How it All Began

By Sylvie - October 2002
Many people have asked me over the years how on earth I’d managed to get "that bit closer to David"... What was the secret? When did it begin? And so it is, that today, it seemed appropriate to go down memory lane and try and sum up the journey, and the birth of the DSAC.

The secret was definitely a combination of "persistence, consistence and determination". The journey itself really began in 1978 - when ‘S&H’ was first shown on French TV. I was 13 then, and got hooked from day 1: first by the show, and then gradually a lot more by David himself. But it took me about 2 to 3 years before I really longed to see him for real. Partly because my mother (trying to be over-protective I guess) was very negative about the whole thing and tried to convince me that I really didn’t want to meet him, because I’d ‘bound to be hugely disappointed’. Besides, what could I do? I was French and had only just started learning English. I had no contact in Hollywood, no money at all (not even pocket-money) and David, from where I was standing, lived on the other side of the world - it seemed doomed. 

But I really wanted him to know I existed. I wanted him to know my name. My social life was nil at the time as we’d just moved to a new town where I knew no one. David quickly became my whole world and justified my very existence. I found out for the first time, through loving him that Love makes us feel alive and is the most powerful emotion ever. I suddenly experienced colourful emotions, when previously, I’d say I’d been living in black & white. Suddenly I was able to see beauty in nature too. Every time I saw a pretty rose, sunset or bird, I wished I could have shared them with him. So, I really wanted to say THANK YOU.  Until I could do so myself, I used to write stories where, in my ideal world, I was able to return the favour and look after him, assist him, and be there for his every need, etc. You know when David talks about ‘Get a life!’?? Well, I very much fit into that category back then!!! I did not have a life - he was ‘it’. Everything I breathed! 

It might have seemed that I wasted my whole youth on this man... I didn’t date anyone, didn’t go out... did nothing that the more ‘normal girls’ did, but I guess that staring at his picture so often (my bedroom walls were covered with posters), unknown to me, I was programming my brain for better things and brighter days!!! I never even let anything get in the way of my daydreaming... I was terribly shy and had mastered the art of avoiding eye contact with anyone! I just seemed to live in a world of my own, totally focused on him, all the time... even at school I was writing his name everywhere! Counsellors will tell you that this was "a classic case of low self-esteem, or fear of rejection", as it was easier to fall in love with a man who could never be mine - true, but it wasn’t always that easy. 

The first important step in the right direction came via an ad I’d seen in the ‘S&H Magazines’ - how I’d managed to subscribe to this publication, being overseas, is another looong story so I’ll skip that. But one day in May 1980 I found an ad in there by a lady called Naomi Marrow. She was going to hand over a "Love-Book" to David after a concert, compiled with all sorts of letters, poems, press-cuttings and whatever else we wanted to send. This was it!!! My big break.... I knew that writing c/o the 20th Century Fox was a total waste of time (besides, S&H had almost stopped filming by the time it was aired in France) but this seemed perfect, a Book that he would hopefully keep forever.... Thankfully my English had started to improve by then, and so I was able to write this endless poem, mailed it, and kept my fingers crossed. Naomi, though she was extremely busy, was kind enough to start a correspondence with me. She was the first ‘fan’ I ever wrote to and I felt understood and accepted for the first time ever. She thought I was ‘ok’ - my mother thought I was definitely ‘strange’!  

