighbours, Gladys Rose, a ‘cup-of-tea-
confidante’ who used to drop in every now and again – a big old lady with grey hair and a pinny
with only one of her front teeth left. I think Mum was feeling a bit down and she said she felt like
doing away with herself. Gladys said: “Oh, don’t be so silly.” And I remember Mum saying: “Well,
my Dad did. And I was the one who found him.”My maternal grandmother Jane died of
erysipelas, also known as St Anthony’s fire, which today would be cured easily by penicillin. It’s
basically cold sores that burst and get into your bloodstream – something as simple as that
could kill you back then. She was 51. And, with seven children, he had quite a job on his hands,
did my grandfather Edwin, who worked making wheels in a cycle factory. Roger’s research
pointed to the fact that Edwin, who was born in the workhouse that served as a hospital in those
days, probably had an Italian father, but he was illegitimate, so this has made tracking down his
birth certificate impossible so far.Mum had three sisters, Lilian, Bertha and Daisy, and three
brothers, Sidney, Frederick and George. Roger thinks Sidney was her favourite and I can
remember seeing a photo of him, dressed in a naval uniform, that she kept in her purse. She
would take it out from time to time and look at it with a wistful expression. But, whatever
happened between Mum and her siblings, she never had anything more to do with them.I did
hear that one of the sisters came down to Seaford and Mum wouldn’t go to the bus stop and
meet her. And I have one very strange, abstract memory of being taken up to London to see one
of them, who lived in the sort of tenement block you’d see in 1960s ‘kitchen sink’ dramas, with
no decorations indoors, just stone walls. It was pouring with rain.Mum was tight-lipped about her
family, but Roger has since discovered we have a second cousin on her side, Derrick Howlett,
who was the son of her sister Daisy, born when she was 16 and given up for adoption. They met
when Derrick’s daughter started to do some research into his birth mother while, at the same
time, Roger was researching our family tree. Sadly, they didn’t get to meet Daisy, but according
to Roger she had lived quite a life. She had three partners and seven children, of which Derrick
is the oldest. Because she kept changing her name, by the time they tracked her down, Daisy,
now calling herself Elizabeth Karim, had already died in a care home, so Derrick never did get to
meet her.We do know a bit more about Dad’s family. His father, Arthur, was a leather gilder, who
engraved book titles in gold onto the leather bindings. By strange coincidence, the place where
he worked on Poland Street would later become Louise’s, the key club of the Sex Pistols era.
Arthur was married to Sarah Jane, who came from a small Hampshire village called Denmead,
where her family worked as farm labourers. Jeannie said that Dad thought the world of his mum,



and that she worked herself to death – she died in her sixties of cancer. All that remains is some
photos of her as a tiny, pretty young girl and a worn-out old lady looking much older than her
years. Arthur became a bit of a drinker, and legend has it that he died on the way back from the
pub. Dad told me once that he was reading a report in the back of the Evening Standard, on a
section of the paper they printed last for breaking news, about a man collapsing and dying in a
certain area of London, and he just knew it was his dad.Dad had two brothers and both of them
were rather strange. Uncle Ted was a philatelist who actually made a living out of collecting
stamps. Ted lived his whole life with his older brother, Uncle Frank, who was a racetrack bookie
and was married to Auntie Maud. She was quite unusual, as she only ate bananas. Even at
weddings! At the reception on Roger’s big day, she gave me her coq au vin, and got her
bananas out of her handbag to eat instead! I don’t know where he found her. In a fruit shop?
ROGER ROOKE: Auntie Maud was a bit of a one-off, and I often wonder whether Ted was
actually gay. I had a surprising insight into their lives when I went to stay with them in London for
a week on my own when I was about 16… Maud came out with some extraordinary things. Right
out of the blue, she said: “Some people think that Ted’s a dirty old man, but he’s not you know,
he’s just going to see his friend.” I didn’t quite know what that meant. And then another time, over
breakfast she said: “My marriage has never been consummated, you know.” I was trying to reach
for the dictionary to check she meant what I thought she meant. I was absolutely gobsmacked.
She followed that up with: “You know, they sit and watch television and if there’s anything about
sex on they both look away, as if it’s disgusting.” I only went up there for a week to get over
splitting up with my girlfriend. I thought it was going to be a refuge!But actually, I got talking to
Ted a couple of times during that week and was quite amazed at his depth of knowledge in
politics and literature, when he was in the mood. They’d both worked as tic-tac men, mostly at
the dog tracks, working for bookmakers.Dad also had a sister, Auntie Grace, who was a lovely
woman. She and her husband Leslie adopted a little boy, Barry, but it was a hard life for Grace,
too, as Leslie died quite young and she never remarried, bringing Barry up alone.My old manIt’s
fair to say that my dad, Stan Rooke, was the adventurer in his family. Before the war, he’d worked
as a Prudential insurance agent and, from when I was born until his retirement, he worked for the
NHS Dental Board. But, in those wartime years between, he’d certainly seen enough excitement.
Dad joined the regular army in 1940 and volunteered for the newly formed No. 4 Commando, a
highly skilled combat force raised to carry out raids on German garrisons in occupied France. He
rose in rank to Quartermaster Sergeant, in charge of appropriating troop rations and provisions.
He’d originally wanted to be in the air force but, because he was short, he wasn’t eligible, which
in retrospect probably saved his life. When you think how many of those airmen actually came
back, I probably would never have been born.He was one of the very few who stuck the whole
war out in No. 4 Commando. If you couldn’t hack it there, which many people couldn’t, you could
be Returned To Unit (RTU) without anything bad going on your service record, because you had
volunteered. Dad was perfect for it – any self-defence moves were useless on him because he
was so short you couldn’t get purchase on him. There was no leverage; he was like a rock. Adam



Ant would always jokingly say to him: “Stan, admit it, you’re in the 4s.”He told me a lot of funny
stories about his unit. Once, they were on a ship going to do a raid on a German fuel depot in the
Lofoten islands, in the Norwegian fjords. The cook had roasted all these legs of lamb, but the
weather was so bad that most of the soldiers onboard were dreadfully seasick. So Dad sat in the
mess and ate everybody’s lamb! Then he was almost sick too, from eating so much.He nearly
died on a training exercise, where he had to jump off a landing craft with a Bren gun and run up
the beach – and he just plummeted to the bottom of the sea with this big weapon on his
shoulders and had to pull it off to stop himself drowning. Then he was up on charges because
he’d lost a bit of important equipment! He was let off, but that’s how serious it was, as he had to
go through the whole process of proving he had to take this gun off to save his life.He was suited
to the life of a quartermaster, as he was a bit of a wheeler-dealer. If they had too much butter to
carry around with them, for example, he’d go into the local community and do some deals – he
said he could remember buckets of oysters in Amsterdam. Once, he managed to appropriate an
entire ration of butter that had been designated for pregnant women – that was one I think he
had to hand back. Another time, he had a lot of cigarettes that he swapped for a beautiful ring,
solid gold with a big diamond inset. Funnily enough, back at home in peacetime, he lost the
diamond ring gardening and spent years looking for it. I still think about that ring. A mole could
come up one day like Paul Simon, with a diamond on the end of his nose!While Dad was out in
the field, Mum was left to have their first child on her own. They moved around a lot in the war,
making life even more difficult and uncertain. From London, Dad’s first posting was Weymouth in
Dorset. Mum told stories of being chased down the street there by a Messerschmitt when she
was pregnant with Jeannie. Dad sent her his army pay so she could save up and buy what she
needed for herself and the baby. When he came home on leave, she went to meet him wearing
this silver fox fur – the full works, with the head and paws all dangling down. He looked at her
awestruck. That was where all his money had gone.My dad was short, strong and very, very
tough – though not in his heart. I remember him usually being the peacemaker at home. Roger’s
memories of the times before I was born and when I was only a toddler reveal darker currents to
my parents’ marriage than I had realised before I started work on this book.ROGER ROOKE: I
must admit we were a family who got a little bit dysfunctional. There was a bit of conflict between
our parents. I think Dad would have preferred it if Mum would have been a stay-at-home mum. I
remember them having, let’s say, lively discussions about her going back to work. I mean, she
was a great mum, she was an excellent cook and really did feed us well, proper, home-cooked
food, and she was always darning socks and sewing buttons on, nothing got thrown away
quickly. But I think she really liked the buzz of working in the pub, the banter and just the
liveliness of it all. She was not comfortable with just being at home. She was more aspirational
than Dad was, ever. I can always remember them talking about decorating the house, and her
saying to him: “I suppose you’d be quite happy with orange boxes for tables and jam jars for
glasses, wouldn’t you?”Dad would take me to the library every Saturday and, on the way back,
we’d stop at the garage and he’d spend about quarter of an hour looking at the cars, all black



