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KISS 'n' TELL
PREFACE

Nobody likes to dig the dirt, as it were, when it comes to writing about people in the public eye.  I am sure, like me, many sons, daughters, ex-wives, lovers, confidantes, best friends and anyone else you care to name simply felt it their public duty when they purged their consciences by setting down on paper all the disgusting things they could think up about someone famous they knew.  And again, like me, have only done so after enormous soul-searching and personal anguish.


I have to admit I didn't sleep a wink for a whole week-end, worrying about it, after my agent phoned me up and said:  “Norbert, you great fat slob -” (one of his many terms of endearment for me) “- why don’t you get up off your fucking arse and write something to earn yourself some money for a change?”  He had a point.  My last three novels hadn’t really sold too well.  I’d often thought, personally, they might have done better had they actually been printed and put into the shops but Harry is an experienced agent and, as he always says:  “There’s no point asking a publisher to throw money away on something nobody’s going to buy anyway.”

So, as I was glancing down the best-seller list in the hope of finding inspiration, I suddenly felt I could hold back no longer.  Like Woodward and Bernstein when they exposed Watergate I, too, had a public duty to perform.  That is why I have concealed nothing.  I have named names.  I have placed places.   I can only hope that all those to whom I refer – and they know who they are – will understand that what I have done is without malice or any thought of making a lot of money.  I still hold each and every one of them dear to my heart and can only trust that they, in time, will come to realise that, in the long run, it is always better that the truth finally comes out – even if they don’t really have any means of denying the things I’ve written about them without it costing them a small fortune in legal fees while damaging their reputations even further.  After all, if you’re rich and famous you’ve got to expect a little rough with the smooth now and again - especially if it's in the public's interest.

So, here it is: my life and relationships, warts and all.
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PART ONE

My Life & Loves Till Now

- CHAPTER ONE -

Childhood and My Early Years


My childhood was pretty ordinary and nothing much happened, so I’ll skip it, as I didn’t really shag anybody till I was twelve.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER TWO -

My First Shag

               It was at a New Year’s Eve party.  It was the end of the Fifties and the Sixties were about to start at midnight.  I’d been taken there by my best friend, Angus McSprogg.  Later he would change his name to Anthony Hopkins and become an international superstar but in those days, he was just simple plain Angus McSprogg from 34a Nibsley Cuttings, off Green Park Lane, Bolton.  I think the house where he and his granny lived has been pulled down now to make room for a Municipal slagheap.  All I know is Angus, or Anthony as he’s now better known, doesn’t like to talk of those days.  Like so many people I knew who were later to become famous, one thing they nearly all had in common was to reinvent themselves and their backgrounds as soon as they started to become well known to the public.  I’ve often tried to get in touch with Angus since those days but, each time, I’ve received a curt letter back from some flunkey or other telling me, in no uncertain terms, that “Mr Hopkins” didn’t know me from Adam.  Well, all I can say is if he’s referring to Adam Cribdyke of 4c who used to pay him sixpence a time to perform a certain “service” behind the cycle sheds after school, I’m hardly surprised he wouldn’t want to be reminded.  I could say more but I wouldn’t want to embarrass Adam who, later, married into a family of strict Mormons from Salt Lake City.


Although Angus was several years older, I think in some ways he used to hero-worship me.  Even at twelve years old, I was tall, well developed and strikingly handsome – which is more than could be said of Angus.  Of course, once he’d had his teeth fixed, lost about eighty pounds, had his ears clipped back, the wart on his nose removed and all his spots had cleared up, he looked like a different person and, it was around that time when he decided to pretend he was Welsh and become a movie star.

But, at this particular New Year’s Eve of which I speak, he still had a broad Lancashire accent, looked pretty awful and, as usual, was having no luck with the girls.  I could see they were all trying to avoid getting too close to him when it was time to sing “Auld Lang Syne” (he had terrible halitosis) but I was having far too good a time to worry about Angus because I was just about to score for the very first time.


The girl - or rather, woman - in question was much older than me and had been eyeing me up and down all evening.  She had these weird, staring eyes, which sometimes made her look like a raving lunatic.  By the time she made her move on me, she was pretty far-gone on booze and so was I.


“Wanna do it with me?” she asked, very directly.


“Why not!” I replied.  Of course, it was the drink talking and the bravado one has when young and inexperienced, but Maggie - as I found out she was called - didn’t seem to care.  All she wanted was to shag me on the stroke of midnight and who was I to argue?


She dragged me off into a cupboard under the stairs.  It was a bit of a tight squeeze, but I didn’t care and she was very determined we’d make it.  And make it we did.


And so, at the stroke of midnight as 1959 turned into 1960, I lost my cherry under the stairs with a certain grocer’s daughter called Maggie who, many years later, as I’m sure you’ve already guessed, was to become Britain’s first woman Prime Minister.


Despite the fact that I was considerably younger and she was a married woman, for the next six months or so, Maggie – or Margaret, as she preferred to be called - and I were an item.  I didn’t have much choice.  If Maggie decided upon something, whatever it was; that was it.  You either did what she wanted or God-help-you!

Of course, I adored her sweet winning ways.  I don’t recall, at that particular time, she was especially interested in becoming Prime Minister, even though she had been elected Member of Parliament for Finchley.  But I do remember her passion for war films.  Every Saturday night it was the same story.


“What would you like to see?”


“There’s ‘The Guns of Navarone’ at the Gaumont!”


or


“How about ‘The Guns at Batasi’?”


or


“I can’t wait to see ‘The Camp on Blood Island’!”


or


“I’ve dreamt all week of seeing ‘Sink the Bismarck’!”


That was basically all she required to satisfy her:  a jingoistic war film, fish and chips with a gherkin and a tub of mushy peas followed by a quick shag.  Would that all women were so easily satisfied.


At the time I never thought much of it but, thinking back, she was always especially randy after we’d seen any film featuring Ronald Reagan.


Oh yes, Maggie was a goer all right.  But a sweet and caring person.  Her concerns for the privileged classes were such as to make her, if comparisons were ever possible, the Mother Teresa of Capitalism.  Even in those early days when she was still politically young, and I was screwing her rigid every Saturday night after a war film, her deeply felt love of Victorian values would manifest itself in simple humanitarian ways.  

For instance: her detestation of Charles Dickens.


“Commie bastard!”


Her evaluation of the works of Oscar Wilde.


“Commie pansy!”


Her ideas on the poor.


“Let the bastards work or starve!”


Her reactions to the rich.


“Rule Britannia!”


Yes, even in those early days, she had a vision for England:  to drag it back to those supreme Victorian values of the haves and have-nots – and who can dispute with history as to what degree she succeeded?  For Maggie, England was never England.  It had always been Great Britain.  And everyone else was a foreigner.  She inspired confidence in so many, with her maniacal staring eyes and her insistence on everybody doing things the way she demanded them to be done.  Looking back, I shall always remember her, legs a-straddle, knickers crumpled round her ankles down some alleyway after a war movie and a bag of chips, citing her lucky number: 666 – and telling me how, one day, it would be recognised, world-wide, as a sign of her true identity in world politics.


Maggie and I finally stopped seeing each other after an unfortunate incident where I had promised her the customary Saturday night treat of a few blood-soaked battles, only to find that the movie ‘War Zone’ had been replaced by a screening of ‘Bambi’ due to a mix-up at the cinema.  Maggie was beside herself.  She had primed herself for an hour and half of military massacres and ill-fated heroics and Bambi's mother getting killed by a single gunshot off-screen just wasn’t enough to satisfy her.  The damage was done.  Like a scene from ‘Brief Encounter’, she returned to her unsuspecting husband and family, swearing never to see me again and, indeed, kept that promise for many years until … but then, that was later; when she was Prime Minister and residing at number 10.


As a post-script to this period in our lives, years later when she became leader of the Conservative party, she campaigned successfully for the street in which that particular Gaumont cinema had stood to be torn down and sold off to a property speculator who promptly built offices and a multi-storey car park on the site.

When Maggie held a grudge; it never went away.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *   *  *

- CHAPTER THREE -

Sex in the Sixties


Well, of course, we were all at it like rabbits.  It was Freedom.  It was the Revolution.  It was every teenager’s idea of heaven: sex, drugs and rock ‘n’ roll forever.


For me, the early years of the Sixties were taken up with school exams and then:  onto Oxford – those halcyon days! – the gleaming spires, punting on the river, the boat race …Yes, when my parents decided to move there, I was really excited. There was something about that seat of learning, which inspired me, awoke within me a deep-seated urge for self-expression.


My first deep-seated urge for self-expression came as the result of a chance meeting in a greasy spoon cafe round the corner from King’s College.  I was tucking into my customary body-building breakfast of orange juice, wheat flakes and black coffee followed by a Jumbo Special of 2 eggs, 2 rashers, 2 sausages, 2 tinned toms, black pudding, mushrooms, fried slice, beans and 4 rounds of buttered toast, when I noticed that the mousy little girl who’d been serving me didn’t seem to be able to take her eyes off me.  Well, a nod’s as good as a wink, as they say.  So, after I’d finished eating,

I gave her one (a wink, that is) and before you could say, “What’s for afters?” I was in the storeroom giving her the biggest tip she’d ever had in her working life.  


Afterwards, as we shared a cigarette behind the cans of corned beef and plum tomatoes, she confessed that she’d fancied me the moment I’d ordered the Jumbo.  “You can always get the measure of a man by what he orders,” she confided, “I mean, who’d want to be fucked by a poached egg on toast or a Toad with two veg?”

She was right, of course.  I’d always had a healthy appetite.  Which is why I asked her for a second helping.  Need I say, she was only too willing to oblige.  And so it was, for a while, that Myrtle Wibbleblatt and I became an item in Oxford.  Later she was to change her name to Janet Street Porter and have a career in television as a glamorous intellectual on Arts programmes and other things that had really low ratings.  But at the time I was shagging her she was just some self-opinionated gawky slapper with long straggly hair, no dress sense and huge protruding front teeth.  How people change when they become successful.

As it happened, our affair didn’t last very long.  I didn’t want to be tied down at such an early age.  I felt there was more to life than bondage, so she went off and had an excessively intellectual affair with Dr Jonathan Miller while I headed for a career in show business.

Show business!  Ah! - the biz!  I knew I had what it took.  I had the talent.  I had the determination.  I had the looks.  And I was prepared to sleep around a lot.


The first person I slept around with a lot, when I got to London, was a then unknown actress in her teens called Hilary Strump.  Later she changed her name to Elaine Paige and became an international star of hit musicals but, at the time, she was just another little girl with pigtails and a snub nose who dreamt of being a Shakespearean actress.  

I'd left home, just moved to the big city and didn't really know anybody.  I'd rented a tiny bedsit in Earls Court and was working in a local pub nights and week ends, which is how I met Hilary.  She and a couple of friends had come in one night for a quick drink.  We got talking and as soon as I found out she was a budding actress, that was it.

For the first few months, everything was fine.  Although neither of us had much money, we still managed to have a great time and, of course, great sex.  But, gradually, I sensed a deep and inner sadness creeping into Hilary's normally jovial nature.  I knew what it was, of course.  It was her acting career.  She still hadn't managed to land a job.    


"Why don't you take up singing lessons?" I suggested, one sunny afternoon when she was giving me a hand job as we were out rowing on the Serpentine.


"Oh, no, I couldn't," she said, shyly.  "I'm much too tiny to be in a musical.  I'm better off with Shakespeare where I can play fairies and little things like that."


But, after twenty minutes of bonking under a willow tree near the Peter Pan statue, I managed to convince her.    And, sure enough, years later, those lessons were to pay off handsomely for her.

Not that she's ever thanked me for it or credited me with having steered her career in the right direction when she so desperately needed it - but then I think that's because she never forgave me dumping her for Ursula Andress.

But that’s women for you.  You do your best to please them and what thanks do you get for it?   The more dealings I’ve had with them, the more I’ve come to the conclusion that, unlike men, women are basically self-centered.  It’s probably something to do with their having different types of brains and all that lateral thinking they keep doing which is why they like going shopping together and cry a lot for no reason.  Ah! - the mystery of the female mind!  Can’t live with ‘em. can’t live without ‘em, as someone once very wisely said.  That’s unless you’re a monk or gay or whatever, then it doesn’t really matter to you, I suppose.  

But enough of philosophising and human psychology and back to the bonking. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER FOUR -

Ursula, Jayne and Dame Edith

It happened at a show biz party that Hilary had managed to get tickets for through one of her clients at the abattoir, where she worked part-time in between auditioning for acting jobs.  This particular client was a special effects guy working for Hammer Films so he was always popping in and asking Hilary for any spare guts and offal that were lying around.  Which is how we ended up at this private party at the Dorchester and how I met Ursula for the first time.

Of course, it was love at first sight.  She'd barely set eyes on me before she wanted me desperately.  I can understand how she must have felt because I was quite stunning to behold.

I recognised her immediately, even though she wasn't stepping out from the sea, dripping wet in a white bikini.  Within moments, she was by my side and we were deep in conversation about world politics and the possible influence of Thales of Miletus on Empedocles of Agrigentum's theories regarding opposition and affinity.  Poor Hilary tried to distract us with the occasional quip of abattoir gossip but she was out of her depth and she knew it.  By the end of the evening, she'd stormed off to catch her last tube home and I was in a taxi with Ursula speeding towards her suite at the Savoy where we made wild, passionate love till it was dawn.

It was the beginning of what proved to be a turbulent relationship.

Ursula became obsessed with me - perhaps because I was the first man who'd ever been able to satisfy her both sexually and intellectually.  I could also speak English better than she could. 

For a while, she preferred to keep our affair secret.  She wanted to break away from playing sexy roles and was, consequently, trying to cultivate a more austere image for the press.  For this reason, we went to a lot of performances by the Royal Shakespeare Company where I'd have to explain to her what was happening, during the interval. 

It was at one of these - a particularly challenging production of Pericles, Prince of Tyre, where I met Dame Edith Evans.

Older women have always held a fascination for me and Edith was one of the most fascinating women I'd ever met.   At parties, she only had to say "A handbag?" and she'd have whole rooms of distinguished guests weeping with laughter.  Sometimes, she'd say it twenty or thirty times in a single evening.  And, like clockwork, we'd all piss ourselves.  Such effervescence and sparkling wit is hard to find - which is why Edith found me so exceptional.   

Of course, this didn't go down too well with Ursula.

Perhaps it was the wine or the fact that I'd been ignoring her but we were barely half way through the interval before she threw a tantrum and I had little option but to leave the theatre and escort her back to the Savoy where the only way I could appease her jealous rage was to make mad passionate love to her for the rest of the evening.   This was a regular occurrence whenever she'd see me talking to another woman - however old she happened to be. 

During the months that followed, however, Edith and I saw a lot of each other.  I never really let on to Ursula.  I'd managed to patch things up with her after that first encounter but she was still obsessively possessive. 

Not that there was anything untoward going on between Edith and I.  We were like a couple of teenagers when we were out together - well, I was, at least.  It was just like Harold and Maude, except neither of us had a death complex and Edith didn't have an American accent.  Most of the time, we'd go running and skipping about in the park dressed up in silly clothes.   I'd dress up in a pirate's costume while Edith's favourite was to be a giant pink bunny rabbit.   We'd invade children's' playgrounds and have a go on the swings and the slide and then run off, laughing.  Sometimes, if it was raining, we'd jump about in all the puddles.  And, every so often, she'd suddenly say "A handbag?" and people for miles around would all fall about and wet themselves.

One night, while we were out dancing at The Marquee, and Edith had nearly brought the roof down by saying "A handbag?" a couple of times, she took me aside and said she felt I needed a change.

"You have a career to think of," she told me.  "You need to be with people of influence and power who can help you.  I'm just an elderly Great Dame and National Treasure and one of the greatest actresses of my generation.  You need to be seen with some cheap talentless trollop with big tits who gets her photos in the papers all the time."

Of course, nowadays, I'd have been spoilt for choice but in those days, they weren't as rife in Britain so that's how I became involved with Jayne Mansfield.

I hasten to add, as has been amply recorded in numerous documentaries and real life exposés, Jayne was far from being cheap or talentless or a trollop and had an enormous I.Q - but the rest was true.

I should also hasten to add that there is no truth whatsoever in those disgusting aspersions about Jayne and certain giant crustaceans as referred to by Peter Cook and Dudley Moore on their notorious Derek and Clive album.  I went to seafood restaurants with Jayne on several occasions and not once did I witness her having lobsters.

Of course, it made things extremely difficult for me as far as my relationship with Ursula was concerned.  Ursula had no idea I was involved with Jayne any more than Jayne had any idea I was involved with Ursula.   

Not that I cared.  I was having too much of a good time bonking them both and being taken to lots of fabulous parties.  Luckily, they spent so much time flitting back and forth to Hollywood that I was able to keep them well distanced from each other.  Of course, it was only going to be a matter of time before the shit would hit the proverbial fan, as it were. 

And it did - at a Halloween party Noel Coward threw at the Café Royal.  It was a glittering occasion and I went with Cilla Black, who I'd been dating on and off for several months, safe in the knowledge that Jayne was back in Hollywood discussing a possible re-make of The Old Man and the Sea, and that Ursula was in New York preparing for her intended Broadway debut as Medea.  Imagine my horror, therefore, when Cilla and I had barely set foot in the place before I bumped into Ursula dressed as the Wicked Witch from Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs.  Cilla, ever one to spot a crisis, quickly pretended she was my blind date for the evening and even got dear Sean Connery to back her up.  She and Sean, of course, had been lovers several years earlier when he was a male model and she had a big nose.  The ruse would have worked, had not Jayne suddenly turned up dressed as a hobgoblin.  As soon as she saw me, she let out a cry of delight and rushed over to cover me with kisses.  Which is when all hell broke loose.  Within seconds, she and Ursula were slogging it out in the centre of the ballroom.  Noel hastily tried to calm down the situation by rushing to the piano and singing "Don't Put Your Daughter on the Stage, Mrs Worthington".  But it was no use.  Ursula and Jayne were rolling about on the floor, kicking and punching each other furiously.  Nothing would stop them not even when Cilla joined Noel to belt out a touching duet of "Anyone Who Had a Heart".   Indeed, order was only restored when Hayley Mills jumped up on top of the piano and sang, "Let's Get Together - Yeah, yeah, yeah!" from her famous childhood film, The Parent Trap.  It was something nobody could resist - not even Ursula and Jayne.  Soon, everybody was back down memory lane singing along with Hayley and the fight was quickly forgotten.  Jayne and Ursula hastened to make up - and while they were doing that in the ladies room - they also sorted out their differences at the same time.  Needless to say, neither of them ever spoke to me again.

I'll admit I'd been a bad boy.  But, in my defence, I was young and hopelessly intoxicated with drinking up all of life with a capital 'L'.  And Life in the Sixties was just one long party. 


Which is how I became friendly with Mick Jagger.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER FIVE -

Sex, Drugs & Rock'n'Roll


Before I say anything about Mick, I have to put the record straight about one thing: that Mars bar story with Marianne Faithfull.  I will state, here and now, that no such incident ever took place to the best of my knowledge.  I know because I was there when it didn’t happen.  Also, Mars bars are quite short and stumpy and you’ve really got to get your teeth into them before you can bite off a bit because they’ve got this thick layer of caramel inside and so it’s not easy just to have a nibble.  I know.  Believe me.  I’ve eaten Mars bars.


But on to Mick.  I can’t admit that I ever really got to know him that well.  We met, as one does, at a party and hit it off immediately.  He loved my quick wit and instant repartee and I thought he’d got just about the thickest lips I’d ever seen.  He was very proud of them.  Imagine my surprise, therefore, when he told me they weren’t his own.  He’d had them surgically grafted on to help enhance his performance on stage.  Apparently, when he first started being a rock star, no one in the audience believed he was really singing because he had very thin lips and they couldn’t see them moving when he sang the words.  So he went to a plastic surgeon and had enormous over-sized rubber lips transplanted to replace his own so that the next time he was on stage, his fans would be able to see them moving when he sang, even from the back of a large stadium.  Such dedication to his fans! – but that’s Mick for you!  A sweetheart if ever there was one!


Interestingly, Mick’s ‘bad boy’ image was as totally phoney as Cliff Richard’s ‘good boy’ image.  Mick was, and still is, a devout orthodox Jew, abhors alcohol and drugs, is violently opposed to pre-marital sex and spends his private moments either in prayer and meditative reflection or in study of the Holy Scriptures and "The Little Prince".


Cliff, on the other hand, is one of the biggest degenerates in show business.  Unfortunately, libel laws forbid me to say more.  So I can only toss a few apparently disconnected names and phrases together and let the reader surmise what he or she chooses:   PVC trousers … an M&S lemon meringue pie … Sue Barker … a very long peeled cucumber smeared with M&S salmon pate (deluxe special) … Jimmy Saville … a slightly soiled Classics Illustrated copy of ‘Wuthering Heights’  … the definitive collection of Pat Boone recordings …


How much more depraved can a person get? – allegedly.


But back to Mick.  Well, actually, in real life he’s so boring there’s nothing to write about him that would be of any interest, so I won’t bother.


1968 was the year of ‘Hair’ opening at the Shaftesbury Theatre in London.  For some reason that show not only opened numerous doors for me but numerous orifices as well.  I was now 20 years old and working as a freelance journalist for ‘Sexy Cinema ‘68’, an avant-garde publication reporting on lesser-known foreign films for specialist audiences.

I remember, one night, I was dancing with Jackie Kennedy – or Onassis as she then was - in that popular celeb. top drawer elitist hangout nite-club, “Tramp”, and suddenly I was pounced on from behind by dear old Paul McCartney – or dear young Paul McCartney as he then was.


“Ey-up, Norb, who’s your fancy piece then?” he shouted in that famous Liverpuddlian accent for which he was so famous.


I introduced him to Jackie and the next thing I knew they’d pissed off to have a shag in the men’s lavatories.

You can imagine how I felt, especially as I’d promised Ari I’d see her home safely to his luxury yacht, which he’d moored just off Westminster pier.


Luckily for me, Ringo had seen the entire incident.

“Don’t fret, Norbert, old fruit,” he said in that plummy accent of his (the Liverpool accent was just put on for his fans)  “Nothing’ll happen.  Paul finds it difficult getting an erection with anyone ever since he split up with Dusty Springfield.”