And so I guess she became my mentor in some ways. She was so dedicated to the fandom, so sharing, so generous with all she had that I was incredibly moved by what she was, and by all her efforts in bringing us closer to David (I am still grateful to her for that) - I remember thinking it was so admirable of her that I started praying for a similar chance to be able to help fellow fans one day (another seed planted!?). She made a HUGE difference in my life. She was the kind of person who did everything ‘with a pure heart, to gain nothing’ (as David wrote to her once) and she truly instilled that in me. She also wisely explained to me, very early on, that it seems that ‘everybody wants something from David - an autograph, a phone-call, a contact’ and it is refreshing for him to get letters from people who don’t have any expectations of him at all. I followed her advice, and it worked - I soon got noticed! Naomi, it turned out, was regularly in touch with Mandy Green, David’s secretary [from the moment she mentioned Mandy, I guess something in me also kept hoping that one day she’d resign so I could get the job!!!  I mean, how could I possibly want ANY other job on the planet???] and they both agreed that I could have the office address. At the time, one has to remember that I (probably) was the only French fan who had this direct link with him, so somehow, my letters stood out - the stamps were different for a start I guess! And so from 1980 on I started climbing the DS ladder... but ever so gradually. It’d start with little mentions of my name, here and there when David spoke to Naomi on the phone... I used to be ecstatic for weeks if I knew he’d said my name... and longed to hear how he’d pronounce it! 

We had nothing on David at all in the French press. So, in 1981 I placed an ad in the S&H Magazines to see if anyone could spare me any pictures, and got about 30 replies. Half became dear friends I couldn’t be without now... Total strangers sent me all sorts of treasures: concert programmes, T-shirts, records, posters, belts, mugs... and I could only say ‘thanks so much’ but had nothing to send in return. I was so frustrated.... But thankfully, France picked up on S&H and it eventually became really big in my country too... In 1983 it seemed we were the country that had the most cuttings on David every week at a time when the rest of the world was starting to forget him. We had so many exclusive pictures of him at home, etc. And so, here I was, able to give it all back! It did teach me that indeed ‘whatever you do comes back to you’, for all of these strangers had also given me lots with ‘a pure heart’, to gain nothing either. I was getting such a kick at being able to return the favour that I felt I’d found my vocation!!! I mean, I knew what it was like to be ‘deprived’ of pictures and information; I’d been there... I felt that only a fan could truly understand that very real feeling and in that way, I had an insight that Mandy had never truly had. 

In 1982 David toured the UK but I was unable to get away.  I didn't have enough money for a start, and my parents were not going to give me money to waste on ‘that’. Plus there was school, etc. I was devastated. I still consider it as one of the darkest periods of my life. I could have filled an ocean with all the tears I shed. It hurt me soo much to have to miss out that it really changed something in me. I decided right then that should any other opportunity present itself, I would grab it. And there’d be no stopping me.... I managed to make it to the UK a few months later when he hosted the 6:55 shows (because it was during my school break), but every time my friend Sue & I tried to attend a show, it got cancelled at the last minute. It just seemed so cruel. I was starting to feel envious of anyone who even passed him on the street! And it meant nothing to them.... 

Then in 1983 there were talks that David would come to France to promote his albums (we’d never heard him sing). I was revising for my ‘A’ levels then and was unable to concentrate on anything as a result. I wrote a letter to Mandy to beg her to give me details of his visit as soon as she could (I made a point not to ask David not to break the golden rule!).... But he wrote back himself and said "it would a pleasure to meet me", and that I really shouldn’t worry about it all because he’d take care of this, and it was more important that I concentrated on my exams... I was sooo touched. Just to hold something he’d touched made me cry!!!

But a few days later, the news came that his trip had had to be cancelled... I was so crushed... I felt I could not handle one more failure... I’d waited 6 years by then and was seriously starting to believe I was meant to die before I’d seen him in the flesh! Mandy told me that one of David’s first thought had been for me, and how I’d take it!!! He wanted to make sure that I was not going to fail my exams over this and I was to report to him with the results! Hum!!! Say no more... I passed! I still don’t know how!