and shiny and new. We never had a car, but obviously it did cross his mind… But it was all too
much money out of his budget.We didn’t even have a fridge for ages, and when you think there
wasn’t a shop on the estate… the shopping had to be done every one or two days and then
carried home on the bus, I don’t know how Mum kept on top of it.There were periods, quite
frightening to me, when she went through a time of not getting out of bed and the whole of the
bedroom floor was littered with cigarette packets. There was a very difficult period where there
were a couple of fairly vicious rows. Not physical, verbal, but enough to make me feel really
uncomfortable, awkward and not know where to put myself. That coincided with Mum
disappearing.I was probably the last person to see her before she went. I have a recollection of
being at home as she came back from work in the pub in the afternoon. I can’t remember what
she said to me, but she went upstairs and then fifteen minutes later she’d gone again and that
was it. She didn’t come back.She’d had an affair with a person she worked with, the landlord of
the pub, the Hole in the Wall, and he left his family too. They went to Hastings and she was gone
for a couple of months. Of course, Dad was devastated. He went down with shingles.But I think
what must have happened was, at the pub they put two and two together, that they must be
somewhere together, and somehow they found out where that was. Now I guess Dad persuaded
her to come back, which everybody must have known – Seaford’s only a small town. It’s quite a
big thing to do, isn’t it? To forgive somebody and say: “The family needs you here.” But he
wanted to keep the family together at any cost, so he eventually persuaded her to come back. I
can remember a great feeling of relief because there were no more rows, and I think the
teachers all knew at school what had happened, so I was given a bit of leeway, a bit of sympathy,
I guess.I have absolutely no memories of any of this happening, but it explains a lot. I remember,
in later life, Dad telling me that he had called the Salvation Army to help him find her – he had
been absolutely distraught, he loved her desperately. He was a bit at sea, a bit lost without her,
and once she died, he started to drink even more than he did before. He didn’t know what to do
with his life except drink. And as a poignant coda to Roger’s story about the cars, in the last few
days of Dad’s life, when he was in a hospice, he had some intensely vivid dreams, one of which
was about buying a motor from a car sale on Seaford seafront and driving off in it. Maybe that
was his vision of what heaven was really like.But I had no idea Mum had been so depressed that
she’d considered taking her own life. I can only guess that, when I came along, Mum thought it
would mark a new beginning. That it would be really nice if I was a sweet little girl, not like my
tomboy sister Jeannie, who was not your average schoolgirl of 1960, but the little girl she’d
always dreamed of. A girlie-girl.Only it didn’t quite work out that way…Dance, ballerina,
danceMy first memory of clothing, which would have been when I was little more than a toddler,
was a little pink cape I saw in a shop. It was fuchsia, or even cerise, bright wool, with a mandarin
collar in black velvet and a little cap that went with it. It had lovely lining too. Another thing I can
still smell to this day.My first soundtrack to dressing up came courtesy of my Triang, a child’s
record player that played nursery rhymes on brightly coloured red and yellow plastic discs.
‘Dashing Away with the Smoothing Iron’ is one that I really remember, that I used to play over



and over again. Jeannie had a record player – it wasn’t a real Dansette, because I don’t know if
Mum and Dad would have been able to afford one – but Jeannie made it look like one, by
covering the maroon lid with white Fablon, putting it all round the edges. It looked so good by the
time she finished that it became a source of real argument when she split up with her boyfriend
Morris and he claimed it was his in the first place. Jeannie remembers it costing £27, a fortune in
those days! It was on this customised contraption that I would play my first proper record, The
Nutcracker Suite, which came from a whole album of excerpts of ballet music, and which meant
so much to me.I was probably about seven or eight when I started doing ballet classes with
Angela Bolsch, at Miss Angela’s School of Dancing in Eastbourne. When they knew I was really
taking it seriously, Mum and Dad let me have Dancing Times, an expensive, glossy monthly that
had the results of all the competitions in it. It also had lots of articles about dancers, and it was
there that I first read about Margot Fonteyn.There are, in my mind, very few dancers who had
everything. Margot Fonteyn is one, and so is Natalia Makarova. These dancers were perfect in
their technique but also showed great verve and character. Then I saw the film Romeo and Juliet
with Rudolf Nureyev and Fonteyn, and I was just enchanted.2One of the most exciting moments
of my life was one day when I’d been to school, done my athletics practice, got on the bus, been
to my ballet practice, and Mum suddenly turned up at the ballet school. She had never done this
before: I would normally get the bus back home. But she said: “We’re going somewhere.” She
was taking me, for the first time ever, to see a ballet. It was the Royal Ballet in Coppélia at the
Congress Theatre in Eastbourne. She just turned up and said: “We’re off!” I finally got to see real
ballet dancers on-stage and I was in total ecstasy.Mum and Dad always went the extra mile to
get me the ballet lessons and the beautiful clothes and shoes that went with it. I could never
thank them enough for that, and I encourage anyone who’s got a child with such an inclination to
scrape the money together somehow, because you’ve opened up a whole different world for
your child. Ballet was everything to me, really.When I was a little girl, the country was still
recovering from the Second World War, when people had been dying in their thousands and
cities had been bombed night after night. What my parents’ generation went through was
incredible; they felt lucky just to have survived. So I was a product of that post-war
environment.‘Make do and mend’ is one wartime slogan that has stayed with me. I always used
to darn all my own ballet shoes, because they’re very expensive, new pointe shoes. You can’t
just let them wear out quickly – a few dances and all that satin would go. With a special thread,
you’d make a chain stitch going round in a circle, right round in the middle, and that reinforced
the whole tip of the pointe shoe. I spent hours doing it on every new pair. I can darn a pointe
shoe with my eyes closed now. Then you had to put your own ribbon on, just angled right for your
ankle with no puckering, double-sewn over the top, because it takes a lot of stress as well. That’s
how I could spend all night stitching before the major scene in Jubilee – it was like second nature
to me by then.Prima ballerina: Dame Margot FonteynDame Margot Fonteyn was the daughter of
an Irish mother and Brazilian father. She took her first dance classes at the age of 4. She
showed such talent that, at only 14, she was enrolled at the Sadler’s Wells Ballet School. Margot



began performing with Ninette de Valois’s Royal Ballet and devoted her entire career to the
company.Her debut was as a snowflake in The Nutcracker in 1934, followed by parts in Sleeping
Beauty, Giselle and Swan Lake. Her first major role was in Sir Frederick Ashton’s Le Baiser de la
Fée in 1935, and she became Ashton’s muse. He created leading roles for her in Apparitions,
Nocturne, Les Patineurs, A Wedding Banquet and The Quest, among others. During the Second
World War, she continued to perform a full schedule, including entertaining the troops.In 1961,
when Margot was in her forties, she had just started to think about retirement when she met the
Russian Rudolf Nureyev, who had defected at the age of 23. They became the most dynamic
and popular couple in the ballet world, performing Swan Lake, Giselle and Romeo and Juliet. For
the next fifteen years, they performed together all over the world, until, at the age of 60, Margot
gave her farewell performance at the Royal Opera House.The reason Margot danced on for so
much longer than any other ballerina was for love. In 1955, at the age of 36, she married a man
she had met in her youth, Roberto Arias, the son of the former president of Panama. He led her
into a life of trouble and danger. She was arrested in Panama in 1959 while helping him attempt
a failed coup against the government and then, in 1964, a rival politician shot Arias, leaving him
a quadriplegic for the rest of his life. Margot retired to Panama to be close to him. With no
pension, she spent her savings looking after him for the rest of their lives.Margot received the
title of prima ballerina assoluta from the Royal Ballet in 1979, one of only three women to receive
that distinction in the twentieth century. This brave, brilliant, remarkable woman took her final
bow on 21 February 1991.Playground twistI started school at Chyngton Primary, conveniently
located at the end of my road. I can still remember some of the first clothes I really liked to wear.
Along with the pink cape, I used to wear these little sticky-out dresses and, because of that, I
was regarded as being unusual and even started to get into a bit of trouble.Luckily, I had a good
friend in Glynis Rundell, an older girl who was a bit of a minder, so if anyone did anything to me,
she would have them – she once had someone up against the wall by their throat because they
were picking on me. And that had a knock-on effect because, by the time I got to secondary
school, if anybody picked on one of my friends, I’d be the person to protect them. It taught me
about standing up for people who can’t do it for themselves.I was average, I should think, at
primary school. I would say, truthfully, I was rather more into literature than maths. Though I did
get picked for one special occasion. There was a big school celebration, I guess it might have
been an anniversary, and the headmaster wanted somebody to present a bouquet to his wife.
So there was a curtsying competition to see who was graceful enough for the task and I won. I’d
done a lot of ballet practice by then.My main focus was on sports. I was training daily. I won a
race down my street and first prize was a pencil case, second prize was a pencil case, third prize
was a pencil case. It was hard to see the incentive in that. I should have at least had some
pencils in my pencil case! That may have been the beginning of the trend in which no one can
be a loser, which then results in no one being a winner. You should really, really encourage
talent. You can’t do that if you’re trying to equalise everyone.The time of the seasonThe
summers of my early childhood were spent at the pubs where Mum worked. I spent hours and



hours of my life at the Cinque Ports, in Seaford – which is still open, quite something in these
days of pubs closing hand over fist. I would be upstairs with the lady who owned it, Ma Turner,
while Mum ran the bar. There used to be a great big wooden gate, where the brewery people
came in to deliver, and my Dad got worse for wear there once and tried to jump over it! He’d had
a works do with the Dental Board and was so drunk that a work colleague tied him to the back of
a motorbike and drove him home from Eastbourne.Then there was the Old Tree, which is now a
mobility scooter outlet – a burgeoning enterprise on the south coast, unlike the pub trade. Mr
and Mrs Reed owned that and, although it was pebble-dashed on the outside, inside it had all
the old beams and low ceilings. It was really lovely.For many summers, Mum and Dad used to
take over a pub called the Brewers Arms in Mayfield, a little village up in the High Weald of
Sussex with an intriguing history. In the eighteenth century, it was at the heart of silk and brandy
smuggling, a practice they used to call ‘owling’. Very much a hotbed of dissenters, the village
was also involved in the Swing Riots in 1830, when agricultural workers revolted against
landowners across the south and east of England, striking terror into the ruling class, who feared
a replay of the French Revolution on English soil. It still has the feel of a Hammer horror film
about it, especially on Bonfire Night, when the town takes part in the Sussex tradition of
torchlight procession and fireworks display.3 We used to stay there for our summer holidays
while the landlord went on his, living in the pub for three weeks or a month. I remember the
mynah bird they used to have that would copy the things you said to it; and long hot days spent
playing in haystacks and scrumping apples, and my dollies Linda, Diane and Miré, who Dad
bought me one time when we were staying there. It was only me who would go with Mum and
Dad to the Brewers Arms, and this was really the closest thing I had to a family holiday. Jeannie
had already married her first husband James and gone to live in Scotland, where he worked for
British Aerospace; and Roger, now an amorous adolescent, had his own plans for staying home
alone.ROGER ROOKE: I was particularly pleased one year, because I had a girlfriend, and I
thought: Yes, at last! We don’t have to go in the bus shelter! Of course, I didn’t waste any time:
the very first day you were away, I told this girlfriend she could come up to the house. So I went
to where she lived and walked back with her, and as I walked around the corner there was
Jeannie’s car parked outside. She hadn’t told me, but Jeannie had this plan that while they were
away she would redecorate the bathroom. So that was that. I had to turn straight back round and
walk this girlfriend home.JEANNIE CRAVEN: Well, it was a week’s work, and it was hard work.
When it was done, I gave Mum and Dad the bill – £19, it was. I had to pay for the paint. I had no
idea that Roger was going to bring his little friend round.After the pubs, Mum worked for years in
a haberdasher’s shop, selling curtains, towels, linens, all sorts of things. She made me a dress
with Velcro cuffs, which amazed my schoolfriends when I pulled them open to show them how it
worked. Over the road from that shop was the salon where she used to get her hair done. Mum
was always very careful about her appearance, and her hair was central to that. The proprietor
was a guy called Michael Anthony, who used to do her hair in rollers, with the hood dryers, the
whole thing – and, of course, the Marcel wave, made with special iron tongs. She had a lovely



