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Prologue

I was named Joan Henrietta Collins, but perhaps you may know me better as ‘Alexis Morell Carrington Colby Dexter Rowan’ from the TV series Dynasty, or perhaps Edith Keeler, the saintly missionary worker on Star Trek.

I was born on 23 May, sometime between the end of the Great Depression and the beginning of the Second World War … Oscar Wilde once said, ‘Any woman who would reveal her age, would reveal anything.’ So there! You can always google it.

I am a wife, a mother, a grandmother, a sister, an aunt and a loyal friend. I have three children, three grandchildren and thirteen godchildren, who range in age from nine months to fifty-seven years old, and some of whom may not even remember that I’m their godmother.

I am an actress – I don’t ever refer to myself as an actor – an author, a producer, a feminist, a philanthropist and an entrepreneur. I have been married five times (and by far the happiest and longest is my last husband of nearly twenty years, Percy Gibson).

I have been in over seventy films, hundreds of TV shows and over a dozen plays. I have written seventeen books and hundreds of articles, editorials, diaries and even edited a magazine. But I have no mentor in my life other than fate.

I’ve been on thousands of magazine covers and appeared in dozens of TV commercials, as myself!

I’ve been called a ‘vixen’, a ‘bitch’, a ‘pouting panther’, ‘Britain’s bad girl’, ‘England’s answer to Ava Gardner’, the ‘Denver Beast’, the ‘torrid baggage’, the ‘Coffee Bar Jezebel’ and even the ‘face of innocence’ once, when I played a nun.

And now I’m spilling the beans! Well, nearly all of them. I’ve always been a diarist, starting at age twelve with a tiny five-year diary of the kind you’d find at Smythson’s, and writing sporadically over the years. What you will read in the following pages was written when ‘I felt like it’ between 1989 and 2006.

I dictated most of these entries in real time, into a mini tape recorder, every night when I came home. There is no rhyme or reason why there are gaps of years between entries. I do know that interesting events happened in those gaps, but I guess I wasn’t in the mood, or I couldn’t find my tape recorder, or maybe the tapes ended in the same place as Richard Nixon’s lost eighteen minutes …

Anyway, here they are, with NO apologies to anyone mentioned in them. Enjoy!



Diaries 1989-2006

March 1989

I was looking forward to the final days of Dynasty. The show had gone so rapidly downhill both in ratings and audiences that it had turned into a joke, and impossible as an actor to take seriously or to make any sense of the puerile plots and dialogue. It had become embarrassing to play, and the audiences knew it too. Although I adored playing Alexis, I knew that all good things must come to an end.

I had been hurt that, after difficult negotiations, I had finally succeeded in getting pay parity with John Forsythe to $120,000 per episode. However, just before we started shooting, I was informed that they couldn’t afford to pay me for the whole season so I would only be in half the episodes! John of course would be in all twenty episodes – so much for sexual equality in the industry. While I was now apparently the highest paid TV actress in the world, it was a purely Pyrrhic victory since I would effectively earn the same as before. (Still, half the work!) without Linda Evans as Krystle Carrington, who had left the sinking ship last season, and with Alexis only appearing in half the episodes, the show was destined to decline.

To add insult to injury, I was hoping for a future lived on lovely residuals like the actors on Dallas, Golden Girls and others did. But on the last day of shooting a jobsworth lawyer working for Aaron Spelling [Dynasty’s producer] came to my dressing room to insist I sign away all of my rights to future showings of Dynasty. ‘Serials don’t sell on syndication,’ he spouted. ‘John and Linda have already signed the waiver, you will all get three weeks’ salary as a bonus, but no more.’

‘That’s it? No residuals at all?’ I asked.

‘None,’ he said.

I demurred, thinking that was not enough pay for play after nine years of solid slog in this show. But it was a ‘no-go’ – he was adamant and so was my agent. So, after believing that Dynasty would be my annuity, I now realised I needed to think about what I should do about my future. Thus, it was the theatre I wanted to return to. I had been thinking about it for several years – it was, after all, originally the reason I wanted to become an actress – and the thought excited me. No more tacky dialogue and 5 a.m. calls. Noël Coward here I come!

April 1989

Packed up my tiny Dynasty dressing room. It was about the size of a cupboard. This is where I had put on my make-up, done my hair, dressed in those fabulous gowns and had my lunch for nine years. As I gazed at the empty four walls with their peeling paint and nail holes, I thought, ‘So much for the glamour of showbiz!’ My best friend and at the time assistant, stand-in and occasional background player, Judy Bryer, helped me and a week later I was off to London, and hopefully the West End and a new life!

Monday, 8 May 1989

Lunched at the Savoy with my agent Peter Charlesworth and West End producer Michael Codron. Codron wants me to appear in a play called What the Butler Saw, in which I would play a nymphomaniacal wife who appears clad in a mink, wearing only black underwear underneath. Well, thanks a heap! It has all the shades of The Bitch and The Stud, and I think I’ve gone beyond that – certainly hope so!