For some time I’d had my doubts about Paul’s sexual prowess with women and the rumour that he was hung like an elephant, ever since Esther Rantsen had told me, one drunken and better-forgotten druggie late-nighter round at Cliff’s place - when he was shacked up in a threesome with Michael Crawford and the young Bonnie Langford - that she’d tried for over an hour and three-quarters to help him get it up and she’d only, finally, achieved it by playing him Andy Williams records and showing him pictures from a book of Christopher Lee as the evil Oriental villain, Fu Man Chu.


He was a strange one.  So unlike Ringo – the real musical genius of the fab four.  What so few people know is that all those wonderful Lennon & McCartney songs (or, as Paul now insists, McCartney & Lennon songs) were really written by Ringo.  Time and time again I’ve heard him suddenly burst forth into spontaneous song with a gorgeously original tune, complete with lyrics, and then see Paul and John quickly copy it down on paper, change the odd word or two and claim it as their own.   Poor, dear, trusting Ringo never suspected for a second that all the great Beatles’ hits were really his with a few minor changes.  Many people have developed convenient memories over the years as to the true authorship of those songs but I remember, distinctly, hearing Ringo in the lavatory (he always sang when he was taking a dump), suddenly giving voice to “We all live in a yellow tangerine” and that beautiful ballad “Hey, Jews”.


Of course, this kind of information is normally kept hidden from the general public and only ever comes to light when someone like me suddenly feels he has a moral obligation to let the world know the truth.

For instance, how many people know that Janis Joplin never took a single drug in her life.  She was, however, totally addicted to Ovaltine.  She couldn’t get enough of the stuff and it was, finally, an overdose of Ovaltine which killed her.

Naturally, the manufacturers had the whole matter hushed up – in much the same way that the official explanation given for Jim Morrissey’s death was a complete fabrication.  Again, what popular mythology would have us believe is that drug abuse led to his death in that bath, but the truth is that it wasn’t an excess of drugs at all, but an excess of bath salts.  He used so many that he suffocated to death.   Again, the manufacturers had the truth hushed up but independent witnesses at the time stated categorically it was at least three days after his death before anybody could even enter the bathroom due to the overpowering smell of Springtime Apple Blossom.

But more of rock scandals later.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER SIX -

Glenda, Diana and Other Lays


By the early Seventies, I was in the thick of it.  Show biz was my oyster and I opened my mouth and swallowed that baby down like there was no to-morrow.


At the end of the Sixties, I’d become very friendly with Glenda Jackson around the time she was filming “Women in Love”.  In fact, I was shagging her something rotten.  Dear Ollie Reed had introduced us after Holy Communion one Sunday.  Both Ollie and I attended the same church in Hampstead.  I went for the Service; he went for the free wine.


“Norb,” he chortled in that all-too familiar bellow, “this is Glenda.  I’m about to do a film with her for dear old Ken (Russell).  We all get to strip off and fuck each other.  Sounds like fun.  I even get to do it with dear old Alan (Bates).  We don’t actually fuck but we get to roll around on top of each other for quite a while in front of a blazing fire.  We’re having a rehearsal later tonight.  If you’re not doing anything, come along.  Ken believes in a lot of improvisation so, if you’re lucky, you may even get your leg over too.”


Glenda didn’t say anything but I could see from the way she was looking at me that if I turned up as Ollie had suggested, I could well be in with a fighting chance.  She, obviously, fancied me rigid.  So, I went along.

It all went pretty much as Ollie said it would.  After Ollie, Alan, Glenda and the other one had stripped off and just about exhausted everything that was open to them, Ken suggested the odd one or two hundred friends who’d turned up to watch should join in.  I made a beeline for Glenda and she made a beeline for me.  And there you had it.  Or, rather, I had it.  And she had it.


It was Glenda who got me a job on the movie as Unit Publicist.  Every day I’d sort out all the publicity photographs and help to organise the press then, every evening, it was back to Glenda’s trailer for a touch of the old heave-ho’s and to run through her lines for the next day.


Of course, she had to be up early in the morning for make-up so, after I’d serviced her, I’d usually nip over to Ollie’s for a quiet chat and a game of chequers.  Ollie had a quaint little trick with chequers he’d learnt from Orson Welles.  Each time he lost a chequer, he’d slip it in his mouth and swallow it whole then, the following morning, he’d present you with a special bowl he’d used to take a dump in so you could sift through and see if they were all there.  If he’d not succeeded in getting them all out again then he’d pay you £1,000 per checker that was still inside him.  If they were all there, then you had to pay the forfeit.  I won’t go into what it was but let’s just say; it involved what you had on your buttered toast for breakfast.


Oh, Ollie was a real card.  Of course, the stories of his drinking and general cavorting are now legendary but what very few people know is that, prior to becoming an actor, Ollie spent a brief time studying to be an airline pilot.  I think I speak for everyone when I say how eternally grateful we all are that he chose to become an actor instead.


Just after she'd won the Oscar in 1970 for “Women in Love”, I threw Glenda over for Diana Rigg.  I met her at a re-union party for the Royal Shakespeare Company.  She was drunk.  She fancied me.  We did it in one of the boxes at the Aldwych Theatre.  Glenda caught us at it.  There was a terrible scene; both women fighting over me furiously.  I remember Peter Hall and Judi Dench rushing up to try and tear them apart.  Luckily Harold Pinter and his then boyfriend, Albert Finney, were there and, after a few meaningful pauses, managed to calm down the situation by organising an impromptu game of charades.  Naturally, being actresses, Diana and Glenda couldn’t resist joining in.  It had been a tricky moment but thanks to Harold’s astute psychological reading of the situation, serious bloodshed was avoided that night.


Glenda never spoke to me again after that incident.  She went on to strip off and roll around a lot in other movies.  It’s what made her a star.  And then, typically, rather than stick to a good thing when she'd found it, she tried to alter her image.  She decided to do a film and keep her clothes on.  “A Touch of Class” may have won her a second Oscar but it lost her the support of her audience who sat through the film in vain waiting for that magic moment when she’d show her all and roll around a lot but – no! – not so much as a nipple or a single pubic hair did she reveal.  It’s little wonder, after that, her career took a steady spiral downhill till she had little choice but to quit acting on the screen and end up in the House of Commons.  A tragic end to what had, once, been a glittering career.


Diana, on the other hand, certainly didn’t sink to such depths.  Although, having said that, she did appear in the only James Bond movie to star George Lazenby.


The year or so Diana and I spent together after that unfortunate incident with Glenda must count as one of the most harrowing periods of my young life.  Diana was insatiable.  For everything.  Twenty-four hours a day.  Food, booze, dancing, sex.  She never slept.

I remember one night when she was lying there in our Paris apartment, legs akimbo begging for it for the sixth time that night, I finally snapped.


“Enough’s enough, Di,” I said.  “A man’s only human after all – even me!”


“But you’re so wonderful,” she breathed with all that incredible rib-controlled diaphragmatic breathing she’d mastered at drama school which had helped make her one of the world’s greatest actresses and wearer of PVC as Emma Peel.  “Doesn’t great big Norbie want to make his little Di-Di happy?”


“Of course I do,” I replied; my weary aching dick already stiffening as, yet again, I found it impossible to resist her whim.


Well, of course I satisfied her – as always.  But I’d already made the decision it was time for me to ditch her.  She was just too demanding.  I had no time to pursue my career as a serious writer and so, that April in Paris, I did what had to be done.


Naturally, she cried a lot.  They always do.  But I knew at the time that she’d get over me – 

eventually.  Although, I gather it took her years.


I had truly loved Diana and it hadn’t been easy to finish with her but Art is a cruel and demanding mistress and I knew that, if I was to achieve any kind of success as a brilliant novelist, I could afford no distractions.  But Madam Fate has a way of sabotaging the most noble of intentions and I was about to encounter someone who would have an even more devastating effect upon my life.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER SEVEN -

My First Homosexual Affair


“I’d really like to get inside your ass, cutesy-pie!”


I was hanging around in a New York nightclub for the rich and famous, as one does, when I heard this somewhat familiar voice behind me.  At the same time I felt fingers close tight around my left buttock.  I turned and found myself facing Warren Beatty.


Warren! … what can I say about him in those days?  Yes, he was just about the sexiest man on the planet; yes, he possessed the ultimate in looks, talent, charm, intelligence, style, taste and wit.  Let’s face it – he was the perfect man.


But! -


He was a screaming queen.


Of course, I realise this could come as something as a shock to those who have always believed him to be the ultimate lady-killer but – such is the power of the publicity machine.  So you can forget all that crap about his marriage and having kids and all those affairs with some of the world's most beautiful women.  It's all a front.


Yes, I said I was going to name names and then name them some more and, believe me, there’s more to come but – and I hasten to repeat myself yet again – none of this is personal.  Nothing I write in this extremely painful series of revelations is anything other than the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth.

Anyway, as to Warren’s particular sexual bent – and I do mean bent … I would like to say more but, unfortunately, those particular paragraphs have been edited from this book as a result of an impending lawsuit by Mr Beatty’s attorneys.  So, I can only pick up from where they allow:


… with a honey-covered riding crop, stirrups, six hard-boiled eggs, a stick of celery, handcuffs and a tin of pineapple slices. 


As stated, I'd like to say more but modesty and an impending libel action forbid.


I must confess that for the first year of my affair with Warren, we had more ups than downs - well, a lot of ups, actually, in one form or another - but he did also introduce me to a world of international glitter and glamour that I had, hitherto, never believed possible.  I think I must have met just about everybody who was anybody – and became privy to their most intimate secrets:  secrets I could not possibly reveal without feeling I had betrayed certain very dear and very close friends' most sacred trust.

Such as Mel Brooks not being Jewish: that his father was actually Herr Sigmund Helmut Adolf Fritz von Reichfart, vice-chancellor to Hitler responsible for propagandist Third Reich humour.  He was later executed for having failed to find any.  His son, Mel von Reichfart quickly changed his surname to Brooks, got himself circumcised, employed famous Jewish star, Zero Mostel in his movie, “The Producers” to give his new identity credibility and married Anne Bancroft – that sexual icon of so many who saw “The Graduate” and fondly remember spanking the proverbial monkey into a point of insensibility in the privacy of their own bedrooms, bathrooms or wherever, as they recalled in vivid detail her Oscar-worthy performance. What those poor deluded people didn’t know was that, prior to her arrival in Hollywood, she had actually been Herman P. Rabinowitz, a welder from Little Rock, Arkansas.  It was only after her sex change and embrace of the Catholic faith that her “career” started to move, which is why she made the perfect wife for the kinky son of an ex-Nazi posing as a Jewish comic.


But back to Warren.  It’s always given out that Shirley MacClaine is his half-sister.  Nothing could be further from the truth.  She is, in fact, his mother, Nancy.  She’s also, in past incarnations, been his father, his grandmother, sister, brother, nephew, niece, uncle, aunt, son, daughter, wife, husband and pet parrot, Mr Squawky.


The problem with Warren is that his sexual appetites are insatiable.  I was told that, during the filming of “Bonnie and Clyde", he worked his way through the entire cast and crew just to spite Michael J. Pollard who refused to have sex with him.  Michael J. was too busy banging Faye Dunaway at the time. In fact, Pee Wee Herman is actually their love child – although he doesn’t know it.  Or, at least, he won't until he reads this book.  Sorry, Pee Wee. but these things have to come out eventually.


The thing is, Warren could never stand rejection of any kind.


One example is the night he was turned down by Rex Reed.  Everybody knew Rex and Mae West had been an item ever since their filming "Myra Breckinridge" together for lovely Mike Sarne.  True, there was a slight age gap between them.  At the time, Rex was - well - younger than he looked, and Mae was - well - still rumoured to be alive.  But dear Rex had always gone for older women:  Ruth Gordon, Lillian Gish, Mary Pickford - to name but a few.  With Mae, it was different, however.  I really think, for the first time, he had found true love.  There was something rather endearing about seeing them together:  A slowly decomposing Mae propped up against some fairly solid piece of furniture, and Rex trying on all her clothes.   Which is why it was so foolish of Warren to try his luck.  


It happened at a toga party thrown by Jimmy Stewart and his wife.  Warren had drunk too much (Jimmy was notorious for his mango and lemonade gin cocktails).  He'd spotted Rex heading towards the little boy's room.  Once he'd been in there, he went to the loo where Warren barged in and dropped his toga as Rex sat there taking a dump.  Cool as ever, the lovely Rex, finished what he was doing, wiped whatever needed wiping then rose, adjusted his costume and walked straight past the dick-flashing Warren without saying a word.  Of course, if Mae had found out, then all hell would have broken loose.  Luckily, she was too decrepit to register what had happened or the air would have resounded with all those famous quips she could no longer remember.    Not that it mattered.  Rex's cutting him dead had really hurt Warren.  I found him, hours later, sobbing uncontrollably, down by Jimmy's tennis courts.  It took all of my sexual prowess and letting him win three straight sets to appease his loss of self-esteem that night, I can tell you.


I couldn't possibly list all of Warren's "conquests" or this book would run into volumes.  Suffice it to say that, during the time I knew him, he wasn't nicknamed "Don Juan de Santa Monica" for nothing. 


He's done it with everyone - and I mean, everyone: straight, gay, vegans …


Just as one typical example:  I remember, years later, when he was filming "Ishtar" - Elaine May was directing (for want of a better word) and was really big on improvisation (which is a Hollywood term for completely ignoring the script and saying and doing whatever you feel like at the time).  Anyway, she suggested Dustin and Warren should explore their male bonding to the full.  Which, I gather, they did.  Later, Warren did confess to me that Elaine’s improvs had got slightly out of hand.  I don’t blame Dustin.  He’s a trusting little soul.  And Warren could lead anyone astray.

Indeed, I could toss off a whole list of unfortunates who have, at one time or another, fallen victim to his insidious charms but, as I've already stated, I'm not naming names.  So, here are a few clues:

1)  All but one of the entire cast in  "Dick Tracy".

 2)  Epic Oscar winner, star of a Michael Moore docu and avid supporter of the NRA.

 3) A well-known football team based in Los Angeles.  

4)  A well-known football team from New York.   

5)  A well-known football team from Denver.   

6) Hugely popular TV soap star villain who got shot in one episode.  

7)  Ex-President of Watergate fame  

8)  "You're only meant to blow the bloody doors off!"  

9)  Heeeeere's an ex-chat show host.   

10)  Drunken singer half of an old comedy duo  

11)  They dance and they're from Kirov.  

12)  His wife's the well-known Queen of a country that has a special relationship with the U.S.A. 


And so on, and so on - right up to the present time.  He’s such a slut.

I say this because, one night, quite recently, I had a call from Warren, begging me not to "out" him in this book, and he was slurring certain sounds.  I remember asking, at the time, if he had something in his mouth and he replied it was only an M&M - at least, it sounded like that’s what he said.

Anyway, my fling with Warren didn’t survive long.  No one ever survives long with Warren.  And what had I got to show for it all?   Nothing.  Not even an acknowledgement letter when I sent him a script I'd written which he'd have been perfect for.  Still, if he doesn't want to win another Oscar - then tough shit!  Although, I'll state it now:  my sequel to "Shampoo", called "Shampoo 2: Having Your Roots Done" would have had them queuing up round the block for months.

So, that's enough of him.  He gets far too much publicity, anyway.  And, even though my lawyers have told me not to say anything, I’ll still say this – or, rather, I would have done if they'd permitted it.  And, anyway, now he’s starting to show his age.  So tough shit, Warren!  Grow old gracefully!  Har har har!  Which, unfortunately, he is - but that doesn't mean he won't eventually start to decompose! Har har har! 


And as for that portrait he keeps hidden in his attic …


But, enough said.  Let lying dogs continue living the lie.

Although, I do repeat, there’s nothing personal in my motives for revealing any of this.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER EIGHT -

Adventures in Screenwriting


That period of my life while I was involved with Warren left me with little time to pursue my career as a writer.  Warren was very demanding.  He also had his image to consider, which is why he didn't like to be seen with me in company.

Because our affair had been kept such a closely guarded secret, it meant that when we finally broke up, no one in Hollywood knew me for the brilliant writer I was but, rather, thought that I was just another one of Warren's hangers on.

Luckily, it didn’t take me long to get established in my own write, as it were (a title John Lennon had pinched from me some years earlier). 

The first major screenplay I was nearly commissioned to write was intended as a starring vehicle for Yul Brynner and Telly Savalas.  Like "Ode to Billy Joe" and  "Singin' in the Rain", it was based on the title of a famous song.  In this instance, I had been inspired by that popular American folk song, "On Top of Old Baldy".  Both Yul and Telly were madly in love with the idea but, alas, like so many good ideas in Hollywood, it never got off the drawing board. 

Unfortunately, the same thing happened to my idea for a musical version of "Crime and Punishment" to star David Cassidy and Elke Sommer with songs by the Sherman Brothers.  And to my idea for a re-make of "Psycho", shot for shot but in colour - although even I had to admit that it was a stupid idea and would only prove to be a complete waste of time and money for everybody involved. 

My main source of income, though, came from ghostwriting for Woody Allen.   Yes, I know I've finally let the cat out of the bag.  But it's true.  Woody hasn't actually written any of those films himself.  He is, in fact, virtually illiterate.  And had the cheek to accept the Oscar for “Annie Hall” which I’d written specially for Diane Keaton, who I was having an affair with at the time.  Then, to add insult to injury, actually claimed he was the one who had the affair with her.  Why dear, lovely Diane ever went along with that preposterous lie, I shall never know - except I did hear Woody had warned her if she said anything she'd never work or eat lunch in that town again.  

Not being acknowledged for the work you've done as a writer is, alas, a fairly common occurrence in this business.   Having said that, I should also mention how I never got credit for one or two all-time box-office smash hits I instigated.

"Jaws".   "If you want something to terrorise a seaside resort?” I told author, Peter Benchley - “Try a great white shark instead of - what is it you’ve got?" and he confessed it was “Crabs.”  

Then there was that time George Lucas phoned me up at half past two in the morning as he struggled over a plot point one sultry night:  "Simple," I told him, "Why not make Luke Skywalker Darth Vader's son?" - which was far more credible than George's original idea of making him the illegitimate offspring of Jaba the Hutt and an ex-Vaudeville dancer called Maisie.    

"Re-make "The Fall of the Roman Empire" with a bit of "Spartacus" thrown in and call it "Gladiator" ."  I remember mentioning the idea to Ridley Scott just after he'd finished shooting "Alien".  At the time, he told me it was a ridiculous idea and that he'd never get a Hollywood studio to back it.

 The list is endless.  True, many of those who took up my ideas went on to win fame, riches and Academy Awards without even so much as a nod in my direction - but who am I to bear a grudge?

So, let me get back to who's had who in Hollywood.

Well: Ridley Scott, for starters.  Perhaps if his public knew that the person who directed "Blade Runner" was into heavy S& M relationships with well-hung construction site workers, they might view his films in a slightly different light.  But, as I said, who am I to bear a grudge?

Similarly, Peter Benchley:  a couple of glasses of rum and a seashore and God help anyone.  I've seen him do things with a snorkel and a jellyfish to some poor unsuspecting lifeguard that would bring tears to the eyes of  - well - some poor unsuspecting lifeguard.

And as for George Lucas … !!!    If I say three words:  nuns … mud … bacofoil.  I leave the rest to your imagination.

But I digress.

A lot of crap has been written and published over the years about how to write an award winning screenplay, so let me tell you this:  there's only one way to get your hands on that Best Screenplay Oscar and that's down to talent and giving good head.  

Take William Goldman as a typical example.  Don't believe, for one second, that his screenplay for Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid would ever have got filmed without him having serviced at least thirty-four executives and their wives who were running 20th Century Fox at the time.  George Roy Hill (now tragically deceased) told me that to direct it he had to go down on Robert Redford every Saturday night for over six months while, at the same time, performing S&M services to Paul Newman on alternative Monday evenings for the whole of July and August while Paul's wife, Joanne Woodward was away on a Women's Institute outing to explore the shopping malls of Europe.

As to some real professional advice on how to write that multi-million dollar saleable screenplay, here are a few tips:

1.
Always have a really strong plot.    Try naming any Hollywood movie without one.

2.
Make your characters sexy unless they're not meant to be.  American audiences, in particular, want to fantasy-fuck their stars.

3.
Remember to write it in three acts.  I don't know why that is because movies don't have intervals like plays do, but movie people think it's really clever and cultural to insist a film has three acts i.e. beginning, middle and end. Surprisingly, not many movies actually achieve this high goal. however.  If only budding screenwriters would pay more attention to those highly paid studio executives who would never be paid so much if they weren't always right about everything. 

4.
 Never plagiarise another writer's work.  Nobody in Hollywood would dream of doing such a thing.

5.
Don't bother thinking up re-makes and sequels.  That's what studio executives are paid enormous sums of money to do.

6.
Don't be put off if everyone thinks you've written a pile of shit.  Even I have been told this upon the odd occasion.  But remember: they're the losers - for not making a fortune if they'd bought any of my scripts.

7.
Listen carefully to the dialogue in any recent Hollywood movie (assuming it’s audible) and try to follow its example by being as literate as possible - and avoid the use of swear words.

8.
Don't worry about credibility or any holes in the plot.

9.
Make sure it's very loud, crammed with wild action sequences, gratuitous jokey violence and offers maximum opportunities for extensive merchandising in all areas.

10.
All women must be cool, wisecracking, able to dish out excessive violence on the instant, especially in the martial arts, and be completely unfeminine in every possible way to avoid stereotyping.  Think lesbian.

11.
Avoid gay sex scenes.  Studio execs love the Pink Pound but hate male gays (lesbians are okay, of course).

12.
Any Americans MUST win out in the end.  Use Brits for the villains because they can act so they're not totally dependent on their personal public image.

11.
American audiences continually need to be told that theirs is the greatest country in the world otherwise they get confused.

12.
Everywhere's a foreign country except America so only use other countries in your script as foreign locations.  

13.
If your story happens to involve a foreign country, don't waste time depicting it accurately.  Nobody'll know and nobody'll care if you just make it up.  The same applies to any non-U.S. history. 