head of hair, my mum, really thick, and she stayed dark, she never went grey. I’ve inherited
that.Wondrous placeDad prided himself on always being able to provide for us. The generation
who came back from the war made sure their gardens were full. Out front was always planted
with regiments of beautiful flowers, like dahlias and roses, but the back was the veg, the
business end of the family plot. I used to get sent out on Christmas morning to get the Brussels
sprouts. And he’d always say: “Pick the big ones!” I’d have to look at every stalk, so they’d fit on
the plate with the twelve other vegetables.JEANNIE CRAVEN: James once whispered to me at
Christmas dinner: “There are thirty-one Brussels sprouts on my plate!” In his house it was the
opposite: his mother never gave him enough to eat. Twelve vegetables including thirty-one
Brussels sprouts. Food was the best part of the family, wasn’t it?Although Dad had green fingers,
he was useless at any kind of DIY. I once came home to find him wandering around looking
puzzled. One of the Bakelite tiles had come off the skirting board and he’d tried to fix it with the
type of glue you have to put onto both surfaces and then leave for ten minutes before pressing
them together. Dad had wandered off to have a cup of tea and come back to find the tile had
vanished. He looked everywhere for it – even in the airing cupboard – until I saw that it was stuck
to the back of his waistcoat.He didn’t like to spend any money on tools, either. He had one
handy screwdriver, which Roger watched him lose while trying to put a tile back on the roof. It
went straight down a drainpipe, at the bottom of which it probably remains to this day. I’ve had
similar excruciating experiences watching him try to change a plug.But one thing he was brilliant
at was catching shellfish. He used to pick winkles, take them to Eastbourne to a fishmonger’s
there and sell them, to pay for Jeannie’s cricket coaching. He also used to go prawning, so we
had fresh prawns for ourselves. This was quite an alarming feat, because you had to work with
the tides and sometimes it can be pretty dangerous. If the tide was right, he would go out at one
in the morning, in the dark, and it’s really treacherous down there, all jagged rocks covered in
seaweed. He used gin nets, which are the ones you dip into the water and wait for the prawns to
take the bait, so it wasn’t just a matter of scooping a big net along the sea bottom. This took
patience, skill and daring.There’s a kind of link to London in it, too – it was always a very big
London thing, getting cockles and winkles and jellied eels to be served in the pubs. So there was
probably something there that fed Dad’s own memories of childhood.As soon as he considered I
was old enough, which would have been when I was about 10, I would join him. Some of the
happiest days of my life have been spent under the gullies of the Seven Sisters, perhaps the
most wondrous – and dangerous – spot on the Sussex coast.Grab the crabs! Kill! Kill! Kill!We
used to ride down to Seaford Head on our bikes, with the nets on the handlebars. A steep
enough journey through the heathland going up the cliffs, but that was nothing compared to
coming down. They’ve got proper steps here now – health and safety, of course – but then it just
used to be rugged, irregular pieces of stone that you had to pick your way around. The prawns
were all down there in the gullies to the north. The whelks were over to the south somewhere.
They were separatists.Once we were in the prawning grounds, we’d get straight down to
business. Dad had a round net, and he would make a little rod that went through it, with a notch



cut into it, so that you could rest it in the net. You’d catch crabs first, bait them with some old fish
or whatever he had to hand. They would go straight for it, then you’d grab the crabs, crack them
open, break all their legs off, halve them and spear them on this stick, put the stick in the net and
that’s what the prawns go for. It was a killfest!You’d have a little float on the end of your net, so
you could see where it was, though at night-time it was quite difficult, and there have been many
times where I’ve had to wade out, quite dangerously, in order to get the prawns – you could just
see the cork bobbing where they were biting. Otherwise you’ve lost your net.I didn’t have any
special waterproofs for these manoeuvres, just a pair of trousers and some wellies, which
weren’t really all that good for it. The best thing would have been hobnail boots, because you
can so easily jam your ankle between the rocks. And it’s a real ankle-breaking sort of place. I
used to get so wet, and so cold!If I bunked off school, I would always go somewhere around the
Seven Sisters. My best friend Sally Reid and I used to walk all the way along the cliffs, with my
big bag of Tom Thumb drops and Tizer, like the Famous Five or the Secret Seven. When I
moved back to Seaford in the eighties, it was a kind of therapy to see it all again; to be out in this
wild place, with the skylarks and the swallows all ducking and diving around. Dad’s still with me
when I come back here now. It’s where we scattered his ashes, down where he used to go
prawning.After a long night’s vigilance, once we had gathered our nets, Dad used to put all our
bounty in an old Second World War gas-mask bag. I’ve still got it, and his Commando knife in its
leather sheaf. I feel perfectly safe with that in the kitchen drawer…Then we’d bring back the
prawns to the sink at home, still alive.Put ’em in a box, tie ’em with a ribbonOne special occasion
I’ll never forget was buying my first ever bras, in Colliholes on the High Street. I was well
endowed for a young child of 9, quite far ahead of some of the girls in my primary school.Funnily
enough, the experience was very much like going into the SEX shop would later be. It had those
lovely big old wooden cabinets, sometimes with a glass front on the door, and stocked very large
ladies’ knickers and Cross Your Heart bras, and a lot of support garments – this was the era
when women had to wear their girdles. Again, this was a thing that you’d later see in SEX,
models wearing corsets and suspender belts. Malcolm McLaren appropriated a lot of things
from those days.My first bras were Berlei, size 30AA, in a sort of nylon fabric – it was that time
when everything changed from old cotton into drip-dry fabrics. One was turquoise and white; the
other one was lilac checked gingham. They were little tiny Doris Day bras, and very good-quality
garments. My parents’ approach to clothes was always to save for something that would be
better made than the cheaper alternative, and it’s something that I’ve stuck to all my life.Dad’s
biggest outlay was the suit that he had to wear to work, and you couldn’t just get suits off the
peg. Montague Burton started the idea of being able to buy your suit piece by piece, until you’d
got the full monty from his chain of Burton’s shops, but Dad used to go to a little place called
Hepworth’s, which made suits to measure. It would have cost him a month’s wages, a serious
consideration, but it would be made to last for years and years. This is why I am in total
agreement with what Vivienne Westwood has always said about clothes – that you should buy
things in a considered way. They might be expensive, but they’re something that you will really



love and value.Already, the instincts and aesthetics that would guide me in later years were quite
clearly formed in my mind.1 The Cinque Ports were a confederation of maritime towns and
villages in Sussex and Kent that joined forces over a thousand years ago to provide a fleet for
the King in case of need.2 Years later, Derek Jarman took me to the Royal Ballet in London,
where I met the choreographer and director Sir Frederick Ashton, who had so often worked with
Margot Fonteyn. It was quite a moment for me.3 Lewes holds the biggest parade of them all and
has several different factions competing to blow up effigies of the Pope and any current authority
figure considered worthy of being stuffed with gunpowder and set alight.2HIGH SCHOOL
CONFIDENTIALI was a teenage alien (1966–70)Girl troubleBy the time I left junior school, I
already knew I was going to do something different with my life.I didn’t pass my eleven-plus and
went to Seaford Head Secondary, where I first met my friend Sally, and Gillian Payne, another
girl I’d been friends with at juniors, who often lived up to her surname. I did really quite well to
begin with – I was in the A stream – but it was a real eye-opener going from quite a small school
at the end of my road to a big comprehensive full of loud, clamouring voices. At times, my
secondary school days closely resembled the Bash Street Kids strip in the Beano. I didn’t have
many friends, but one of the best was Lesley Foster, who would be there for me in some crucial
moments of my young life, and still remains very close to this day.LESLEY FOSTER: My first
memory is sitting in the school playground with Gillian Payne, her of the limp. I had started a term
after you, so I was new there and she always tagged on to new people. I can remember sitting in
the playground with her while the rest of you all ‘limped’ from one corner to another. [You and I]
just hit it off and I don’t think in fifty years we’ve ever had a cross word.Lesley, Sally, Gillian and I
shared a binding passion – Star Trek. We’d watch episodes together round mine and I’d record
them all on a Binatone – a horrible little tape recorder with a button you pushed up to play and
then you brought down to the left or right. Then we’d transcribe the scripts, word for word, and
make up our own stories that spun off from the episodes on TV. I was always Spock, my favourite
character and the reason I remain an avid Trekkie to this day; Lesley was always Scotty, and
Gillian – well, she had a new character of her own to play.LESLEY FOSTER: Jim Kirk had a wife
called Julia – that was always Gillian. But we never had a Kirk, and I don’t think we had a Bones
either. I had a Saturday job and managed to wangle it so that I started early and finished in time
to get to yours to watch Star Trek. Staying at your house for weekends, I remember, ’cos your
mum used to make the best bacon sandwiches on a Sunday morning. I’ve never had bacon
sandwiches like it since. The smell, as she brought them up with a cup of tea for us...My
bedroom was by then decorated with blue, turquoise and green wallpaper, and a rotating,
Barbarella-type chair, made of polystyrene and covered in blue canvas, with a white plastic
moulded base. Sitting in there, listening to Leonard Nimoy Sings Songs from Outer Space,
imagination might allow you to think that you were on the bridge of the Starship Enterprise.We
also used to spend long hours at the cinema, either at the Curzon in Eastbourne or our local
fleapit in Seaford, the Ritz. Then we used to get fish and chips and walk to the swings, where
we’d sit making up more Star Trek stories.LESLEY FOSTER: How many times did we see Paint