Codron is charming and amusing – whitish-grey hair and a very tanned face. As with many ‘show girls’, he admires me and wants to do something else since I’m not keen on what he’s suggesting, even though Coral Browne had a big success with it a few years ago.

I told him that if I were to do a play, it would be one that I wanted to do for years: Private Lives. He seemed interested but asked if I was up to the fight scenes, remembering the debacle of Elizabeth Taylor and Richard Burton on Broadway and how they threw themselves all over the place and Liz got hurt. We left it that we’d both give some thought to this idea!

Tuesday, 9 May 1989

Charlesworth rang and said that Codron was mad about me and very enthusiastic about doing Private Lives and who did I want to play opposite me in the role of Elyot?

May to August 1989

I want Leigh Lawson to play Elyot in Private Lives. Codron not too enthusiastic but I thought he was wonderful in Merchant. We all had lunch at Orso’s and Codron finally bowled over and agreed. Then Lawson wants his wife Twiggy to play Sibyl. Codron says no, I like Twigs but she’s too cockney for Coward, so ‘bye-bye’ Lawsons.

Next stop Tom Conti. He says he’s very interested. We lunch at the Savoy with Peter and Michael. Tom seems somewhat dour and taciturn and I do not see charisma or chemistry between us. Peter doesn’t agree but Michael is of two minds.

However, Tom solves the problem – he passes. He wants to do the movie version of Present Laughter (which incidentally doesn’t happen. Rather like my projects this year!).

We then put everything on hold as I go on holiday and a tour of Australia for my new novel Prime Time. I am anxious that my great friend Edward Duke plays Victor.

Friday, 13 October 1989

A day at Houghton Hall, one of the great stately homes in Norfolk. Went with Charles Cholmondeley, who is lady Sybil Cholmondeley’s grandson, and Robin [Hurlstone, JC’s then partner]. Left at ten thirty in a stretch limo, armed with the Spectator, Bookseller and Daily Mail.

The latter has an extremely bitchy article about me by a white-faced, saggy-breasted Fleet Street hag about last weekend’s ‘Cartier Millions Ball’. She referred to Ned Ryan as ‘a walker Joan shares with Princess Margaret’ and then to Ira von Fürstenberg as the ‘end of an Ira, searching for her lost youth’ accompanied by a photo of her ‘toy-boy’ and other tacky slime. Therefore, it was wonderful to leave the modern world and go back in time for a visit to Lady C.

The house is of imposing stone, built in 1726. The butler showed us into her sitting room, where this tiny ninety-five-year-old lady sat beneath a staggering life-sized portrait of herself by John Singer Sargent, painted in 1920. She is amazingly sprightly, bright and amused by life, although only yesterday she came out of hospital for a minor leg operation. She walks with two sticks and is about four foot eleven, and quite bent. Her hair is white, with perhaps a faint blue rinse, and bald patches on top with age spots, but her hands look thirty years younger. Apart from a deaf aid she appears to have 95 per cent of her faculties.

There were fifteen amazing Sargent pictures in her sitting room, her little dachshund Lena, a big TV and a video machine (which she says she doesn’t know how to work, and neither does the butler!). Lunch, in what used to be the main hall, was served at a round table and she sat me on her right. Another older couple – Bill and Pat – were there; and Todd Bruno, an American deer expert, who was taking care of her herds of white deer under the instructions of her other grandson, David Rocksavage. She chatted away, very knowledgeable about art, music and current events, while sixteen-year-old Lena sat under the table.

The pudding, a raspberry puree with clotted cream, was served in glass bowls on the most exquisite eighteenth-century Sèvres china from Sir Philip Sassoon’s collection. Charles said this was the first time he had ever seen it! The wine was pre-war Chateau Lafite – delicious! She urged us not to waste it. After lunch, we drove, in the freezing cold, with Bruno to see the baby llama and the deer (having something nasty done to their nether regions).

We rushed back to meet Lady C, who took us on a tour. Downstairs is quite gloomy. Although it is supposed to be one of the five greatest houses in England, it seemed draughty, prefabricated, sort of empty, cold and dull. But upstairs was magical – each room more gorgeous than the last. Sybil Cholmondeley walked us through herself, followed by the faithful Lena, who, being incontinent due to her great age, did small wee-wees and left small droppings on the rare carpets. Charles and I became hysterical but Lady C did not notice. Her hearing aid makes a strange buzzing noise when one is close to it. Every room contained furniture which had been there for 250 years, covered, in many cases, with gorgeous teal-blue, green and scarlet velvet.

When we came to the yellow drawing room, hung with delicate brocade, I gasped in admiration at another portrait of her that Sargent painted in 1913, when she was nineteen, on her honeymoon. She had such a strong, wilful, beautiful face – lovely by today’s standards too. Strong brow, black eyebrows like wings, black hair. She wore some kind of loose wrap in the portrait. She said that Sargent wanted something different than ‘just a gown’. He was a good friend and the portrait took three months. Charles said it was worth about two million. There was also a very famous Oudry of a hanging duck, a silver candlestick and a candle.