In February 1984 Naomi informed me that he was due to go to the Berlin Film Festival. So, I called Mandy for the first time ever, and explained I "was ready to drop everything and go to Germany!"... I don’t think she understood how very very much it meant to me, she just said ‘Well, he will change planes at Frankfurt airport for an hour... maybe just 40mns... surely you can’t think it’d be worth making the trip for that, do you?’... I said ‘Mandy, you can see him every day... you can’t possibly understand how it feels to be in my shoes. I’d do it for 2 minutes! I just want to know he’s real!!!’. The tone of my voice must have moved her because she gave me his flight details immediately, and after that, I was on the phone to my German friends, who too were big fans, and who agreed to take me from the train-station (I’d never even been on a train before!) to the airport. D-day had arrived. When we got to Frankfurt airport, the girls & I checked about 10 times if the plane would be on time, what gate the passengers had to exit, etc. At 11:00am the ‘Hero Had Landed’. When David did walk through the gate, wearing his Yellow Rose hat (with Patti and Timothy & Brendan by his side)... it was surreal. He was SO sun-tanned and tall. I remember being totally speechless and checking every bit of his face to see if I had all the ticks in "the" box - including the moles in the neck. I was too shaken to do much or say much. Patti did all the talking, she surprised me by remembering a gift I’d sent, and said ‘Brendan loves it!’. She was very sweet. David looked a bit more tired and tense, but when I introduced myself he said ‘Hey, Sylvie! Well.... so, how did it go with your exams?’. I couldn’t believe that he would remember - 14 months later... I realised that indeed, he had been worried about them! Time flew by so fast... and I couldn’t wait to have all the pictures to be sure it had really happened. When his plane took off for Berlin I just sobbed - mainly with relief.... I thought ‘at least I can die happy now!’ (!!! If I’d known then all that was in store, I definitely would have never thought that!!!).

18 months later he did make it to Paris! A French songwriter, Claire Severac, had found herself on holiday in Tunisia while David was filming The Key To Rebecca a few months earlier. They were staying in the same hotel, ended up talking music, he picked up his guitar, and the rest became history.... Claire decided that she’d bring David’s talent to France and record a duet with him. She co-wrote the song, found the finances to produce it, and he came over to promote it... Sept. 1985 was an amazing month. There were glorious pictures of David everywhere in the French press, announcing his arrival, pictured with this blonde girl I’d never heard of, but who was going to change my destiny forever! They were going to be in several TV shows in Oct, and I’d gotten tickets for the 1st one, on 19th. 

I took a photocopy of that gorgeous letter that David had written to me 2 years earlier, to trigger his memory, and found someone working backstage who was kind enough to pass it on. To my utter amazement, he came rushing back within minutes to say David wanted to see me immediately! I was whisked through security and suddenly found myself standing in front of his dressing-room door. I dared knock. David opened the door (still sun-tanned!) wearing a beige shirt and jeans, and looking positively handsome - ‘Heaven was a place on earth’. He gave me a bear hug and said ‘It’s soo nice to see you again. You mean, you’ve come all this way just for me ??’ (I lived about 200 miles away). He couldn’t get over this! He threw his arm around my shoulder and spent the next 10mns introducing me to everyone working backstage, and to all other artists who appeared that night. He’d go and knock on their dressing-room doors and say ‘Hey, you’ve got to meet Sylvie. She’s been a very very dear friend for many years, and she writes to me such lovely letters!!!’ So he had read all the letters.... I always wondered if he did, but the pride, affection and emotion in his voice clearly implied that he had really enjoyed them! He made me feel sooo special that night - so cherished. I will always rate this meeting as one of my top 10, ever. He then introduced me to Claire, who was so lovely and warm. She had a great sense of humour and they seemed to really ‘click’ together. She told me that she knew David liked me so she felt she could trust me. She then gave me all the details of their next few TV appearances, so I could see more of him, and so we met 5 more times after that. I extended my stay in Paris by 3 days as a result, and missed my very first 2 days at university! - Well, I was not going to let ‘bad timing’ get in the way, was I?! I distinctly remember saying to Claire that night ‘I envy you sooo much, just to see such beautiful pictures of you two in the press, makes me wish I’d been the photographer, or just been able to look on’, and she said ‘I tell you what, next time we do a shoot, I’ll let you know so you can do just that, okay?’. And that’s how another seed got planted... 