Your Wagon? At least nine. We went to see Midnight Cowboy and we were extremely under age.
It was on with Women in Love at the Curzon. When we got there, they asked us how old we were
and, ’cos your brain works quicker than mine, you reeled off your date of birth with a couple of
years added. Then they looked at me and said: “What about you?” and I said: “Same as her!
We’re twins!” The bloke looked at us. I said: “We’re not identical!” We got in – just in time to miss
the nude wrestling scene in Women in Love.The search for SpockLeonard Simon Nimoy (1931–
2015) was best known for his role as Spock in Star Trek. This began with the original TV show
pilot The Cage, directed by Gene Roddenberry, shot in 1964, and ended with his final
performance in the film Star Trek into Darkness, directed by J. J. Abrams in 2013. Spock, the
Science Officer on the USS Enterprise, who would rise in rank from Lieutenant Commander to
Captain over his time in the Starfleet, is of mixed race, his father a Vulcan and his mother a
human. The troubles he endures because of this inform several plotlines, drawing parallels with
the America of the 1960s.Spock has many endearing talents, including the ‘Vulcan nerve pinch’
to disable his foes, the ‘Vulcan mind meld’ to access information from the brains of others and a
logical mind to counterpoint the more red-blooded instincts of his Captain, James T. Kirk
(William Shatner).In real life, Nimoy was born in Boston to Jewish Ukrainian parents who had
fled the pogroms of Tsarist Russia. He took drama classes at Boston University and voiced radio
shows for children on local stations, often reading stories based on the Bible. His co-star William
Shatner later noted in his book Leonard: My Fifty-Year Friendship with a Remarkable Man (St
Martin’s Press, 2016): “Obviously there was something symbolic about that. Many years later, as
Captain Kirk, I would be busy rescuing civilizations in distress on distant planets while Leonard’s
Mr Spock would be examining the morality of man and alienkind.”Nimoy wrote two
autobiographies in which his Vulcan alter ego took centre stage, I Am Not Spock (1975) and I
Am Spock (1995). In 1995, I stood in a queue around the block at the Forbidden Planet comic
emporium in London to get my copy of this second tome signed by the great man himself. I had
been on TV in Paul Tickell’s Punk and the Pistols Arena documentary a couple of weeks before,
and I was standing out from the crowd with a red wool blazer and long white ringlets. Right at the
moment I got to Leonard Nimoy, a bloke came out of nowhere and said: “Jordan! Can I have your
autograph?” That was too much for me. I said: “Can you just FUCK OFF! Go away and wait until
I’ve spoken to Spock!”I did get a kiss off Nimoy, so it was worth it in the end. And I signed the
autograph for the fan, too. He was lucky.This sporting lifeI continued to be very sports-orientated
and Seaford Head was well equipped for such endeavours. It had a really good running track,
with a long-jump landing pit on the side of it. Across the road was the hockey pitch, netball and
tennis courts – I was the captain of the hockey team, too. We had a gym equipped with climbing
bars and rings and a swimming pool, which was really something in those days, although it was
an outdoor one.I was very, very busy with athletics at school. I would do hurdles – the 100-metre
hurdles is a very quick race and, because they could see that I had some talent, the sports
teacher would stay behind and tutor me after school, at hurdling in particular. I used to train with
pegs on my nose to make me breathe properly!I was probably one of the first people to have a



pair of spikes in school. My parents had to really save up for those. They came home one day
with this beautiful pair of spikes, they were Slazenger, leather, black and white. And I was so
thrilled with them, I took them to school – and my teacher said: “I’m sorry, these are cross-
country ones, they’re not for sprinting on track, the spikes are too long.”Dad had saved up and
saved up for these – but he took them back and came back with a pair of spikes that were meant
for track. They were Gola, maroon and white. I can remember more about my sportswear than
anything else about school!After athletics practice, I’d get on the bus and go to ballet, doing my
homework on the bus. I did a lot of duets with Caroline Tarbuck, my partner in dance, including
War and Peace and Exodus. All told, it sounds like a tough workload, but if you really, really
enjoy something, then it’s not work. I’m eternally grateful that my parents allowed me to do it,
especially when we had so little money.Back in the jug aganeAlongside all these advantages,
there was one major drawback to my high school life. Mr Alexander, my Maths teacher, lived
next door to me. He was a force to be reckoned with, was Alex. Old school. Ex-army. “I fought
seven years in the war for you lot,” he constantly used to remind us. “What am I standing here for
with you load of twits? I could be up there playing golf.” This was delivered in a really venomous
way. Alex terrorised Sally, and the reason she was always going up and down between streams
was largely down to him. I remember once when Jeannie and her husband James came home
for a weekend, James, who was a total maths genius, helped me with my homework. Alex
marked it: "A+. Well done, James."We were disruptive at school, but it was the teachers as well
as the pupils who gave Seaford Head its comic-strip atmosphere. We used to chop up little bits
of rubbers and surreptitiously put them on the top of the boiler rack. Obviously, they began to
smell. After a while, Alex would get up and sniff his jacket, and then his armpit. When he finally
sussed out what was going on, a blackboard rubber would whizz past the side of my face,
missing me by millimetres.Richard Gillett and I were on the school’s public speaking team. Now
Richard teaches circus clowning – and I reckon he got his start in the classroom. Alex once
pulled him out of his desk, dragged him to the front of the class and smacked him so hard his
bum landed in the waste-paper basket and he got jammed in there. When he stood up, the bin
was still attached. Not to be upstaged by this unintentional comedy moment, Alex smacked him
all the way out of the class and all the way downstairs. Anger management wasn’t on the
curriculum in those days.Our Geography teacher, who also lived on the same estate as us, used
to invite girls into his stationery cupboard – but not me and Sally. We used to feel left out
because of this, but now realise we probably had a lucky escape. Not that we ever saw what
went on – we only heard the rustling of papers and the sharpening of pencils – but I reckon he
probably asked the girls who were chosen for this honour to look on the tops of shelves for
things, while he accidentally dropped something on the floor…Then there was Mr Griffiths, our
History teacher, who used to hide in his cupboard, having a smoke. Those were the days when
you had a teacher who would say: “Good morning, you lot – now get in your holes, you rats.” And
then, when the lesson was over, say: “All right, you rats, off you go.”But I did actually work hard in
lessons I liked. English was one of my strong subjects; another one was art. Sally and I had a



way of remembering art history, by making up word associations that we’d score points for. The
best was the mnemonic "1240, Charles Hawtrey", which was the date of birth of Cimabue, the
Florentine painter and mosaic artist, whose life and work were an inspiration to me. Cimabue
was a real rebel, one of the first people I would consider to be punk. There have always been
people who’ve balked against the Establishment and it doesn’t matter when they existed, only
that they did exist. We remembered his date of birth by rhyming it with Charles Hawtrey – and it
worked. Look it up now and you’ll see I’m right.I had a very fine art teacher, Mrs Scott, a sweet
lady who got hell from a lot of the students who weren’t interested in the subject. I learned a lot
from her – pottery, screen-printing, all sorts of painting techniques from watercolours to gouache.
She came to the Crypt in Seaford when I gave my first real talk about my past, all those years
later in 2015. She was there in the front row.So it really upset me that, when I did my three A
levels, the one that was a sure thing as far as all the teachers were concerned was Art – and it
was the only one I didn’t pass! It just goes to prove how subjective it is, and how difficult it is to
judge, because obviously what I did wasn’t what they wanted to see. I was doing quite a lot of
abstract and acid etchings. I’d had art prizes every year, really big prizes, up until then.The A
levels I did pass were in English and Law. Sally and I had to go to night school in Lewes to study
Law, as it wasn’t something that was on the school curriculum, but our Religious Instruction
teacher, Mr Forsyth, had studied it himself and thought we would be good at it. My sister Jeannie
studied Law – she became one of the first female Assistant Justices of the Peace in Britain – so
it runs in the family.Law is very interesting if you’ve got an analytical mind. It’s basically a history
of precedents rather than making a moral judgement on what’s wrong or right, which is
something that a lot of other students found difficult. Sally and I loved it. We got obsessed with
Lewes Crown Court and spent all our spare time there. When you do the ‘General Principles of
English Law’, you have to do all sorts: contract law, property. There’s not a great deal of criminal
law, so we thought we’d do a day’s worth of criminal law in our lunch breaks. There was an
attempted murder case, the Bounder Binder, who tried to kill his sister and bury her at Devil’s
Dyke. He dug a hole, hit her head really hard, but she didn’t die. So then he decided he’d drive
her to Devil’s Dyke and push her and the car off the cliff. It all failed, though. He didn’t manage to
kill her, despite making about four attempts in one day.SALLY REID: There was a Green Shield
Stamp fraud, as well. Not quite so interesting.But, although I was excelling at all these things,
there was trouble ahead. I was a prefect when I was asked to leave on account of my hair. But
the seeds of rebellion had begun sprouting in my mind long before then. A certain film, by one of
history’s most notorious directors, had given me an idea…Mama MiaThe first time I had what
you could call a radical hairstyle was the summer of 1968, when I was 13, and Roman Polanski’s
Rosemary’s Baby had just come out. The adaptation of Ira Levin’s novel, about a young wife who
believes she has fallen under the spell of a Satanic coven who share her apartment block in New
York’s Dakota building, was a controversial hit and the film that made Mia Farrow a star.For her
role as Rosemary, she had her hair done in a really boyish crop, an ultra-short-back-and-sides
that really suited the angles of her face. Roman Polanski flew in Vidal Sassoon to do the cut as a



