

  [image: ]





  [image: ]





  


  


  


  


  


  This book is dedicated to my beautiful mom,


  Linda Lee Helvin, with deepest love 


  

  
  He manu ke aloha, a ohe lālā kau ole
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  PROLOGUE


  


  What we think is less than what we know; what we know is less than what we love; what we love so much less than what there is. And to that precise
  extent we are so much less than what we are.


  


  R.D. LAING, The Politics of Experience
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  My marriage to Bailey ended one morning late in 1983. I woke up happy that I had the house to myself for once  he was away on some
  shoot in Milan. I got out of our Jacobean oak four-poster bed and went downstairs past the studio, revelling in the silence. Our home was usually teeming with models and make-up artists,
  hairdressers and assistants and assistants assistants, rock n roll blaring and the doorbell constantly ringing. It was exactly how a photographers house is meant to be
   after all, Antonioni had come to visit Bailey for inspiration for Blow-Up. But today  ah!  silence.


  I wandered down to the floor where we kept the parrots: rosellas and hyacinth macaws and African greys and many others. As I drew the heavy velvet curtains they started clearing their throats
  and fluffing their feathers. We had almost seventy parrots. They were officially Baileys, but when he went away and our housekeeper Cezar was off, guess who looked after them? I
  couldnt bear all the birds, and it creeped me out when Bailey let them lick his tongue.


  As I left the room I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and I thought I heard a voice cackling, Youre getting mighty meaty, matey! Could it have been one of the birds?
  Had they picked it up from Bailey? He was always saying that, sometimes to himself, but also to me.


  I was twenty-seven years old, five feet nine and a size eight, at the peak of my modelling career, but whenever I relaxed and ate even a little of what I fancied, Bailey would clamp down on me.
  I called him the food police. Mom, Id say on the phone to my mother in Hawaii, please dont send me any more chocolate-covered macadamia nuts, the
  food police are on to me! It upset me when Bailey made critical noises, prodding my hips, but I was also grateful to him. I needed to watch my weight because my face and body were my
  career.


  When you live and work with a photographer, believe me, they will always tell you when you look like shit. But it hurt me when Bailey, my husband, cast that professional eye over me.
  Thats not to say that I didnt say things that might have pricked his pride, as well. Once or twice I called my much older husband Pop by mistake.


  I cut up a grapefruit and started thinking about what my best friend Jerry Hall had been saying to me  how Bailey was seeing somebody else. Yesterday she had asked me round for lunch at
  the St Jamess Hotel, where she and Mick Jagger were staying. We had a feast of caviar and champagne but afterwards she sat me down and said, Marie darling, Ive been racking my
  brains over how to tell you this, but Baileys seeing someone else.


  So what if he is! I told her. I didnt believe men expressed their love through monogamy. Of course he slept around. He was David Bailey. He never flaunted it in front of me,
  so it didnt hurt me. A fuck wasnt the same as an affair, I told myself. But Jerry was insistent that this was different. This time its serious, she said, looking
  at me with great concern. I realised she was probably talking about her own situation with Mick. But back then I wasnt familiar with the concept of transference. What she said got to me.


  This time youve got to do something! she goaded me. She said Mick was really worried about me and Bailey, Helmut Newton was really worried about me and Bailey  all
  our friends, according to her, were freaking out about Catherine, this girl theyd seen him with in Paris.


  It was true that Id seen her appearing regularly in Baileys photos. My intuition had told me there was something going on, but my head refused to accept it.


  I was retreating mentally from Bailey. Frequently I would drop everything and head home to Hawaii for a few weeks to be with my family. We were all still grieving after the death of Suzon, my
  younger sister, at the age of twenty-three, and we needed to be together as a family, even though we could barely bring ourselves to talk about her, because the pain was so great.


  My trips home coupled with his foreign assignments meant Bailey and I were spending less and less time together: no more than half the year, in fact. People say that if your marriage is tight,
  it doesnt matter if you spend time apart, but thats not true. A physical divide soon becomes a mental one too.


