FORGET ME NOT

NOREGRETS

When David Bailey was
between marriages to
Catherine Deneuve and
Marie Helvin, he ran off ona
wild adventure with Anjelica
Huston. As he releases a book
of photos documenting their
voyage, Britt Collins meets
himand finds him
unrepentant about the
hundreds of women he has
slept with and the many
mistresses, and several
marriages, he left behind

amous for photographing,

and for sleeping with, the

worlds most_desirable

women, David

defined the glam

Sisties and of every de

since. As a great, lasting

hronicler, he captured

some of the freshest and most memorable
images of the movers and shakers.

In among the stoics of his bad-boy

Vogue. It titleis inspired by her father, the
hard-drinking, hard-talking Irsh-American
film director John Huston: “Whether you
dngabout the great mysteries o lfe,

whatever unimportant nonsense, in a
deep smolyvoicehed alvaysreply, s hat
solid

Whilethe world wasin turmoi,
with Vit the Waterguteseandals the
oil crisis and Elvis Presley’s divorce
dominating the headlines, Bailey and his

o sbout i Lotoonits ecent
shootfor American Vogus,a group porrit

hotels of Europe on one o fashion’s greatest
road tri

Doy el oo s e of e
fashion director and former Sixties model
Grace Coddington. “Fuck me? heannounced,
stunning everyon into silnce

That was a

s, when we.

Bailey tells me on a
rainy September morning, debunking the
gamour ofhis life witha petulant shrug that
‘makes him seem like a world-weary, ageing
rockstar: “Haven't you read the book?” Y

boring to talk about

Studio. Ho defmitely didn' slecp with her,
didn't even like her.
‘What about those other 350 women that
he claimed tohaveslept with? “Oh no,some
fucking journalist made that up. It was at
les double e sy with istrademak
2y laugh. He may have lived up
it D ey malkes Jo
 he say, | never dd anybing

e

“Wel
that's it reall. It only a fucking fashion
book”

Tucked away at the end of a cobbled
mews in fashionable Clerkenwell, Bailey’s
secondfor studio,all breay simplity
and s glam as you would
ot mmun Hirst pinned mu\
dead butterflies stretches across the ba
il Alongide a s nm.\l lackand-w m«

sinister
having a good time. It was a two-way thing,
getting pleasure. T wasn't

roping theny
70, he s stil attractive, ifalttle worn.

sk i has gonewild and pppeny is

‘whippet-thin figure rounder, but

the checky

Moss, Jean snnmpmu
Toom over us. Bob Dylan

drifting across the studio-
guvnor’, and stll his favourite. His little
white terrier, Pig, setles on my lap, while
Bailey, scruffy and unshaven, is propped
on the sofa opposite like a sun king, his

*Coming from the background that 1
do,’says Bailey, an East London boy,

I never imagined I'd get paid for doing
‘what I enjoy. I never wan

This photspraph of Anjlcs ot

and Manoto Gahik, was taken 1973

=

him well over the year. Someone ance
Hkened islsive rogishcharm 0 ind
It d tosee that

i approval
e boks befor it were eter, more
ek

Tenjoy; he explains. I never want tostop!
e fecls the

el ehiiods bt ot
adarkceyed, snake ipped Lothariodsing

e says, his mood Iing, throwing
knowing smirks at his assistant Mark, who
p i

need to keep putting out books
know I'm not dead or living in Che

0 people

inny birds'