PR stunt on the Paramount lot, in a boxing ring set up as a stage. They called it the ‘Pixie crop’
and, though legend has it that Mia’s then husband Frank Sinatra filed for divorce over it,1 I
thought it was the hairstyle for me.Obviously, I couldn’t possibly have seen the film at the cinema
back then, but Jeannie was very into Frank Sinatra and I think the first time I saw a photo of Mia
with the crop would have been in one of her magazines. I saw Mia very, very clearly, as someone
who knew her own mind.I was on holiday with my mum. It was the first holiday I’d ever had, and it
was just me and her. I’ve never been absolutely sure whether this was the result of a row
between her and Dad, or perhaps, as Roger thinks, that it was just because I was old enough for
the two off us to go off together and she wanted to spend the time with me. We shared a room,
which was the first time I’d ever shared a room with her, and actually it’s the first time I can
remember seeing my mum’s bosoms. I was quite shocked – she was a big-breasted lady and
obviously I wouldn’t have shared a room with her at home; nobody flounced around with no
clothes on there. I was quite amazed!We went on a little coach tour of the West Country, Seaton,
Dartmouth and Paignton. We’d been on a coach trip to the Donkey Sanctuary and, after that, we
were walking through the town and saw a hairdresser’s. I turned and said to my Mum: “I want my
hair cut like Mia Farrow.”I think back now, and wonder – how did she put up with that? But Mum
was all right with it – she must have been, or it wouldn’t have happened. I went into this little
hairdresser’s with fairly short hair and came out with the Mia Farrow crop. Mum liked it because it
suited me.But when I went back to school, people were just so shocked… No other girl would
have looked like that in those days, the short hair and the big shoes that I wore. They all thought I
was bonkers. I would be running, wanting to do really well at sprinting and that, and all the other
girls would be giggling at the side of the running track, wearing the shortest shorts they could
find, with ponytails, looking as feminine as they could. I was exactly the opposite and that hair
was just the finishing touch. I felt great, and I absolutely loved it. It empowered me,
instantly.2Sisters by choiceBetween school and home, another big change occurred when I
asked Mum and Dad if Sally could come and live with us. At the time, she was in a children’s
home in Seaford. Sally’s dad had died when she was very young and her mum became unable
to take care of her through ill health, so she had been put in this ‘home’, for want of a better
word. There comes a time, when you reach a certain age, that you need your own space, and
the lack of that was making her unhappy.Mum promised she would look into it, and she bloody
well did, straight away. Even in those days you had to jump through hoops to adopt a child, there
were really strict criteria with lots of rules, but we did it and Sally came to live with us for many
years. So she’s a sister by choice, and I call her my sister. People do get confused, because
there’s only three months between our ages, so we couldn’t actually be sisters. But you can’t
fault my mum and dad – they’d already had three children of their own, but they were happy to
welcome Sally, who has always been a very important part of my life. I loved her being at home.
We did so many things together that I wouldn’t have done on my own: going to gigs, shopping in
London, the ballet, all sorts of lovely things. Sally also made the most wonderful daughter to my
mum and dad.In the drinkMost people can probably remember the first time they got roaring



drunk. But how many can say it was their mother who got them into that state – and in a job
interview situation, to boot? When I was 15, Mum was working at The Buckle pub in Seaford
when she decided I needed a summer job, and took me for an interview to work in the kitchen. It
was a boiling-hot day and I can still remember what I wore to try and make a good impression on
the landlord, Mr White: a seersucker skirt that went all the way to the floor, cut on the bias, with
yellow and green stripes that went round, and a pair of yellow patent Ravel cork-heeled
wedges.But, rather than just introducing me to my prospective employer, Mum sat me down at
the bar and proceeded to order drink after drink until I didn’t know where I was. I don’t think she
realised I just couldn’t drink that much. But it was unbelievable. It still shocks me to think about it.
And I got the job! When I got home I had to go back and play stoolball3 with Sally, riding my bike
to get there. I was so ill. I was so drunk.CrashThere are some things in your life that you have no
control over, and that can change everything in an instant. One happened to me on 4 July
1970.It was really near my home, on the main A259 road, and I was running to get my dinner
before I went on a school outing to see Peer Gynt at Chichester Theatre. It was a hot summer’s
day and there was a long stream of traffic as I approached the bus stop almost opposite where I
live. I didn’t look left or right – whether my brain had told me there was a gap in the traffic, I have
no idea – but I was thinking about something else and I just ran across the road without looking.I
still remember each second of what happened next. A car hit me, a white Vauxhall Viva. It was
probably coming at 30–35 mph and I collided directly with its headlights. Things went flying
everywhere – they found clothing fifty, sixty, seventy metres down the road, and my shoes and
glasses.Lesley had been standing right next to me.LESLEY FOSTER: I’ll never forget it. I was
here, my bike was next to me and you were next to my bike. The day before, you’d stopped me
getting knocked down by a bus in exactly the same spot. You ran out and there was this
incredible bang and you went flying… I thought it was further than it was. When I’ve seen the bus
lane since, it wasn’t as far as I thought. But my bike went flying behind you. I went over to you
and you said: “I think I’ve broken my leg.” I took my coat off to cover you up, so you were modest.
Someone from somewhere came out with a cushion to put under your head and I think I just sat
there and held your hand and yelled at Gillian, who was at the other end of the bus stop, to go
and get your mum.I tried to get up and immediately fell down again. It was the most unusual
feeling, not having any power in my legs at all. I tried to get up to run away from the scene
without realising that I had three fractures to my pelvis and my pubic bone had crossed right over
– which meant I couldn’t lie down on my back either, I had to stay where I was, with one leg
underneath me and one leg sort of propping me up. Any other movement was agony. The thing
that saved me from an even worse injury was that I had my Adidas sports bag resting on my hip
at the point of impact, with all my homework in there. That really thick plastic bag with a heavy
book inside it probably saved me from losing a leg, or worse – though afterwards I was pissed
off that the bag was broken. There was a massive V-shape cut into it from the impact. But, then
again, my doctor said if it had been a sports car, it would have gone straight into my femur and
smashed it to pieces. I would have either lost my leg or it would have been a whole lot shorter.



And, if it had been a lorry, I would have been dead.I can remember Lesley turning as white as a
sheet. I was spitting blood out onto the road – they thought it was internal bleeding, but I’d bitten
my tongue really badly and damaged my elbow.4 I have a surreal memory of my teacher, Mrs
Watkins, leaning over me and saying: “I suppose you won’t be needing your ticket for tonight
after all, then?”Mum came running out and then had to send Gillian back again to the house.
Because I had to eat quickly and then go back to school to get to Chichester, she thought she’d
left my dinner under the grill and it was going to burn the house down. I had to stay under my
coat covering until the ambulance arrived.They couldn’t give me any pain relief in the ambulance
at all; my only consolation was that Mum was there with me. Although I had to actually ask her if
she would hold my hand – Lesley gave me more affection that day than she did. It was because
she was in shock – she’d run all the way from home, I had blood coming out of my mouth. All
sorts of horrible things.The ambulance driver said: “I’m going to go very slowly, because there
are fractures here, we just don’t want to make it any worse.” So they put the sirens on, but they
went really slowly. I remember every pothole, every jolt, all the way to the hospital.Meanwhile,
Lesley and Gillian were left standing on the pavement in a state of shock. Then an unlikely hero
stepped into the breach.LESLEY FOSTER: When the ambulance came, your mum went in there.
But they wouldn’t let me or Gill come with you, so we were both a bit shocked. You went off, I left
my bike at your house and Alex took us in next door. He was absolutely amazing. He and his wife
made us sit down and gave us a cup of tea. He smoked; I always remember I had cigarette ash
floating in my tea. Then he took us home in his car and he told my mum what had happened. He
was extremely kind. He was saying how well I’d done, and all I’d done was covered you up and
held your hand. Made sure you didn’t fall over. Then he took Gill home. I was a mess, really. My
worst thing was seeing the ambulance go off with you in it, but this cemented our friendship and
the feelings that I have for you and I’ve had for you since. In adversity…As soon as we got to
A&E, they gave me big injections into my thigh. They had to cut all my clothes off and turn me
onto my side, which Mum and I would never forget – Mum heard my screams coming all the way
down the corridor. I don’t think that would happen these days; you’d immediately have a scan
and an MRI for internal bleeding, but there was none of that in 1970. I just had to have X-rays,
where they found the three fractures. I was put on traction, where they pull the socket of your
thigh out so that your pelvis can move back to the correct position.The police took a statement
from me, in which I said that it was my fault. I was really clear that no one was going to get the
blame for it. The person travelling in the back of the car was fairly elderly and apparently had a
heart attack afterwards; it was such an enormous shock to see someone fly over the bonnet like
that.LESLEY FOSTER: I think Mum phoned your mum later in the evening to see how you were.
There was talk that you might have to have an operation because it was your pelvis.After the
initial pain of the pelvic break, it was the pain of lying on my back that was unbearable. I lost two
or three vertebrae on the base of my spine and my coccyx, because of the pressure.LESLEY
FOSTER: I wasn’t allowed to go and see you on the Friday; I came in on the Saturday and you
were all laid up in your traction. They said that you probably wouldn’t dance again.I had