14.
Avoid upsetting the Bible-belt.

15.
Check with the White House about who the current foreign "Bad Guys" are.  At the present, you'll be okay using fundamentalist Arab terrorists (providing they're not from Saudi Arabia).  But if you really want to play safe then stick to Nazis.  They're always good value and easily fit in to any given situation. 

16.
Make sure your younger characters are all heavily into drugs.  It'll show you're really switched on to that all-important teen audience.

17.
Any opportunity for female nudity, prolonged sex scenes (only if essential to the plot) and loud music tracks are to be encouraged.

18.
Whenever possible throw in plenty of farting, puking, peeing, defecating, cum, snot jokes and anything else of an excretory manner you can dream up to show how real your characters are.

19.
Jewish is always good.  

20.
Whatever the role, stars must always look glamorous.

21.
Finally, don't worry too much about what you write.  Most directors and actors will ignore it and make it up as they go along, anyway.  Just be glad you got paid.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER NINE -

Sun and Sin in 70's Hollywood

It was the 1970's.  Spielberg and Lucas were re-inventing Hollywood - and I was this brilliant hot British screenwriter ricocheting from one glamorous party to another.

During my party-to-party jet-set style of living, I'd become very friendly with Jack Nicholson.  He'd just won the Oscar for "One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest" and was hanging around a lot with Sir Alec Guinness and Doris Day.  We spent most of our time in Vegas, gambling, snorting coke, throwing back vodkas and generally raising hell, even though Doris had long since retired from the movies.

One night, we popped into the MGM Grand where Liza Minelli was topping the bill.  As usual, she was fabulous and nothing like her mother and, afterwards, we went backstage to her dressing room and told her how much we'd enjoyed the show.

Needless to say, champagne flowed and we did a lot of drugs before heading for Liza's luxury hotel suite where she was shacked up with William Shatner at the time.

Room service provided a couple of rounds of lobster salads and some more bubbly then Alec entertained us all by showing off his famed versatility at playing different characters.

Although we'd seen most of them a thousand times before, it was still a pleasure to see him as Fagin then switch rapidly to Colonel Nicholson from "The Bridge on the River Kwai" and then flip through all the roles he'd ever played in the Ealing comedies.

Liza followed by giving us a couple of hours of songs by Mussorgsky.   Bill Shatner and Doris then performed a couple of scenes from "Uncle Vanya" and, afterwards, Jack recited the complete works of John Milton.   I followed Jack and soon had them all in stitches with my impression of Jerry Lewis in "Cinderfella".

And then we all shagged each other.

I also remember another time we were out in Vegas when Tom Jones was playing there.

After the show, we went back to his place to hear his collection of vintage opera recordings.  It was on that occasion, after numerous multiple sex combinations, that Tom confessed to me he'd always wanted to be an opera singer.  The problem had been that he just wasn't able to put on enough weight to be taken seriously, so he'd had to make do becoming an international sex symbol and world famous singing sensation instead.

Poor Tom.  Knowing that all he ever wanted to do was sing opera has meant I've never been able to watch him wowing his adoring fans without feeling sorry for him.  I know he'd throw it all up tomorrow if he thought there was the slightest chance of getting a job at the English or Welsh National Opera - even if it was just in the chorus.

It was also in Vegas that I was first introduced to Frank Sinatra.

Despite his fearsome reputation, Frank was a charming little man - even if he did have a lot of Italian friends who all looked like Rod Steiger.

While it's now common knowledge that Frank was obsessively in love with Ava Gardner, what isn't known is that, earlier, he'd had an equally obsessive crush on Ethel Merman after seeing her on stage as Mamma Rose in "Gypsy".

It was an affair doomed before it ever really began.  Merman was heavily involved with the young Tommy Steele at the time and Sinatra was living with the international opera star, Elizabeth Schwartzkopf.

Foolishly, their respective record companies came up with the idea of making an album together.  Lenny Bernstein was approached and suggested they do his "West Side Story".  Of course, it meant that because of Elizabeth Schwartzkopf's accent she would have to play Anita and because of Tommy Steele's macho image after starring in "Tommy the Toreador", he would have to play the Russ Tamblyn part - which left, as the two young star-cross'd lovers, Sinatra singing Tony to Ethel Merman's Maria.

It was asking for trouble.

Tensions exploded at the first recording session.

While they were singing "Somewhere", Sinatra just couldn't keep his hands off Merman.  She struggled along, valiantly, trying to ignore it - being the consummate professional as always.  But, then, after she'd recorded what had to be the definitive version of "I Feel Pretty" and was just about to belt out "To-night", Sinatra's wayward hands finally got the best of her.

As much as she'd been trying to resist his uncontrolled displays of passion, she was obviously unable to hold her own desires back any longer.  Her iron reserve crumbled and she went down on him there and then in the recording booth.  

The session came to an abrupt halt.  Tommy waded in and punched Sinatra.  Schwartzkopf landed a left hook on Merman and, within minutes, the entire studio had been wrecked.

Naturally, the whole affair was hushed up, but the ultimate recording of West Side Story was never completed.  What a loss to the musical world.  And dear Lenny Bernstein never spoke to any of them again.


A similar great loss arose when Fox tried to team up Lee Marvin and Marlene Dietrich in a musical version of Dr Zhivago.

 The Bee Gees were signed to write the score and I was asked to write the screenplay.  Alfred Hitchcock was due to direct, which means it would have been his last film if it had actually been made. But, of course, that was something he didn't know at the time.

 Things certainly started out, swimmingly.

We were all excited about working with each other and I quickly knocked off a brilliant screenplay.  Every person who read it was convinced we had an Oscar winner on our hands and the likelihood of the film becoming one of the greatest box-office smashes of all time.  Hollywood was buzzing with excitement.

 Then the problems started.

Hitch (as Hitchcock was popularly known by his few friends and of whom I was considered one of the closest) wanted Lara to be a frigid blonde and have an extended shower scene.  Marlene refused because it would involve her having to step into the shower and she was now so old she couldn't actually walk, which meant she could only be filmed seated or, if required to be standing, filmed already in position, subtly propped up against something.

Standing upright without any support was also a problem for Lee Marvin.  But that was due to other reasons.

 This meant, therefore, that the two leads would have to go through the entire movie either propped up against something or be seated.  Lying down was okay, although once down, neither of them could get themselves up again without assistance.  It also meant that some of the chase sequences Hitch had planned across the rooftops of St Petersburg would be virtually impossible to shoot.  It further presented enormous problems for Tommy Tune who'd been brought in to choreograph the thirty-two lavish dance numbers.

 To complicate things even more, Marlene, out of pride, refused the idea of using a body double for all the nude sex scenes.  Lee, however, said he was quite happy - indeed, insisted - that he do the entire movie stark naked - with full frontals during his big tap number in Red Square.

 The final straw, however, came when the Bee Gees delivered their songs and nobody could sing them, as they were all too high.  If you've ever heard Lee's delightful and sensitive rendition of "Wand'rin' Star" in Paint Your Wagon, then you'll have some idea how difficult it was for him to sing every number in falsetto.   Marlene, too - if you recall her famous song, "Fallink een luff again" - could only sing one note and that was in a bass clef - whatever the song.

 The movie was obviously heading towards a no-go situation and, finally, Fox had to cancel.

It broke Hitch's heart as he'd been dying to get Marlene in a shower for most of his career and now realised he would never have another opportunity.  


Such is the heartbreak even the greatest can suffer in Tinsel-town.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER TEN -

Dangerous Hollywood Liaisons


As we moved into the 1980's, there I was - still in glamorous Hollywood.  As everyone knows, this business is all about who you know and, by now, I'd been known by just about everybody there was to be known by.


Life for me was an endless round of glittering star-packed receptions, parties, sex orgies, premieres, dinners, funerals and whatever.  Naturally, at all these functions, there was the A-list and the B-list and, needless to say, I was always on the A-list.   Not because I was especially famous but because I was so enormously popular.  Everybody wanted to have me.


As always, I was living Life on the edge: the Colin Farrell of his day - boozing and shagging round the clock.  Of course, most of the women I had weren’t famous so there’s no point writing about them in the public interest.  


Of the stars, however, I had Kathleen Turner - that began one Monday night in the La Brea Tar Pits.  It was a bit messy.  She really got stuck on me and I just couldn’t shake her off.   For weeks afterwards, wherever I went, she’d be out there somewhere, sneaking about, stalking me.  Then there’d be the late night phone calls and the heavy breathing and the veiled threats.  I tried to explain to her that she’d only been a one-night stand but, like a lot of women, she couldn’t swallow the truth - which is one reason why I didn’t want sex with her anymore.  Besides, I was already too busy servicing Jamie Lee Curtis every Monday and Thursday, Cheryl Ladd Tuesdays and Fridays, Demi Moore every Wednesday and all the Baywatch girls at the week-ends.  


I had tried to squeeze in Molly Ringwald as well, but she could only make Friday lunchtimes.  Plus, her career was starting to look a bit shaky after a spectacular start with The Breakfast Club, Pretty in Pink (a colour I’d told her to go for as it so perfectly matched her gums when she smiled) and the movie in which she’d really impressed everyone with her unique talent, Sixteen Candles - a party trick I’d taught her to do one druggy week-end at Harrison Ford’s hideaway mountain ranch in Kentucky - where the fried chicken comes from.


Anyway, back to Kathleen.  Things started getting really serious when she turned up one Thursday night at Jamie Lee Curtis’s beach house with a gun.  Luckily Jamie’s had a lot of professional experience being menaced by death-threatening maniacs in her job, so she was able to take Kathleen in her stride, as it were.  Also, she’s got one of the best screams in Hollywood since Fay Wray got menaced by that giant ape decades ago - and Kathleen, despite her size, is certainly no King Kong - although I can reveal she does have especially hairy arm-pits and does have to shave her legs more frequently than the majority of women her age.  But all that just adds to her sex appeal, especially when it’s oozing up there on celluloid.  And, of course, she is a brilliant actress - both on and off screen - which is why she tends to take Life with a capital ‘L’ particularly seriously - something most sensitive artists do, so I’ve found.  


To cut a long story short, a few shots were fired, a vase got accidentally broken and we all ended up going to a really nice little beach restaurant just down the road for a truly excellent fish supper.


The incident did have its repercussions, however.  The following morning, none of the aforementioned lays would answer my calls.  So, suddenly, all my nights were free - and my days as well.  


At first, I enjoyed having time on my hands to do with as I wanted.  It forced me into a strict work discipline.  Every morning at six, I’d be up, take a ten mile jog along the beach, shower, have a breakfast of freshly squeezed orange juice and a bowl of organic bran flakes then settle down to a gruelling twelve hours without a break at the typewriter.  I’d then take a relaxing soak in the jacuzzi, have a light supper of grilled fish or skinless chicken with a side salad and then curl up in bed for an hour dipping into a few beloved and well-thumbed pages of Proust or Pliny the Younger before drifting off to sleep.


Inevitably there was the usual plethora of A-list parties I’d have to attend and it was at one of those where I was to meet my next big lay.

It happened at a fund-raising fashion show sponsored by the Sacramento Fur Corporation to launch a Save the Lemmings campaign.  It had been the brainchild of animal activist Sally Field who had become passionately concerned over the plight of those little furry things in the wild, after seeing them throwing themselves off cliff tops in a re-run of an old Disney Wild Life documentary on the Disney Channel.   As Sally told me, “I like them!  I really like them!”  And who was I to argue?

Every animal lover in Hollywood was there to offer their support.  Indeed, I’ve never seen so many pearls, sables and full-length minks at one gathering.  Sally, of course, was wearing a specially designed leopard-skin nun’s outfit to commemorate her golden oldie TV series.  She still looked stunning.  But the person who got all the light bulbs flashing was, as always, that icon of style - Cher.

The moment she made her appearance wearing three strategically placed clusters of emeralds shaped into fig leaves precariously clinging to a pale blue chiffon veil draped tantalisingly across her immaculately re-modelled body, the press and crowds went ape-shit.

I have to admit, I did find her one helluva turn-on but I was determined to play it cool - and it paid off.  Within less than fifteen minutes she was by my side begging for it.  Needless to say, I still carried on playing it cool for at least another couple of minutes before shoving her into a nearby cupboard and shagging the living daylights out of her.

And that’s how I came to shack up with Cher.  

And that’s when the problems started.   Even though we were living together we never really got to see much of each other.  She was always off filming or else on tour in one wild wig or another while I was locked away in our Malibu beach-house busily writing brilliant Oscar-worthy screenplays and a great classic novel.


Usually, the only times we managed to get together for a shag were Christmas, Halloween and Thanksgiving.


This did, of course, afford me plenty of time to sleep around with a lot of young hopefuls and starlets.  So, Cher, sweetie - now you know!


Not that the relationship lasted very long anyway.  Relationships don't with most stars and Cher is no exception.

Why? - you may ask? 

Well, in Cher's case, it was her cooking.  She can't cook for toffee - not that she could make that either.  To see what she can do to a Shepherd's Pie or even a simple bangers and mash is enough to make you want to puke.  And you probably will if you're stupid enough to eat any of it.

I remember, one fateful evening, she threw a dinner party for Henry Kissinger and his wife.  Also present were Egon Ronay, Sam Peckinpah and his then boyfriend, Bob Dylan, and the Duke of Edinburgh who had flown in that afternoon with Princess Anne for the start of the L.A. hunting season.

 Cher had decided to do something special.

After cocktails, she produced the first course, which was homemade clam chowder.  Unfortunately she'd forgotten to get any clams and used a tin of whelks instead.  Worse, she’d then boiled them for an hour to make sure they'd be safe to eat before dousing them with salt and vinegar to bring out the flavour. 

While we were all vomiting and writhing around on the floor, she produced the main course: boiled caramelised calves livers, juniper berry & anchovy salad and shredded sweet potato in garlic and honey sauce.

I tried to save the situation by rushing into the kitchen and quickly throwing together a smoked salmon sorbet with a choice of paella or duck a l'orange to follow but it was too late, the guests had already picked themselves up, and started tucking in.

Well, of course, ambulances were called and there was a lot of talk of lawsuits for attempted manslaughter … Luckily, we'd all been too ill to make it to dessert.   I can't remember what it was but I do recall finding a couple of dead racoons beside the garbage outside the kitchen door the following morning - and they were both bright green. 

Of course, it wasn't just her cooking that finished our relationship.  We finally separated just after an Academy Awards Ceremony.

I forget the year, exactly, but dear Cher had gone wearing a modest little outfit she'd designed herself, which consisted of a chiffon veil and a black pearl and diamond encrusted thong.  She'd never been one to flaunt herself in public and only wore such costumes because her public expected it of her.

Upon that occasion, however, she had been completely upstaged by another shrinking violet; Barbra Streisand in a see-through plunging backline which exposed her crack.


Cher was furious.  She felt that her incredible sense of responsibility to her adoring public had been usurped.  I tried to reassure her that her record-buying public was far more interested in her singing talent than thinking they'd just had a glimpse of her vag. but she couldn't be persuaded.  Barbra's crack was just too big and had proved too much to handle.


Now I knew Barbra very well in those days.  We never really had sex as such because she'd always had a thing about Prince Charles.  Indeed, her fantasies about being Queen of England could sometimes become quite obsessive.  She had even had her nose fixed to try and make herself more readily acceptable for princessdom.  It was a futile gesture - as history has proved.  

Dear, sweet Barbra.  Such a delicate all-giving idealist in such a cruel stingy world.  Of course, her generosity is legendary.   Ask any waiter who's ever served her.

And as for her simple unadorned modesty?   It would never ever have crossed her mind that the international press would rush to photograph that exposed sacred split between those perfect and expensively rounded buttocks.

No, Barbra is all innocence, generosity and Art.  After all, she did act, sing, compose the music, write, direct, edit, photograph and star in Yentl.   And she did succeed, despite all odds, to make Dolly Levi appear extremely Jewish in the movie version of Hello Dolly - which showed what an incredibly versatile actress/singer/ dancer/ etc. she was/is.

It was that same amazing versatility she displayed in Funny Girl and What's Up, Doc? and every other role in her vast repertoire as a chameleonic character actress. But, then again, even Jackie Mason relating stories about when he was a rabbi can't compete with Barbra when it comes to being Jewish.  Not even Mel Brooks.  Or Abraham.  Or Moses.  Or Tony Curtis, even.  

But I'm getting sidetracked from Cher's problem with Barbra's crack.


For some reason, Cher blamed me for her clash with Barbra and finished with me there and then.  Several times since that night I’ve tried to phone her and explain but, on every occasion, she’s not only refused to speak to me but pretended she’d never even heard of me.  Which is why I now feel it is in the public interest to see her exposed at every opportunity.  


Needless to say, it’s Cher who’s lost out.  She not only lost the best fuck of her life but she’s also lost the respect of that icon of stage, screen, radio, the recording studio and her own website: dear Barbra.

It also meant that the two ladies will never, now, get to do that album they'd always talked about:  Cher & Barbra sing the best of Kenny Rogers.


It was a shame because Kenny, had been very excited at the prospect of the two chanteuses displaying their vocal prowess at the expense of his numerous musical masterpieces.  He was even planning to write a new song specially for them to commemorate the occasion, called Don’t Fall in Love with a Gambler of the County.


Alas, it was not to be and, as with so many instances in history like Beethoven’s 10th Symphony and Puccini’s next opera, whatever it would have been, postery was denied yet another musical treasure for all time.  


Apparently, even the prospect of Beyonce and Charlotte Church recording it years later on an intended album of deleted show songs and 12th Century Madrigals, failed to inspire him to put pen to manuscript paper, finger to guitar or computer or whatever.  In fact, it wasn’t until 2001 that he finally agreed to sit down and write it, with certain minor modifications, as a Christmas single for One True Voice.  Unfortunately be the time he finally got round to it, he’d forgotten the tune and they’d been disbanded anyway.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER ELEVEN -

Famous People Who Owe Me One

Immediately after my bust up with Cher, I flung myself into work with a vengeance.  I rented a small beach house on Venice Beach and settled down to writing a brilliant and innovative series of children's books about a boy who finds out he's really a wizard and goes to wizard school.  

Unfortunately, I had barely got started on the idea before I was forced to break off and help sort out dear Milos Forman who was having terrible problems editing his latest opus, Amadeus.  His difficulty was, having filmed a whole bunch of Mozart's operas, he couldn't tell which one was which by the time he'd got all the footage back to the cutting room.  It didn't help that he was completely tone deaf, of course.

Luckily, I knew Mozart's operas, virtually note for note, so it didn't take me long to sort them all out.  But then, as I also knew all the rest of the stuff Mozart had written, Milos wanted me to help him edit first this scene, then that one, then the next and so on.

Anyway, to cut a long story short, (his original version ran nearly eleven hours) I ended up editing the entire film for him.

And, I hasten to add, got no thanks for it - not even a screen credit!

Of course, when you’ve saved someone’s ass, word in Hollywood soon gets round and I'd barely finished saving Milos's bottom and got back to my writing before I was called up by Ollie Stone who was having problems with a screenplay called Platoon.

I could see what was wrong, immediately.

"Cut out the songs and dance numbers," I told him.  "It's already been done in Privates on Parade.   Go for something punchy and uncompromising." I then wrote forty or fifty pages to show him the kind of thing I meant.

A pity his immense gratitude at the time didn't manifest itself in my direction when, later, he picked up the Oscar for it.

   But I'm not one to bear a grudge, which is why we've remained the closest of friends over the years.   I leave my readers to draw their own conclusions about what a lying, two-faced, thieving, talentless, cheap phoney piece of shit he is.  And, because we're such close friends, I know he won't mind me saying that about him.


The upshot of it all, however, was that I never did get round to finishing my fifth Larry Totter wizard story.
Subsequently, though, I've often wondered whatever happened to those early chapters and the other preceding four books I'd already completed.  Naturally, I would never dream of suggesting they were stolen by a certain agent who happened to be staying with me at the time and then got one of his clients to front them, years later.

But then, in those days, I was naïve and tended to trust everyone I met.     

One day, I was down at Santa Monica beach relaxing and surfing with David Hasselhoff, Dom de Luise and a few other chums when I got a call from Steven Spielberg asking if I fancied meeting up with him for a spot of tennis and some lunch.  

I drove over to his house in the hills and found I was expected to make up a foursome.

Stevie and I would be playing opposite Johnny McEnroe and Luciano Pavarotti.

I was quickly introduced then we all slipped into our whites and played a couple of warm-up sets before settling down to some serious tennis.

I must confess, Stevie and I certainly had our work cut out against such formidable opponents.  When Fat Lucy (which is what Pavarotti's friends call him) decided to play net, it was virtually impossible to get a ball past him.   Stevie and I struggled valiantly but it was useless.  Johnny and Fat Lucy were just too good and too fast and after a couple of dozen games, we decided to throw in the towel.  

Afterwards, we all showered and took time to cool off in Stevie's swimming pool while his servants prepared a barbecue lunch for us.

Everyone knows what a fabulous voice Pavarotti has but not many know that he was once a champion diver.   Stevie's pool has a thirty foot high diving board and, I can promise you, to be swimming in that pool, then look up and see Pavarotti in his little skimpy swimming trunks, thirty feet directly above you, poised and ready to dive … well, it's enough to make you shit yourself, I can tell you. 

Once lunch was over, Johnny and Fat Lucy wandered off to shoot some pool while Stevie and I went for a stroll around the grounds of his luxurious mansion.  

"Norbert" he said, "I'll be honest with you.  I didn't just invite you over for a social occasion - as delightful as it always is to see you with your good looks, sparkling wit, generous nature, effervescent personality, prodigious talent, encyclopaedic knowledge, extraordinary wisdom and incredible insight into the human condition.  No, rather, I needed to talk to you as the very dear friend that you have become and the only person I know I can trust implicitly and will answer me with honesty, immaculate judgement and whose advice I would be foolish not to follow."

I said something to the effect that it was very kind of him to say such things.

"I know that, deep down, you're really a shy, sensitive and extremely humble person - and that's why you are the most universally respected, admired and loved person in this business, worldwide" he continued.

Which was something I’d never really considered about myself.

"And this is why I need to ask your advice, Norbert?" he concluded.

I asked him what was troubling him so much.  He gave a long sigh and a tear crept into his eye as he spoke.

"Nobody takes me seriously," he whispered, as if frightened someone might overhear.