Sybil Cholmondeley died three months later – I was very happy I met her, had a chance to see one of the last stately homes and meet a great lady.

Friday, 1 December 1989

Lunch at Scott’s with Michael Codron and Edward Petherbridge. He is very dry and dusty – no humour that I can see and neither sexy nor attractive. Perfect for Elyot (not!). I am sick from three weeks of beastly flu. When I leave, Edward makes a big fuss about losing a silk scarf that his wife gave him – well, really! Like, I took it? Michael calls me – it’s a pass, or as they say in the business: Pasadena!

Thursday, 14 December 1989

Tea with Codron and Christopher Godwin, who wants to play Victor. He seems nice but I still want Edward Duke.

Friday, 15 December 1989

Drinks at Eaton Place with Codron and Simon Williams. I adore Sam (Simon’s pet name) but he feels I need a really strong charismatic man for Elyot. Too bad – Sam was great in The Last of Mrs Cheyney.

Tuesday, 13 February 1990

Lunch with Elspeth March [actress] at Mimmo’s. She loves the idea of Keith Baxter, who we are seeing ce soir. Fingers crossed. Elspeth says he’s a poppet.

Peter Charlesworth and I wait, giddy with anticipation, at Orso’s for Keith, who is in a play he wrote – Barnaby and the Old Boys.

He’s charming, Welsh, beautiful voice, very full of anecdotes. Reminds me slightly of Richard Burton. He looks a little older than we thought, even though he’s fifty-six. His hair is grey, and I liked him.

Wednesday, 14 February 1990

Called Michael Codron and told him I’ll agree to Keith Baxter for Elyot as long as I can have Edward Duke for Victor. I feel they will balance beautifully – one younger, one older. Hope it works. Leave for NY.

Monday, 12 March 1990

Carl Toms, the designer who will do my costumes for Private Lives, came to talk. A real poppet. I love his ideas. We go through many of the 1930s books I bought in Paris and he goes off to do sketches.

Tuesday, 13 March 1990

Sarah Crowe is cast as Sibyl. I don’t know her, but I hear she’s a good actress and very pretty. Michael Codron jokes that she and I are the only heterosexuals in the Private Lives company. Oh, my God! It’s true!

Friday, 16 March 1990

Lunch at Orso with Michael Codron and Tim Luscombe as potential director. I like Tim – he’s young but bright and enthusiastic. I think he’d direct the play with integrity and humour.

Monday, 26 March 1990 – Los Angeles

Take Edward Duke to Swifty Lazar’s Oscar party at Spago. One of the most ‘in’ events in Hollywood, an invitation is highly coveted and I was delighted to have always been asked, even though many people higher in the Hollywood hierarchy than I didn’t make the cut. Edward, normally cool and sophisticated, was gobsmacked watching Gregory Peck, Kirk Douglas, Billy Wilder and dozens of the crème de la crème of Tinseltown eat the fabulous dinner prepared by Wolfgang Puck. We had an absolutely terrific evening, even though Tony Curtis kept table-hopping and getting in front of the TV screens while we were trying to watch the brilliant Billy Crystal hosting. I wanted Kenneth Branagh to win for Henry V, as I loved working with him on In the Bleak Midwinter last year, but everyone thought Daniel Day Lewis deserved it for My Left Foot. Sad that Pauline Collins didn’t win Best Actress for Shirley Valentine, but Jessica Tandy did for Driving Miss Daisy and it was great to see an older actress win. Said hello to Pauline and her hubby John Alderton, as well as many other nominees. Jack Lemmon was adorable and flattering to me, as he often was; and Robert Wagner and I shared a joke or two as usual. Edward is over the moon that he’s invited and that he will be playing Victor. His enthusiasm and excitement are great, and I’m sure he will be too.

Friday, 27 April 1990 – Destino, France

Rupert Everett comes to dinner at our home in the South of France. He says I should use Philip Prowse as director. He brings out lots of tiny black-and-white photos of PP’s productions at Glasgow Citizens Theatre. Apparently Philip had directed him in Pygmalion and Vortex. ‘Rupie’ says Philip must be assertive. This is my show. The public are coming to see me (please God!). Tell Michael Codron what I want. Well, we discussed Peter O’Toole and Richard Harris for Elyot but they both look a hundred years old and are probably busy. Called PC about Albert Finney, but he’s in a play. Casting is very difficult.

Sunday, 6 May 1990 – England

Go for lunch to Keith Baxter’s house. It’s a very hot day and he’s wearing just a pair of briefs and looks a bit fat. We must do something with his hair! His boyfriend Brian is there – a sweet boy. Keith plays ‘Someday I’ll Find You’ on his piano. He has been practising and it’s very good. He wants me to sing it with him but I’m not in good voice yet. Will I ever be? I like Keith – he’s a great raconteur.