bedsores, I had to have four nurses to lift me onto a bedpan and they had to be coordinated to
tilt me the right way. Dreadful constipation and things like having periods were really awful. Worst
of all, I had an American girl opposite me who was a really big crybaby. I was trying to be as
brave as I could and, eventually, the nurses knew that I was crying quietly while she would be
yelling out. Apart from her, I was on a geriatric ward, with people dying around me. Instead of
being able to see out of the window, they’d put me facing another building, so all I could see was
bricks.Any optimism I had that I might be getting better and going home again soon vanished
when the consultant came round to do a review of my case. He didn’t look at me while he was
talking. Instead, he said into his Dictaphone: “I’m going on holiday for six weeks – I’ll review this
patient when I come back.” I was dreadfully crestfallen, just devastated. Mouth wide open. I was
going to be stuck there for the whole of that long, hot summer…1 Bizarrely, despite many
photographs and documentary evidence shown in the 2011 film Vidal Sassoon: The Movie,
when Sassoon died in 2012 Mia Farrow claimed that she did the haircut herself, in a tweet that
stated: “Ppl ask: Vidal Sassoon trimmed my inch long hair as publicity prank 4 RosemrysBaby
Actually I cut my own hair 2yrs earlier. He was nice. RIP”.2 When I did finally get to see
Rosemary’s Baby, I thought it was a great film and the detail was amazing. The Dakota Building,
the brilliant cast – and it really freaked people out. Films like that portray a loss of control of the
mind; they are to do with possession, the fear of the unknown, which terrifies people more than
getting jumped on by a monster.3 Stoolball is a game native to Sussex, dating back to the
fifteenth century. It is said that milkmaids used to play it using their stools as the wicket. It’s
similar to cricket, but you have raised stumps in a square. It can be quite dangerous. While
fielding in the equivalent to the wicket-keeper position, I once got hit straight in the forehead by
the bat. Sally stayed up all night with me to make sure I didn’t have concussion. See for more
information.4 My elbow is still numb to this day at the point where it hit the road. I still can’t sleep
on my back, either, because of the amount of time I spent in traction. I’ve got a souvenir bruise
on my right thigh at the point of impact with the car, deep tissue damage that will never heal; and
my right leg turns out more from the hip.3I HEAR A NEW WORLDTeenage adventures in
clubland (1970–73)Notes from undergroundIn a few years’ time my own face would be staring
back at me from its inky pages. But, in 1970, the weekly music press was an information beacon,
flashing out to teenage minds across the darkest recesses of the land. And in the summer of that
year, my fifteenth, I was in a pretty dark place: lying in traction on a hospital bed, in the geriatric
ward of Eastbourne General Hospital.I ended up spending ten weeks lying on my back with my
leg in the air, while my pelvis gradually knitted itself back into position. As if to remind me of how
lucky I had been, I had to witness several of the elderly people on the ward breathe their last
through those long days and nights. There was a grim ritual to it: the closer they came to death,
the nearer they got to the door, so that the nurses wouldn’t wake us up when they had to wheel
them away. Not that I knew such a thing as peace. There were families coming in to grieve,
knowing that they would not be taking their loved ones back home; people with dementia who
were in pain, waking up screaming in the middle of the night. In the daytime, it was hot – and I



would get wheeled through the men’s ward in my traction out onto the patio. I got a lovely tan on
one leg, while the other wasted away.But my friends who had been with me when the accident
happened and looked after me then all came to visit. There were so many of them that they had
to come in groups. They would bring with them the music papers that were a lifeline to the world
outside. Through the pages of Sounds and NME, I was able to see into all the clubs, dance halls
and festivals I was missing out on. It was a bloody – and muddy – world out there, too.The bright
sixties pop sounds that had soundtracked my childhood took a darker swing as the seventies
arrived, heralded by events at Altamont, where murder was just a kiss away, and washed-out
Woodstock. In an English echo, the third Isle of Wight festival had brought together Jimi Hendrix,
Miles Davis, Leonard Cohen and The Doors with Pentangle, Procol Harum and Tiny Tim – and
then had its idealism, along with its security, ripped to shreds by an invading force of anarchists,
Hells Angels and White Panthers. Jimi Hendrix would be dead within a month of his appearance
there, his meteoric career framed by iconic festival appearances.Across the Atlantic Ocean, a
new scene was taking shape. A band called The New York Dolls – singer David Johansen, lead
guitarist Johnny Thunders, rhythm guitarist Sylvain Sylvain, bassist Arthur Kane and drummer
Billy Murcia – were playing their first gigs in the Oscar Wilde Room of the Mercer Arts Center in
NYC. Their outrageous, dragged-up, stack-heeled look, combined with the raw power of their
primal rock’n’roll sounds, was attracting an equally outré audience that included Andy Warhol’s
Factory crowd, Lou Reed, David Bowie and the photographer and manager Leee Black
Childers, who gave the Dolls the soubriquet ‘glitter rock’.In England, myriad new sounds and
scenes were emerging from the smouldering ruins of the hippy dream. There was one man,
forged in the cusp between blues and soul and the emergent dandyism that was about to
become glam rock, who really took my eye. Rod Stewart had made a name for himself with Long
John Baldry, Brian Auger and Julie Driscoll’s Steampacket, gone on to sing for Jeff Beck’s group
and was just, I read with interest, replacing Steve Marriott as the new Face in town. It was his
style I particularly liked – short, spiky hair and Great Gatsby jacket. I could do that, I thought. It
was one of the ideas I had in hospital that really kept me going.Beam me up, Scotty!When
visiting time was over, another way I tried to keep my mind off the agony of daily existence was
knitting by mirror. When your head’s lower than your legs because of the traction, you can’t hold
your arms up, so I had to use a mirror to do everything, including eating. It was beside my bed so
I could see into it sideways, but I dropped a lot of stitches – and a lot of spaghetti Bolognese. I
had to drink out of a baby’s beaker because otherwise it would go all over me – lumpy soup that
used to get stuck around the nozzle. Sometimes I used to think I might as well tip the food on my
clothes, my nightie, and just eat it off that.Apart from the music press, my most valuable reading
matter was Professor Christiaan Barnard’s biography One Life, about all the groundbreaking
heart transplants he did. The nurses put it on a music stand at the side of my bed for me to read
from. It really gave me hope.The other thing I used to do was write a lot of stories. I was missing
Star Trek terribly, so when Lesley visited we practically wrote an entire series together.LESLEY
FOSTER: I’ve still got some of the letters you wrote me while you were in hospital. One of them



was a letter from Sarek to Amanda and you put a little note in explaining what the letter was
about, and you wrote: “Answer this seriously.” So I did and you sent me a reply. But I had to try
and be logical, which for me is not at all easy. I’ve still got those; they were written on pink
notepaper.One person who couldn’t hide her distress when she saw me was my dancing
teacher, Miss Angela. She brought me a pot plant to put by my bed, but the look on her face was
deep sadness. She was absolutely devastated, because I was, in a way, her protégée. I did
eventually learn to dance again, but first I had to remember how to walk – that was another ten
weeks on crutches and I wasn’t allowed to put any weight on my leg, because my pelvis was
healing. It would be a long, hard road back out of there.Back in blackWhen I finally did leave
hospital, it was music that welcomed me home – Mum and Dad had saved up and bought me a
radiogram. Standing proudly in the kitchen to greet me, it was a long wooden construction, with
a heavy lid, under which lay album racks, a turntable and the radio, with big dials and knobs on.
Dear old Alex and other neighbours had chipped in to help me bolster my existing record
collection. They’d bought me No One’s Gonna Change Our World, a World Wildlife Fund charity
album put together by Spike Milligan which featured a combination of actual Goons and tunes
by Cilla, Lulu, The Beatles and Cliff – which just about sums up the strange hierarchy of showbiz
royalty as it stood at the end of the sixties.I had to have my bed downstairs because, obviously,
with my crutches, I couldn’t get upstairs. I didn’t dare do anything that might have made me fall
over or lose my balance. If I put a foot on the ground, it might have fractured my pelvis again, so I
really had to keep my wits about me. Many a time I’d go to get up, half stand up and think: Why
did I do that? It was just instinct.Towards the end of that long, hot summer, we went on a family
trip to Longleat for the day, in Jeannie’s Mini. There was my sister, me, Dad and Mum in this
small car, going through the monkey enclosure, where they all tried to rip things to pieces. Then
we went through the lion enclosure and one lioness jumped on the bonnet, while another one
tried to pull the rubber off the seal on the back window. We were like sardines in there, getting
hotter and hotter and more and more shit-scared. My dad was going: “What are they doing?
Jeannie, what are they doing? What are they DOING?” Getting more and more hysterical,
pumping out sweat.I didn’t realise, until we drove away with bits missing off the car, that it was
one of those old Minis where you had a drop-down handle on the outside that opened a string
on the inside – and my door wasn’t locked. We thought we were all going to die and I nearly
could have, if one of those lionesses had put her paw on that handle. I could have survived my
accident and Dad could have lived through all the perils of the war – only to get eaten by a
lioness. But this wouldn’t be the last time I would face mortal peril with an animal at Longleat…
One of the very first things I did when school started again in September was to go to the local
cinema, the Ritz, to see Olivia Hussey in Franco Zeffirelli’s Romeo and Juliet, on another trip
organised by the school. I dressed from head to foot in the spoils of the shops I’d found in
Eastbourne – and perhaps the constant presence of the Grim Reaper hanging over my shoulder
all summer might have influenced my look. I had a pleated black ciré skirt, a very shiny type of
plasticised synthetic that resembles crinkled patent leather. I’d found a coat in crinkled black



