Tanz Mephisto

by Terri
Chapter Two

“Right-o me laddies, gather around, - your Uncle Johnny has sommat for each of you,” John teased drunkenly as he approached the table, waving several paper pay packets.  “Oi, not for you, son, you haven’t earned yers this week,” he joked as he pulled the pay packet just out Pete’s reach.

“Hey ya jammy bastard, give it over,” laughed Pete as he reached to grab the packet out of John’s hand.

“Yeah, John,” George chimed in, “He needs his money - it’s his turn to buy a round!”

“It’s been his turn fer the past week,” Stu added dryly.

John pretended to consider this, “Good point,” he concluded and handed Pete his pay.

“Ta,” mumbled Pete with a smile.

Upon opening the packets, each boy quickly verified the contents, and, satisfied with the accuracy, returned to their pints and conversation.

“Hey, where’s Paulie?” asked John, looking around the crowded club.

“Snogging some bird,” replied Pete, nodding his head in the direction of the corner where Paul was making those most of the fifteen minute break between sets with a comely brunette.

“Hmmm…she’s a new one,” Stu observed nonchalantly.

“Fresh meat,” John joked with a leer, making his three band mates laugh.

“Could use more of that, if you ask me,” said George, his crooked smile more pronounced due to the effects of the alcohol.

“Oh aye, I actually had to shag the same bird twice last week!” John replied in mock annoyance.

“Ah, what’s the world coming to, eh?” Stu offered, generating another round of half-drunken laughter.

‘Oh well, you can afford to buy yourself a whole new bird now,” Pete offered helpfully, with a nod toward John’s packet sitting on the table.

“Oooh…I could now, though, couldn’t I,” John observed.

“Now you could,” George added, taking another swig from his pint.

“Couldn’t I now, though,” John retaliated.  Stu and Pete sat slowly shaking their heads, smiling.

“There now, you see what you’ve gone and started,” Stu playfully scolded Pete, who just gave a small laugh in response.  They both knew from experience that the exchange could continue all night.  Thankfully, however, it died down.

A silence descended upon the table again as each boy sipped at his pint, lost in his own thoughts.  John looked around the club, scrutinizing the evening’s audience, or, at least those his severe short-sightedness allowed him to actually see.  As he mentally sussed out which women he might attempt to pull for a potential rendezvous after the gig, he made eye contact with an older man sitting three or four tables away.  Without breaking eye contact, John nudged Pete, “Oi, what d’yer make of him, then?”

Pete craned his neck a bit to better see who it was John was talking about.  “Poof,” he declared decidedly and went back to his pint. 

Still staring at the man who was staring at him, John asked, “Ya reckon?”

“No doubt - probably fancies you,” Stu interjected with a small laugh, eliciting a grin from George.  Stu was the only one who could get away with making a remark like that to John.  Anybody else would have gotten thumped.

“Oh aye, that only makes sense….after all, what’s not to fancy?” John reasoned and turned away from the man and back to his friends, dramatically fluttering his eyes as he spoke.  Draining the pint in front of him, John wiped his mouth with the back of his sleeve, let out a large, loud burp, and stole another quick glance in the man’s direction.  He was curious what this fellow, so obviously out of place in his posh suit and flawless appearance, was doing here at the Kaiserkeller…staring at him.  When John looked back again, however, the man smiled at him and raised his glass in salutation. John quickly turned back around, nervously murmuring to himself, “Oh yeah…bloody poof.”

Just then, Bruno Koschmider, the club manager approached the table.  “Aufhören bruch - stop!  Time for schau!” he shouted clapping his hands like a strict schoolmaster.

“Yeah, yeah, we know,” John said unenthusiastically as he and the other three rose from their seats, “time to ‘mak schau’.”

“Ja, Ja, mak schau,” Koschmider chimed in, waving the boys toward the stage.

John turned back to the manager, and, placing his finger across his upper lip, raised his right hand in the Nazi salute, and shouted “Ja, mein Herr Kommandant!” while clicking his heels.  Koschmider just rolled eyes, long used to John’s antics by now, finding that the best response was none at all.  The largely-German patrons also, far from being offended by John’s frequent mockery of their dark past, found it amusing, even to the point of encouraging him further.