Thursday, 10 May 1990

Met Keith at Zoë Dominic’s studio for photos for the ad of Private Lives. I’m not wild about my wig from Derek Easton – it’s too ‘mumsy’. Also, since there are no frocks yet, what they come up with is more suitable for a skinny seven-stone vestal virgin, so I wear a black 1930s dress of my own. Keith has dyed his hair and he looks good in his dinner jacket. Zoë however does not take enough photos of each set-up. Keith is a bit stiff as he’s not used to posing, and dubious about photos.

Thursday, 17 May 1990

See Zoë’s photos – was right, they are stiff and fake-looking. Do a series of photos for John Swannell for Sunday Mirror. They are so good that I beg Codron to forget about the Zoë pics and use Swannell. He agrees that Zoë’s pics are bland.

Tuesday, 22 May 1990

Lunch at L’Incontro with Edward and Elspeth – he’s so excited he got Victor! He does look quite a lot like Laurence Olivier looked in the 1930 production.

Wednesday, 11 June 1990

Keith and I do a photo session with John Swannell. Adrian has found a better dress. The wig is shorter and on seeing the Polaroids they are 100 per cent better than Zoë’s.

Monday, 18 June 1990

Photocall for national press at Aldwych Theatre. I wasn’t keen to do them, but Codron says that it will coincide with box office opening. The shoot goes well. Keith and I pose for half an hour and give them what they want, then go to lunch at Joe Allen’s with Elspeth, my PR and close friend Stella Wilson, Michael, Keith and Lynn, Michael’s PR girl. We wait for Swannell’s photos and Michael gets more and more chippy and aggravated although we are having a great time. He explodes at last and Keith and I look at each other with raised eyebrows. Who’s the prima donna here?

Finally, the photos arrive, and they are brilliant. We are all thrilled. Michael leaves to catch a train, saying that the ads for Private Lives will now have to wait until next week to appear.

Tuesday, 19 June 1990

Paparazzi pictures of Keith and me appear in press, with the usual shit thrown at me that ‘Joan says her play is for toffs. Doesn’t want Sun readers – she chucked out their lensman.’ What crap! Apparently, Lynn threw out the Sun and the Star’s photographers by mistake, because they tried to smuggle in a journalist. The Express said about me, ‘She was her usual prima donna self.’ The Alexis syndrome! Keith says it’s most unfair – wish they wouldn’t make these stories up about me. Still, box office is open now – good for business.

July–August 1990

Spent this six-and-a-half-week period trying to get into shape for Private Lives, since I haven’t done any exercise since Dynasty finished in March 1989. To say I am rusty is putting it mildly. Started doing push-ups and could only manage five ‘girls’ ones. By the end of July, I was up to one hundred a day, thirty of which were ‘male push-ups’! Then swimming – puffed after one lap in July, by August I can do twenty. The pool here has such a wonderful view of the valley and the sea. Edward Duke arrived and we started learning our lines. I must say, they are quite difficult to learn – very strange grammar in many speeches. Continual use of one particular word – ‘nice’. It appears fifty-five times on one page, and ‘don’t’ five times on another.

Edward says that Coward had quite a small vocabulary, hence Amanda constantly uses the words ‘peculiar’, ‘awful’ and ‘dreadful’. I suppose it’s the period, but they’re going to have to cut some of that.

This is the lull before the storm – hope it won’t be a storm.

Codron finally took an ad in the Sunday Times – quite sweet. Swannell’s photo is excellent. Apparently, there is great interest in the show in London in spite of the most ghastly heatwave – up to 97/98 degrees – which has collapsed everyone.

During this heatwave, darling Malcolm Fraser died of a heart attack brought on by asthma. He was a great friend who, for a bet, lent me his ex-wife’s badge for the Royal Enclosure at Ascot, which created an international incident. The bet was that no one would recognise me – but they did. Pandora and Charles Delevingne and Ned Ryan were staying, and we were all desperately sad and cried most of the day.

Lisa and Philly, our staff, were cooking up a storm. They are such brilliant cooks, it’s hard to believe they are only twenty. I cannot seem to lose weight, no doubt because of said cooking, but the only place it shows is my stomach. That won’t look too hot in a 1930s evening gown cut on the bias. My friend Lynn Wyatt came for a couple of days to stay. According to Valentino [fashion designer Valentino Garavani] she exercises one and a half hours a day – quelle horreur! Twenty-five minutes is my max. She said I was doing my sit-ups all wrong and demonstrated how to. She doesn’t have an ounce of fat on her. It’s unbelievable considering she’s had four kids and is around my age.

I shall have to starve for a couple of days next week. Amanda MUST be svelte!

Called Keith to see how he was doing with learning the lines. Tim said he would like us to be ‘up’ on them before rehearsals start. Keith knows the whole play! I can’t believe it. I tested him with the odd line here and there and he knows it all right. Felt rather guilty. I know nearly all of Act One and half of Act Two, but I always learn during the blocking and rehearsals.

Keith also said he lost two stone on the Rosemary Conley ‘hip and thigh diet’. I’m glad as I thought he needed it. He said he did it for me, as ‘you’re so glamorous, darling. I didn’t want to look like your father.’ Sweet!