PVC that went very well with it, and matching gloves and patent leather shoes from Ravel –
along with my crutches.My friends were delighted to welcome me home. Only many years later
did one of them make the observation that, in her opinion, I had become a different person when
I returned.Maybe I’d got tougher.First stepIt was four months before I could walk properly again,
but I didn’t lose track of the objectives I’d made in hospital. I had to learn ballet all over again,
right from baby classes. Because all my ligaments were strained on my right-hand side and my
leg was out for so long, I had go back to the basics. My leg had lost all its muscle; it was just a
stick. Once I’d got my balance back, I started to work on my competitive ballet again. I was doing
a routine for an exam where I had to do a high kick on the right leg that completely took the left
leg away from under me, right in the middle of the exam. But I passed – with honours – my
Modern Ballet, and it was only afterwards that Miss Angela told the examiner that I had broken
my pelvis. I don’t think she thought I would ever dance again. However, not only did I dance, but I
won a major prize at the Eastbourne Festival, pitted against a girl who was perfectly formed and
obviously made to be a ballet dancer. She told me backstage, in a rather superior way, that she
had been accepted for the Royal Ballet School, thinking this might put the heebie-jeebies up me.
But it didn’t; it just made me even more determined to beat her. I think I got the highest marks of
anybody at the whole festival – 98 out of 100. I couldn’t believe it.1SALLY REID: The competition
was over two days and on the first day you came second against that girl. The next day it was a
different piece and the judge said she’d noticed something in you that she hadn’t seen the day
before and had no hesitation in awarding you the prize. Your mum was so thrilled. All those bus
rides in the snow, all that training, it had all paid off.On Saturdays, I bolstered my record
collection by following Roger and Jeannie’s tracks up the narrow little staircase that led from the
downstairs bookshop to the listening booths in Dunn’s record shop on Seaford High Street.
Through this magic staircase, and the clubs that lay beyond my hometown, down the coast in
Brighton and up to London, I would soon make up for lost time.I didn’t have any boyfriends at
school. Not one – which was out of choice. There once was a boy brave enough to ask me on a
date: Kevin Cann. At the time, I’d gone to great lengths to make myself a dress in sewing class,
out of a sort of synthetic python-skin material. I’d spent my entire pocket money on it. It was A-
line, fully lined, French-seamed with brown sleeves – I absolutely loved it. And what did Kevin
do? Dumped me for Gillian Payne. Why? Because of that dress: I was too way out there. He’d
rather go for someone conventional. But that sort of thing makes you think you’re on the right
track, because he wasn’t anything. Though it maybe should have served as a warning to me
about boys called Kevin… I turned my attention swiftly back to Rod Stewart.One of the very first
concerts I went to was The Faces in action at the Sundown in Edmonton. In the flesh, Rod and
his rockers were louche wastrels, dressed in satin and ostrich feathers. They looked pissed while
they were singing and passed round bottles of Blue Nun to the appreciative audience, who threw
back packets of fags in return.It wasn’t just Rod’s gasoline-soaked voice and tales of rambling
roguery that I found inspiring. His look was kind of viable. You could buy those sorts of jackets
with the padded shoulders in Biba; there was also a brand called Stirling Cooper that did some



really nice fitted jackets, with padded shoulders and wide lapels, designed by Roxy Music’s
future tailor Antony Price. You add all that lot together with some big platform shoes…I found my
way to Carnaby Street and a salon that could razor me a spiky Rod crop. Again, a lot of girls at
school thought I had gone mad, because they were so opposite, so feminine. But I knew it suited
me. The Stewart barnet was only the beginning.Fish, chips and sweatI rocked out with Rod up in
London, but Brighton was where I cut my clubbing teeth. Here I met David McDonald, a young
gay man who worked as a nurse at the Valley Hospital in Newhaven. David introduced my 16-
year-old self to the many different artificial paradises that beckoned beyond the neon wink, fairy-
light dazzle and ‘kiss me quick’ amusements of the seafront.This was a world of velvet suits and
long lurex dresses, go-go dancers in platform boots and DJs in white jumpsuits, where venues
alternated between live music on weekdays and discotheques at the weekends, and the
bouncers did a good trade in renting out ties to those not adequately kippered. Most of the
legitimate places provided you with chicken in a basket or burger and chips, which you were
supposed to eat in order to keep the place legal. Not many of them bothered to check your age
when they let you in.The early seventies was a raw time, with as much violence as thrills. Razor-
wielding lads from London would take a train ride down for a seaside rumble; the tradition of the
Mods and Rockers bank holiday fights kept strong. Bikers hung out by the clock tower at the
bottom of London Road, heavy metal music booming out of the Hideaway, a converted
warehouse nearby. Skinheads stalked the Beer Keller at the Queen Anne pub, while, next door
at Sherry’s, resident DJ Kenny Lynn rocked the white jumpsuit look. Brawlers were known to go
flying over the balcony, land on the tables below and still come back up for more. Apart from all
that, there were those other seventies staples: IRA bomb threats, football hooligans and the riot
squad.I met David in the Revolution, a straight club situated by the seafront. It had a low ceiling
and a round dancefloor and played a lot of Tamla Motown, plus incongruous rock songs by
Johnny Winter or Status Quo, dropped in, it seemed, for those who wanted to practise their air
guitar. They were also over fond of playing James Brown and Billy Paul’s ‘Me and Mrs Jones’,
the sounds of which would drive us out to Tricky Dicky’s gay disco every Friday night at the
Stanford Arms. Like most of Brighton’s gay clubs, it was slightly more cutting edge – though the
chicken in a basket was mandatory and you were taking your life into your hands doing the
conga – and all for 15p entrance. You had to buy a raffle ticket on the way in and Tricky Dicky
used to shout out at the end of each evening: “Now who’s got number 69?”Soon there was a
little gang of us – myself, Sally, David and his boyfriend Peter, Deaf Alan and the two Toms, one
of whom Sally was in love with, even though she knew it was futile. But she was always falling in
love with gay men.We would often go en masse to the Curtain Club, underneath the Queen’s
Hotel, through ‘the twittens’, as the locals call them, of Ship Street Gardens and Black Lion
Lane. Its entrance was in an arcade that led down to a little basement labyrinth of bars and
dancefloors. It had been established when being gay was still illegal and no touching was
allowed on the dancefloor. Next door was the Palace, run by a man who rejoiced in the name the
Honourable Darrell Sebastian Jerome de Quincy de St Martin, which catered for a younger gay



and glam crowd. It was here that I first met Anton Binder (no relation to the Bounder Binder from
Lewes). Now a playwright, actor and stage magician, Anton was in those days a David Bowie
lookalike who, through his gay friends, also found refuge in those clubs. He has strong memories
of our first meeting, and of the scene that was rapidly inventing itself in these locations back
then.ANTON BINDER: It was the Palace Club, and I was at the bar, getting a drink. I looked
around and saw you holding a clutch bag that was like a rolled-up magazine, it looked like
Vogue. I couldn’t believe my eyes when you opened it up and paid for your drinks out of it, how it
was revealed to be a clutch bag.If you looked like us in those days – and I was a complete Bowie
casualty – then you were only safe in a gay club. There were no punk clubs to go to then, it was
an edge-world, for gays and people who just didn’t fit in. It was all about taking lots of speed and
dancing ourselves stupid, looking as daft as we could. I used to love watching Deaf Alan and
Tom sign to each other – they were the only people who could talk to each other above the
sound of the music. They’d be screaming at each other in sign language!The Curtain Club was
very much old queens of the Quentin Crisp variety, sipping G&Ts, looking at young twinks on the
dancefloor – and there was actually a curtain. The door policy wasn’t quite Steve Strange at the
Blitz yet, but if you didn’t look right, then you weren’t going to get in. The Palace was a bit of a
reaction to that; it was for younger people, a more glammy gay crowd. There were different
dances every night there; the queens somehow knew how to learn them. Strangely, there were
no gay women in those days, they didn’t seem to exist. But girls down the gay clubs – the polite
term for them was ‘fruit flies’ – they had a definite look. They liked dancing and they liked
dressing up and looking at the pretty boys. I did quite well out of that.Anton might not have had
all the same experiences as me and Sally; as we can remember there were definitely gay
women at Tricky Dicky’s. There were a couple of butch women who were always over friendly in
the toilets, and a woman in white jeans who always jumped in right behind us when we did the
conga, for some reason.We’d also go to the Spotted Dog pub, run by a little old lady, which
probably had the best jukebox in Brighton at the time. That’s gone now, but the Heart and Hand
pub still does have its jukebox, with Roy Orbison and Gene Vincent 45s in situ. For live music,
the Inn Place on the seafront had an upstairs room for bands that would later become part of the
punk circuit. Anton can recall being bothered by Bernie Rhodes and a young Billy Idol in there
some years later, and being one of only three people drinking downstairs who took the
opportunity to go up and see Generation X.The Forty-Two Club was the oldest gay club of all,
but had a more militant edge: the Gay Liberation Front’s British wing was founded here in 1971
by students at Sussex University, who would go on to stage the first Gay Pride march in the
summer of 1973. I discovered that, like the hall of mirrors on the seafront funfair, there were
always parallel universes within parallel universes.I’d walk into straight clubs in Brighton and the
DJ would clap because I had arrived, whereas in the gay clubs I felt more relaxed and there was
better music to dance to. There was no threat for a gay man in the early seventies to have me
standing next to him. In fact, the way I looked – dressed in 1940s and 1950s skirts, jackets and
suits, found in abundance in the second hand shops of the Lanes – they thought it was



great.ANTON BINDER: The thing was, you could not be seen twice wearing the same thing in
those days. You would be a pariah, because these queens were vicious: “Oh, I never tire of
seeing you in that, darling!”There was a shop in Ship Street called Uncle Sam’s that had their
own T-shirt printing and iron-on transfers, but they had these old 1950s bowling shirts as well. I
think the owner was actually American, unless he was putting that accent on. But one of the
designs he had was the cover of Guy Peellaert’s Rock Dreams and I remember saying to the
guy, “Could you put that on the back of a bowling shirt for me?” And he did, and that was my
pride and joy.2There used to be a big thing back then about those bowling shirts. David
McDonald used to wear one with peg trousers and two-tone bowling shoes. Until recently, I still
had one with ‘Yonkers Bowling Club’ on it; it was white with an olive green trim. There was also a
brief fashion of people turning up with toothbrushes in their top pockets, showing that they were
ready to stay out overnight. That was their little signal. I once bought this amazing ballgown in
black-and-white heavy satin, almost like something out of Cinderella. It was really full and
gathered at the waist, with a bodice. I didn’t wear too many ballgowns, but this was something
else.I’ve still got an original pair of 1940s suede wedges I wore back then, with cut-outs and little
bows. They were beautifully made and really comfortable. My favourite outfit was a wonderful
black 1940s suit with a pencil skirt, and a jacket that had slightly rounded lapels – much like
Vivienne Westwood’s heart-shaped lapels – a really cinched-in waist and black-faceted buttons;
delightful in its simplicity. And it suited my shape.Not everyone appreciated this. Roger can
remember a serious run-in between Mum and me over a little black number I found in the Lanes,
a late 1960s Courrèges dress. The whole midriff was see-through black chiffon and the next bit
was cotton. But the top panel just came under my bosom, so you could almost see a bit.ROGER
ROOKE: That was quite a serious row – but you stood up for yourself, if I remember rightly. Both
Mum and Dad had trouble adjusting to those times, but I guess all parents were like that; it was
such a time of change. I remember Dad saying to Mr Alexander next door: “These times have
really taken us by surprise. We don’t seem to have the control any more.”It was as if the
floodgates had opened on fashion and music. Much as I loved the 1950s look, the guys with the
drapes and the girls with the leopardskin swing coats, there was still a definite sexual inequality
in those clear lines of masculinity and femininity, something punk would go on to subvert, that
owed something to my days slipping between the shifting worlds of Brighton’s pleasure
palaces.The clubs all closed around midnight to one o’clock on weekends, two o’clock at the
latest. There were a lot of parties at people’s houses after that. I once went to a party on acid. It
was a white party – everything was painted white and everyone was asked to wear white. Well, it
wasn’t very good. I had to get outside quickly, where I spent the next half-hour having a very
good conversation with a postbox before I realised, eventually, that it wasn’t answering, and it
wasn’t a human being.If there was no party to go to, you’d buy chips if you were hungry and hitch
back to Seaford. I’d often do that on my own, which in those days wasn’t a prospect to be
worried about. When I was getting ready for a night out, there was never any thought about how
I’d get home again afterwards. That would be the last thing on my mind.Which is not to say there