It’s also that week that I took my very first pictures of David. I sent Claire reprints and she called me up to thank me. We had such a sweet conversation that she called me again & again and again. She was very understanding of my feelings, but also really encouraged me to live my own life to the fullest. She was the most positive input I had in my life at the time. We grew incredibly close, also because she was curious to know more about David’s past, and I was like a "DS encyclopaedia", which fascinated her no end! In return, she’d give me all the information she had about his present life and future projects & activities. He used to call her at least once a day back then, so it was just amazing having a contact like her. I remember I used to dial her number and think ‘David knows that number too!’ but I made a point not to use her to get any letters from him or anything like that because I truly admired her for what she was in her own right, she had tremendous wisdom. Actually, just to think that someone as special as her could see me as ‘a little sister’ really boosted my confidence. That was late 85 up to mid-88 or so. At this time, Naomi, who had been running a DS Newsletter for a few years had to give it up for lack of information and contacts with David. So, it seemed natural that I should fill the gap - I’d found my niche by default! I passed on the information I had from Claire to my friends, who shared that with their friends, who shared that with their friends, etc. and gradually the word got passed around. But it took time! But at least, most months we knew in which country he was! (and it ranged from Morocco, to Hong Kong, Columbia, etc. !). 

Then, in 1988, I decided I just needed to change my life altogether! Claire had been nagging me long enough, and had managed to build up my faith about my inner potential. So, I packed my bags, booked a hotel for 2 weeks, took all my savings with me (a grand total of £200!) and headed for London (which would turn out to be a key destination!!!) - and soon managed to find a regular job and cheaper accommodation so never went back to live in France. I’d found a culture that suited me (I’d also just taken a degree in English - well, it was David’s mother-tongue after all !) but I made a point not to take too many videos with me, so that I could try and experience different things, and live a richer, fuller life. It was about time! I was 23, and hadn’t lived yet ! The first three years were very tough (I was way too naive for a start!) and the rewards were few.... and there was this awful gap of 5 long years until I saw David again. Then, one day in May 1990 Claire called to say that David & Julia would be appearing at the Montreux Festival ‘next week-end’. I just had to go - all my DS senses were awakened again!!! 

Dear Sue shared the venture with me and we flew to Switzerland! We landed in town, having no idea where David was, and just sat in a café trying to play detectives... looking out for people with big cameras (our main clues) who might be attending a press-conference with a certain blonde... Then she told me ‘You won’t believe WHO has just walked in here!!!’(I had my back turned to the door). I turned round, and there HE was!!! He’d found us!!! I learnt another precious lesson that day: ‘Taking risks always pays off!’ 

He remembered us both and that week-end we also had the chance to catch our first glimpse of China, who has only 2 then, and meet Julia who really was the most beautiful girl we’d ever seen!

Then David (still with Julia) visited London in February 1991, I remember getting this phone-call at work, from Sue (again!), who said he was live on BBC Radio and my knees just went. I just HAD to leave work right then and get to him before he left the building! There was no holding me back. I didn’t care about the consequences... let alone about losing my job! NOTHING seemed more important. I thought ‘Money can be earned again!’ - but this was a moment that would never be repeated in time so I had to ‘Seize The Day’! I went to my boss and said I ‘had an emergency and had to dash’; I sounded so distressed (I was!!!) that he didn’t even argue! I grabbed my hand-bag and told him ‘by the way, I have no idea when I’ll be back!’. I got to Oxford Circus and made it just in time... David recognised me all right, and gave me details of his schedule for the next 2 days. He even asked his producer to get me discounted tickets for the show he was appearing in (‘My One and Only’). The following afternoon we had a long drink in a pub next to the Palladium, and he even took me shopping with him, as he wanted to find a dress for China in Carnaby Street. He always seemed keen to know what had been happening to me - because he’d ‘seen’ me grow up (or not! as the case may be!!!) from a distance I guess... He used to tease me and ask me ‘So, when are you getting married then?’. And I used to reply ‘When I can fall in love again maybe!’. What was I supposed to say? You can’t make things like this happen.... 