Spoke to Tim – he was shocked Keith had learned the whole play. Said it made one ‘too set in one’s ways’. As long as I know the play, not necessarily the lines, by the first day’s ‘read-through’, that’s all right with him. Only one more day here in paradise and then rehearsals start. I’m quite excited. It’s been a long wait – I hope it’s going to be worth it.

Goodbye Dynasty. Hello Private Lives!



1994

Friday, 11 March 1994

Drove with Jackie [internationally bestselling novelist and sister of JC] and Frank [Calcagnini] to a lovely dinner at Barbara and Marvin Davis’s gorgeous house, The Knoll. I must say they give great parties, but not as elegant as Betsy Bloomingdale’s.

Greg and Veronique Peck were there, and he told me yet again how much he had liked doing his recent one-man show and that I should do one too.

Larry King always acts surprised to see Jackie and me together, God knows why. He’s very weird-looking now.

Alan Ladd Jr is very dull, but then so was his dad, who I tested with when I was eighteen. And as I was taller than him at five foot five he had to walk on a raised plinth! beside me. Susan Stephen, at five foot two, got the role. I told Junior the story, but he wasn’t amused.

Tony Danza was great fun. Altogether a great night and I chatted with Jackie, who told me she was in love with Frank. Hmm!



1995

Friday, 20 January 1995

The party is held in a large white bunker-type modern house in the middle of Beverly Hills. It’s in honour of a well-known actor. The guest list is mostly A’s with a few B’s mixed in. Tony Curtis arrives, exuberant as ever, bitchily delighted to discover a tag ticket on the sleeve of my new Valentino suit as he vociferously pumps my arm in greeting. He’s with his latest squeeze, Jill, who trains horses and has rather big bosoms. Tony wears a fake-looking grey curly wig and, considering he’s turning seventy this year, he’s lots of fun.

Ninety-nine per cent of the women are wearing black, with the exception of Shakira Caine in red, and me in white. David Niven Jr and his lovely wife Barbara, Jolene and George Schlatter, Angie Dickinson, Michael Brandon and his wife Glynis Barber, Wendy Stark and John Morrissey and Wendy and Leonard Goldberg and her sister super-agent Toni Howard, the Sidney Poitiers and Louis Jourdan. Then a flurry of excitement as the latest widow in town arrives looking like the cat that’s just swallowed the canary. She has Jack Nicholson in tow, a coup indeed. An immediate hum of excited conversation begins in various corners as everyone discusses the ramifications of this latest pairing.

The waiters, some of whom wear earrings, pass Chinese hors d’oeuvres, and we gossip and chat until dinner is called. Four tables of ten in a large marble-floored dining room, all white, very noisy, with nothing to mute the sound. It is a buffet but no one is told which table to go to, so there is much milling around and tut-tutting and whispering among the women. We’ll be talking to each other tomorrow on the phone, won’t we? Placement is everything in Hollywood. It shows you and everyone else your status. Good hostesses are well aware of this and consider at great length where they seat everyone. But not this hostess. At table number 1 she sits herself between Jack Nicholson and Marvin Davis, then sits Michael Caine next to the widow, then Joanna Poitier, the wife of Sidney, the hostess’s boyfriend, then Mr Poitier. Table is heavily loaded in favour of ‘biggies’. At the number 2 table Tony Curtis sits with his girlfriend, with supporting cast Angie Dickinson, George Schlatter, Wendy Stark and Shakira Caine. At my table on my left, a very intelligent young producer and on my right a ‘B’ actor whose main interest is in talking about and furthering his career. As the producer and I try to talk about a project I’m involved in, the actor leans forward eagerly as though to get into the conversation. On his right is one of the most influential and important agents in Los Angeles, but the actor is much more interested in trying to intrude on our conversation than in talking to the agent, who could probably do him a lot more good than either the producer or me.

Discuss with the producer my script, which I would like him to read. He’s giving me some good advice about meetings I should take. However, the vociferous actor eagerly intrudes, and when I pause for breath, he says, ‘Hey, I gotta script. It’s just fabulous. Great part for me, can you imagine – John Esterhazy? Yeah, it’s true, it’s brilliant – it’s great and it could be made for three million dollars.’ The producer, ever polite, looks slightly flabbergasted but gives the actor a weak smile. At this point I leave and go to another table and sit next to George Schlatter. We drink some wine and watch Tony Curtis go to the bathroom for the third time. ‘What is he doing?’ I ask ingenuously. ‘What do you think?’ says George laconically. ‘You’ve obviously not been in Hollywood for a while.’

People are leaving and I realise it is the witching hour and I have to get up early to prepare for the Golden Globes the following night. I go through the bar to be grabbed by Mr Curtis who, to be honest, is not my favourite person ever since he was so rude on The Persuaders. Dominick Dunne is regaling everyone with stories of the O.J. Simpson trial. The two men trade anecdotes until Tony tells his favourite story, the punchline of which is: ‘I fucked Yvonne De Carlo!’ which has everyone in stitches. A producer came up and stares fascinated down Jill’s huge cleavage. I go into the powder room where several women discuss the fact that although her bosoms might be huge, when she looks down at herself she could look as though she had twelve toes.