Making his way toward the stage, John half-turned as he was about to climb onto the rickety stage, “Hey George, go fetch Paul, will ya?”

“You what?” George exclaimed indignantly.

John silenced the boy’s protest with a meaningful glare.  With a huff, George set off toward the corner where Paul still sat with the girl.  As the youngest member of the group, George was often allocated the less desirable and less meaningful tasks.  To his credit, though, the boy could hold his own when he felt it necessary.  Possessing wisdom beyond his years, he instinctively knew how to choose his battles…especially where John Lennon was concerned.

John and Stu donned their instruments while Pete settled himself behind his drums.  As John adjusted the microphone on its stand and waited for Paul and George to rejoin the band on stage, he risked another glimpse at the table where the man sat.  The table was empty.  John felt a mixture of relief and disappointment.  Relief because he didn’t need to worry that the fellow was trying to pull him.   Unlike the queers in Liverpool who could be dispatched with one well-placed clout, the ones here in Hamburg were just as likely to have a crew of mates who’d be only too happy to kick your arse in return!  The feeling of disappointment, though, was a bit disturbing to John as he could not identify its origins quite so easily.  It was only that, now that the man was gone, John had a sinking feeling that an opportunity had just been lost.  But an opportunity for what?  John thought.  He knew that his curiosity about this fellow had nothing at all to do with sex…But what does it have to do with?  

His pondering came to abrupt halt when he heard someone right below the stage say, “Excuse me…”

Looking down, right in front of him, was the enigmatic man himself.  Again, John felt the wave of both fear and excitement wash over him.  Fear?

“Yeah, what can I do for you?” John shouted above the din, immediately regretting his choice of words.

The man just smiled, “My name is Phleiss.  Moephet Phleiss,” he introduced himself, extending his hand toward to John.  John looked from the man’s face to his outreached hand, back to his face again.  Seeing no harm, he shook the man’s hand and introduced himself, “John Lennon.”  The man nodded as if he already knew who John was.

“I was hoping, Mr. Lennon, that we might have a chance to talk…at your convenience, of course.” 

The man…What’s his name?  Phleiss, yeah Phleiss … his accent was heavy, though hard to place.  Dutch perhaps?  Not German.  John noted that the man was definitely not a regular, though clearly not uncomfortable in these surroundings, either.  A mystery, and   John loved a good mystery.

“About wha’,” John slurred.

“Your future, Mr. Lennon.  Your future, and the future of your band…what do you call yourselves…?”

“The Beatles.”

“Ah, yes, correct…the Beatles.  So, you would perhaps be interested?”

John considered this for a moment then asked, “When?”

“Why, whenever you like.”

Still uncertain about the man’s intent, John looked up and saw Paul and George walking toward the stage.  Soon, Koschmider would be yelling for them to start.  Phleiss waited patiently for John’s reply.

“We finish at two.  Will you still be around then?”

Phleiss spread his hands, and, with the same smile that hadn’t left his face since he first approached John, answered, “I certainly can be, if that is what you wish.”

“Right then, we’ll talk when we’ve finished for the night.”

The man nodded his head once, almost as if in servitude to the younger man above him on the stage, “Till then.”  He backed away a few steps, turned and returned to his seat at the table.

Paul, who had been observing the exchange while strapping on his guitar, walked over to where John stood, still watching Phleiss.  “Who’s he then?” Paul asked, inclining his chin in Phleiss’s direction.

Turning to Paul, John replied, “That, me lad, is Herr Phleiss, and he wants to talk to us about our ‘future’.”

Paul raised an eyebrow questioningly, “Our future, eh?  He’s in the business then?”

John glanced at Phleiss, who was busy writing something in a small notebook he had retrieved from inside his jacket pocket, “Dunno….didn’t say,” he answered thoughtfully.

Paul’s brow furrowed, “Hmmm…” he murmured doubtfully.  Then, seeing Bruno tapping his wristwatch, swung lightly at John’s arm, “Hey, we better get going before Adolph here brings on the SS.”

John looked over to where Bruno stood, seething disapproval. “Right,” John concurred, and he started the count in for “Kansas City.”