The following year Claire had managed to bring David back to France, as they had recorded another duet together. She called me once on a Thursday to say ‘David & I will be doing a TV interview all day for Luxembourg TV on Saturday’, and I’d said, ‘I’ll be there!’. 24 hours later, I landed in Metz and hooked up with my German friends again. Local TV was so impressed by my determination that they wanted to do a little profile about me for their news programme - I gave in as a way to keep a record of the meeting on film. It was only when I saw it on TV later that day that I realised they’d also interviewed David and he had told them: ‘These ladies have been faithful supporters during the good times... and the bad times... they are like part of the extended family’. We couldn’t have asked for a nicer compliment!  

I then followed Claire and David to Paris, where they had to do another show, and spent all afternoon with them backstage. And 3 months later, they came over to Besançon, my hometown for 4 days to do another public appearance. A good excuse to go and visit my parents I thought!!! Again, I shared all the info I had with my friends, and so there were quite a few of us on that last day in their hotel reception, to wave them off to their next venue. Some had even come from Switzerland, Germany, and England.... 

I then spent most of 1993 and early 1994 trying to ‘get a life’, and make other dreams come true. I badly wanted to travel and see for myself nature’s famous wonders. I’d started living with someone (there were no sparks but he was decent & kind so I gave it a go!) and felt it was my big chance to do it - as I wouldn’t have gone to half of these countries on my own. And so, in various stages, we went all over Europe, and then to Kenya, Hong Kong, Singapore, Bali, Australia, New Zealand, Fiji, Hawaii, Kauii, Canada, cruised the Caribbean, and toured the States (I even met David’s eldest son while in L.A., he was home when I went to deliver a package! David called later to try and meet up before he left town the next day, but I was out and missed his call.... I still regret it!!!). By the time I turned 30 I’d visited over 100 cities in 35 different countries. I loved travelling and just couldn’t get enough of it... I had managed to fall in love again.... with the whole world and its infinite variety. 

It’s during this period that I discovered the keen photographer in me - to share the memories with my family. But somehow, I’d never found a sight quite as beautiful as David’s face and I still wanted to see more of him too. 

My boyfriend was getting quite depressed by this ‘competition’ - though I made a point NEVER to watch any of David’s movies or listen to his music the 2 years I lived at his place - but he said he couldn’t live like that - never knowing whether he’d find me home or whether I’d be off on a plane "because David Soul had been spotted in Europe somewhere"!!! I argued that it only happened like once a year, if that, but he hated the unpredictability (I had, indeed, rarely had more than 24 hours’ notice when it came to meeting my hero!). So, Bruce thought he’d found the solution to all his headaches when he got a work contract in Australia. Having visited Sydney the previous year, we both knew we could live there for a while. The week before we immigrated I called Claire who told me, ‘You’re going to have quite a surprise when you get to Australia you know! You might find there will be a familiar face among the kangaroos!’. I had to make her swear 10 times that she was NOT pulling my leg!!! ‘Blood Brothers’, she explained, had been such a success in N Zealand that the producers had decided to take the show to Australia. WOW!!! Poor Bruce was NOT happy, but it was too late for him to pull out - he’d already signed his contract! 

We landed on August 4th, and David was working in Melbourne then. I had a month to work like mad and save every dollar I had so that I could afford to see the show as often as I liked - I had no expenses as such, but there’s no way that Bruce was going to pay for that! By the time David arrived in town, I’d already left a message at the theatre. I remember I was sooo nervous (I knew he would get in touch) that I couldn’t do anything all day the day he was due to land in town. It just meant TOO much - I hadn’t seen him for two long years and it felt like two decades... Then the phone rang and I heard that familiar voice say ‘Hi, it’s David!’... Another dream come true! My first phone call from him! He suggested we meet after his first sound-check, and when I got to the theatre, the lady at the stage door said David had already written my name in the Guest Book and had told her he’d known me "for years"! We embraced affectionately and he kindly introduced me to everybody. The whole cast was wonderful and they became quite special to me in this new town where I didn’t know anyone but the guy I’d come with! David, it seemed, almost felt the same. He had his peers in town (Alexa was still in Melbourne for an extra week), but we’d known each other for some 15 years. We had a ‘past’ together!  We went for a drink in the hotel next door, and endeavoured to catch up....