  Sitting there in the kitchen I brooded on all this, Jerrys words ringing in my head. This time, youve got to do something! So I did. Id never done it before,
  and Im not proud of it today, and just maybe if I hadnt done it everything would have been different. Hed had many other flings; maybe this one would have fizzled out like all
  the rest. But I went into Baileys private sanctum, his darkroom, and started leafing through his photographs. I didnt even know what I was looking for, but my hands were shaking as I
  went through the piles of modelling shots, the sheaves of portraits. Finally I opened a drawer, and there they were: photographs of Catherine that were so intimate they made me gasp.


  When I found those pictures, it was the beginning of the end of our marriage. So many tears and recriminations followed. Mick was furious with Jerry for having told me about Catherine, and
  yelled at Jerry about it, or so he told me. The incident was certainly the catalyst for our break-up. Bailey and I had loved each other so deeply and had so much fun together, but things had gone
  irrevocably wrong between us. In a sense, I suppose, looking back, we had reached stalemate. Our relationship was at a stage of make-or-break. Perhaps my finding those pictures that morning was a
  liberation for both of us.


  Larynx


  I never confronted Bailey about those pictures. I didnt know how. At that time I didnt have a voice.


  What does it mean, not to have a voice? Well, time after time when I should have spoken up, I simply walked away, left the room, left the party, left the country. Whenever I was about to open my
  mouth Bailey would say PLEASE dont be one of those awful American women who is constantly whining, We need to talk about our FEELINGS! (He would adopt a
  particularly grating US accent for feelings.) I didnt want to be one of those women either. Its different now: therapy speak is considered acceptable today. My mistake
  was wanting to please him and his mistake was not listening to me. At parties if he upset me I would just do a vanishing act. Id go and sit in the car. I could never bring myself to have it
  out with him. Anything for an easy life, I told myself.


  Once, in Milan, there was an incident which just about sums it up. At the end of a days shoot, Bailey and I, his Italian assistant and the Italian assistants girlfriend had drinks
  in the lobby. I got bored so I went up to our hotel room. The assistants girlfriend came up with me and we chatted a bit and I showed her some dress or something. But I was tired so I said I
  was going to bed, and to make her go away I pretended to be fast asleep. She hung around looking at my clothes. I heard a knock at the door: it was Bailey coming up to bed.


  I sneak a look up from the bed where Im pretending to be asleep and I see him there in the doorway making out with this girl. All arms and tongues. I just kept on pretending to be
  asleep.


  What could I do? I was paralysed. I couldnt call out. This is what I mean by not having a voice. I never ever confronted Bailey. I just didnt talk to him for about five days, and I
  was like ice. My answer to every question was a tight-lipped No, and I wouldnt even look him in the eye. No wonder, bit by bit, our marriage decayed: there was no
  communication.


  Sometimes instead of speaking out I would be mischievous instead. When I was angry with Bailey I used to put one or two rabbit doo-doos in his bowl of peanuts. Bailey had bought me some rabbits
  from Palmers pet store in Camden Town and he let me keep them indoors, hopping freely around the whole of what had formerly been Bailey and Penelope Trees dining room.


  How were your peanuts, Bailey? Id say, clearing away the empty bowl.


  Delicious, thanks.


  It was the predicament of many women of my generation, this voicelessness. But it was also a personal problem for me. I even had it as a child. I was cast as Maria in my school production of
  West Side Story, but when the curtain went up nothing came out of my mouth, and an understudy had to stand in the wings singing while I mouthed my way through the show.


  I got over it gradually, this choked-up silence, by standing up to Bailey, being hired to make speeches at award ceremonies, going on TV, even taking six months of singing lessons because some
  producers wanted me to have a go at being in Nine, a musical inspired by the life of Fellini. The musical didnt get put on in the end, but I felt an extraordinary release from doing
  breathing exercises and learning to project vocally. It was amazing. I learned the thrill of beginning to use my larynx. When I found my voice it was really loud  in fact, deafening!


  But first, how did I become this person who was so confident on the catwalk and in her head but so lacking in courage that she could barely shout at her own husband? It goes back to childhood, I
  guess. All things do.
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