The hostess takes me into her den, whispering, ‘Would you like to see a picture of the baby?’ This baby is her grandchild but is kept a big secret. Although there are hundreds of framed photographs of the hostess, her children and various celebrities strung around the house, there is not one of the baby. ‘I’m frightened of kidnappers,’ she whispers. I looked at her askance. ‘Kidnappers, for your grandchild? Why?’ She shakes her head and puts her fingers to her lips. Although the woman is a celebrity, her husband is after all only a producer. It is definitely time to leave. The waiter comes up, finds my coat and asks me if I know how to open the imposing barred front door. ‘No,’ I say. He opens it for me and I step out into the rainy California night. Another wonderful Hollywood evening has ended.

January 1995

At LAX airport without a boarding pass! We were followed by several paparazzi who all just put their equipment on the detector and came through snapping away with impunity. Don’t think much of that security. The American Airlines representative said, ‘That’s the way it is here, we’re not too worried.’ ‘It could never happen in Europe,’ I said. ‘We have strict security at airports.’ ‘Ah, yes, but you’ve got IRA terrorists there,’ he said smugly. I hope that, since the Oklahoma City horror, security will become tighter at US airports.

Early 1995 – New York

A whirl of activity began with the live TV Regis and Kathie Lee show, then segued into an interview with Jeannie Williams from USA Today at the Carlyle. Then downtown to Avenue of the Americas for a video signing appearance at ‘Funcoast’, which was a major disaster! Since most of my signings in England have been extremely successful (a thousand books at Harrods for example), a bad signing would be only 350 people turning out. Here I sat in the middle of a huge shopping mall, on a podium on a desk in front of which were a stack of photographs of me in my exercise leotard and about seventy-five people stood below Instamatic-ing me, smiling, staring and pointing. I felt like the chimp in the cage at the zoo. It felt like catastrophe time and I was right. The video organisers had the brilliant idea that people would get a signed photograph of me, then go up three flights to the video store, buy the video and come down again to get that signed. Wrong!! They didn’t. I signed only three videos, and 150 pictures!! but I posed for dozens of photographs with fans who did seem pleased to see me – ‘You’re so much prettier in person,’ they said, and I was flattered until I remembered they kept saying that to Dustin Hoffman in Tootsie!

Jeffrey Lane [personal publicist and friend] thought that we should leave soon and I agreed. We then went off and did our favourite thing, shopping. Dashed into Gottex and got a few swimsuits for Acapulco and the South of France then zoomed into Donna Karan, then Judith Lieber’s for bags, then SAKS, all highly exhilarating, and for me shopping is the female equivalent of fishing. Sometimes you get a catch, sometimes not. Today was a good haul. Was supposed to leave for Live at Five at four thirty then they changed it to four. Rush, rush, rush, rush, get there, then they change their minds because of the O.J. Simpson trial [this commenced on 24 January 1995]. Not again?! Does America think of anything else? They thought they were going to put me on earlier then changed their minds and suddenly I’m twiddling my thumbs for forty minutes in the green room. The live interview with a young guy called Matt Lauer went well finally, except for a cackling newsreader hag who sat in on our interview even though it was supposed to be a one-to-one, cracking jokes and throwing wisecracks in my direction. At one point I flirtatiously asked Matt, ‘Do you know what the girls in the make-up room call you?’ The newscaster quickly pre-empted my feeble attempt at gay repartee and yelled, ‘Stud-Muffin!’ I said to her frostily, ‘Who’s doing this interview, him or you?’ They all laughed but it was irritating. It’s difficult enough doing interviews without having other people push in on it.

Dashed back to the hotel for another interview then changed for the dinner which my good friends Blaine and Robert Trump are giving for me at the café at Mortimer’s. A long table for twenty-two was beautifully set with flowers and Blaine and Robert had already arrived and were entertaining Aileen Mehle, otherwise known as Suzy, one of the most influential gossip columnists in New York. She is a lady of a certain age, but still pretty and so powerful that she doesn’t have to bother to talk to someone if she doesn’t feel like it. The fact that she’s come to the party is a major coup in NY society

A great group of friends and acquaintances arrive. Cari Modine who looked fabulous in a short white satin Isaac Mizrahi coat. Her husband Matthew is still shooting a pirate movie with Geena Davis in Malta. ‘He’s been doing it for ever,’ she said ruefully. Joan Rivers looked absolutely great with her new boyfriend, or ‘beau’ as Americans euphemistically refer to their partners, lovers or boyfriends. Nina Griscom, Renaldo and Carolina Herrera, Ann Jones, wife of rock’n’roller Mick – she’s English, and enormous fun. Isaac Mizrahi, Karl Wellner, the husband of Deborah Norville, and Paul Wilmot, who’s the number one at Condé Nast and Si Newhouse’s right-hand man.