I have such fond memories of my days in Sydney... Our relationship really took off then. He made me feel as special as he’d done in Paris 10 years earlier... He was so affectionate and would call me about once a day, just to keep in touch... and we’d meet about once every 2 days, because we were so close geographically - the theatre where ‘BB’ was on was only 15mns walk away from where I lived! It was the first time ever that I didn’t have to jump on a train, plane, or tube to see him. I could just walk! I saved sooo much money!  How could I resist the temptation of making the most of it? I didn’t work for 7 weeks... He had a rental car and sometimes dropped me outside my doorsteps. Again, having David Soul drive me home was A-M-A-Z-I-N-G.... Sydney was the ‘Promised Land’ where all the patience & persistence started to pay off in a big way. My favourite meeting there has to be when I went over to his place to pick up some scripts that he wanted me to translate (for his next project in France). I had brought him a huge bouquet of red roses and must have looked the same colour when he opened the door.... He put on some Aznavour music and then poured himself some wine, got me a drink too, and we talked for about 3 hours (minus all the phone interruptions!)... about his French project, and the songs that he’d put on, etc. His flat was so warm and looked so familiar, with his guitar in a corner, etc. I could easily have stayed there forever!  But he had to go to a party so, at 9:00pm, I had to leave.... We went down the lift, he kissed me good-night on the pavement, got a cab off the street for me, and even insisted on giving me money for the ride home.... but I swore I could have floated all the way back no problem!!!  My adrenaline level was sooo high...

It was really strange when Alexa turned up, and having to get used to yet another of his ladies, but she was such fun, and so charismatic, I was fascinated by her. She quickly got used to me too, and would give me big hugs. All of David’s ladies have been exquisite in their own ways actually! 

Sydney is also where he first asked me to ‘work’ for him. He was getting quite a bit of fan mail, and felt terribly bad at not having the time to answer it all. So, I happily took that on! One day he had a letter from a fan in Melbourne, Vivienne, who said that Australian fans would probably never hear a thing about him after he’d gone and would there be a fan club that she could join. I called her up and explained that the last one finished in 1986. Nothing since... She said, ‘Well, why don’t we set one up then?’. She knew I had the contacts, and she said she had all the equipment to do a Newsletter. We even had enough numbers to give it a go because I’d befriended about 15 Australian fans by then and obviously also knew many fans worldwide myself. Vivienne was so totally enthusiastic that she convinced me to approach David about it. It did sound like a great idea while he was in town, but I worried about how I’d fill the pages once he’d flown to France! I couldn’t expect him to keep in touch with me, nor did I want to use the DSAC as an excuse to ‘force’ him to keep in touch with me either. But then I remembered that I had Claire, and that he was going to move to Paris, and so she was bound to see him most days, and could let me know what he was up to as I didn’t mind calling her up. The French press was also bound to print lots about him.... and I had contacts in France who could fax me articles over. So, ok... it was worth a try! One night I took David aside and asked him if he would authorise me to do this (because there was NO way I was going to do this without his permission). He said he had no problems and that he’d trust me with the project. I said I’d give him a draft of the first newsletter before he left the country and he said he’d give me his honest opinion. He loved it beyond my expectations... He called me up for 40mns that day (the longest telephone conversation we’d ever had). He had started to remember the endless possibilities of ‘bridging the world’ with something like this, and said he would be happy to back me up and give me news, etc. so long as I made a point NOT to make him the focus, so long as the fans were as important as he was, and so long as we all encouraged each other to ‘live our lives to the fullest’. The emotion in his voice moved me deeply... His belief in the concept was unshakeable. And he added, ‘Honey.... you write beautifully!’. I said ‘You’re my inspiration!’ (he truly was !!!) But he refused to accept the compliment! He insisted it was my gift - he was so very sweet. He was also concerned that I might run into some problems after he’d gone so he gave me a whole list of contact numbers so I could get hold of him any time if I needed anything at all. (Later on, he called me from L.A. to remind me of his promise, and a month later called me from his newly found house-boat in Paris to give me his latest home address and phone number - again to make sure I wasn’t thrown in the deep end of the pool!). 