Itsnotsentimental

Not that hered about ageing — at
Least e Sabeam need Vogra: “Theres
nething worsethan Fanging oy e sas
What, like Rod Stewart Peter

llon? Sttt i e winoss,

i et boo s hat o i documents
s yeariong collborsion vith Anilcs

Tdon'tlike nostalgia, it's a disease:
These days, Bailey rarely shoots
fashion, but he is prolific. Alongside

was whizzing across the Riviera with
He

“What, do you want to know what
Stocings'she wore?” he says teasingly
s I sleep

helas publshed aspetacularcolletionof

T Goting romthe background hat L8,
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with hera he tme?
s pretty obvious from the intimate,

w\va\ charged images of Huston.
was just one of those things, as Cole

Bailey bristles slightly
when I revisit the
Sixties. Tt was
fabulous, but it was
alsoa horrible,
superficial decade’

then”
Th

‘metata party in Belgravia, thrown
by Anselic bet iend’s parnts, when
shewas13, long of i dhair”

e i 0 Sieady o i socond e

preceded him “as the dis lover

that eve
‘mysteriou

“He wore a black leather jacket, black
stacked cowboy boots, and he had black

thing about him was dark and

woman in the world, Jean Shrimpton. She

wmstting i oo enih e
in the world, Terenc
o yearspassod befoe they i each

sew

s

“1dont remember muchof the cvening?
Bailey recounts suceinetly, “except for two
Teenagegirspeepingbehind the arty doors,
gigling hyserial

book. “Beside him, in a pale-pink angora
with skin like a dove and long,

pale-gold hair, sat the ravishing Catherine
Deneuxe. They were like day and night

Onegir Juliet

ligh &, her ool and

and former Mum offrench Vogue) andthe
other was A

his intensity”
Huston was intrigued, as his reputation

Bailey' soaring career and sexual adventures
through the eut-outs of fashion magazines:
“most ofthe iconic photographs of he time
were Bailey’s”. Then, when she was 16, her
fher cas her inhe st lm A Walwith

Love and Death. Already caught up in a
whirlof international fabulousness, she was
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FORGET ME NOT

etingoff 0 Ireland on Richard Avedon  Oh God,cantp —t
shoots. It wasn't long before her moody, _ Hustt afurcoatand 3
Modiglani 1..m made ber a vt 0f ¥ Irevisit th
y y d cultivated his great loves,
fndieg i, facing th S e saps dmissivly. Youre photography, art — and
lens warily hewd  not going toget eif you
Bley were both ungover ana “unhinged  Keep askyne about he bigody Sixtie. The

e remembers it as a troubled time.
he thought

she'was hid

in

decade didt end in 1969. 100k at you,
you've got a Sixties haireut, a Sixties face,

a car crash; she had fallen out with her

over the ocean, with.

she ended upas carr 1o herschizophrenic
and mercurial 42-year-old boyfriend,
vlmwmvl\u Bob Rihardson

Then, arriving to their hotel, they found.

There s  tendenty to romanticse al
LhLucm:mmt:md energy saysBaley
s e

with riot police; and the guy from the tourist

mmous ol e pocts g et

Celia Hammond, was leaving. She was the
‘most beautiful girl Id cver scem, with hair the
colour of lemons, kin ke peaches and

boot full o ifes.

Sopertca dece.
“It was great for about 500 people in
London, but rotten if you were  coalminer

v the place? she says. “Our first night,
\hmc Black Marias came pouring out of

inYorihis
n'tany good shampoos, Everybody
s shit oo, Therewas st ood raioning

r closed,
Tatlenherdarkwake, it hesunhad
disappeared behind a cloud” ‘Angelica

= of the gencrl vote, and theyd come
down o the main stects to

Back in Anger view of lfe. Most of those
angry young men were frauds. Before
Michal Cz

Pl on theverge o tearsand hysiria.

we u«ch o om out blconic Vive m

they put on Cockney accents. And they

Sheand he later
confessed. She wasshyand sulky, although
“hehad been kind to me”

e oo and G4 exoppet bat

1 Ritchie, whe
the way, isn't from the East End. Barely

had of 4 Walk with Love and Deat, she

His fashion photographs, he says,transcend

ke the
Porret e
the wideeyed, WASP-l, i from New
York: % my father, and
r'unrd Y ouneh of arseras g ooked e