Everyone got along like gangbusters and also got pleasantly sloshed. The food was sensational and Robert made the most enchanting speech about me. He is such a darling man and I was absolutely mortified when I inadvertently called him Donald during dinner. ‘Oh God, I’m so sorry,’ I gasped. ‘That’s OK, Jackie!’ he quipped. Then Blaine made a beautiful speech. She is one of New York’s darlings of the social set and is a truly good and spiritual human being, whom everyone adores.

Wednesday, 25 January 1995

Many photographers at Brentano’s and a big queue. An old man came up to me and gasped, ‘When’s it coming out in paperback?’ I don’t know which are the professional snappers and which are the fans but I posed, grinned, held the book aloft triumphantly and did all the usual things. I certainly signed about 250 copies which apparently is terribly good for that store. I was slightly disappointed, though, having signed 1,000 books and beaten the signing record at my session at Harrods last year. ‘It’s not the same here,’ said Jeffrey grimly.

The limo drops me at Café del’Alesci on 6th Avenue where I meet Blaine and Joe Eula. He is a delightful man and a great raconteur who worked for years for Harper’s Bazaar in the fifties, sixties, seventies and eighties doing fabulous fashion drawings. He’s just had a heart attack so he’s taking it easy but his zany sense of humour and bizarre wit are more outrageous than ever. Blaine as always was adorable, then Jeffrey and Cari Modine arrived looking chic as usual. She must weigh 98 pounds and she never eats!

January 1995 – Florida

Then it’s over to the Disney World Theater. I am utterly astounded by the cleanliness and tidiness of backstage. All of the costumes neatly hung, no clutter, no litter, the wigs of the chorus arranged methodically and a large notice to cosmetology to ‘Be Tidy’. I suppose that’s a new word for make-up and hair, possibly politically correct. God knows everything else around here has to be.

Our ‘Question and Answer’ time on stage is also being filmed by Disney to be shown on their channel, they have cleared the stage from their five daily performances of The Sleeping Beauty. Totally appalled to notice that several people wander out during my riveting performance. I have to say I really hate doing this sort of gig, but it’s part of the payment to Disney for them allowing us to do the fifteen satellite interviews. For free! I am asked the question: ‘Miss Collins, how many people do you travel with?’ I answer: ‘One, his name is Jeffrey Lane. Would you like to meet him?’ Jeffrey is in the wings, and I see him peeping. He turns bright scarlet and scuttles off into the bowels of the theatre. ‘Come on, Jeffrey,’ I encourage. ‘Come on stage and meet everybody.’ But he’s disappeared, and I don’t blame him. ‘Oh well, he’s shy,’ I tell the crowd. When we finish, backstage Jeffrey says, ‘I wish Jackie had seen you do that, it would really have been amazing.’ ‘She would have probably pushed you on,’ I laugh. ‘Don’t bet on it,’ says Jeffrey darkly.

A young guide wearing a tartan waistcoat then ferries us to the Legends of Hollywood shop where they have, I’m glad to see, displayed my book prominently. A large line is forming outside in the now boiling hot sunshine, and it is Instamatic City as usual. I sign about 250 books. I sign stock from the store. ‘A book signed is a book sold’ – I was told that by my first publisher.

We hotfoot it to the hotel to pack yet again. My clothes are a complete mess, my fingernails ripped to shreds. This packing and unpacking is getting me down. I know that everyone thinks that I travel with a huge entourage to do my hair, my make-up, my packing, and take care of my clothes. Well, Jeffrey’s doing everything. I do my hair and make-up, but he is so wonderfully supportive and funny and we are having a super time.

Thursday, 26 January 1995

Arrive at airport to be told the plane to Dallas is late because of weather. Great. That’s all we need. Now, I’m on my last legs. A friendly American Airlines exec comes out and tells us that although the four thirty to Dallas is delayed, there are two first-class seats left on the five o’clock. We gratefully scamper on to the smallest commercial plane I’ve ever seen. It’s called an A80 – which I’ve never heard of. All the men in first class are built like brick shit-houses, all weighing at least 300 pounds! They have scarlet faces and loud voices. I wonder how the plane is going to take off. We have some atrocious red wine then the food arrives. Unspeakable steak and vile over-cooked carrots. I push mine around on the plate but Jeffrey eats everything then looks at me guiltily like a little boy caught stealing. ‘I was hungry,’ he says with a shy grin.

Friday, 27 January 1995

Arrived late in Dallas so up at quarter to seven feeling ghastly and utterly exhausted. I would kill for another three hours’ sleep. I’ve got Vuitton luggage under my eyes and to my horror I’ve gained three pounds! How can one not on this merry-go-round?

At ABC studios to do Good Morning, Texas! I do the cold opening in which they get in a great plug for my book. We plug plug plug away then Robin Leach from Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous comes on. I adore him so we kid around with each other. Then dash over to another studio to do another interview. I’m staying at the Crescent Court Hotel, which is charming and where I stayed three years ago when I was doing Private Lives.