When the day came for him to fly off I was heart-broken beyond belief... I guess I’d been secretly hoping that the day would never come. I missed him desperately... He’d left me a signed copy of the Blood Brothers programme as a gift and inside he’d written ‘Sylvie, what can I say? The love you give to me... pass it on... Risk your dreams!’. I couldn’t live in Sydney after that. I tried, but David’s visit had helped me realise how much I was always craving for visual intensity, and being in a ‘no spark’ relationship felt more ‘wrong’ than ever. I couldn’t keep on cheating on myself, knowing that, deep down; I could love soooo much more. Since I was, understandably, unable to ‘force’ myself to fall in love with Bruce, we called it quits after 4 years - he deserved to have his freedom back so he could find someone who could be emotionally available. I’m glad to say that he married within a year.... I left everything behind when I moved back to Europe that April 95: love, financial security, a life of exotic travels and luxury... but none of it really seemed to matter if I was going to be true to my self again. 

I went back home for 3 months to ‘recover’ psychologically before I faced the unknown again... On my way home (via London) I had to spend 2 hours in Paris, and went to have a look at ‘the’ boat. David emerged minutes later... Since he was ‘out of town all the time (filming in Portugal and the Czech republic) and had too just come back from a business trip to London’, it meant we had probably been on the same train!!! Spooky or what!?! Life in Besançon was quite boring though, and by July, I was ready to go back to good old England where I felt I could pick up the pieces more easily, having several contacts in place there by then. 

It was like history repeating itself, as I moved back in the same set of bedsits I’d lived in before Bruce found me. Once I was all settled, I called Claire to give her my new details and she said ‘Guess who moved to England last week?’... NO way!!!  She explained that David had had an opportunity to do theatre and that he was going to live in London for 6 months. I was astounded, and SO excited.... Fate had done it again!!! 

The rest is definitely history, as he was able to renew his Visa again and again. The cascade of dreams-come-true that followed for me as a result (being on a plane with him, in cabs, on trains, having meals in his company, attending his birthday parties, seeing him record “Leave A Light On” in Paris, translating radio interviews or press-conferences...) reinforced my belief that ‘The greatest risk of all is risk less living’. It’s because I had risked everything that I got a hundred times more than what I’d ever dreamt of. The DSAC was able to benefit accordingly obviously.... Our membership increased rapidly, and I was able to continue the legacy that Naomi had started (bridging the world!) and fulfil the (very noble) mission that David had trusted me with... 

*****

Seven years on, I still don’t take David for granted, no matter how often we’ve met, or how often he’s called (and I never thought I’d ever lose count of that!). The visual intensity, I am glad to report, has never faded and so I have no regrets at all as I am more in tune with my romantic self! I truly set up the DSAC with ‘a pure heart’, to be of service, which I truly believe is why God put me ‘in the right place, at the right time’. I have never stopped respecting David’s privacy though and still wouldn’t dare call him up at home ‘just because’ I run this. 

Over the years I have quite enjoyed helping people’s own DS dreams come true, but the other side of the coin was that I also started getting increasingly hurt (and discouraged!) by how much I was being taken for granted. People’s expectations rose SO quickly - it was baffling. Some fans soon forgot it had been my choice to set up the DSAC and to share all this information when I really didn’t have to!!! I also lost so much money taking weeks off work to meet DSAC deadlines (my mistake for being a perfectionist!). Plus investing all my energy into trying to please everybody meant I had no time left at all for me. My moments with David were awesome, but that was only 5% of the job - 95% of it was being chained to a PC; and so, understandably, I ended up giving myself an overdose! 