His break came in 1960 when the Daly
the

I'mean, [ had a nthe Sities. [
used to'see the I(aumgs m an
seAdLD i 5 Tt maten
it estan Mt

iz

e of the mod
Palene Stone in a mini and a mohair
sweater, crouching down amid a swirl of

g and hewas i o e Jo
Vearstatr, Huston an offwith Baileyon

Outedappyested el mats

sival, the late photographer Terence
D

Boing out Ch
Bk hen,he o, (elehmw\\«em very
different to the “vacuious, boring cunts” h
Funs across today, Most of fhem. wm
Taraous for actually baving some sort
et They were nomal, down: toind

Ieting xtaragu coutu e
dhewas 35

:“Youcunt,
did you do that on purpose or was it an

people.
minions. They unum\\ the road without

Helvin. Their
oo gy ey T s
volume of his new baok, decadent and
dreamy, shows Bailey and Huston rolling
around on the foortogeher,shen dingy

id
e s revaluton in fashion
hologapty, shering i he new spirtof

the e, et soctybautis
el e e
oor.

econdratir who do this People e Jack
Nicholson and Johnny Depp still turn up on
their own.”
A workingclass boy from Leytonstone,
Bailey i similarly clear-sighted and coldly
s own Iif.

eiling mirror of a Milan

B, Ty o s o Pt

capture the opulent seting of L'oicl,
formerly known as Llsace where Oscar
vilde spent his

Bailey. “It was hard,” he says, suddenly
Jooking lostand dgeling with paperback
ooty Hmon e T vas the wist

“There was nothing i the East End” he
says of his early childhood, which was
clouded by the war. “It was  wasteland;

thing that pp me 1 domiss
i

Bt ommiog e o cognac

him. Ob, he wa
fanniest people

ever met. He had \ha'.

When i iy home was bitaed they
moved to East Ham with his Aunt Doll,

beyond his means. with lfe. T think part terrier He doesn'liketo dwell
ther than life,

running through the book, all at pivotal  what he was doing. But, then, if you were  “all bombs, funeral hearses and hiding out
brought wew iwanito  in the elar? He came 9 undersiand over

f Hust 3 that time, surrouaded by death, how
lounging beside a youthful Yves Saini  _In 1060, efore the mods and rockers,  fortunate e was and how he e

e 1 i s S, ot it

the Terrible Three — Bailey, Terence

Olivter Tuetaat, a'buiddlng fshics Do and Brian Duffy — had burstonto
el hl\ fodurldt oy

campaigns,speeding through the Paris night
0 Wi v of bl motoebIks, e Joog
laktoldngedleg ting ut and douds
of Missoni billowing behind her ke a

‘The laddish young.

outh
a4 gatecrashed the elite,
cphemeral world of fgh jon and made it

8 Corsen with s decighes Manolo
Blahnik, a flamboyant Italian dreamer who
had just opened his first ondon.

1965 cut im Blow. U mmorialsed the
Bailey myth, depicting his life as the cool,

wasnitamodel Bailey cxplains. ‘But he was
difficult” How did you get him to pose
naked? y 3

t e
Hisfather, a tailor's cutter, who eventually
out on the famil, worred about
s of bird-watching and

“Hle thought I was queer because | hated
football and wouldn't eat meat, or drink
milk”

Even early on, Bailey saw himself as an

that was a their own’

e, and charmed his way intoajob as an
ameistant to

£600-2-year
in Juz und spent nigts requening the
clubs, where he met his first wife, Rose:

o S ot s o

a woman'} he says, citing the story of his
divorce from Denetve in hiscrisp, engaging.

now we can be lovers! So that's how it
ended”

In 1967, Bailey hooked up with Tree, a

utsider. An impervious, mouthy boy, he
fen got beaten by the teack hool

th

ho

dead-end jobs.

