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John walked resolutely through the twilit streets of Liverpool.  Although he had no place he really had to be, he walked as though he was in a terrible rush to get there.  A frigid breeze blew in off the river, assailing the city with a heavy moisture that hung in the December air – more than a mist, less than a drizzle – just enough to allow the cold to penetrate and settle in his bones.  He didn’t care.  It suited his mood.  It felt right – the first thing to feel right since the day Pete and Paul were deported, taking with them all of John’s hopes and dreams for the Beatles’.   

First George, then those two just two weeks later.  Stupid bloody cunts!  Could’ve just gotten the rest of their things and been out of there.  But no…they had to go and set fire to the fucking condom.  And that twat Koschmider showing the coppers the scorch mark as “evidence” that they tried to burn the place down!  As if the prick needed a reason to go after us!

John, along with Stu, had stayed behind in Hamburg.  However, Stu, who had announced his engagement to Astrid just before everything went to pot, was kept busy at the Kirchherr house as the family prepared for the upcoming holidays. 

On more than one occasion, John went looking for Phleiss, seeking an explanation and, more importantly, a way out, but each time he went past the large brick building, the windows were dark and the doorbell – each one of them – went unanswered.  All but on his own in Hamburg, John played a bit with other musicians and groups, but, knowing he was done there without the others, he shortly followed the same long, arduous journey as George, leaving Stu behind with Astrid.

Not surprisingly, Mimi laid into John when he appeared on the doorstep.  Her I-told-you-so attitude and sharp criticisms cut John to the quick, though he was loathe to give her the satisfaction of knowing that.  In contrast, his sweet Cynthia was understanding and sympathetic, reminding him again why he loved her to the point of obsession.  He returned to Liverpool lost and confused.  

Facing an uncertain future, he didn’t even bother to let the lads know he was back.  He passed the time in a haze with Cyn, mindlessly watching hours of television; or in his room, lying across his bed, staring at his ceiling; or walking about Liverpool, trying to make sense of what had happened back in Hamburg and come to terms with the fact that, at the very least, he had been willing to take another’s life…and may very well have done just that.  

Passing the Cunard building, he crossed the street and headed towards the water, making his way from the ferry quay towards the docks. Growing tired, John slowed his pace, having maintained a vigorous gait for the previous half-hour.  Ambling up to the rusty rail that separated the path from the banks of the Mersey, he surveyed the busy scene before him.  

There were several ships off loading up on Albert Dock as well as a few smaller ships and lighter boats moored just off shore whose masts swayed rhythmically as the tug boats weaved in and around the crafts, churning up the water.  Hearing the alto blow of a ship’s horn, John recalled a discussion he and Stu had once about signing on with one of the several shipping companies frequenting the Liverpool docks.  Their boyish imaginations had them traveling to exotic places, seeking adventure, and enjoying the favors of the numerous wanton and willing foreign women who could be had for a wink and a grin. Of course, those visions fell by the wayside as art and rock and roll emerged, looming larger in the young mens’ psyches  and desires, and, as easily as that, one dream gave way to another.  Perhaps we shouldn’t have done, John thought sullenly as he watched a tug guiding a large merchant ship up and out of the Mersey where it would pass through the bottle neck of Liverpool Bay and out into the tumultuous waters of the Irish Sea.

He reached inside his jacket and pulled a Woodbine from the crumpled pack.  After several unsuccessful attempts to light it in the damp wind, he pulled his jacket over his head and tried again.  Savoring the first drag, made all the more satisfying for all the effort he’d exerted trying to light it, he took one last glance around and continued on his way down the path, slowing his pace to a leisurely stroll.  

What the fuck am I supposed to now?  Go back to art school?  Get a proper job like Mimi’s always after me to do?  He mulled these ideas over as he walked, but something kept nagging at him. As much as art had given him free reign of self-expression, it was rock and roll that had claimed his soul.  Ever since he’d sat in that darkened cinema a few years back as a young teen, letting a dark, good-looking American lad work his particular brand of southern magic on him, John knew he was meant to play rock and roll.  He had heard the clarion call from the prophet of rock himself and submitted from the very well of his being.  He could no more turn from that call now than he could sprout wings and fly. Besides, I’ve gone too far to stop now.  

An image of the face of the French sailor in Hamburg flashed in his memory, making him cringe inwardly.  He smiled at me.  He fucking smiled at me - like I was doing him a favor. And why wouldn’t he? He thought I was helping him – and he thanked me. The poor bastard never knew – never saw it coming. He stopped suddenly, taking in his surroundings as though he was seeing where he was for the first time.  I’ve gone too far.  He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply.  Sod it!  He turned away and headed for home.  If he hurried, he could make it back in time for tea, knowing he had a better chance of catching the lads at home then.