The final straw came when someone I was working closely with on the DSAC back in 98 betrayed me. It caused me no end of financial worries and made me realise that maybe I was giving too much of myself to the ‘cause’. I had so many sleepless nights over all this that it was my ‘wake up call’.   In 99 I eventually found the wisdom to shift my priorities and took a big step back.  I’d also found my professional vocation at long last (helping the blind) but soon realised that, to follow this dream and change careers I’d have to re-train, i.e. go back to school, go through loads of exams, re-locate part-time and find an enormous amount of money to complete the training. All of this was a huge challenge and required all my energy - I could no longer afford to split it. With David’s support and blessings we decided that we should put all DS information on the website and issue a far more basic newsletter for the few who had no Internet access.  Without Keith White (who issues them), and Janice Starbuck (who updates our website weekly) I’m not sure where we would be right now!!!  We all owe them a HUGE thank you for all the continued hard work. They actually took over from Debbie & Kirsten who were also wonderful helpers (and had ‘rescued’ the DSAC from hitting rock-bottom previously) but they too had to pull out for personal reasons.  Still, their support was crucial at the time so my thanks goes to them too, always. 

We’ve had no end of ‘peaks and valleys’ in our last 8 years but, thankfully, we’re still here! When I set up the DSAC, it was the right thing for me to do at the time and when I cut down (even though no longer issuing newsletters was like discarding the most creative part of me), it was also the right thing to do:  ‘You have to let go of the old to make room for something new’, As much as there is a lot more to life than talking about David Soul, I will never underestimate the fact that the DSAC does offer valuable escapism (and information!) to many of his loyal fans. But now I am able to focus on a cause bigger than myself (and bigger than David too!) it has brought me the peace that I could have never found running the DSAC almost full-time so I hope you can forgive me and understand why I had to reduce my involvement to the strict minimum.  

Besides, as David has grown to respect me more as a result (he really is fascinated by my work), I view him more and more as a friend now – he just “happens” to be a wonderful actor and singer, someone I admire deeply in countless ways. But we have been able to have so many more meaningful conversations as a result of my ‘moving on’ that I would find it more awkward now sharing as much as I used to. I’d feel like I’m “betraying” him on some level – we therefore mutually agreed that it would be easier for he & I if we only published info related to his work and avoided the references to his personal life. 

Over the last 3 years, as this transition gradually took place, I have had to re-define my role dramatically.  I used to be SO available… It was manageable enough when I had a lot of time off work, or when our membership was still quite low, but now that so many more people have got Internet access it has simply become an impossible task for me to get to know each member individually. I also wanted to draw the line because, at times, it felt as if my own privacy was being invaded in the process.  

The DSAC journey has been eventful, but I have learnt a lot on the way about human nature… about boundaries, betrayal, support, fickleness, genuineness and myself. I have also understood more than ever before how much happier David is when we embrace Life totally and only keep him as a special little part of our lives… but don’t make him our whole life.  My moving on probably gave him the chance to relax more in my company – as he was able to see I could find fulfilment away from him too.  

Now that my studies are finished and I am making a living again, I can resume my world travels. This didn’t have to end when I left Bruce!  It was up to me to carry on regardless…so I have!  In the last 2 years alone I’ve been to Luxembourg, Germany, Sweden, Italy, Egypt, China, Hong Kong, Italy, USA, Canada, Kenya, etc… and it’s been a bonus comparing my experiences with David’s.  Our biggest common denominator I guess is that we both want to embrace each day to the full, risking our dreams - so as to have no regrets…. I surely know what he means more than ever now. It is amazing how much determination does move mountains if you choose to focus on the goal and simply refuse to see the obstacles.   
Anyway, even though I probably won’t have time to get to know you personally, I did want to thank you for being a part of the DSAC, through this introduction. As, in being so, you are still contributing to David’s original global vision of mutual support and friendship.  

Enjoy! 

October 2002.

