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Prologue

I was born Marie and I will die Lulu. This book is about the journey between those two people, losing parts of myself, finding others and all the many shapes I’ve bent myself into over sixty years in the music business. Because I’ve always tried to be honest, but haven’t been completely open. The reason? I grew up in a home filled with secrets before being catapulted into fame at just fifteen with no idea of who I even was. And so, I became whoever I thought people wanted me to be.

Bright, bubbly, always smiling.

That face who’s been on your TV and radio for years.

It’s who I am in some ways, of course. I’m definitely positive. And I’ve certainly been around for decades. But the image of me created when I was young was as one-dimensional as a single ray of light is compared to its infinite refractions. Still a child in so many ways, I took on the part created for me and played it so well, I gradually lost who I was; I became the version of myself I thought people wanted me to be. Not just in public, but personally too. And I paid a price for moulding myself into so many shapes and forms until life, as it often does, forced me to take a long, hard look and finally answer the question, ‘Who am I?’

It has taken time to unravel and dismantle all the many layers I’ve hidden beneath to protect myself from a young age and avoid hard truths. But I finally have. I know who I am. And now I’m ready to tell the whole story, instead of just parts of it: from the highs of joy, success and love, to the lows of addiction, divorce and failure – plus all the colours in between.

Most of all, this is the story of being a fallible, imperfect human. A woman. I hope parts of it resonate.

It’s finally time to be completely transparent.

So here we go.





I





1

All I Want to Do Is Sing

I was glad I’d borrowed Mum’s leather jacket. Otherwise, I might have shivered and I didn’t want to look scared. In front of me, a row of men sat behind a huge sound desk, cigarette smoke curling into the air as they chatted.

‘Ready to go?’ a voice asked.

It was summer 1963 and the Gleneagles boys were standing with me in a Decca studio: Jimmy, on rhythm guitar; Ross, the lead guitarist; Dave our drummer; bassist Tommy; and Alex, also a vocalist. We’d been performing together for a couple of years in clubs, but never anywhere like this. There have been so many people, places and performances since then, but, even though I was just fourteen, I’d already been performing my whole life.

We’d been brought to London after winning a competition in the Scottish Daily Express to find the next big thing. The prize was an audition with Ron Richards, a producer at EMI, home of the Beatles. But although he’d turned us down, he’d sent us on to see Dick Rowe at Decca. The Rolling Stones were signed there so it didn’t feel like too much of a knock back. Now, as I stood waiting, I forced myself to shrink once more into that safe place deep inside me where only my voice mattered. I wasn’t quite sure what I was supposed to do. Who I was supposed to be. But I knew how to sing. Pulling down the mic, I glanced at the Gleneagles boys for a final time before staring ahead.

‘Ready Marie?’ a voice asked.

I nodded and took a deep breath. We’d done this track hundreds of times before. I just had to relax and hit the first notes right. That was the key. Breathing deeply, I looked up and let the first long, vibrating, almost angry note pour out of me, the sound cascading into the mic. Powerful. Raw.

A man behind the desk raised his hand.

‘Hold a minute, there’s something wrong with the mic,’ he said as I stopped singing.

He was a young engineer called Gus Dudgeon who would go on to produce some of Elton John’s biggest work. But, that day, none of us had any clue what the future held for us.

‘Oh my God,’ Gus said as he walked up to check the microphone. ‘She’s blown the ribbon.’

The Decca men looked at each other and started laughing. Tiny girl. Big voice. I got that a lot. Then an elegant man in a slim-fitting navy suit and tie, a producer called Peter Sullivan, leaned forwards.

‘Why not take a step back Marie?’ he said. ‘We’ll do it again. Go from the top.’

So I did what Peter asked: nodded and moved back from the mic – obedient and pliable as always. Ready to perform and give whatever my audience wanted from me. And I’d keep on doing it for decades to come.

I took a deep breath and started to sing again.
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