"It's because you didn't win the Oscar for E. T., isn't it?" I replied. 

He let out a short, sharp cry of shock, startled at my penetrating perception of his problem and deepest kept secret anguish.

"My God! - you're amazing!" he cried.  "Nobody else would ever, ever have thought I was the slightest bit concerned about such a personal snub by the Academy!"

The relief that someone could see into the considerable depths of his complex and tortured soul proved too much for him and he collapsed beside a replica of the Mother Ship he'd had built overlooking the beach, and burst into tears.

I put my arm round him and instantly offered him considerable platonic comfort for a couple of hours, after which he dried his eyes and got dressed before pouring out his very soul.   

"Everyone thinks I'm just a little boy who doesn't want to grow up," he said, "Which is why the next film I make is really going to show them how wrong they are.  I'm going to make Peter Pan - but have him all grown up!"

"Don't do it, Steve," I said.

"But why not?" he asked, "Robin Williams has already said he wants to play Peter Pan."

"That's an even greater reason for not doing it," I replied.

"Not even with Julia Roberts playing Tinker Bell?" he asked.

"Definitely not," I said.

"And Ben Kingsley as Captain Hook? - just to show I don't have any ill feelings about Gandhi winning the Oscar instead of me?" 

"Not even if you had Dustin Hoffman playing the part," I said firmly, "With Bob Hoskins as Smee!"

I could see his face crumple with disappointment and his lower lip trembled.  I thought, for a moment, he was going to cry again but, like the brave little fellow he is, he fought back the tears and looked at me, plaintively instead.

"What shall I do, then, to make them think I'm a grown-up?" he asked, helplessly.

"No more friendly extra-terrestrials and cute lonely kids," I said.

I could see his lower lip tremble once more but I felt he was almost man enough to take it.

"If you want to be taken seriously as an artist you've got to do what are considered to be grown-up things like … history … and social comment, preferably where injustice is concerned … blacks and Jews are always a good bet and critic-proof."

"How about homosexuals?" he asked.

"Too scary: too close to home, too many closets … unless, of course, it's lesbians.  Lesbians are okay because it's women doing it and that's all right."

"So, ideally, my next movie should be historical with social comment about a black lesbian!" he surmised.  "Wherever am I going to find something like that?"

With that famed encyclopaedic mind of mine he'd already mentioned, I instantly suggested a book called The Color Purple. 

"You could also try looking at the Amistrad trials - and, if it's Jews you're after: try reading up about a man called Oskar Schindler," I continued.  "Later, if you really want to be thought of as a grown-up, you could make an anti-war film - maybe with a really, really long gruelling and gruesome battle sequence right at the very beginning.  War films and westerns always separate the men from the boys - unless, of course, you're John Wayne."

I could see he was drinking in every word.  His little eyes lit up with excitement and he began to jump up and down, clapping his hands with glee.

"I'll do it!" he cried and, grabbing hold of me, gave me an enormous platonic kiss and a hug of gratitude.   His excitement knew no bounds for at least another couple of hours after which, we went to find the others.

We found Johnny and Fat Lucy had made a few phone calls and by the time we arrived back at the house, it was swarming with scantily clad young girls.  So, we all had a good shag - even though Stevie and I were quite worn out - and then sped off into the night for a quick bout of night-clubbing.

And speaking of night-clubbing, if you thought John Travolta was really something in Saturday Night Fever, then you’ve never seen Pavarotti strutting his stuff on a dance floor!    

Anyway, as history has since recorded, Stevie followed my advice and, instantly, gained himself international acclaim as a serious artist and a grown-up.  Then, some years later, getting a little flushed with his new image, he foolishly slipped up by digging out that old Peter Pan idea of his.  In fairness, he did phone me afterwards and admit he should have followed my advice to the letter and junked it but I guess he just had to learn the hard way.

The thing about Steven is that, despite owing the continuance and development of his career to me, he's never actually offered me a job.  Not once - and I've written to him loads of times.  I think it's because he's afraid it might sully our close friendship or, then again, maybe he's just afraid that I'd show him up for the childish, self-centred, ambitious egoist that he really is - and I know he wouldn't mind me saying that, because that's the kind of ungrateful, lying bastard he is!  And Gandhi deserved to win the Oscar that year!

   Since that time, I've even heard from certain sources that he's denied knowing me or even having met me.  So, I hope that this will now set the record straight.

Steven's betrayal of my trust wounded me deeply.  I knew I wasn't the only one to have been used and tossed aside the minute he'd got whatever it was he wanted.  Julia Phillips and I would often sit huddled over a steaming pizza at Spargo or the odd daiquiri at Mortons, swapping grievances. 

Not that he's the only bastard who hasn't replied to my phone calls and letters and pretend he's never even heard of me.  I could name hundreds like him - and will.  But that'll be in my next book when, after the huge success I know this one's going to be, I can command an enormous advance and have them all fight over me.

Anyway, after that regrettable experience with Steve, I tried not to become bitter and turned my attention instead to writing a new novel about an ungrateful and childish movie director who got eaten by a DNA-resuscitated tyrannosaurus Rex in a special park, which had been created on a remote island.

Unfortunately, some years later I, foolishly, happened to show a fellow writer friend, Michael Crichton, the first draft.  After confessing that it was some of the most brilliant writing he had ever read, the bastard went and nicked the idea, knocked off a quick best-seller, so preventing mine being published, and then, later - to add insult to injury - sold the film rights to Steve!

Naturally, all they produced was just another piece of commercial junk, whereas my novel was a deep and meaningful multi-layered allegory of human, social and universal truths.

But, as I’ve already stated, I was no newcomer when it came to being a victim of plagiarism.

Years earlier, when I was first starting out in the business, Mario Puzo had published, almost word for word, an epic novel I'd written while still at school, about the American Mafia.  I'd called it The Unintelligible Hoarse Old Italian Man with Cotton-wool Stuffed in his Cheeks and, in my naivety, because the novel was of American subject matter, sent it to someone I believed was a reputable American publisher.  How my manuscript ever found its way into Mario Puzo's hands I shall probably never know.  All I do know is that he, basically, changed a few words and gave it a shorter, punchier title.

It goes without saying that, at the time, I couldn't sue or say anything as I might have woken up with a dead horse in my bed - or worse.

Most writers have their material stolen or completely re-worked by someone at some time in their careers; especially if they work in the movies.  It's one of the hazards of the business but it always hurts when it happens.  I shall always remember Gore Vidal, with tears in his eyes, recounting how his semi-autobiographical novel, Kunta Breckinridge was stolen by Alex Haley and, with a few minor changes, published as Roots.  Of course, there was nothing Gore could say or do without accusations of being racially motivated.

Likewise, how many people know that Barbara Cartland's first and only unpublished novel,
An Icicle of Love  was plagiarised by Solzhenitsyn as  "A Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich" - ?  or that Jeffrey Archer was the real author of "The Bonfire of the Vanities" - ?

But enough of how we great writers suffer, and back to people I've rogered.

After Cher, I had tried to remain - not celibate - but unattached.  However, it proved impossible.  Within a few weeks, I was deeply involved in a threesome with Meryl Streep and Jodie Foster.

Both women, of course, are super intelligent.  Meryl can even be super intelligent in lots of different accents.

It was because of all this intelligence between us that petty things like jealousy and keep having to say, "I love you" were redundant in our relationship.  Sex between us was adult and intellectual.    I'd watch Meryl and Jodie doing it then they'd take turns doing it with me while the other one watched and took notes for later.

Afterwards, we'd slip off and eat some exotic but organic food at a trendy little bistro, go to a play or the ballet or an opera, attend a few symphony concerts and visit art galleries and museums or perhaps go to a really interesting intellectual lecture by some professor with a brilliant and innovative mind.

Sometimes we'd just lounge around in my flat and read poetry or have incredible in-depth and profoundly searching discussions about really deep and meaningful topics and world events and politics and existentialism and the meaning of life and such.

But, alas, all good things come to an end, so they say - and in our case, that's exactly what did happen.

One day Jodie and Meryl got into a heated argument over inductive Baconian methods of reason as opposed to the deductive Aristotelian approach.   It's an age-old argument, of course and will, most probably continue to be so for centuries ahead and Meryl arguing her point in alternating South African and Swedish accents didn't help.

Finally, they turned to me to settle the argument.   I immediately reminded them of Descartes, Galileo and Einstein's views on the subject and of Sir Karl Popper's excellent if slightly peremptory analysis in his book Conjecture and Refutations.  Naturally, my extraordinarily brilliant response silenced them but they then confessed (Meryl with a West Scottish accent) that for too long my amazing intellect had held them in such awe that they had developed feelings of inferiority and inadequacy and, for that reason, they were leaving me.  At which they picked up their belongings and walked out of the door. 

I was shattered.  At first, I didn't know what to do with myself.   Well, I did - but it wasn't anywhere near as satisfying as a threesome with Meryl and Jodie.

There are some relationships one can get over quickly but, somehow, someway, my live-in bonkfest with Meryl and Jodie proved difficult to get over.  God knows I tried to forget them but even a quick threesome with Yoko Ono and Carol Burnett didn’t touch the same spots, as it were.  Yoko kept wanting to do it in a plastic bag and Carol would only do it dressed up as her famous charlady.

I ditched them both after only a few weeks.  There was really no getting away from it, shagging for its own sake was getting to become a bore.

But Life must go on and so, pulling myself together, I decided to take a break from all the rigours and heartbreak of Tinseltown.  And thus it was, with a heavy heart, I decided to return to Blighty for a while.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER TWELVE -

A.M. with the P.M.


They say, if you're not careful, your past will come back to haunt you and at precisely two thirty-five a.m. in the early hours of February 12th 1985, it happened to me.


I'd barely been back in London a week, before I got an invitation to attend some wildly lavish party thrown by Elton John at the Barbican Centre.   The thought of meeting up with some of my old British chums after so long, appealed to me and I went along to have a thoroughly enjoyable time catching up with the gossip and, naturally, being the life and soul of the party.

Everybody but everybody was there and Christopher Biggins.  Elton was his usual ebullient self and joined forces with Tony Sher and Germaine Greer in a medley of old Elizabethan and Jacobean songs at the piano.  Then, due to popular demand, I joined David Bowie and Dawn French, with Bobby Crush, at the piano, for a sing-a-long of old Abba songs and Orff's Carmina Burana.   The party would have gone on all night but the caretaker at the Barbican chucked us out just after two and, being a little worse for wear, I declined Elton's offer of going back to his place for a night-cap and a game of Scrabble.  So, leaving them, I went wandering the streets, looking for a cab.  Having little sense of direction in those wee small hours I, somehow, ended up in the Whitechapel area.

I hadn't been wandering those dark, mist-shrouded, crumbling Victorian streets for long when I heard a voice from the distant past whisper my name.  I spun round and could hardly believe my eyes.


It was my first ever shag:  Maggie.  Better known then as the Prime Minister.


At first, I thought I must be mistaken.  Whatever could the British Prime Minister be doing stalking the Whitechapel Streets in the early hours of the morning?  Then I remembered how, when she was depressed, she'd often go out for a nightly prowl and cheer herself up by re-visiting all the murder sites of Jack the Ripper.


"Norbert … is it really you, you naughty boy?" she hissed through those once familiar lips.


I had to admit she still held some fearful fascination for me.  True, she was a lot older now but her eyes piercing through the darkness in my direction were still as wild and staring as ever - like Rasputin without the beard.


"You're still as succulent as ever," she said, moving towards me till I could smell the whisky on her breath.  Obviously, she still loved her bottle before bedtime.  "Why don't you come back to number 10 for a night-cap?"   


How could I say no?  As everyone in her Cabinet knew, you didn't use the "N" word to Maggie.


When we arrived back at number 10, Dennis was already fast asleep.

Ignoring him lying where he'd fallen in front of the television set; the porn video still flickering in its "freeze frame" position, Maggie immediately opened a bottle of scotch and ushered me through a secret wall panel and down a long, winding stone stairway which led to her private quarters where we set about serious drinking.  It was a hidden place where even rats feared to scurry and in which spiders dared not spin their webs.

I must admit that, once we were seated and throwing back the booze, I'd rather expected to reminisce about the old times, but Maggie was far more interested in delivering a long speech about the evils of Socialism and the joys of a Capitalist superstate over which she would reign supreme as Commander-in-Chief. 


As she ranted on, I looked at her private quarters and then started glancing about the room.  The walls were covered with posters and photographs of Ronald Reagan.  There was a huge centre portrait of him as Antony to her Cleopatra.  There was also a life-sized portrait of Maggie in a black robe and holding a huge curved knife, below which I noticed a large pentacle had been drawn on the floor.  Close by was a cardboard box of black candles, a chicken coop containing a black cockerel and a glass container in which resided several large horned toads.  Obviously, success had softened Maggie if she was now keeping pets.


After she'd ranted for a couple of hours she paused, briefly, to open another bottle of whisky and then started on about the predictions of Nostradamus and how, once she'd deposed the Queen, she would ascend the throne herself, enslave Europe and the Eastern bloc and become Empress of the world with Ronald Reagan at her side.  

"After the Falklands who, now, will dare to oppose me?" she cried, triumphantly swigging her whisky straight from the bottle and grabbing a bullwhip lying beside the altar, over which her enormous portrait loomed.  "I shall introduce a poll tax, release the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse and name my son heir to the Universe!"

My vision of Mark Thatcher being heir to anything was terrible enough but it was then she revealed she actually meant Boris Johnson -  her love-child resulting from an earlier steamy affair with Michael Howard.  

As I ran screaming from that house of madness, corruption and depravity, the last thing I saw as I looked back, was a dark and mysterious cloud envelop the House of Downing Street like the deep and dark tarn closing sullenly and silently over the doomed House of Usher.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER THIRTEEN -

Major Changes


Despite having initial misgivings as a result of that shock encounter, my decision to move back to poor ravaged old Blighty at least meant I was able to start work on another deeply significant new novel.

 This one was based on the little known historical love affair between Elizabeth I and Christopher Marlowe.   Provisionally entitled Two Queens Bonking it was already causing a flurry of wild excitement and anticipation in both literary and academic circles.

In order to preserve my artistic integrity and remain uncompromised by purely commercial considerations, I decided to turn down all attempts to offer me massive publishing advances and options for stage, screen and radio - all worth millions - and that was without with the novel's in-built potential for several sequels and merchandising.

Luckily, nobody actually made me such offers - obviously too well aware of what my answer would have been -  and so, I was freely able to lock myself away in a small flat just off the Kilburn High Road where I felt I would be able to knock it off undisturbed.


Alas, how wrong I was.   I'd reckoned without the unwanted intrusion of British politics into my life.


As much as I'd intended to keep a low profile, that chance meeting with Maggie resulted in my suddenly receiving a flood of invitations to Tory Party parties.  It's hard to say no when your country calls and there are free drinks on offer so, as part of my patriotic duty, I'd occasionally accept and turn up at what were mostly lager-swilling knees-ups and karaoke contests at various pubs around the country.

   
It tended to be the same old crowd each time: Geoffrey Howe, the Governor of the Bank of England  (I forget his name but we always used to call him Reg), Norman Tebbit, the two Michaels: Heseltine and Portillo (who, at that time, were secretly a couple), John Major, the Archbishop of Canterbury, Michael Howard who always made an excuse to leave before the first light of dawn, and the balding baby of the bunch, little Billy Hague - oh, and Iain somebody-or-other who used to hang around but never really said very much.

 The only woman who ever attended regularly was Edwina Currie.  At the time, I thought it odd.  Unlike Labour parties where it was nothing else but aggressive women, gays and ethnic minorities, the Tory parties were almost exclusively of a "stag" nature.   Even Maggie would never attend - but then she didn't believe in consorting with those she considered to be her inferiors.  So, Edwina's continual appearances seemed a little strange … at the time. 


But more of her in a moment.


I had, in the meantime, entered into a deep and meaningful relationship with the actress Sarah Miles.   Actually, it proved to be an extremely brief deep and meaningful relationship after I learnt she liked to drink her own urine as part of a strict health regimen.  I'd like to say our parting was amicable but, there were bitter recriminations on both sides and it all ended leaving me with a rather nasty taste in the mouth.


Despite this momentary lapse in my personal life and the frequent interruptions from the Conservative Party, my novel was coming along so nicely that I was able to accept a position as a leading television executive for Sky, which is how I finally met that delightful entrepreneur, raconteur, philanthropist and media magnate, Rupert Murdoch.


It was really rather surprising that we hadn't met before, after all he was one of Maggie's intimates, so we'd both had her in common.   Plus his long-standing support of the Arts should have caused our paths to cross but, alas, no.   So, it was with considerable excitement, at our first meeting, that I discovered he, too, was a great Rolf Harris fan.  He'd even got, on tape, a complete set of all the Rolf Harris Shows starring Rolf and featuring The Young Generation dancers.  What a rare collector's item that was!  He also had a personally signed copy of Rolf's famous hit singles, "Tie Me Kangaroo Down, Sport" and his deeply moving rendition of "Two Little Boys".   He had even paid out a six-figure amount for one of Rolf's didgeridoos.  And it was in perfect working order, too!

Despite his great passion for Rolf and his oeuvres, I sometimes think that the only real relationship Rupert had ever had was with his little childhood sled, “Dewdrop”. 

An ex-member of his household staff once told me how she was often woken in the middle of the night by Rupert stirring noisily in his sleep and crying out “Dewdrop!”  Then he would become extremely agitated and toss and turn in his sleep.  And only after he’d knocked a large paperweight off his bedside table and smashed it on the ground would he then return to a peaceful slumber once more.  She told me it was strange how he would never go to bed unless there was a paperweight on the bedside table - almost as if he knew he was going to have that recurring dream night after night.   


The other interesting thing about Rupie, which few people know, is that, apart from being a brilliant business mind, he's also a pretty dab hand when it comes to line dancing. 


But enough of in-depth character revelations about Rupert Murdoch and back to me.


I soon found that my job as a busy television executive didn't really give me much time for work in the office because the social life was so hectic.  This is one of the big drawbacks about being a company executive.  There just isn't enough time in the day to get any work done.

From eleven-thirty or so when you first get into the office, it's straight off to a lunch meeting at some expensive restaurant, then it's off to further important meetings usually in a private club or favourite wine bar before early evening meetings over drinks in a bar and then the obligatory appearance at a premiere, opening night or gala dinner followed by entertaining prospective clients, or anyone else you happen to pick up, in various exclusive West End night clubs.  Then it's off to bed and a lot of shagging with whoever it was you took with you for the night and then the whole cycle starts all over again the following day.  In America, you even have to chalk up breakfast meetings in top hotels and Sunday brunches as well.   No wonder people like me need so many holidays abroad on enormous expenses - just to get away from it all and revive the juices, as it were.


Now you know why Richard Branson, whenever the opportunity arose, used to escape in hot-air balloons all over the place.  And why Robert Maxwell chose to disappear on a yacht.


As for myself, I liked to take myself off to Avoriaz for a spot of skiing and a whole lot of après-skiing.

I remember, on one occasion, whizzing down a steep snowy Alp and bumping into Babs Windsor.   This was before she decided to give up show business and retire in Eastenders.  She was with a whole slew of her usual winter sports-loving mates: Kenneth Williams, Jim Dale, Danny la Rue, Mitch "the Grinder" Higgins, Mad "Axeman" Willie Lomax and Dame Kiri Te Kanawa.

Inevitably, that evening, as we lounged before the crackling log fire sipping après-ski cocktails and a delicious après-ski fondue supper, our conversation drifted round to work - as it always does in show biz gatherings.  Kennie Williams was about to go on a world tour of his one-man show performing selected readings from the New Testament entitled, Turn the Other Cheek.  Jim Dale was about to star on Broadway in an all-white revival of Porgy and Bess.  Danny la Rue was about to appear in Mother Goose at the Corn Exchange, Burnley.   Both Mitch and Willie had a couple of jobs lined up and Dame Kiri was about to sing Tosca at the San Francisco Opera then record an album of Sex Pistols hits.


On another occasion, I was there with Kenneth Branagh and Emma Thompson when we became temporarily snowbound by an unexpected blizzard.  To allay panic amongst the many guests, Ken, Emma and I entertained them all by performing the complete works of Shakespeare.   Even now, I still receive letters from people I’d met there who lived through that harrowing experience.    


While those Avoriaz vacations were a welcome relief from the hustle and bustle of being a busy TV executive in London, I still felt my life was missing something.  Even my new novel had lost some of its sparkle.   I remember mentioning it to Ted Heath, one time I was out yachting with him.  He laughed that famous shoulder shaking laugh, scuttled a quick mizenmast and told me that whenever he was becalmed at sea, he did what all sailors do.   He'd also pray for wind. 


And that's precisely what I did.  I prayed for a breath of fresh air to enter my life.


Which brings me back to Edwina Currie.

  Not that she was the breath of fresh air I prayed for.  No, that came later.  Edwina was more like whatever it is you have before you get wind.


At the time, the air was rife with Tory plotting.  Half-muttered rumours about the need to remove Maggie from office had finally reached a head after she’d proposed having a solid gold statue of herself replace that of Nelson in Trafalgar Square.  From that moment on, it was only a matter of time before her impending demise.  This inevitably gave rise to the question of a successor once the dirty deed was done.

 
I shall never forget that fateful day when dear Jeffrey Archer (never one to keep a secret) gave me the nod about John and Edwina.

"Something needs to be done about it," quoth Jeffrey, ever the literary icon.

"Combating Currie's current consummate cupidity could curtail Cupid's calamitous coupling, consequently concluding copious concocted Cabinet committee calumnies communicating critical condemnation," I alluded, allegorically with allied alliteration.

"Hot ice if left Right," claimed Jeffery, oxymoronically. 

For a moment, the room swam before my eyes, figuratively - or had I inadvertently used a trope?   As I stood there torn between replying with a metaphor or a simile, Jeffrey nobly came to my rescue with a quick prolepsis:

"It could bring down a Prime Minister."

There, he'd said it all in no more than seven words.   Pleonasm was a word Jeffrey would never accept let alone understand.  