Leave Dallas on Friday afternoon after the usual mad rush and arrive in Houston. Jeffrey drops me at Lynn Wyatt’s house on River Oaks Avenue and we get ready to go to the opening of Leslie Bricusse and Gregg Boyd’s new show Jekyll and Hyde. We’ve all been looking forward to this for a long time as Leslie and Gregg and Frank Wilde have devoted an incredible amount of time to it. Lynn and I go to the theatre to meet the Bricusses [best friends Evie and Leslie Bricusse, composer and songwriting partner of JC’s ex-husband Anthony Newley], the Schlatters, singer Robert Goulet and his wife Vera, actress Anne Archer and her husband Terry Jastrow and other luminaries. George Schlatter jokes that he has seen me on TV so many times and clocks the fact that I had never worn the same outfit twice. ‘You must travel with an entourage and sixty suitcases,’ he quips. When I tell him it was just Jeffrey, two suitcases and a duffel bag, and that I did my own hair, make-up and packing, he’s astonished.

The show is wonderful in the second half although the acoustics make it a little difficult to understand some of the words. The actor who plays Jekyll and Hyde, Robert Cuccioli, is quite, quite brilliant. A star if ever I saw one. He has a brooding De Niro/Pacino quality and makes the change from Jekyll to Hyde incredibly well without the aid of make-up. He has thick black hair and when he turns into the evil Hyde it falls over his face in a saturnine way.

The afterparty is on the fiftieth floor of an amazing building filled with many people we don’t know. The tables are taken but we manage to grab one and hold the fort while the rest of our gang arrive. Congratulations all round are in order and it’s a merry night indeed. Maxine Mesinger, the influential columnist from the Houston Chronicle, sits at our table in her wheelchair. She is very nice and has been writing good things about Leslie’s play. When the stars arrive, they are greeted by tumultuous applause.

Robert Cuccioli comes over to our table ‘You were magnificent,’ I say, and he smiles and says, ‘So are you.’ Completely overrun by paparazzi as I am trying to have a giggly conversation with Sandra Di Portanova, Evie and Lynn, but the snappers won’t leave us alone.

Back at Lynn’s guest room it’s difficult to find any of my things as there are many objects on every surface. But I manage to get a night’s sleep until 6 a.m. when I awake to the strident noise of what sounds like a fire alarm. Go out into the corridor, which is quite creepy, and I have no idea where Lynn is sleeping. Am I in another wing of the house? Go next door and find a boys’ room in which a loud alarm clock is ringing. Pull it out of the wall viciously but it still continues ringing. This must be one of those new clocks that get you up in the morning. I don’t need to be up at six o’clock today, thank you. Go back to bed and turn on the television to find the most boring old American Movie Classics and fall asleep until nine o’clock.

Lynn and I go to The Grotto, a Houston restaurant where Joan Schnitzer is having a little lunch. Evie Bricusse, Ginger Mason, Jolene Schlatter, Jeffrey and Vera and Robert Goulet join us and we all have a jolly time. Spend the afternoon in bed drifting off watching TV and trying to rest.

Lynn is throwing a black-tie bash for my book tonight. Lynn and I find ourselves wearing similar dresses, me in black lace and sequin Valentino, she in black chiffon and beaded Ungaro. Lynn is in such great shape. I am sure I have gained four pounds on this tour, added to the five I already was over. It’s always most difficult to lose the last few. The party is great, very glamorous. Apart from all the usual suspects, a lot of Houston glitterati showed up. Lynn had four tables of twelve. Each one had the names of one of my books, My Friends’ Secrets, Prime Time, Love and Desire and Hate and Past Imperfect. She is the most fabulous hostess and the food is utterly divine. There are speeches, and then we all go into the drawing room and chat till the cast of Jekyll and Hyde arrive to tumultuous applause. Robert Cuccioli comes and sits between me and Evie. All the women think he is highly attractive. I tell him that he’s probably going to be a major star and he is flattered and surprised. Very nice young man. That’ll probably all change when he becomes famous – there aren’t very many nice famous actors in my book. Then Robert Goulet sings. He modestly says that Bob and Linda (the other star) should have been singing and he should not have done it but Lynn insisted. Then Ricky Di Portanova gets very drunk and falls onto Jeffrey. This makes me laugh so much I think I’m going to split the Valentino dress. Jeffrey, as is his wont, goes a brighter shade of pink. Everyone finally leaves at two a.m. and Lynn comes up to the bedroom and sits with me and proceeded to eat about a pound and a half of butter cookies which she had cleverly secreted in a glass jar next to the chaise-longue. Totter to bed at about three, another early night.

January 1995 – Houston

Took the plane to Los Angeles with Jolene and George Schlatter and we had a few laughs. Arrived at the Hotel Bel-Air to find Judy unpacking. I have vowed that it will be a very long time before I will do any unpacking again as my fingernails are in shreds. I lounged around, had a manicure, and then Sue Mengers and Jean-Claude Tramont came over to the room and we had supper. I absolutely could not move, but God, Sue is so wickedly funny that I managed to arouse myself from my torpor to enjoy her jokes.
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