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Chapter One

“Fuckin’ hell, it’s bloody freezing  in here!” cried the young Englishman.

“Eh…?  Would you like me to start a fire, then?” asked the other sarcastically.

Looking around at the shabby furnishings, his friend murmured in reply, “Christ, don’t tempt me.” 

Paul pretended not to be disturbed by the slamming and stomping all over the cramped room, opting instead to continue his façade of total engrossment in the comic book he was reading.  After about ten minutes with no let up, he relented, and, sighing noisily, tossed the magazine aside and rose from his bed.

The familiar sound of the squeaking bed coils and springs alerted John to the fact that he’d finally succeeded in getting Paul to move.  After all, he reasoned, when John Lennon is miserable, everybody is miserable – or they should be, even if he had to take the upper hand in making them so.  Brightening a bit, he turned to Paul and asked, “The Mission, then?”

“Christ, John, yer complaining of the cold in here, do you really think you’ll be warmer outside walking down to the Mission?”

“Quite possibly,” John quipped with a wry smile.

Running his hand through his greasy hair, Paul sighed again, looking around the room as though the answer to the continuing problem of John Lennon was hidden somewhere beneath the clothing and mess strewn about the room.  Pulling a cigarette from the pack in his front shirt pocket, Paul lit it and said without a trace of enthusiasm, “Right, then, the Mission.”

As both boys grabbed their black leather jackets, John smiled to himself in silent satisfaction at getting Paul to leave the room.  He knew Paul could – and would – just lie about all day if given half the chance, but, to John, the cold, dark dankness of the accommodations at the back of the Bambi Kino were depressing and dismal, and the less time he had to spend there, the better.

“So, are the fellas already down there?” asked Paul, dragging deeply from his half-burnt cigarette.

“Yeah, if they haven’t left already,” John snapped irately, plunging his hands deeper into the front pockets of his blue jeans in an effort to stave off the cold.  

“It’s yer own fault, you know.  You could have gone with them when they left,” Paul responded in kind, puffs of breath visible, accentuating each word as it left his mouth.

John said nothing, but quickened his pace, shivering uncontrollably, his worn leather jacket and underlying jumper no match for the quickly approaching German winter. 

More often than not, Paul had no problem dealing with John’s sullenness.  The bleak mood that pervaded their band as of late, however, prompted John to break his silent treatment.  

 “Ach, it’s all bollocks!” John exclaimed in frustration, disgust etching his youthful face.

“Eh?  What’s that, then?” 

“This,” John waved his hands on either side of himself.  “How many more gigs are we gonna have to play like this?  It’s shite!”

Paul bit his bottom lip nervously, “Oh, I dunno John, we’re not doing too badly.  Steady work is nothing to sneeze at.  And it’s better playing the Kaiserkeller than it was playing the Indra.  Things may not too naff right now, but we’re paying dues, you know?  We’ll get there, mate.”

The two young men had just reached the crossroad between the Reeperbahn and Grosse Freiheit.  As they turned the corner, they were hit with a gust of icy wind they made them both catch their breaths.  “Christ!” gasped Paul.

As the gust died down, John said, “Not too naff, eh?  I’d sell my soul to the devil to have a crack at it!  Paying dues me arse!  We’ve done nothing but pay our dues, now we’re due.”  With that, John withdrew into a stony silence again.  

Paul knew there was no placating John when he got like this, which was more and more frequently as of late.  If he was honest with himself, Paul knew that they were all feeling that way these days.  Initially, a gig in Hamburg had sounded like the first rung on the ladder of success, and all four boys thought they’d died and gone to heaven when they first came to the Reeperbahn.  None of them had seen or had so much sex in their young lives!  Even George had unloaded the shameful burden of his virginity in the experienced arms of a Hamburg hooker.  Now, though, it was growing old.  Just more of the same with no end in sight.  

Paul tossed the butt of his cigarette into the street, and tried to shake off the melancholia that permeated his being.  That was the difference between John and him – John’s dejection translated into angry frustration; Paul’s translated into…well…sadness.  The truth was, he wasn’t sure how much longer the four of them could continue like this.  They were all fed up and homesick, but the fact was…Liverpool didn’t offer a lot of opportunity for them either. Back home, groups imitating Cliff Richards and his Shadows were all the rage.  The Beatles, on the other hand, were mocked as Gene Vincent knock-offs.  It cheesed the boys off to no end because they knew they were good, and the grueling apprenticeship in Hamburg made them even better.  They just needed the right chance and the right luck.

Reaching their destination, they were both looking forward to the warmth promised indoors.  Standing at the threshold of the old building, Paul took a dismayed glance around the area, surveying the dirt and desolation that was usually hidden under the glare of neon lights. No, I really don’t know how much longer we’re going to able to go on like this. And that was his last thought on the subject as he followed John into the Seaman’s Mission.  

Neither boy had noticed the well-dressed old man who had been following them since they had turned onto the Reeperbahn from Grosse Freiheit.  He had not followed them into the Mission, but, standing just outside the large window, he saw the two boys approach three others sitting at a table with a teapot between them.  Nodding to himself, his smile grew wider as he watched the five young musicians for a few minutes longer, committing each face to memory.  Then he turned and started walking back in the direction from which he came, one hand casually propped in his jacket pocket while the other twirled a black gold-tipped cane, whistling a jaunty tune as he went.