As I stood there marvelling at this colossus in the field of both literature and politics, I was reminded of his two great idols:  Marcel Proust with his literary exactitude and George Washington with his famed veracity.  For a brief moment I wondered what the country would be like if Jeffrey was to become the chosen leader of the Tory party and the country's next P.M.   Not that his natural humility and over-riding sense of integrity would ever have allowed him to accept such a role.  

  But, as always, he was right.  Everything was coming to an end - First: the Cold War, Second: Maggie's glorious reign and Third: John bonking Edwina.  It was history in the making and the world would never be the same again.

And I was now being made responsible for bringing that Third item to a close by disclosing John's extra-marital activity to his beloved wife and Canasta partner, Norma.


I finally plucked up the courage one Saturday morning.  Norma and I had been sharing an overnight sleeping bag in the long line for returns at Covent Garden Opera House.  We'd been camped out together for three days in the hope of getting to hear Pavarotti sing in La Boheme.  His heart-rending interpretation of the starving nineteen-year-old student, Rodolfo, had always brought a tear to my eye.

I could have asked him for guest tickets, naturally, but I didn't want to appear elitist in front of John and Norma so I queued with the rest of the common people.  John had tried to get tickets earlier but, as usual, every seat had already gone to corporate executives who - like their wives - were, every one of them avid and passionate opera lovers - especially where Royal Galas were concerned.


As I stood there outside the Opera House that cold morning in the pouring rain, eating the corn beef, tomato and pickle sandwiches Norma had made for us, I felt this was finally the opportune moment to say something about John and Edwina.  As with all these things of an extremely delicate nature, I've found it advisable to test the ground a little first, usually by asking a simple but loaded question.  

"Norma," I asked, tentatively, "Did you know John's poking Edwina?"


I'd tried to break it as gently as I could to her but Norma wouldn't have it, so I gave up and, instead, resolved to have my phone number changed first thing Monday morning.  From now on, let them sort it out between themselves.

We spent the remainder of the time discussing the weather and recalling the last time we'd been at the opera together.  It had been for Monserrat Caballe's definitive portrayal of Salome.  Seeing her perform the Dance of the Seven Veils had been a truly unforgettable if somewhat arduous experience.


By the time it was our turn at the box office there were only two seats left.  With my customary generosity of spirit for which I am renowned, I let Norma have them both.  I felt it would give her the chance to have it out with John while at the same time provide them with a rare opportunity to relive their courting days standing in the gods at the Opera House, holding hands, munching on their popcorn and listening to Puccini with a severely restricted view of the stage. 


As I was crossing Covent Garden piazza on my way home, who should I bump into but Diana Rigg out shopping with Fergie, Duchess of York and Benny Hill.

Di looked embarrassed when she saw me, even after all those years, but Fergie was more than effusive and Benny immediately fell into his hilarious character of Ernie the Milkman.  Before we knew it, a crowd had gathered and so, after an hour of signing autographs, we took refuge in Tuttons and steadied our nerves with strong coffee and lots of cream cakes.

It was only then I learnt, to my surprise, that Benny and Di were an item and had been having a secret affair for the past five years.  Fergie, ever the diplomat, had been one of the few friends trusted with the knowledge.

I understood, immediately, why their relationship had been kept hidden.  Having an affair with one of Britain's greatest sex symbols would have destroyed Benny's public image completely.  One still shudders with horror recalling the devastating effect on Jason Donovan's career when his fans heard him come out and admit he wasn't gay.  To, then, see one of the greatest stars of all time reduced to doing tours of The Rocky Horror Show was enough to make you weep or even demand your money back.


After Tuttons, Di and Benny nipped next door to the Transport Museum  - Benny had a thing about doing it on buses - while Fergie and I made for the lovely Wren church overlooking the piazza.  Being a deeply spiritual person, Fergie loved nothing better than to spend a few moments in solitude and prayer within the hallowed confines of a sacred building.


After half an hour of contemplation, prayer and mutual toe sucking, Fergie and I left the church and strolled back towards the Palace.  Apart from a small group of American tourists mistaking her for Patricia Routledge, we were unmolested by autograph hunters.

As we were crossing Trafalgar Square and heading into the Mall, I mentioned my earlier queuing outside the Opera House with Norma Major.


"Poor Norma," Fergie commented, "I don't know how she does it.  Tickets there are so expensive.  I certainly wouldn't be able to go regularly if I hadn't married a Royal.    By the way, is it true John may end up taking over when 'you-know-what' is done to 'you-know-who'?"


Naturally, I was discreet.  Fergie didn't even know about my youthful affair with Maggie.  But it shows how bad things were when even someone like Fergie was showing an interest in politics.


After we'd parted company, I popped into Fortnum's on the way home, to pick up a few jars of Beluga caviar for supper.   Ever one to mingle with my public, I caught the bus home only to find Edwina waiting for me outside my front door, tears flooding down her ravaged and once, no doubt, beautiful face.


"Oh, Norbert," she sobbed, "how could you?"


"It was my duty," I replied, ushering her inside in case a nosy neighbour should see us together and inform the gutter press.


"Yes, of course," she said, "How noble you are and what courage it must have taken for you to perform such a selfless act for the sake of your country, knowing you wouldn't even be able get an O.B.E. out of it, let alone a knighthood."


  I simply nodded, never having been one to discuss the enormous number of personal sacrifices I've made for England over the years, like supporting Comic Relief, religiously watching the annual TV broadcast of The Royal Command Variety Show and lots of other things I'm too humble or too embarrassed to mention.


Edwina suddenly threw herself down onto my sofa and let it all pour out: she also told me of the wild and kinky sex she and John had indulged in, his big baggy blue undershorts, their nicknames for each other - Pokiepoos and Benji … 


As she spoke, I listened sympathetically and got on with cleaning the flat.  I even managed to get some washing done, which had piled up.  By the time I got back from the laundrette, she'd just about finished.


Apparently, after the opera, Norma had waded in and laid down an ultimatum to John who had then called Edwina and broken off their affair.


As Edwina recounted this distressing sequence of events, I noticed her cheeks were becoming pale and drawn while her eyes took on a demonic glare and, suddenly, that sweet face was pouring forth vitriol and thoughts of revenge on the entire Tory party.  She started rambling on about boiling bunnies and creating a world scare over salmonella in eggs and something about John and Norma's firstborn pricking his or her finger on a spindle at the age of sixteen.  Desperately, I tried to calm her down but she was too far-gone to care anymore.   

         "They'll never return to power again!" she screamed, "And I'll expose them all - every one of them!" - at which she threw herself down on the ground, cackling wildly and tore away every vestige of clothing from her writhing body to reveal …


That Edwina was really Edwin!


It was a moment straight out of M Butterfly or The Crying Game - except Jaye Robinson was a whole lot prettier.


Before I'd had time to recover, she - or rather, he - or rather, it - was on me with an insatiable craving for my body.  I shall leave the reader to imagine what then took place before I was finally left alone and able to continue making my supper.    


Politics is a funny business and now, as far as I was concerned, I'd done my duty and my involvement with the whole wretched affair was over and done with.

Not too long after that fateful night, Maggie was forced out of office and committed to the House of Lords leaving John Major to take over as P.M., just as Jeffrey had prophesied.  And, with Edwin/a officially out of his life, John never looked back - which he should have done, with so many knives being thrown in his direction by Maggie's ardent supporters.

But as all that was taking place, I had something far more important to deal with in my life.   For, just as Ted Heath had predicted, the wind had blown in someone who was going to change my life forever. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER FOURTEEN -

Bonding With Brad


As the world was entering the 90's, even greater changes were in the air - not least of which was the sudden and unexpected appearance of a young man claiming to be my son - the result of a one-night stand with ex-Hammer Horror Queen, Ingrid Pitt, years ago when we were both in our teens and she'd been Doris Pringle, a trainee chiropodist from Walthamstow.  


Needless to say, it came as a great shock to me.  Doris, or rather, Ingrid had never said anything about it.  But then, other than that one night of unadulterated passion - or, as it now proved, very adultrated passion - there had been no contact between us.


It also turned out that the boy, himself, had been none the wiser as to his true parentage until bumping into Ingrid at a Sci-fi and Horror Film Fantasy Convention in Detroit where she was guest of honour along with a dalek.  


An obsessively keen horror film aficionado, the lad was overwhelmed at meeting two of his great idols in the flesh - well, one of them was in the flesh, at least.  After a few minutes with Ingrid, they'd exhausted everything there was to say about her film career and the subject turned to the co-incidence of them both having the same name.  The lad told Ingrid how he had always wondered why his surname was Pitt when his parents were called Yui Woo and Miyoshi Akimoto and he had an older sister called Cio-cio-san who had married an American sailor.  

Further inconsistencies regarding his identity had also puzzled him.  The fact that his parents couldn't speak English and, upon leaving their home in Nagasaki had lived in England for a year - where, allegedly, he had been born - before moving to America. 

Finally, one evening as the boy was approaching his eighteenth birthday, his father, Yui Woo, having imbibed too much sake - and with the help of an interpreter - informed the lad that he had not been born but had been adopted while they were passing through England.  And that his teenage mother had asked that her child be allowed to retain her surname, Pitt.

Yui Woo also told the youth that his mother had subsequently become a world famous actress and lesbian icon.  Yui Woo did not know the identity of his father or what eventually befell that frightened young starlet he had encountered, clutching a little bundle in her arms one fateful dark and stormy night in Oxford so many many years ago.

It was this pitiful story which suddenly and unexpectedly brought forth a gasp from Ingrid.  Instantly, their earlier conversations about the months of in-depth research Ingrid had done to prepare for her memorable if momentary appearance in Where Eagles Dare paled into comparative insignificance as the full realisation manifested itself:  that Ingrid was his mother.

Alas, their joy at finally being thus united after such a long time soon turned to dismay.  It rapidly became clear to both of them that should anyone find out Ingrid was the boy's mother then it could have a devastating effect on her future acting career.  No longer would casting directors consider her suitable for those young sexy roles she had made so very much her own in such all-time classics as The Vampire Lovers and Countess Dracula  - no; rather, she could now be restricted to playing older character parts and guest appearances on Murder She Wrote - perhaps, even end up condemned to live out her remaining years as someone's mum in a television soap. The prospect of this was, obviously, far too horrible to imagine so they agreed there and then to pretend that none of this had ever happened.  

When they parted it was never to see or acknowledge each other ever again.  But that, of course, was not the end of the story.  He may have found and lost a mother all within the space of the same day but … he didn't see why that should be the case with his father.  And Ingrid had given him my name.  Bitch.

And that was why, one rainy Saturday afternoon in the Kilburn High Road branch of Sainsbury's, by the "reduced price" counter, I was suddenly accosted and embraced by the soon-to-be international movie star Brad Pitt, weeping openly and crying out "Daddy!"

There was no way I could deny it.  We looked so much alike - even though I was old enough to be his father.  Which, of course, I was.

At first, it all came as a terrible shock but, as we got chatting over at the Irish pub across the road, everything gradually made sense.  (Later, he'd make use of the accents he'd heard in that pub in The Devil's Own)   While I agreed, wholeheartedly, about keeping Ingrid's name a secret (until this book, of course) there was no reason, as far as Brad was concerned, to do the same with me.  So, we embraced openly and threw back some more pints of Guinness and then kissed and embraced some more and then after even more throwing back of even more Guinness's hugged and kissed some more and embraced and got into a fight and then made up and burst into tears and said how much we loved each other and had some more Guinnesseseses and hugged and kissed and embraced and stuck tongues down each others throats and punched each other's shoulders manfully and did even more hugging and kissing and embracing before singing lots of songs together and drinking more Guinnessesesesesses and trips to the bog to let the blarney flow …    

And so, before I really knew what was happening, Brad had moved in with me. 

One of the first things he wanted to do was change his name from his mother’s side, Pitt and become Brad Pritchard but this would have presented too many professional problems for him with contractual billing on posters and such.  So, Pitt he remained.

From that moment on, however, we were inseparable.   Of course, Brad looked up to me as his idol just as I looked down on him as being someone who had everything to learn from me about Life.

An early opportunity to do this was provided when I received an invitation from Sting to attend a party he was throwing the following weekend. 

It was taking place on a private island owned by Jeanne Moreau of Jules et Jim fame, and who had been a recent recipient of an honorary University doctorate in Prague for her contribution to the art of acting in French arthouse films.  The island of Jeanne - or Dr Moreau as she now preferred to be called - was situated somewhere in the Caribbean (where the pirates used to come from).  Everybody who was anybody was going to be there, so I thought it would be a good idea to take Brad out with me and introduce him to a few people who might be useful for his acting career. 

I called dear Versace and asked him to run up a couple of quick outfits for the two of us, based on designs I'd knocked off the evening before.  He agreed, immediately, when I told him he could have the designs to include in his next collection.

As the weekend approached, Brad got so excited, bless him.  We were flown to the island in a fleet of private jets and, once there, allocated our own private villas - except George Michael who preferred a cottage.   


The villa Brad and I were in was right next door to dear Joan Collins who was with her usual entourage of gorgeous young boys and Christopher Biggins.

Dear Joanie was looking as young and fabulous as ever and was taking a quick break from her busy schedule prior to her next appearance on the West End stage, playing the title role in George Bernard Shaw's Saint Joan at the Young Vic.

Even though it's universally accepted that he'd written the play for the late, great Dame Sybil Thorndyke when she was but a young ingénue, Joanie had always believed, secretly, Shaw had really intended the role for her.  She felt she had been born to play it.  Partly because of her having had experience wearing male attire when she'd played Principle Boy in Puss in Boots at Margate one year.  And secondly, for her knowledge of playing period roles - often all at the same time - as can be witnessed by watching her definitive period rendering of Egyptian queenerie in the classic Land of the Pharaohs - a performance only challenged by that other legendary beauty, Elizabeth Taylor in Cleopatra and then later by Amanda Barrie in Carry on Cleo. 

Meanwhile, in preparation for the notoriously demanding role of the sixteen year old Jeanne d'Arc, Joanie had already been photographed in a special Armani designed suit of armour with padded shoulders for the front cover of Hello magazine and had just returned from Cannes where she'd been attending the Film Festival so that she could study French people in their natural habitat for her characterisation of the Maid of Orleans.  But then, Joanie's always been a stickler for authenticity.  Remember her in The Bitch - ?


We'd arrived quite late on the Friday night and barely had time to unpack before being whisked into a depraved orgy of drugs, booze and games to suit every taste and perversion.  Of course, this was all still very new to Brad whose only glimpse of show business previously had been restricted to some modelling, the odd TV bit part and a few low budget movies.  For this reason, I decided it would be better to acclimatise him gradually so, for his first night, I suggested he just sit and watch rather than participate in any debaucheries which might occur.  


Leaving him by the bar with a pint of Guinness, I settled down for a round or two of Canasta with Richard and Judy and Dr Jonathan Miller.  Joan and Biggins unashamedly headed for a group playing "Pass the Parcel".  I could tell they were all hardened players from the way they undid the string.  I'm normally pretty adventurous but something told me once it got down to a really tiny little parcel, things might get very nasty, so I wisely stayed clear.   Sure enough, an hour later, there were shouts of abuse and string and torn paper flying all over the place.  Luckily no one got hurt but I was glad I'd had the foresight not to become involved and had kept Brad clear from what could have turned into a very ugly scene.   Later, I let him join Tommy Lee Jones, Morgan Freeman and the cast of Eastenders in a fun-packed game of "Pin the Donkey".   When, however, it came to "Spank the Monkey" with the more hardened male players, I quickly drew the line and sent him back to the bar.   I heard, later, that Wendy Richards had tied with Pam Clements for "Pinning the Donkey" while Hugh Grant had won "Spank the Monkey", hands down with Jonathan Ross coming a close second later.


As the dawn appeared, we all drifted off into each other's beds.  Modesty and several threatened lawsuits forbid me to say more.


Saturday was pretty much the same.   Nobody surfaced till lunchtime, all too shagged out from shagging.

It goes without saying that everybody there had wanted to bonk Brad but my natural paternal protection had prevented his innocent young body from being unnecessarily soiled.  Although we did manage to squeeze in a foursome with Susan Sarandon and Geena Davis.

Once I'd shown him what to do, Brad was at it like a jackrabbit.  So much so, that I was able to ask the girls if there was a part for Brad in the new movie they were planning to do together.  Naturally, after such a good seeing to by us lads, they were only too eager to oblige.

And that's how a role, originally to be played by Leslie Nielson, was re-written for Brad in "Thelma and Louise" - the film which first brought him to the public's attention as the world's leading sex symbol.  A chip off the old block, one might say. 

For the evening's entertainment, The Really Useful Company had organised a fabulous star-packed concert in Sting's honour.  Under the title, The Best of British, Michael Ball sang selections from Andrew Lloyd Webber shows, then Sarah Brightman and Martie Webb sang more selections from Andrew Lloyd Webber shows followed by a collection of reprises of Andrew Lloyd Webber songs we'd heard earlier but this time performed by Darren Day and Lesley Garrett.  For an encore we were treated to a medley of Andrew Lloyd Webber's greatest hits sung by Elaine Stritch and Shirley Bassey backed by the entire chorus from La Scala Opera House, Milan.

After that was over and we'd all signed release forms so that Really Useful could market the video and album of the concert without having to pay us anything, everyone went back to shagging.


After Susan and Geena, Brad had really got a taste for it, so I let him loose on Miriam Margolys - I knew he'd be in safe hands there - while I ended up in a threesome with two people I'm not allowed to name.  I will say, however, that one of them is an international star, American, female, black and sounds like she was named after a Jewish cushion.  And the other is a big hairy Scottish comedian with a nickname suggesting his ideal partner should be called "Yang" - a name his wife does not bear, I hasten to add.  After hours of witty banter and perverse sex, we were joined by Nick Nolte and Sir Trevor Macdonald.  They'd run out of things to do to each other and were seeking to explore new horizons.  We'd barely got started before we were invaded by the entire cast of Cheers.

What a gangbang that was!  By the time we'd finished, there wasn't an orifice that wasn't hurting and I heard, later, that dear Teddy Danson wasn’t able to sit down for over a week.

Oh, what fond memories!  For years afterwards when we’d bump into each other at the odd premiere or celebrity bash, we'd still laugh and remember that weekend - all thanks to the generosity of Sting and Hello magazine.

Back in Kilburn, after our glamorous weekend, Brad and I settled down to some serious bonding.   Brad was insatiable.  He wanted to know everything there was to know about me.  As each juicy morsel slipped from my lips, Brad would instantly seize on it and devour it eagerly, savouring every mouthful and swallowing it down hook, line and sinker.  I also noticed that he was starting to copy the way I moved and was adopting all my little mannerisms.  By doing so, of course, he was gradually taking on board my extraordinary sexual charisma.  It also stopped his little inbred Japanese habits of keep bowing to everybody he met and taking his shoes off whenever he entered a room.

Not that I minded him copying my body language.  In fact, I was extremely flattered. I also thought it might do him good to acquire some sex appeal in readiness for his return to Hollywood.

Sure enough, Susan and Geena were as good as their word and a contract for Thelma and Louise duly arrived through the post for Brad.  He was devastated at the thought of having to leave me and begged me to accompany him.

"You'll be fine," I told him, reassuringly, "especially with all those new acting pointers I've given you."

"Gee, paw, I sure cain't bear the thought of us being away from each other fer so long.  Shucks!" he said in American. 

"We'll be back together again before you know it," I replied, wiping the tears from his eyes and giving him a manly thump on the arm.   "Besides," I added, "I've got to get on with my new best seller or it'll be out of date."

Then we hugged and kissed for an hour or so before settling down with a take-away Chinese and a six-pack to watch Rugby Football followed by a South Bank Show special on the artistry of Lionel Blair.

Those last few days before he had to fly off to L.A. were so very precious to us both, so we tried to cram in as much cultural and manly activity as possible in the time:

Monday:  Started out with a good healthy English breakfast at Mike's Cafe: 2 eggs, 2 bacon, 2 sausage, beans or tomatoes (tinned), mushrooms, chips (fried slice extra), 2 toast and tea (mug) followed by a Gainsborough retrospective at the Royal Academy.  Lunch at the Ritz and then got rat-arsed in The Ship pub in Wardour Street before staggering to a fringe production of Christopher Marlowe's Tamburlaine the Great Parts I and II. in the upstairs room at the Old Red Lion pub in Islington.  Threw back lots of booze during the interval before Part II.  After-play drinks with cast followed by late night Indian and cab home.  Lots of throwing up in loo all night.

Tuesday:  Started with light breakfast of paracetamol and black coffee, went back to bed till afternoon.  Woke up and it had gone dark.  Brad and I in total confusion as to what time and what day it was.  Grabbed take-away Chinese and loads of six-packs from Threshers, sprawled in front of the telly.  Lots of manly jokes about women's private parts and really disgusting things you could do to them along with lots of farting and belching and not changing your clothes and trying to smell each other's smelly bits and having Chinese food fights seeing who could flick his food the furthest then wanking over a porn video before lapsing into unconsciousness on the floor.

Wednesday:  Left mess for cleaner, collected hamper from Fortnums and drove to Glyndebourne with dear Dame Maggie Smith and Kylie Minogue.  Cosi fan Tutte with cold lobster and champagne by the lake during the dinner break.  Delish.  Bumped into so many old chums: Dickie and David Attenborough, Boy George and his wife, Princess Alexandra who was with the lovely Michael Barrymore, looking a little worse for wear, and some lad called Harvey who, apparently, was a pool cleaner at Hackney Swimming Baths.  After the opera we all went back to Michael's place and played Mah Jong over countless cups of steaming hot cocoa and chocolate biscuits until the wee hours - with the exception of Princess Alexandra and Dame Maggie who went off late-night clubbing at Peter Stringfellow's. 

Thursday:  Took Brad sightseeing:  Westminster Abbey, the Houses of Parliament, the Tower of London, Madam Tussauds etc. then on to Kings Cross where we got paralytic in The Duck-and-something, soaked it up with a couple of kebabs, picked up a couple of prostitutes and took them back to the flat for a good seeing to.  More booze, loads of drugs and sex.

Friday:  Rang police and cancelled all credit cards.  Had baked beans on toast and watched telly.    