weren’t a few adventures along the coast road. I got arrested once while hitching home, for
loading bollards onto the back of a fish truck. They put me in the cells for two hours before letting
me go. Then there was the time some bloke took me onto his pontoon in Eastbourne harbour – I
just followed him there, across the water, until we got to his boat and it suddenly hit me that it
might not be a good idea, since I had only just met him, and turned back and ran
away.Sometimes walking home was preferable to the lifts I got offered – for instance, the night an
RSPCA officer loaded me in the back of his van and locked the door. Or the time I was on the
main A259 and this car screeched to a halt next to me. The driver wound down the window and
went: “Bend over and I’ll drive you there!” I thought that was one of the best one-liners
ever.Further perils waited at home. One night, Sally and I took David and Tom back home to
Seaford. We crept in, went up to bed – and of course nothing was going to go on because they
were both gay – but we were sleeping top-to-toe in the bed when my dad burst in. We had all
been trying to be quiet, but I suppose we were giggling a bit. Dad went absolutely and utterly
bonkers. Told them to get out – this was in the middle of the night and they lived in Brighton. I
was standing there in my pyjamas telling him there’s nothing going on, but he just didn’t like the
idea of it. I mean, it could have been an alien in there and it would have been just as
bad.Remake/Re-modelThe reason that DJ in Brighton used to cheer me onto his dancefloor
was the same reason why I got suspended from school – and you can thank the music press for
that, too. In the spring of 1973, I’d just been up to London and had my hair done: bleached and
dyed pink with a red stripe across the top, razor cut at the sides. Andy Mackay, the saxophonist
from Roxy Music, had that haircut and I found out who was responsible for it: Keith Wainwright
from Smile, the most influential stylist of the era. I made my way to Knightsbridge and his
beautiful salon near Harrods.The first day I turned up for school with my new look, I was asked to
go home again. I guess the headmaster, Mr Carlisle, had a job to do and he had to be seen to be
doing it. He came round to my house to try and get me to change, but I wasn’t going to budge on
it. The solution he came up with was for me to wear a headscarf, in class and between classes,
so that nobody else could see the cerise-and-scarlet woman beneath. I thought the way to get
around that was to get out quicker than anyone else, lose the headscarf and stand just outside
the gates, where everyone could see me.Give us a SmileKeith Wainwright MBE left school at the
age of 15 with no qualifications and was apprenticed as a hairdresser in Leonard’s ladies salon
in the West End, where he first introduced the idea of cutting men’s and women’s hair in the
same salon. With his two partners, Leslie Russell and Paul Owen, he opened Smile in
Knightsbridge in 1969 at the age of 25 and attracted everyone from Bryan Ferry to Anita
Pallenberg. The haircuts were cheap (£3.50!) and there was a relaxed, clubby atmosphere, with
great records playing. In 1972, he was the first hairdresser to be credited on an album sleeve on
Roxy Music. He did the hairstyling for Derek Jarman’s Sebastiane (1976) and Jubilee (1978) as
well as consulting on The Great Rock ’n’ Roll Swindle (1980).Keith specialised in outrageous
colours, going where no other hairdresser had dared to venture, for which he deserves massive
credit. He had no idea that the colours he did for me back in the day had got me into so much



trouble at school.But what I did get, surprisingly, was a good report. I think Mr Carlisle
appreciated the fact that I could argue my point – I did win an award for public speaking, after all.
But what was difficult was that he had to come to my home, because it wasn’t something Mum
or Dad had been expecting, either; they were just as shocked by it. At the time, it felt like
everyone was against me.LESLEY FOSTER: Let’s face it, I was about the only person who
would walk down the road with you at that point.There was a major issue with Mum being seen
out with me in public. She would tell me to keep several yards behind her. We used to go to the
races quite a lot – Epsom, Brighton, Fontwell – and she wouldn’t leave me at home, but she
wouldn’t be seen with me, so I had to be kept away from her immediate vicinity. She was very
conscious of keeping up appearances.SALLY REID: She was horrified. Mortified. She would
have liked to have belonged to a more upper-class set and I think she was very sensitive as to
what her friends and neighbours would think. You seemed oblivious to it.Yet, on the other hand,
she was so good at allowing me freedom. She would be cross with me hitching back from
Brighton, but she wouldn’t scream and shout at me the way she did over my clothes and hair.
That’s why I was so annoyed with my headmaster. He said: “You can’t look like this at school; if I
let you, then everyone’s going to want to copy you.”I just burst out laughing. “You must be joking.
They’re not doing that, they’re laughing. Can’t you see no one’s going to copy me?”It was quite a
big decision to make and I made it without being influenced by anyone. I was very set apart in
my life, at school, in my early days. The decisions I made then were very clear and I can
remember why I made them. I remember thinking: I’m not going to be just a girl who is picked up
by some bloke at school. I saw these girls who were desperate to get married and have babies
and I really didn’t want any of that. I wanted to excel at something. I wanted to dance, I wanted to
be athletic and I wanted to be my own person. So I made the decision to be nothing but my own
person. If you’re happy with what you’re doing, then who cares if nobody wants to walk down the
street with you? It’s never been of consequence to me. I’ve never courted hangers-on.The
prettiest star(ling)David Bowie played two shows at the Dome in Brighton on 23 May 1973. The
month before, when the tickets went on sale, Sally and I had to queue up all night for our tickets,
and when the day finally dawned, Brighton’s streets were awash with girls with bright red hair
and boys who’d raided their sisters’ wardrobes, trying to emulate Aladdin Sane. I had taken
special care with my appearance. I don’t like to boast, but I looked so fucking good that night, it’s
untrue.
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Fashion, Music + Book Lover, “Fans of the 70s/80s London Punk Music scene are in for a huge
treat!. I'm a collector of biographies, and ardent fan and student of the London 70s and 80s
Fashion and Music scenes. I've read countless biographies from the influencers of the time. I've
seen Jordan in every book and documentary of the time and always wondering what this woman
was like.She does not disappoint, with this open and honest look into her life and the times. It is
full of surprising and interesting stories and connections, is well written and held my full
attention. I'm thrilled that she finally told her story. This is a must-read for people who are
interested with that ground-breaking time of the early UK Punk scene, from one of the only
people with the insider knowledge who could share it. I found the book so interesting in fact, that
when I finished it, I did more research on Jordan and watched some great YouTube interviews of
her speaking and talking about the times. This book is highly recommended!”

SlimyboyDave, “PUNK QUEEN. This book is a must read for anyone interested in the original
London PUNK movement!R.I.Paradise to the beautiful and original PUNK QUEEN, Pamela
Rooke aka Jordan Mooney.”

Nicocaran, “A Masterclass in Punk. I really enjoyed reading this fascinating book. It’s well written
and full of intriguing and interesting stories. It captures perfectly those heady days and it’s so
great to read about all the behind the scenes stuff featuring iconic figures. I was lucky enough to
get caught up in the punk scene and it brought back some great memories. Jordan comes
across as such an amazing and inspirational person and her ability to turn things round when
darkness threatened to engulf her is awesome. The photos really add and I also love the way
the book is set out.  Its a masterclass in Punk and five stars all the way”

Johnny60, “Brilliant book about an amazing individual. Always been fascinated by Jordon and
her contribution to punk. I have met her a few times and was surprised how grounded and nice
she was despite her persona and image. The is an honest and well written account of that time
and her life.  Well worth the wait and defiantly a must read.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Defying Gravity. If you want a true insight into the punk era, this is the book
for you. Full of quotes, not just from Jordan, but from others who were there such as Marco
Pirroni (Adam & The Ants) Paul Cook (Sex Pistols / The Professionals) and Vivienne Westwood.
One thing that kept me smiling was being reminded of all the women I knew as teenagers that
would kill to meet Adam Ant and Marco Pirroni missed out by not going to Seaford and scour
vets practices until they found Jordan. Seaford is smaller than London, and not far from Crawley”

Mavic Chen, “Jordan (a letter too). Having been on the periphery of the scene, I've read a lot of
books on punk and met many of the protagonists. Nonetheless, this book held me like a pair of



Seditionaries overpriced bondage strides. It's forthright and well written to a point where I'd say it
was essential reading for anyone interested in this often misunderstood genre. This is an object
lesson in such an autobiography, which if they were available I'd give even more stars to.”

dave9960, “A cracking read. Wow.. I'm not a big book reader, but once I started reading the book
I didn't want to put it down. What a great story and life detailing the inside story of the punk
explosion from no. 430 Kings Road.If you've any interest in the King's Road, the pistols, punk or
mclaren and Westwood then this book is a must read.”

The book by Cathi Unsworth has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 232 people have provided feedback.
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