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 You can’t stop me. I’ve thought about it and its over. I’m 
going to divorce Paul McCartney. It’s been a long term relationship. 
Me and Paul go way back. When The Beatles first stepped off the 
plane onto the tarmac in Australia it was love at first sight. It had to 
be by sight because I couldn’t hear a thing as my friend Lynette 
spent the entire broadcast screaming at the black and white tellie. 
We were both in Year 8. She loved Ringo. 
 But it’s over with me and Paul. I’m talking about the end of a 
44 year relationship. That’s a better track record than some of his 
other relationships. It was intense too. I had all the Beatles Albums. 
They were in my head, actually, because we couldn’t afford 
records. I can hum the entire Beatles collection. You try and hum 
Maxwell Silver Hammer. It’s not easy. I was so dedicated to Paul I 
was even prepared, if I had twins, to name them Ebony and Ivory. 
Now that we’re breaking up I think I deserve something. I wouldn’t 
ask for much, maybe, a masseuse for my dog and a small Lear Jet. 
There will not be custody issues. I’ll return those bootleg videos of 
The Beatles recorded live, obviously, by a drunk in a swivel chair.  
  A judge would be sympathetic to my case. I’ve worked on 
this relationship. I have defended Paul on numerous occasions. 
He’s been accused of taking drugs. That’s rubbish. Paul was the 
nice Beatle. Day Tripper is not about drugs. It’s about a girl going 
on a Sunday outing by train. Paul wrote nice lyrics. ‘Will you still 
need me will you still feed me?’ That’s Paul in ‘When I’m 64’; it’s a 
tune about a couple growing old together in a Yellow Submarine. 
That’s nice.  He never really went into all that long-haired weird 
stuff like John. Even in his out of the studio, across the universe 
and into the Indian ashram days, Paul kept himself neat. Paul 
wasn’t off on some LSD-induced psychedelic trip. Lucy in the Sky 
with Diamonds was John. Paul’s contribution to the same album 
was about Mother Mary in ‘Let it be.’ It’s a song about his mum. 
How sweet is that? 
 Everyone blamed Paul when The Beatles broke up. ‘Money, 
that’s what he wants’ they mumbled. It’s true. Paul had a problem 
with money. The cover of the Abbey Road Album says it all. They 
didn’t get the shirt off his back, but they got his socks. I’ve been 
loyal to Paul. I knew The Beatles break up was John’s fault. He 



was the weird Beatle. John did love-ins, got naked in public with 
Yoko and thought he was a Walrus. Paul wanted out of the 
tangerine trees and marmalade skies and into normal country life. 
 So Paul formed Paul McCartney and Wings and put Linda in 
the band. Unfortunately, she sang like a Walrus. One of the first 
songs cranked out by the group was ‘Mary had a little lamb’. I 
thought it was about Mother Mary was cooking a roast, or 
something, but no. Everyone said ‘It’s a playschool song for dope 
heads.’ But I defended Paul. You have to remember this was 
Paul’s sheep phase. He was very fond of sheep in a nice way, of 
course. He and Linda were vegetarians. Ram was Wings first 
album. Paul and Linda may have been arrested for possessing 
marijuana in that period, but it would have been organically grown. 
No herbicides. More to the point, I was there for Paul. I forgave 
him.  
 Sometimes it was hard to forgive him. When Mull of Kintyre 
saturated the airwaves you could be walking down a mall singing 
about a mull, it was a bit annoying. When he wrote Silly Love 
Songs that tune was so irritating I wanted to bring Maxwell Silver 
Hammer back from retirement to take Paul out. Literally. We were 
estranged for a while but we got over it.  
 Now we are about to part our ways. It’s the whole Heather 
thing. I can’t forgive him. How did he ever let her get a foot in the 
door? It’s a very good question under the circumstances and a 
lesson for us all. Laws are written to protect us from unscrupulous 
types, but the law cannot protect you from a nutter. We don’t’ 
always listen to our parents; yet mothers of the world have always 
whispered words of wisdom. Marry a nice girl (or boy), they say. 
You won’t be sorry. Mother Mary may have said ‘let it be’ but, you 
can guarantee one thing, Heather won’t.  
  
 
 