Saturday:  Took Brad to his first game of footie.  Arsenal v Man. United.  Got blind drunk, joined general rampage of fans through London streets, got into fights, smashed shop windows, threw up, urinated and defecated everywhere till early evening then went to the National Theatre to see dear (Sir) Ian McKellan and (Dame) Judi on sparkling form in Noel Coward's Hay Fever.   After the performance, went backstage to congratulate them and give them a few helpful notes on their performances then on to supper at The Ivy with the Clintons, Anne Widdecomb and Barry Manilow, who couldn't keep their hands off each other all evening.  

Sunday:  Had a few friends over for lunch:  Delia Smith, Michael Winner, Jane Asher and Harrison Ford, who happened to be in town.  Cooked a traditional roast with all the trimmings.  Afterwards we all just lay back and listened to early Miles Davis recordings before getting out the porn.        

And, suddenly, it was all over.  Our precious time together.  And Brad had to fly off to be in his movie.

Standing there seeing him off at Heathrow airport was like the last scene in Brief Encounter without the platform and the trains.  We were both so stiff upper-lipped and choked with unspoken emotion that neither of us could speak as we sat gazing into each other's eyes meaningfully over a couple of Big Mac meals with large fries and cokes.

"Gee, shucks, paw," Brad whispered, "I shore as hell ain't never had me so good a time as I shore had here with you."

"Now, now, Brad," I remonstrated with him, gently and lovingly, "You must forget those quaint little Japanese ways by which you were brought up and remember you're really an Englishman, born if not bred."

"Of course, you're quite right, pater," he quickly returned, "Frightfully sorry and all that.  Slip of the tongue.  Won't happen again."

"Just remember that when you're filming Thelma and Louise," I said.  And I think I can safely say that his performance in that film shows he never once deviated from my advice and slipped into sounding Japanese.

Then, just as those precious last minutes were ticking away, we were suddenly descended upon by Ken Dodd.

"Norbie!" he cried in that inimitable diddy way, "Fancy seeing you here, missus!" and started tickling us both with his feather duster.  Of course, everyone in the airport was instantly rolling about on the floor, helpless with laughter, witnessing the Master of Mirth at work. 

  Alas, poor Doddy; he little realised the poignancy he was interrupting.  Before I could say anything he'd embarked upon all the routines he'd done over the past ninety years, stopping only to analyse the structures and principle of comedy from the Greeks right up to his last appearance at the Tower Theatre, Blackpool.  In vain, I tried to smuggle Brad away but each time I made a move, Ken would rattle off a couple of dozen one-liners and sing "Feelings" before launching into a heart-felt and rousing rendition of "Happiness" with a bunch of diddy-men who suddenly appeared as if from nowhere.

 By now everyone in the airport was singing along with Ken and waving feather dusters.  And, like the final scene from Les Enfants du Paradis, I saw Brad slip out of my life and disappear into the diddified crowd.  The last thing I remember before passing into unconsciousness and falling senseless to the airport floor was the roar of his jet taking off.

Sometimes, Life can be so bitterly cruel.  Brad had passed, like Ted Heath's aforementioned wind, through the orifice of my life.

Arriving back at Kilburn later that night, I opened the door and was immediately hit by a sense of terrible emptiness.

Some bastards had stripped the flat clean while I'd been out.

The police came and were their usual charming and helpful selves, sadly admitting that even though they were pretty sure of the identity of those responsible they were powerless to do anything as the gang were all under age.  The officer told me that they were local kids, mostly four and five years old and were already responsible for over hundreds of robberies in the area to support their drug addiction.  Then he added with a wry grin, "But we know who they are and we know where they live and they can't stay that age forever …!"

Reassured by the long arm of the law, I sat down on the floor (they'd even taken all the chairs) and wept bitterly.  It seemed like I had lost everything: first, my son and now all my belongings.  I couldn't call anyone because they'd taken the phone.  I couldn't even go to bed because they'd taken the bed.

That night, I walked the streets in a daze.  Of course, insurance would cover the loss of most things - but what of my work?   They'd not only stolen my computer but all my floppies on which were all my unpublished writings - of which I had no copies.   Like the burning of the Great Library at Alexandria, yet more irreplaceable literary masterpieces were now forever lost to time.  I knew there was no point asking my agent, Harry, if he'd kept copies of anything.  He'd often told me that whenever I sent him anything to read, he always threw it in the bin.  I gather, so as not to waste valuable office space with unnecessary paperwork.

It was also Harry who told me I should cut the next couple of chapters detailing my views on the rise of crime in this country (particularly juvenile crime) and how the little bastards should be arrested and publicly flogged and have their hands chopped off like they do in most civilised countries.  But he said today's reading public would be more interested in famous people shagging.  So, on to the next chapter.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER FIFTEEN -

My Naughty Nineties


One of the unfortunate things about being in show business is that once you're no longer at the top, nobody wants to know you. 


Of course, it didn't help when I turned up to work at Sky the day after the burglary and found someone else sitting at my desk.

I phoned Rupert straight away, assuming I'd simply been moved to a larger office as part of a surprise promotion.  Rupie loves giving people little surprises. Unfortunately, he was in a meeting at the time so, despite my protestations, I was forcibly ejected from the building.

For a week I kept sending Rupert messages.  I realised there had obviously been some administrative mix-up and I’d been mistaken for some useless executive who didn't know what he was doing and had been given the old heave-ho.   Then it dawned on me what had happened.  Whoever had been responsible for the clerical error was covering up the mistake by intercepting my messages to Rupert.   It meant there was nothing I could do except wait until I bumped into him at the next exclusive high-class social occasion we both happened to be attending and then I could tell him what had happened.  Then heads would roll.  Surprisingly, even a generous, Rolf Harris-loving softhearted sweetie like Rupert Murdoch can have a slightly ruthless side to him when confronted with an example of human injustice.           

In the meantime, I'd just have to claw my way back onto the A-list of Life, by myself.


It was round about this time that I applied for Unemployment and Housing Benefits in order to do research for my new book, Down and Out in Kilburn, a homage to Orwell's famous book about surviving in Paris.  I then researched the idea of what it would be like to take a sneaky job on the quiet without informing the Social Services.  As a writer, I've always been a stickler for detail like that.  Unfortunately, my research in that area was cut short somewhat abruptly when one of the people from the Job Centre happened to pop in for a drink at the pub where I was moonlighting.  When she accused me of trying to defraud the Social Services, I was so angry that I stopped my research immediately and threatened not to write the book at all.  


And that's precisely what I did.  And so, because of some petty-minded bureaucrat, the world and posterity have been denied Down and Out in Kilburn.   All I know is if I was that rule-bound bitch I certainly wouldn't want to go to bed at night with that on my conscience. 


During these trying times, my only solace came from Brad's letters.  Thelma and Louise and a jeans advert had now turned him into the world's biggest sex symbol.  Of course, no one knew he'd picked all that up from me.   Or, at least, they didn't until now.  Not that Brad will mind anyone knowing his secrets.  I always taught him to be man enough to take it on the chin - or anywhere else, for that matter - if circumstances so required it.  

From then on, every time he got offered a new starring role in a movie, there'd be a flood of letters from him, asking my advice, telling me how excited he was about working with this or that star or director and how much he missed me and I'd read them over and over again with tears of joy in my eyes before correcting all his spelling mistakes, grammar and punctuation and sending them back to him with a fond reply.  Not that I told of him of my hardships after his departure.  After all, a multi-millionaire Hollywood superstar and international sex symbol has enough problems of his own to deal with without wanting to be bothered by other people's insignificant little concerns. 

It was sufficient for me to know that Brad was making classic movies like Johnny Suede, Cool World and The Favor.  And you can imagine my amusement when he wrote to tell me he was about to star opposite my old school chum, Angus McSprogg in Legends of the Fall.   Of course, this was long before he or Angus would read Chapter 2.

Not that I was being idle during this time.  Far from it.  As Brad joined Tom Cruise (who is NOT gay) for a less than homoerotic fling in Interview with a Vampire, I was shagging Catherine Zeta Jones.      

Catherine, I hasten to say - unlike Angus - is genuinely Welsh all over.  In fact, she's so Welsh that when I first met her, it was almost impossible to understand a word she said as she could only speak in consonants - and at considerable length.

As I gradually helped to introduce vowels into her everyday speech, I learnt that she had aspirations to go to Hollywood and marry Michael Douglas.  She actually owned every single video he'd ever appeared on and would sit for hours watching them over and over again - even dear duckie Dickie Attenborough's film of A Chorus Line.  I'm sure that it was this which later inspired her to star in that snazzy musical, Chicago with lovely Renee Zellwegger and darling Dickie Gere, slyly reminding us that he'd once been a hoofer.

Catherine was ambitious, all right - which is why I knew it would never last between us.  After all, how many men can compete with Michael Douglas when it comes to sheer animal sexual magnetism on the screen.?  His dad when he was younger.  But today?  George Clooney, maybe?  Billy Crystal, perhaps?

It was Catherine who introduced me to an excitingly new erotic experience involving slices of smoked salmon and a roll mop.  Yes, we had a lot of fun while it lasted.  She was an easy-going kind of girl, which is why she didn't seem to mind when I threw her over for Kate Winslet.  From Catherine to Kate, as it were.

I met Kate around the time Tony Blair swept into power in May of 1997.  

From that first meeting in Safeway’s just off the Edgware Road to the moment, twenty-five minutes later, when we were banging away like a couple of maracas in a jam session, we knew we were made for each other.


“But what about Leo?”  I asked, loyally, always being one to believe everything that's written about famous people in the tabloids and the National Enquirer.


“Screw Leo!” she announced.


Which I had - only a few days earlier.   I didn’t say anything.  How could I?  I'd tried to resist him … but it was useless.    As anyone will tell you, once that adorable chubby little face and those big round baby eyes fix on yours, you're a goner.    Needless to say, it's only on film he looks so incredibly young.  When you actually meet him in the flesh, close up, the real age of the man and all his wrinkles show up clearly.  But, like Audie Murphy before him, lovely Leo still has years of looking like he still needs to produce an I.D. when buying liquor - which for a man of  … no, in fairness, I won't reveal his real age.  Why destroy the illusion and with it the dreams of all those adoring fans?


Before getting back to Kate, I would just like to say one last thing about Leo - as a polite warning to him and anyone else who's pushing fifty: at that age, you do start to put on weight.  It’s a fact of life and Leo - ? – love him as desperately as I (and many others) do – and have done in the past – that still doesn’t prevent me from passing on to him this single piece of advice – take it or leave it, Leo – minimising obesity is not achieved by eating too much Crème au chocolat et pudding de treacle brulet after every meal.  Of course I accept the fact that as a middle-aged teenager he and his Pussy Pack - as I believe they are called – are all into a bit of the chocolat et pudding de treacle on a Saturday night after a few drinks and a bout at Johnny Depp's Viper Room raving over their favourite groups but that’s still no excuse to set a bad example to their adoring teenybopper fans by putting on excess weight.  Remember, those kids look up to you, Leo - and, right now, the U.S. of A. has a serious obesity problem amongst its junior citizens.  

Anyway, my encounter with Leo had only been a one-night stand.  Nothing serious.  Nevertheless, I still thought it better not to let Kate know I'd already had him - especially just before she and I were about to bonk our guts out.


I soon learned things weren't going to be that simple, however, the first time I took her back to my flat and showed her my donger. 


Immediately, she turned pale and cried out: “Leonardo! Leonardo!” – being a great fan of the artist, da Vinci - before plunging herself into a large bath of iced water in order to relive those momentous experiences she had been forced to endure by sadist and mentor, James Cameron, in his epic and critically revered cinematic masterpiece, Titanic.


Even though filming had actually long since ended, the poor girl was still suffering from the delusion that every second she was about to be submerged in freezing cold water and then be expected to free a handcuffed Leo with an axe.   Apparently, this is a scene she likes to act out over and over again with all her lovers.


Her actual relationship with Leo, as far as I can gather, was simply cordial.  Leo's always been very reticent with women who wield huge choppers violently - irrespective of whether or not it's on a sinking liner.  Having said that, axe or no axe, I certainly wouldn't pass up the opportunity of porking Kate given the opportunity - which, of course, I have done on several occasions.


Anyway, that’s enough of her.  I trust and hope she and brilliant multi-award-winning wunderkid/director/producer/genius/teetotaller Sam Mendes are very happy together.  Just watch out for that chopper, Sam …!


My relationship with Kate fizzled out round about the time I heard Brad had got himself involved with Gwyneth Paltrow.  Apparently, during the filming of Seven, they'd both completely lost their heads - admittedly in different ways.


From the outcome, I knew their relationship was doomed.  Brad was such a sweet well-meaning innocent and Gwyneth was this hard-bitten academic intellectual.  Even with all the knowledge I'd been able to instil in Brad's mind over that short time we'd spent together, I knew he'd be no match once Gwyneth got going on the finer points of existentialism or the egocentric parallelism of works by Virginia Woolf and Martin Amis.


When unleashed, Gwyneth's intellect could be ferocious.  I recall once seeing her reduce Steven Hawkins into tears over an argument concerning monotheism in early Peruvian art.  Even I had found it difficult to keep up with her sometimes - albeit on the very rare occasion.


Needless to say, I said nothing.  Experience has long taught me that once the heart is smitten, "then all reason so doth go; it flieth out o’ the wini-dow", as Shakespeare wrote so poignantly.  And, judging from the letters I was receiving, Brad's reason had definitely flown out of the window.  When I read in the papers that he was actually planning to marry her, my heart sank.  I couldn't sleep, worrying about the outcome.   Especially as he wanted me to meet her - little knowing we were already acquainted, and had been frequently.


When he wrote to me and said he was coming to England for Snatch, my mind temporarily broke into relief.  Then I realised it was the title of a movie he was going to shoot here - and my heart sank once more.


In the middle of all this, I was being pestered by Tony Blair - our new P.M. - wondering what he should do with the Dome project he had inherited - like every other disaster - from the previous government.  "Oh, just build the bloody thing!" I cried, one night, not wishing to be bothered by such trivia during my personal life crisis.    Unfortunately, build the bloody thing is precisely what he went and did.  I still feel guilty about having told Tony to commit so much public money to such an absurd project simply because I didn't want to be bothered by him at the time.  Sometimes, Tony can go on a bit - especially when he gets enthusiastic. 


And then the shit hit the fan.


Gwyneth and Brad had taken a break from filming and flown to Beyreuth to catch a performance of Parsifal.   The opera was barely into its first five hours before Gwyneth, during one of the much needed intervals, happened to let slip how she used to come round to my place for the occasional musical soiree and drunken orgy. 


Well, it wasn't long before the entire cat was out of the bag.  Brad stormed out of the opera house.  The engagement was called off.  And I never heard from my son again.     


Even to this day, I wonder whether or not Gwyneth let that cat out deliberately as a means of breaking it off with Brad.  I shall never know.  But it cost me the one true love of my life.  I still cannot bring myself to watch anything with Brad in it or even see a pint of Guinness without being reduced to a helpless puddle of tears.


Even now, Brad, if you chance to read this,I want you to know I still live in hope -awaiting that phone call and the sweet sound of your voice telling me how much you still love me and look up to me and whether or not you regret having done Troy. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER SIXTEEN -

The End is Oft but the Beginning


How true.


So, now, as that magical age of fifty passes me by, I reflect back on my life and loves and wonder if there is, indeed, a lesson to be learnt from it all?  Obviously not for me, so I won't even bother trying to find one.  But for others, I would say yes: which is why now, rather than pursue my own career, I prefer to spend my time guiding those younger than myself who are just starting out along that long and winding, with lots of turns and twisty bits, path called Life.

How many, I ask myself, will fall by its wayside and sink to the bottom of the well in that  “full fathom five” ocean we solitary travellors must wend before finally having a date with Man’s eternal nemesis, the Grim Reaper?  Too many, I fear.  And yet is it not the responsibility of we, who have already supped at Life's rich banquet to nurture those ravenous appetites of the young who one meets? - and, in so doing, point them along the straight and narrow path towards that distant rainbow of their dreams and help guide and guard them against the potholes which lie ahead on that odyssey which, in time, all of  us must partake, towards those unknown shores ahead of which is or, rather, are their or, rather, all of our futures?


But I wax philosophical.


Now, as the world enters its third millennium, I find myself reflecting on the meaning of Life and its mysteries more and more.  My greatest pleasure is when my surrogate "sons" and "daughters", as I like to call them, pop round to ask me for advice or simply wallow in the labyrinth of my immense knowledge.

Now it can be revealed, I was the one who told Paul Nicholls to leave Eastenders and try becoming an actor.  

I was also responsible for Orlando Bloom's gorgeous look in Lord of the Rings.  

"You'll be laughed off the screen!" I cried when he turned up at my door and showed me the ridiculous costume they wanted him to wear.  "First, you're an elf - which means you should have pointed ears and long flowing golden hair."   So, out went the pigtails and the pink spiky top.  "Nor can you wear a pale green chiffon shirt with little flowers embroidered all over it and a pair of knee-length khaki shorts - and as for those straw sandals with blue bows on them …!"  

He nodded, tearfully, not knowing what to do.  I put my arm round him, encouragingly and invited him in.  Then, sitting him down, I quickly flicked through my copy of Tolkien to remind myself of a few key reference points and, taking out my sketchpad, tossed off several dozen character sketches and told him to show them to Peter Jackson.  Of course, the rest is cinematic history and launched dear Orlando (or Orlie, as he's affectionately known) onto the road of superstardom and wet teenage fantasies.

The same will be true of little Danny Radcliffe of Harry Potter fame, in time to come, as I've often had to reassure him.

"Do you really believe one day I'll get to play grown-up parts and shag lots of screaming girlie fans?" he's so often asked me; his Bambi eyes staring with devotion at me through those big glasses he wears.

"Yes, Danny," I've said on numerous occasions.  "There's life after Harry Potter somewhere out there and I'm sure you'll find it just as soon as you've learnt to move around and not bump into things without your glasses."

"You mean I should wear contact lenses?"

And that's without me even having to mention them.  That's what I love about Danny.  He's so quick on the up-take with that rapier mind of his.

And then there's dear Gareth Gates who didn't win Pop Idol. 

"Listen to Simon Callow," I told him, "and you won’t go far wrong.  He's been in the music business all his life and it shows.  Always remember, Simon loves you deeply, despite his waistline problem with pants, and whatever he tells you to do, it will only be in your best interests."

Gareth smiled sweetly, exposing that loveable gap between his front teeth which has endeared him to millions, and went to say thank you but it took him too long before he could get past the first syllable, so he just gave me a great big hug and a kiss before scampering off to do what Simon sez.

What a lot of people don’t know, however, is that Gareth lives a secret double life.   In the pop world, he’s Gareth Gates, sexy boy singer: but in the movie world, he slips into drag to become Kara Knightley, sexy girl actress.  Yes, when he’s not one of the boys, he becomes one of the girls.  So, next time you see Kara in a film, look carefully and you’ll see it’s really Gareth.  

Not that "my boys" as I like to call them are the only ones who pop round for advice.  Little Elijah Wood and his companions, Sam, Pippin and Merry, often toddle over for a glass of hot toddy and an in-depth poetry discussion or to watch classic movies and porn on my 50-inch plasma.

Ms Dynamite is another frequent visitor, forever wondering what she should be rapping about next.  Usually after a "rap" between us about current social problems she's picked up enough ideas to go off and write yet more brilliant musical and lyrical masterpieces which will live on for centuries. 

Colin Farrell.  Sweet innocent child that he is.

"Leave the bogs of Ireland, " I cried, "Give up your night job as a drag artiste at The Bull and Grabit pub.  Pretend you're a really butch Irish yob who can't open his mouth without swearing, doesn't give a fuck about anything except bonking women, getting drunk and behaving like a total illiterate piece of shit.  Imagine you're an Irish Russell Crowe and Hollywood and the press will love you."

"You mean give up my love of ballet and my butterfly collection?"

"Ambition can be a cruel mistress, Colin."

"And my collection of Judy Garland, Bette Midler and Barbra Streisand albums?"

"Even your personally signed Dorothy Squires album."

At this point, having been a friend of Dorothy when she was almost alive, he wept openly, but I was there to comfort him. 

Of course, he took my advice, got rid of his record collection, stopped shaving his legs (except for Alexander) and look what's happened to him since.  But then, as I think privately about so many stars … if only the public knew what I know!  

Which brings me to Celine Dion, whose army of paid sycophants and entourage are there to provide camouflage for the fact that her singing voice is actually provided by a session vocalist called Emily Rosenblatt - 46 years old who lives in West Hollywood with her disabled husband, Joe and her two dysfunctional kids, Sophie and Elmer.  In concert, Celine mimes to Emily's voice.  Emily's hereditary problem of catarrh explains why Celine's voice can sound so "off" at certain times.  Listen to her singing "that" song in Titanic and you'll see what I mean.

 And as for my current love life?

Ah! - but that's another story - or rather a sequel once this book becomes a worldwide best seller.

I would like to end, therefore, not with further exposés for the public good but, rather, with a few words of wisdom for those less fortunately endowed with my intellect, talent, charisma and sex appeal.

1.
Never fry an egg when you can boil it. 

2.
A simile can make someone's day.

3.
It takes two to make a seesaw work.

4.
Always think the best of people.  Remember: shit has a way of getting on people's shoes and then onto your carpet.

5.
Older people can be just as childish as you, but with more experience.

6.
Cowards who run away, live to run away another day.

7.
If you believe what you think you believe then you're living your life all wrong.

8.
Try not to look down on people who are smaller than you.

9.
A spoonful of sugar can help more than just medicine go down.

10.
Remember, even George Bush started out as an embryo.    
 


11.
One person's point of exit is another person's point of entry.


12.
Don't put off tomorrow what you can put off today.


Well, I think that's just about it until the sequel.


So ... end of Part One and my life and loves to date.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

PART TWO

Other Famous People I've Met or Shagged

- CHAPTER SEVENTEEN -

Lunch with Marlon Brando


“Not another tub of ice-cream,” I cried as I watched Marlon put away his seventeenth giant family size tub before we’d even ordered our starters for lunch.


I'd hardly been back in America before word had got out and the invitations had started flooding in.  One of these had been from the inimitable Marlon Brando who wanted me to interview him for Time Magazine.  Although, regrettably, the interview was never actually published, it did provide me with a rare opportunity to meet him.


I must confess that sitting opposite such a giant living legend – and I do mean giant – it is very intimidating.  Especially as it’s not that easy to hear what he’s actually saying when he decides to speak to you.