“When 11, the head told my mother:
Wel someoneis ot o i theroads’ m
herotted

andart —and women. Fe has always liked,
women like Anjelicn Hoston and

froma ly wealthy, -
political family. Her strange, moon-faced
Tookand avant-garde style made hera poster.

he
l‘vnclnv e Tre

Ball
continued to reinvent himself with his
fresh notoricty
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hell”
Malaysia and Singapore, Bailey returned

Il their owr’;

o

‘Back then, celebrities
were famous for
actually having some
sort of talent. They
were normal, down-
to-earth people’

o fou' offwith
this girl”

person n favour o nother. Emotionsare

Bail
mained “mates with all his old flames
throughout the messy angl of mariages

KT vrc e 2l my old girfrends, Angeica
Per dJean desa

Tonsips oomonintsndte Nobody
lesyes anyone. Yousortof esvecach ther

don'tyou? I never had any trouble b
Tocvceeareabou mosey 4 posadons
all

oot 2 e e o ot i

arguing,
themone.licostmea e Warhols over the
by

all et St vyt wiekd
obsessively hard to

VS it i Sevene and elegr
sHello Caherine?” e tays, gazing up at
Ee rodaces

;e muses,

2 Noverber 2008 | Sunday Independent | LIFE |15



FORGET ME NOT
———————

Kncehigh botsbefor Kisingher soodoe
leaves, he returns to his usual

recalled the final days of their 10-year
‘marriage, when her friend Jerry Hall broke

‘and Mick had Seen with Bailey

Tie met Catherin, s fourth e and
mother of b hiee groam chilren,
shootortallan oguein'
“She was the bes v.mgmmmpmm
tome, m.m from being born.
frst sight?
hsrvchingwihaugher

) mn  this be s st mariag then?
he runs off with fucking

“Yea,
B
You might run off with someone else
too?
“I don't think I run, | might walk off”

Bailey asks, noticing

T was st oneofthasa things s Col Prter
‘Would say. I guess she was a girlfriend therr:
ey porat of oo huston

vant Kids? Bu once you have hen, |

great. None of my ex-wives wanted kids
either ut [ never ukc(l them?

ay, I probably end up like Celia
Fimras. o st 2 o

When T méntion Gl one o the Stics
‘most fabled faces, who gave up all her
worldly wealth to sét up London cat rescue
clinics, he smiles. “A lovely woman, with a

sthmati ehucke, “Tm strightorvard
and easygo

Well.am t0.

"No youte not. You'e full of angst. 1
watch

T s et v combnod
withthestressofoneofthecats murdering
a pigeon o his mornin an
Deing inte a
Lurmutb,mnh htogaer

grumpy,

No, she was one of Donovan’s girls. I

curiosity,

continues with an almost felr
intrigued.

pink Wha

thos with all the cracked
Rl Ko

Barbara Cartland? She'satleast 100 years
olderthan me
ad s well, orifsheisni, looks like

lights
Sort of 1 say evasively.

snogs and blow-jobs. She used to drive me
& though

5 too young.
Ttwon't work. Get rid of him”

17" When

i it But

10 get divorced so I can move on to my
, Ba

A‘noumm e

used to say love at firs
says that nowadays. Now
sight

rst sight. No one
sex at first

d to Marie Helvin
whcv\ i olr with Catheine?

h Helvin, who painted him asa bullyish
philanderer in her recent memoir. Amid

dley
fallsintoa fitof \.mummuu persis v x\h
s uestioning: Wit do

il

do? Is he
Dovtiend?
Playful and unpredictable, he seems
genuinely curious about me. Do I have
chidren?
No, I have eight eats. Children are
demanding, expensive and not at all

and mistresse, Baiey s hardly & good
example, 1 prot ‘s married to

he stillis, remind b
has gone, as Bailey would say, with the
clements.

el shewonlit e any good o
me now.wouid she7 hes

Wl et
die before she gefs really old. IUs different
with men anyway, We

Menare acsthetial

But soo

?hesays
tome.
N el st unconventonal,

As Tleave, he isses me goodbye, still
laughing,and whispers sweetnothings:

oo bt wuldnt kniw sould v
Oh, youre complicated alright,
B

walls of their North London home, she

“ILs true; he says. “Why would anyone
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Tm bloody not;” he says with his raspin

. love. And get
Yol ldes i, von ly baeh

Kid' by David Bailey, €40,
wwnasteidloiliecom
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