“Mnmbmnmbmnmbml,” he said with a wry smile.


And, indeed, who was I to argue with that?

“Mnmblm mnbl mnmnbl mnbl”.


What could I say?  Of course he was right.  He was Marlon Brando.  He was a legendary Hollywood actor and supporter of Red Indians – or rather, Native Americans.


“I’d like to discuss your performance in On the Waterfront,” I said.


To my delight, he agreed to discuss it at length.


“Mnmblmnbmmmnnblmnmnmnmnmbl ... mbnbmnmnmnbmnbmnbmllmnbmn … mnlmnbl … mnmnmnmnmbmnmbnbmnl … mnbl … mnl … mbmnl … mnbmnl mnbmnmnmbmnmbmnbmnnbmnllmnbmnnmblmbnlmnmblmnmnmblmnmnblmnmnmbl … mnbl … mnbmnmnmbmnmnmnmnmnmnmnmbmnmbmbmbmnmbmnmbmnm …  mnmbmnmbmnmnbl … mbmnbmnb … mnbmnlnbmnbl … mnbmnllnbmnlmnlnlmnbmnmnbl … mnmbl … mnmnbl … mnmnmnmbmnmbmnmbmnmbml … mnbl … mnbl … mnbl …  mnmbmnmbmnmbmnmbml … mnmbmnmbmnmbmnml…mlmlmlnmbmnmbm lmnmbmnmbmnmbmnmbmnlbmnlbmnnlbmnl …


He paused for a brief hour and then said:


"Mnmnmnmblmnmblmnmnm … mnmnmblnmnmnblnmnmnmn … mnbl,"

For me, it came as a revelation and said so much about the great man.

I asked about other great cinematic masterpieces in which he'd given yet other legendary, innovative performances of such brilliance that will live on forever in cinematic history.   Teahouse of the August Moon and A Countess from Hong Kong sprang quickly to mind.


"Mnmblmmblnmbnbm … mbnmblmnblm!"

I had to agree.


He swallowed another couple of family tubs and then tucked into the suckling pig and side-salad he'd ordered for starters.  Such simple tastes for such a complex genius.


Unfortunately, when he next spoke he had his mouth full so it was difficult to catch everything he said, although I did manage to catch a few things he spat out: how he'd originally been offered the role of Luke Skywalker but turned it down, the terrible on-set fights he had with Arnold Gronkit who played 3rd Mutant in The Island of Dr Moreau, the torrid, steamy, heart-breaking love affair he had with Trevor Howard during the filming of Mutiny on the Bounty, his profound respect for Michael Winner as a director after playing Quint in Winner's classic cinematic masterpiece, The Nightcomers and the fact that it wasn't actually butter but easy-spread sunflower oleo he'd used on Maria Schneider's bottom in Last Tango in Paris- she being a strict vegetarian and therefore violently opposed to the use of animal or dairy products anywhere, let alone up her arse.   


Then, barely pausing for breath between mouthfuls, he regaled me with sparkling anecdotes about Shirley Jones and her flatulence problems during Bedtime Story, and the practical jokes he used to play on Karl Malden while filming One Eyed Jacks - most notably dropping a live scorpion down the front of Karl's pants during a particularly difficult take.  


"Mnmblnmbl," he chuckled with a sly wink, before repeating that memorable line of his from A Streetcar Named Desire: "Mnbmnmbl mnmbl mnbml, Stella"


It said it all.


Yes: as stars go, they don't get much bigger than Marlon.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

- CHAPTER EIGHTEEN -



Under the Knife

Everyone knows about Michael Jackson - or, at least, they think they do.  Popular mythology is that "Wacko Jacko" has had intense plastic surgery and God-knows-what-else.  I can reveal that this is absolutely untrue.  His facial bone structure has simply turned into crumbling chalk due to an excess of calcium caused by drinking too much milk when he was a child.  This also explains why, over the years, his skin colour has faded so he now looks like an albino and he goes to bed with little boys.  And all because of drinking too much milk.   

But enough of dear Michael who, by his own public admission, has only indulged in a bit of touching-up here and there.  No, rather let's look at those who have really laid themselves prostrate beneath the plastic surgeon's knife and been less than honest about it.


Having said that: in Hollywood, it includes just about everyone.  Why? - because in Hollywood everyone is Dorian Gray.  

Let's just run up a few lists, shall we? - starting with breast implants.  Of course, as far as women are concerned, they’re two a penny  It’s hard finding one who hasn’t had them done.  But how about Doctor Ruth?  Or Stephen Seagal?  And, believe it or not, Jordan!  Yes, even certain Brits have been known to fork out for those frontal enlargements.   


And then there's rhinoplasty or nose jobs, as they're more commonly known.  Everyone knows about Barbra but how many people know about Rodney Dangerfield? - or Bo Derek, who used to have a conk as big as Jimmy Durante.


And as for liposuction:  Kylie Minogue used to be as big as a bus.  As was Uma Therman and Catherine Zeta Jones - who also had to have her cauliflower ears fixed and her buckteeth filed down.


Of course, it's well known that the first thing Jon Bon Jovi did when he arrived in Hollywood was to have a mountain of fat removed from his buttocks in order to give him that tighter, firmer and more grasp worthy derriere his fans all know and love.

Not that he's alone in that department.  Freddie Prinze Jr had an arse the size of a football pitch before he got into movies.  Ryan Phillippe still has but it's cleverly disguised by carefully selected camera angles and digital enhancement.  Indeed, since the advent of computer technology, so many stars have been given new improved screen appearances with bits slimmed down, cut off, touched up, expanded, shortened, lengthened or enlarged - that it's very hard to remember what they actually looked like originally.  Without digital enhancement, for example, you would discover that Josh Hartnett actually has one buttock considerably larger than another, or that Reese Witherspoon is completely boss-eyed.  Then there are others:

Mel Gibson, for instance, was originally black.  

Tom Cruise always looks so much bigger in his films than he is in real life; thanks to microphotography, otherwise the only parts on offer to him would be in The Borrowers, Tom Thumb or Stuart Little (in which he starred uncredited in a mouse suit)

Actually, a lot of actors are tiny in one way or another when you meet them.  They just appear so much bigger on the giant screen.   Dustin Hoffman and Alan Ladd are both well known for their diminutive stature.  But how many people know that Christopher Lee was actually born a midget?   Undeterred, however, he continually sought out roles that would stretch him until, finally, he felt he was big enough to take on Frankenstein's creature, Dracula, the Mummy and other such hugely demanding roles, after which he never looked back - or tiny - again.

Likewise, how many people know that John Wayne was a three foot six hunchback dwarf until he was nineteen.  He then had giant steel pins surgically grafted into his bones to give him extra height and an upright appearance.  Now you know why he had such a funny walk.

Goldie Hawn was born Lo Chin Sow and had her eyes surgically fixed to remove any Oriental slant although, even to this day, her high pitched laugh and a passion for rice and noodle based dishes tend to give away her true origins.

The same can be said for Julie Andrews - or Pocahpantes (She Who Loves Running Up and Down Hillsides Singing All Day), which is her true Cherokee, name.  You may remember that famous duet with Dick Van Dyke, "Chim Cherokee, Chim Cherokee, Chim Chim Cheree" which they sang in Mary Poppins.  Naturally, she had a thorough going over under the knife to remove any give-away signs of being a Native American squaw.  To further conceal her origins, she also allegedly paid a Medicine Man to dispose of her first husband, Costnawatha (Running With Butterflies) by sending his spirit back to his forefathers.  This occurred when an unsuspecting Costnawatha, working as a movie extra, was "accidentally" pushed in front of a herd of stampeding buffalo during the filming of How the West Was Won.  And if you want further proof of Julie' s true background then how come, when she was filming musicals, they always had to cut her dance routines because it would start raining - ?

I rest my case.

Of course, it's not just movie stars and pop idols who have their physiognomy altered.


Look at George Bush.  He's not actually George Bush Junior - son of George Bush Senior at all.  No, George Bush Junior and current or ex- President of the United States of America (depending upon when you read this book) is really an artificially rejuvenated George Bush Senior pretending to be son George Bush Junior.


And the Pope.  They don't have new ones.  They just remodel the old one.  They've done it for centuries.  There is also a popular misconception that the Pope is infallible.  This is due to bad translation from the original Latin.  What it should say is not that the Pope is infallible but that the Pope is inflammable.  That's because of the repeated plastic surgery he keeps having every time they have him remodelled.  Now you know why he doesn't smoke and they keep him clear of lighted candles when he holds Mass.


And, as a final round-up:  Barbara Cartland never had anything fixed throughout her life- and it showed.  

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER NINETEEN -

Elizabeth Hurley


And she’s worked hard at it.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 

- CHAPTER TWENTY -

Gangbangs Galore and Britney Spears


When I first had group sex with S-Club Seven, I must confess I didn't know who they were.  I must also confess I still don't, as we were all very drunk and I found that any individual identities they may possibly have, just blurred into a single generic entity called pop star.


This is something I've found, generally, with pop stars: that you really have to be a pubescent girl in order to recognise them individually otherwise I find they all sort of appear to be one single amorphous androgyne.


Not that I'm saying S-Club Seven aren't completely riddled with talent, no more and no less than Hearsay and all those others whose names escape me for the present - although I've probably had sex with most of them in the odd fleeting moment.  It's just that they're all so enormously versatile and gifted that it's hard to differentiate between them.  But such is the pop industry; forever sifting through the dross to elevate the exceptional few into the heady heights of instant stardom and unleashed creative expression, whose names will live on and on through the annals of time like Gary Glitter and lots of others whose names escape me at the moment.


I remember chatting with Jason Orange one night at some glittering bash thrown by Jess Conrad at the London Arena.  As we mingled with the thousands of stars who'd popped by to pay tribute to Jess on his centenary in the wonderful world of show biz (and probably still playing Joseph on tour for Bill Kenwright), Jason gave a sad little sigh and looked momentarily pensive.


"Hi there, Jason!" I cried out, "Missing those days of juvenile innocence when you did Neighbours with Kylie?" 


He pretended not to know what I was talking about and sighed again.  "I wish I'd been born Britney Spears," he said, "Then I could have had sex with her every night."


I didn't want to disillusion the poor boy and tell him what a disappointment he would have found her to be.  But there you have it, you see - even those at the very pinnacle of life have their private crosses to bear.


Speaking of Britney, one thing I'll always remember was her insatiable appetite for cucumbers.  I've actually seen her, for starters, stuffing herself with six big ones and a big dollop of low fat mayonnaise in a single sitting - and still have room for meat and two veg followed by a jam roly-poly covered in cream.

I think it all dates back to her schooldays at The Holy Convent of Sister Wilhemena the Insatiable Virgin in Greenwich when she was bullied relentlessly by the other insatiable virgins for refusing to wear sackcloth knickers when celebrating the Harvest Festival.  It was something I understood only too well after the brief affair I'd had with Jean-Claude Damme during one foolishly impulsive holiday we took together in Bangkok. 


Unlike Britney, one of pop's most insatiable lovers of gangbangs used to be Lulu.  Stories abound of her reckless debaucheries with the Osmonds in a famous London hotel following a Royal Variety Show.  I must confess I wasn't actually present at the time but I have seen copies of their room service requirements and I can certainly state that they provide incriminating evidence of their being truth in the smoked salmon sandwich story.  I was also shown evidence to verify the report of Lulu and Donnie's outlandish behaviour with 24 quail's eggs and a lobster salad.


Speaking of lobster salads reminds me of the time, many years ago, when I was lunching with Olivia Newton-John at a small seashore bistro just outside Cannes.  Being Australian, Olivia was under the impression that her lobster was just an extra large shrimp off the barbie and so was very excited to discover it was actually something else.  After I'd shown her how to eat it, I asked her if there was anything else she fancied.


I should have known what her answer would be.


We quickly dashed off to the nearest pension and were soon hard at it for most of the afternoon.  Finally, we stopped and started to get dressed when suddenly she stopped and cried out: "Oh, fuck!"


It took a few moments for me to realise she meant it as an expletive rather than as an instruction for further bonking.


She then told me she was meant to have met up with her then boyfriend, Vinnie Jones and gone on to a photo shoot and press launch with him to announce their forthcoming engagement and promote his latest movie which was showing at the Festival - not that she believed it would actually win anything.


Quick as a flash, I solved the problem for her.


"Tell him you've gone down with food-poisoning," I said.


So she did and we carried on bonking.


Later, she and Vinnie split up.  I could see it coming.  He was into serious art and other intellectual pursuits while she was only interested in physical exercise and going for long hikes out in the bush.


But back to the gangbangs.


One of the most compulsive gangbangers I ever came across was Thora Hird.  Despite her considerable age, Dame Thora was up for anything.  The number of times we'd all pile round to her council flat in South Ruislip for group sex or, if we were up North, to her semi-detached in Blackpool, just behind the Tower.


Many's the time I've seen her whizzing up and down the stairs on her chairlift, legs wrapped round some grunting hunk, while singing her favourite hymns.  Then, after all the shenanigans, it was out with the cocoa and biscuits.  Sometimes, after a particularly gruelling orgy, we'd have slices of fruitcake.  Thora was very fond of fruitcakes.


It was at Thora's I first bonked Mariah Carey.

She's a real goer, I can tell you - and, of course, being such a brilliant vocalist, when she's coming, it's pure music to your ears.  None of your raucous ear splitting screams.  No, no.  It's all pitch-perfect.  That's what you get when you fuck a true artiste.  

Dionne Warwick was the same.  You could listen to her going on quite happily for hours.
 I'm told Ella Fitzgerald would produce so much scat when she orgasmed, she'd fill a room.

  Unlike a certain extremely unmusical Spice Girl who used to scream away like a fire engine.  I won't name her for modesty's sake, as she can't help being tone deaf - and, anyway, who cares, when she’s so great in the sack?


Speaking of sacks, I remember Simon Cowell once telling me how he nearly got into the sack with The Cheeky Girls until he discovered out they were actually ladyboys.  “They taught me a lesson I’ll never forget,” he told me in confidence - a confidence, naturally, I would never dream of breaking.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE -

Foreign Tongues


My first taste of a foreign tongue was when I met the original sex kitten, Brigitte Bardot, in Cannes while she was out campaigning for dogs' rights, although I didn't think, personally, she looked that bad. 


"Allo, matelot," she said in that inimitable French way.


"Allo, allo, " I quickly responded with equal Gallic inimitability.


The immediacy of my response coupled with the fluency and perfection of my accent led her to believe I was native born so she immediately relaxed and treated me as she would any other Frenchman she happened upon.  That is to say, she dropped everything, rushed up to me and, flinging her bras round my gnou, smothered me with frantic embrasses before shoving her langue down my gorge and giving me the most français French kiss I'd ever had in my entire vie.  After she'd finished, I caught my sant and said:


"Merci."


It was then off for café and croissants at the local bistro and further cultural exchanges de culture before bidding each other adieu and going our separate chemins, as it were.


Quelle a delightful fille.  Oui, it's true to say that ever since that jour, Brigitte has always had a special place in my couer.


Unlike Sophie Marceau who I had the displeasure to meet when she was filming Braveheart with Mel Gibson.  After my rendezvous with belle Brigitte, all Madam Marceau did when we were introduced was to shake my hand.  At first, I was so taken aback, I was quite speechless.  Then, I thought it was possibly because I was English and she was respecting my natural British reserve.  So, to put her at her ease, I quickly said, "Allo, allo" and jumped on top of her, kissing her all over and giving her a good grope before ramming my tongue down her throat as far as it would go.


You can imagine my surprise when she started screaming the place down, punched me in the face and then had me thrown off the set.  No wonder she never went on to have a successful Hollywood career.  She just wasn't French enough, obviously.  Salop!       


I certainly never had that problem with Gerard Depardieu.


But back to the ladies and my favourite of them all: the very gracious and curvaceous Sophia Loren.  What an actress and what a woman! -  except her tits aren't as big as Anita Ekberg's - but more of those giant pendulii later.  I digress. 

I first met Sophia or Soph, as she prefers to be called, at a party Federico Fellini was throwing at the Coliseum in Roma to celebrate Franco Zeffirelli's engagement to his teenage star of Romeo and Juliet, Olivia Hussey.  Franco had always had an eye for the young ladies and the minute he spied Olivia it was love at first sight.  Luckily for Franco, she was into older men - bearing in mind, of course, he wasn't anywhere near as old then as he is now.   


All the glitterati of Roma were there - with the inevitable hordes of paparazzi hoping to be on hand should any sudden scandal arise.  I'd gone there as a guest of Donald Sutherland, who was bonking Petula Clark at the time.  He once told me that every time he heard her sing "Don't sleep in the subway, darling" he used to get the most enormous erection.  Anyway, we were tucking in to a lavish finger buffet of spaghetti and meatballs and sipping ice-cold Frascati cocktails when I heard a sound behind me.  It was Marcello Mastroianni farting.


"Ciao, Marcello!" I cried in perfectly fluent Italian and sniffed the air about me, pointedly.


Marcello laughed, as only he could and, stretching out his hand, dragged Sophia forward and introduced us.  What can I say?  What did I say?  I was so taken aback that all I could do was grin, sheepishly and gaze upon this most exquisite example of woman with a capital W.  When she smiles, she has the kind of mouth you could get lost in for days.  And as for those perfectly pear-shaped childbearing Italian hips! - well! - they're enough to make you want to have kids.  No wonder the Italians breed so much.


I have to confess I didn't get my leg over.  And Soph was, naturally, far too much of a lady to ask me to.  


Not that my 'Percy Pointer' went unsatisfied that evening.  I managed to give Gina Lollobrigida a good seeing to behind the giant wedding cake when no one was looking and, later, rogered Claudia Cardinale and Monica Vitti in the back of Luchino Visconti's Rolls Royce while he was off trying to get Dirk Bogarde to re-enact the Anita Ekberg scene from La Dolce Vita in the Trevi fountain.  Dirk, of course, was up for anything Italian in those days.  A bit like Clint Eastwood a few years later when, already world-famous for his incredible in-depth portrayal of feisty young ramrod, Rowdy Yates in Rawhide, he decided to break from playing cowboys forever and start a whole new career in Italian arthouse movies - like Dirk Bogarde had done - but less camp.


As history showed, Clint couldn't fight destiny anymore than Franco could save his relationship with Olivia once she started filming opposite her Romeo, Leonard Whiting.  Being sixteen and a whole lot prettier than Franco and, indeed, a whole lot prettier than Olivia for that matter, young Leonard soon had Olivia eating out of his tights, as it were, and so the marriage never happened and Olivia never became Signora Zeffirelli to bear Franco lots of little bouncing bambinos.


Even though Olivia's infatuation with Leonard quickly fizzled out, Franco never recovered from her cruel betrayal and, indeed, has never looked at another girl again - as is well known.


I mentioned Anita Ekberg a few paragraphs earlier.  Dear Anita.  I'll never forget her enormous talent and boobs.  Both were considerably bigger than most people realise.  No boobs have ever bobbled so much as when Anita moved up and down - and in any direction, too; sometimes each one bobbling in several directions at the same time.  You've only got to watch her on the run in Killer Nun and you'll see exactly what I mean.   Of course, she wasn't only good at boob-bobbling acting.  She could do lots of other things as well.  Cooking, cleaning, wearing clothes, D.I.Y.  The list is endless. And I could go on and on - but then again, why bother?   When it comes to talent, once you've seen two, you've seen them all.


Unlike the wonderful Leslie Caron.  Miss Gigi herself - who didn't need big tits to do what she used to do when she was famous. 


So, enough of her.   


I could now talk of my numerous scandalous encounters with Chita Rivera but I can't because she's too old and she's threatened to kill me if I speak out.

So, instead, I'll talk about Antonio Banderas.  Then again, Melanie Griffith has taken out an injunction to prevent me publishing anything about him or their trouble-free, blissfully perfect marriage, so I won't.

However …

A pair of handcuffs  … six white mice … a pumpkin … a signed photograph of Madonna dressed as Albert Einstein … four peeled green bananas and a carefully sedated porcupine …

Need I say more?

Well, why not?

A tub of fromage frais, half a dozen tadpoles and a bicycle pump.  There!  I've said it.   So, now do your worst, Mel honey!

Speaking of which: no passage involving foreign tongues would be complete without an insatiable reference to the disgusting habits of French and international heart-throb Vincent Perez.

After Indochine, the divine - if ageing beautifully - Catherine Deneuve swore she would never ever eat aubergines again because of what M. Perez did with one just before a particularly gruelling scene they had to shoot.  On the sequel to The Crow, when he replaced the deceased Brandon Lee, the aforementioned M Perez shocked both cast and crew alike by seizing on, killing and eating, raw, his feathered co-star after the unfortunate creature had inadvertently cawed during one of his lines.  He was just as bad in France.   I gather, during La Reine Margot, he took it upon himself as part of his preparation for the role, to bonk Sophie Marceau on set in full view of the crew before each take.  Something, apparently, he didn't do with co-star Gerard Depardieu on Cyrano de Bergerac.  Instead, he insisted - so I'm told - on giving a male goat a hand job prior to each take.  Apparently, this was an idea which caught on with the rest of the cast and the film's budget quickly rocketed due to a demand for more goats.   I dread to think what he got up to during Fanfan le Tulip with Penelope Cruz and so many scenes involving swordplay - and horses.  Although, I understand, they're still on speaking terms albeit through their lawyers.

Actually, Vincent's a sweetheart and one of my closest friends and I love him to death - as have so many.

I'd like to end this passage of foreign tongues with a few anecdotes concerning those I never personally met but whose antics have been passed down to me via quite reliable sources:

Francois Truffaut: during filming Close Encounters of the Third Kind for Steven Spielberg, Truffaut apparently insisted on fresh French onions being flown in from Paris so that he could have them standing by on set in case Spielberg suddenly wanted him to do a crying scene.  Spielberg didn't and Truffaut felt so insulted he never spoke to him again once shooting had finished.

Maurice Chevalier:  When he sang "Thank Heaven for Little Girls" in Gigi, he wasn't just singing about it - so I was told by a certain member of the film crew many years later.  The great Maurice also sang, once, "Enjoy it!" to the young Hayley Mills in Disney's In Search of the Castaways.  Years later, an old Hayley confided in me that she didn't "enjoy" it in the slightest.  See the movie, listen to his Gallic attempt at singing and I'm sure you'll know exactly what Hayley meant - except she had to put up with Take after Take.

Marlene Dietrich:  Teutonic dyke.

Greta Garbo:  Scandinavian dyke.

Rudolf Nureyev:  Russian dyke (before sex change and departure from Mother Russia)

Ingrid Bergman:  a goer. 

J. Lo:  despite her reputation, anyone who thinks of her as nothing more than a hyped up, self-centred, power-crazed, dominatrix prima donna has obviously never shagged her.  So, let me set the record straight.  I can, personally, assure you there isn't a sweeter, kinder, gentler, more docile, humbler, less-opinionated poppet than J. Lo - other than, possibly, Naomi Campbell.  All I can say is good luck, Ben.  If she gives you as good a time as she gave me, then your marriage could last for whatever or a lifetime - whichever proves the shorter.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO -

Bonking the Beckhams

Where do you begin when speaking of the world's perfect couple?

Even Adam and Eve had a serpent.

Becks and Posh have nothing to mar their Eden.

Even David and Victoria's joined initials when inscribed on their wedding cake - V.D. - didn't stop anybody from eating it - and with gusto.  And why not?  How could anything possibly be harmful in their Shangri-La or Beckingham Palace, as it's more affectionately known by those elite and rich enough to be invited there.

And it's all true.  They're so impossibly perfect, they're really boring.

Before they deserted England's shores for Spain, I went round to their place many times and watched really interesting people sitting there bored out of their skulls.

To name but a few:

I remember the times Madonna used to pop round.  Frankly, it was depressing to witness three world-famous living legends and Guy sitting there - the women darning socks and swapping recipes while the men played video games and exchanged gardening and D.I.Y. tips.

The only time I recall Justin Timberlake going round, he helped David clean the pool then helped Posh put the kid to bed before joining them in an early supper of organic veggie sausages and baked beans on toast followed by piping hot mugs of Ovaltine.  Then, after a short prayer, it was off to bed - and not even with each other.  Well, Posh and Becks were with each other but Justin wasn't.

Even Robert Downey Jr was packed off to bed by nine o'clock.  Russell Crowe didn’t even last that long.  

Of course, it's all to do with that TV "watershed".  Neither David nor Becks like to watch anything after that fateful hour when, according to The Daily Mail (and I have no reason to doubt the veracity of such a reputable tome) unmitigated porn and violence are unleashed and poured onto the screens of poor vulnerable innocent viewers throughout the civilised world - all far too shocked by it all to be able to reach out for their remote controls and press the "Off" button.  One or two even write in and complain but their heartfelt pleas for normal human Christian dictates for decency inevitably fall on the deaf Satanic ears of those unscrupulous money and ratings obsessed fat cats at the BBC and other such institutions of media evil.  

The other thing about Posh and Becks is that they're both disgustingly healthy in every way.  You've only got to be in their presence for a few moments and you feel like you're a walking disease.  I mean, how many men as beautiful as David Beckham can get away with so many poofy hairstyles and clothes and be idolised for it and worse - still look completely heterosexual.

Now, at last, I can reveal the reason why.

It all started one November night when I got a phone call completely out of the blue (they were in Florida) from David Beckham.

"Norbert Pritchard?" he asked.

"Yes," I replied - ever on the ball and instantly recognising that uniquely assertive and commanding voice which could only have belonged to one who has captained England.

"This is David Beckham.  You may have heard of me?  I'm a footballer."

Naturally, I'd heard of him.  My extensive knowledge isn't only restricted to the arts, humanities, science, politics, philosophy, social studies, history - both classical and modern, European and world geography, classics, languages, medicine and advanced needlework.

"I'm sorry to disturb you at this time of night," he continued, "but I was given your number by Nelson Mandela who said, if ever I was in trouble, you were the person to call.  He said if it hadn’t been for your inspirational advice over all those terrible years he was in prison he'd never have survived, let alone changed the course of South African and world history."

"I'm sure he would," I said, humbly.  "Nelson's a great man in his own right.  He just needed someone to give him a little confidence; a little belief in himself, that was all."

David was about to say something but I continued, realising he was hanging onto my every word and desperate to hear more.

"I'm only glad he followed my advice rather than do what he intended which was to form a terrorist army and massacre everybody who opposed him.  'That's no way to be awarded the Nobel Peace Prize, I told him and, to his credit, he saw the wisdom of my words.  I don't know if he ever ended up with the prize but he certainly got a big statue of his head stuck outside the Royal Festival Hall.  So, following my advice was obviously worth it.  

But back to David:

"So, what's your problem, David?" I asked - straight away realising he had one.

There was a moment's silence on the other end of the phone as my incredible incisive observation hit him to the quick.  Finally, he spoke.

"Nelson was right," he said.  "I believe you really could help me."

"So, what's the problem?" I repeated, therapeutically.

"Another long pause before he finally said:

"I can't tell you over the telephone."

"Then let's meet face to face," I suggested, psychologically.

Immediately his voice relaxed and I knew he knew I knew he knew he could trust me to trust him trusting me with his trust in me.

And so we met.

It was my first trip to Beckingham Palace.  Not that I was impressed.  I'd seen wealth before.  It was only people who interested me.

And then there he was suddenly standing in front of me:  the most perfect and beautiful man in the world - ever.  And married to the most beautiful and perfect woman in the world - almost ever.

"So, what's your problem, David, " I said, singularly unimpressed by his magnetic stunningness.

"I'm too butch," he confessed. " I don’t know what to do about it."

As if to prove the point, he pulverised a couple of priceless Grecian statues into powder to vent his frustration.

"Well, the first thing, David," I said, "is not to vent your spleen on priceless relics of antiquity." 

"That's what Posh keeps telling me," he said, apologetically as he swept up the once priceless remains with a brush and dustpan.

"You need to develop your feminine side," I told him.

"Will you show me how to do that?" he asked me, wide-eyed and innocent.

"Only with your wife's approval," I replied, "in fact, she could help me do it."

And that's how it all started:  my affair with the Beckhams - although I hasten to add that it was purely for therapeutic reasons.  And, naturally, I refused to accept any money for bonking them both regularly in all kinds of different ways.

Naturally, it would be wrong of me to go into graphic details, especially now they’ve become doting parents.

I can, however - purely for medical reasons - divulge that the root of all their problems lay in Posh’s inability to orgasm successfully for fear that their most intimate moments - mainly when they’re deciding what to wear - would suddenly be invaded by hordes of photographers and screaming idolatrous fans.  Becks, on the other hand, can cum at the drop of a ball.

Of course, once I’d identified the problem, it didn’t take me long to tie them down and get my hand stuck in, psychologically, as it were.     

  Suffice to say, that my continued sexual therapy with them both not only helped to cement their marriage and loving relationship but, I like to think, released them from their stifling inhibitions - particularly regarding the media.

Now, they both adore the 24-hour media intrusion into their privacy.  Indeed, without it, they would probably get terrible publicity withdrawal symptoms - a problem many celebrities have to deal with once the media moves on to pastures new.

 But they’re still a sweet and lovely couple and I wish them all the best now he’s had the operation and, I gather, his voice will eventually return to its normal male deepness in time, so I’m told.  If that fails to be the case, I do know that, once his footballing days are over, he can always take up that long-standing offer to join the Bee Gees.

As a post-script to this particular chapter, I do feel the need to speak out regarding that whole sordid Rebecca Loos affair.  The real truth is that Rebecca - whom I used to count as one of my nearest and dearest acquaintances - when she named and shamed David, actually made a slip of the tongue, as it were.  Those naughty text messages from David B. were actually not from David Beckham but from David Bellamy.

When the mistake got plastered all over the media, Rebecca was far too embarrassed to admit they’d got the wrong man and that instead of fucking a footie she’d been bonking a botanist.

But then that isn’t the first time the media have jumped to the wrong conclusions about a celebrity and printed a pack of lies all in the public’s interest.      


Personally, I’m glad it all finally got whitewashed out into the open.

Lovely Posh and Becks have, to this day, remained two of my closest and dearest friends, even though I never actually hear from them or see them and they don’t answer any of my phone calls.  But then - knowing them so well - I can honestly say that it’s only because they lead such hectic lives that they don’t find the time to stay in touch- as I’m sure they probably are with everyone else.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE -

The Royals

What can I say that about them that hasn't already been said?  Well, first, let me get this off my chest before I say anything else.  I never ever ever had an affair with Princess Di.  Ever.  I have no love letters of hers.  I have no clothes of hers.  I have nothing whatsoever of hers.  In fact, I never met the woman except in the presence of reliable witnesses.

I did, however, have an affair with James Hewitt.  And I have the love letters to prove it.  And I'm prepared to sell.   But only because I believe they are of historical interest to future generations interested in smut, but because they are warm and loving and show him to be a genuine caring loyal and responsible type of person and not as he has been painted by those disreputable tabloids, whose only concern is publishing disgusting sleaze and muck-raking filth and are currently bidding for the letters of which I speak.  But no.  I shall not sell.  I shall rather offer them to buyers in America.  Not because they'd pay better but because they'd preserve the integrity of the letters.  And The National Enquirer has promised me as such.

I have also been buggered rigid by Paul Burrell, several times, in the men’s lavatories at Soho House.  I say this now, only in the public’s interest.  And, if questioned, I have the whole thing on audiotape.  Of course, it’s nothing but a lot of grunting and heavy breathing and the occasional “Ouch!” and occasional “Whatdya think of me now, bitch!” but, if pressed hard, I could and would produce it.  There’s also more where that came from, too, following a drunken night at and with Caprice where we were both joined by one of Prince Charles’s valets who’d managed to sneak out a pair of Camilla’s hunting drawers - the ones with reinforced elastic.  I can’t name the valet, for legal reasons, but I can say he’s the one who has a big fantasy about having a sex change and marrying our heir to the throne.  Yes, I have all that it takes to blackmail the nation and show how, unknown to the Royal family; their trusted palace workers behave after and often during working hours.         


But enough of them.  On to the Royals.  So, let's tick them off one by one.  Starting with the dead ones.  Well, the recently dead ones.

The Queen Mum (deceased):

  Never met her.  Alas.

Princess Margaret (deceased)


Never met her, either.  Probably just as well.

Princess Di.


She’s been done to death by just about everybody so there’s no point me wasting paper turning over the same allotment, as it were.

Barbara Cartland (officially deceased but still questionable)


See Under the Knife chapter.  Liked to dress in pink and wrote thousands of best-selling novels, all with same plot.


And now onto the living:

Her Majesty the Queen:


Animal lover.  Great sense of humour but, apparently, she hides it very well.  Admitted to having a horrible anus.  

Duke of Edinburgh:


Married to the Queen.  Greek.  Still has problems with the language, which is why he keeps putting his podium in it so many times.

Prince Charles:


Heir to the throne, according to Palace spokesmen.   Big ears.  Grew up identifying with The Goons.  Still does.  Fond of his kids and Camilla and other organic things.

Princess Anne:

Sister to Charles.  Has inherited her father's communication skills and her mother's love of animals - especially horses.   Has had her turn at marriage scandals but now keeps a low profile and dangerous dogs.   

Prince Andrew:


Used to be really good looking and sexy and screwed some of the world's most beautiful women like Koo Stark and Fergie.  He then turned from a hunk into a chunk.  Since then, hasn't seemed to serve much purpose.

Prince Edward:


The creative one.  Made lots of home movies for American T.V.  Has been going prematurely bald since birth.   Killed off rumours about being gay and being in love with Michael Ball by marrying someone called Sophie in P.R.   

Prince William:


Looks like his mum.  Heartthrob of teen magazines.  Second only after Gareth Gates.

Prince Harry:


Heartthrob of the more streetwise teen magazines.   Ties equally with rappers Doggy-dog-poo and Zu II Bagg - or something like that.  

Princess Michael etc.


Well, after the top few, there's loads of them and they all kind of blur into one another and as they never really get the headlines with juicy scandals they're obviously just a Z-list bunch of Royals, so they should all stop drawing off the public purse and go out and get a proper job.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR -

Hilarious Anecdotes


One of the many bonuses about hobnobbing with the rich and famous is that you're forever under assault from anecdotal occurrences.  So, I thought I'd pop down a tiny selection of some of the wildest and funniest of them.


Starting with Sly Stallone.


Having already had enormous success with Rocky, he was having even greater success with Rambo when I met him in 1984.   I won't go into how totally devoted he is to his mother.  Why? - I've no idea - but then who should ever come between a boy and his mother? … remember Liberace? … Oedipus … Nero … Norman Bates … ?  But, as I say, to save him any embarrassment, I won't go into it.  Instead, let me amuse you with this hilarious anecdote.


The thing about Sly is that he was never really interested in being a movie star. All he ever wanted to do was own a cheap tacky hamburger joint and then franchise it all over the world like MacDonald’s without the class.
When we met, he asked my opinion.  The more I tried to dissuade him from the idea, the more he was determined to do it.  I think, deep down, he saw it as his personal bequest to the world.   As he explained to me, he viewed it far more as a spiritual fulfilment than as a pure business venture.  And it was for this reason that I suggested he approach other similar spiritually minded artists of equal integrity to join him in his vision.

And that's how dear Arnie Schwarzenegger, (who was having an affair with Angela Lansbury at the time), came in on it along with a few more of my friends. And the rest became history.  Planet Hollywood opened and … what can one say?  If you've ever eaten there, you'll know exactly what I mean.

J. Lo and Ben Affleck:  One time, quite recently, I had them over to dinner along with Matt Damon (as ever inseparable from Ben), Dale Winton, Jade Goody and Clare Short.

As usual, Clare was in sparkling form; outspokenly tossing off barbed witticisms at every opportunity.   One moment we sat spellbound by her gravitarse and the next, doubled up with laughter at her huge piles of wit. 

And then, just as she was about to lambaste Tony Blair yet again, J. Lo let out an enormous fart.  Oh, how we all laughed.  And it just goes to show that even living legends are still almost human when it comes down to the basics.

Another howlingly funny anecdote concerns Keanu Reeves.

He and I were about to enter The Dome on Sunset Boulevard, intent on a quick snack and a gossip, when a couple of fans rushed up and asked him for his autograph.  As he was about to service them, they suddenly saw who he was with so, rather than embarrass them, I put them at their ease by grabbing their autograph books from Keanu and quickly signing them before they had time to apologise for not having asked me.  After they'd uttered their grateful thanks and run off, Keanu burst out laughing.

"What's up, Keanu?" I asked.

"I hadn't finished writing my name," he chortled through his tears of mirth, "So, they've just gone off with autographs from Keanu Norbert Pritchard."

Oh, how we laughed.

But Keanu's like that - full of warmth, wisdom and enigmatic humour.  I think it's something to do with his Polynesian/Chinese/English/Icelandic/Hawaiian/Angosturan background - which is probably why he finds a great affinity with the character of Hamlet and carries a copy around with him wherever he goes.  It also explains why he wears black a lot.  Like a lot of great thinkers who have a lot on their mind, he can often appear completely incoherent when he tries to put words together into a sentence - especially if it’s been written by somebody else, like a scriptwriter.    

Another dark horse I've known for years is young Jude Law.  His long marriage to David Frost's daughter, Sadie, and its eventual break-up has long been documented by the more disreputable of our tabloids and so I will not lower myself by adding my pennyworth to such sleazy reportage, even if the majority of the kids aren't his. No, I'd much rather tell you another hilarious anecdote about them - except they're both so boring that nothing hilarious ever happens to them.    

Another thing very few people know is that Tracy Emin’s famous award-winning unmade bed is actually the result of a three-day bonkfest she had with me, Angelina Joli and little Spidey himself: Tobey Maguire,  We were all having so much fun, we’d probably have carried on for another three days if Charles Saatchi hadn’t suddenly arrived and, not knowing we were all hiding underneath it, mistook the bed, in all its disgusting state, for a priceless work of art and paid Tracy a fortune for it - stains and all.  Of course, they’d dried up by the time it finally went on display to the public.  

To this day, Charles never learnt the truth - until now of course.  But it does make one wonder if something similar happened when Cedric and George (or whatever they’re called) exhibited their turds for all the world to see.

Speaking of turds reminds me of another hilarious anecdote concerning George Galloway and the lovely Morgan Freeman.  George, as we know, is heavily into Arabs and other people with little moustaches.  One day, he was flying back from his summer holidays in Basra when the plane he was on was diverted to Rome airport, due to a suspected terrorist threat.  As it happened, an over-enthusiastic baggage handler had mistaken a couple of George’s holiday souvenirs for weapons of mass destruction but, once the all-clear had been given and the passengers were being ushered back on board, George happened to bump into Morgan Freeman in the airport bar.  Morgan was in Rome to meet Guy Ritchie about the possibility of doing Swept Away 2 - the musical with his wife and Rene Zellwegger.  George, recognising Morgan from his role in Robin Hood - Prince of Thieves mistook him for a fellow Arab and rushed over to kiss him on the cheeks and shake him by the clean hand.  Morgan, who had no idea who or what George Galloway was, assumed this must be Guy Ritchie in some kind of strange disguise and was so disgusted by George slobbering all over him and telling him what a fun person Saddam Hussein really was, that he caught the plane straight back to L.A. - and that’s why the sequel to that classic Madonna movie never got made.

George, to this day, is still no wiser but - oh, how Morgan and I laughed, afterwards when he regaled me of the story.

Speaking of mistaken identities, there was also a sidesplitting occasion when I was out on the razz with Robbie Williams and Paul O’Grady a.k.a. Lily Savage - and Paul was mistaken for Lord Lucan by a complete stranger in the street.  At the time, Robbie and I passed it off as some kind of joke but it was only later that we realised Paul had visibly been shaken by the encounter.  Far be it from me to read anything into that but  - and I’m sure Robbie would back me up if we were still on speaking terms - and agree that there’s never smoke without fire and that drag is the most popular form of disguise.  I do but conjecture ...

Speaking of Robbie - although it’s hardly as hilarious an anecdote as those above - there was a time when he and Ewan McGregor had a mooning contest on the Docklands Railway one afternoon.  The trouble is there’s only so many times you can shove your bare arse in a commuter’s face before it starts to lack novelty value and they start coming up with suggestions of their own as to what you should do with it? - and, anyway, everyone’s seen those tired old buns too many times now to give a toss.           

I could go on and on about other funny things that have happened to the rich and famous - like Jamie Oliver accidentally spilling a whole tureen of turtle soup over the entire cast of Will & Grace when he was called in to cater for their after show wrap party.  Luckily, no one was too badly scalded although dear Eric McCormick did end up with such an enormous lump that he wasn’t safe to be seen in public for several days afterwards.

But enough already.  After all, like all those TV blooper shows, I could go on and on forever.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE-

How to Improve Your Sex Life


As the reader will gather, having skimmed through this book looking for the juicy bits, I've had a fairly healthy sex life over the years and so, I hear you cry, why don't I pass on a few tips to those of you out there unlucky enough not to have screwed so many international stars over the years.


So, here are a few tips that may improve your sex life

1.
Always try to stay on top of things - especially if they're bigger than you.

2.
Always use best butter - preferably unsalted and not straight out of the fridge.  Anything less than best makes you look like a cheapskate.  If your partner's a health freak, use Benecol and go for the family tub to show money's no object to you when it comes to your partner's comforts.

3.
Be generous.  Remember, a little gift can mean a lot.  A bunch of flowers or a pair of handcuffs can make all the difference to that "special" date.

4.
Try to look interested in what your intended bonk says to you.  Remember everyone thinks they have a mind, even if she's a woman. 

5.
Cross-dressing can be fun, especially if you can keep her soiled panties as a souvenir.

6.
Allow your partner to "design" your hairstyle and pick your clothes. Women love doing it.  And so do a lot of men - who, generally, do it with better taste. 

7.
Only bigots are sexist, racist, homophobic and read The Daily Mail.

8.
Never believe people who say they can read and write and then go out and buy The Sun. 

9.
An over-ripe pomegranate can be a many splendoured thing in the right hands.

10.
Remember to practice safe sex - even at home.  You’d be surprised how easy it is to be caught out when you’re on the job.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

- CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX-

And So To Bed . . .

Well, that's about it - until the sequel.

What more can I say?  As I think will be obvious throughout these humble pages, I've tried to live a straightforward and honest life despite all the bastards I've had to deal with over the years and, only now, motivated by righteous indignation and an insatiable urge to let you know the truth, have I exposed myself so blatantly in public.

I may, it's true, on the rare occasion have been a bit of a naughty boy - but then again, that's just part of my endearing personality and therefore hardly reprehensible.

Being an interactive book, if there's anything you'd like to know further or if there's anyone in particular you'd like me to spill the beans on over anything - and I do mean anything - just e-mail my publisher and I'll make sure I get it into the follow-up.  I'm also, at present, trying to negotiate a deal with the BBC for a programme in their Educational series; The 100 best … entitled My 100 Best Shags.

Another thing I’m doing is working on the CD-ROM and game where you get to be me and then use your joystick to shag whoever you fancy.  At the same time you get to chalk up a score saying how much satisfaction you gave them and then, afterwards, you can compare yourself with my own top score to see how you rated.

As I’ve repeatedly stated, I’m only doing this for the public good and without any thought for myself or making a lot of money - just like everyone else who’s gone before me in this increasingly popular genre.

I would therefore, before closing, particularly like to celebrate the freedom of the press by thanking all those tabloids and magazines who have encouraged writers like myself by offering enormous advances for exclusive serialisations followed by oodles of publicity to help promote the books we publish.  Without them the whole thing just wouldn’t be worthwhile.

And, last but not least, may I thank you - our adoring public - whose completely understandable obsession of reading about celebrities and how disgusting they really are, helps not only keep them in the perpetual glare of the media but also brightens your own humdrum little lives by relishing how morally superior you are to them.

So, eat your hearts out, all you glamour-living, filthy rich, gorgeous looking, talented, famous celebrity bastards!  We, your ever adoring fans, friends and public are out to get you!

And always remember:  a friend in need is a friend you’ll read.  

Norbert Pritchard 2004
*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

Coming soon ...

KISS 'n' TEL L 

2

New shocking disclosures in the public’s interest

plus things I forgot to put in this one.

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *

