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John looked out at the crowd – half disbelieving, half elated.  It was practically a riot!  All for them! He glanced at each of the lads onstage, trying to catch their eye. The only one John could properly see without his glasses, though, was Chas – a mate of Pete’s from “The Blackjacks” who was covering on bass while Stu was in Germany. John knew though that they had to feel the same sense of elation, too.  Even Paul, who finally gave in and returned to the group, but only after John telephoned issuing the ultimatum:  “Either come or you’re out!”  He believed he knew what Paul would do even before Paul did, but even John was surprised at just how quickly Paul had given in.  John mentally filed the conversation away, intending to ask Paul about it one day.

John also knew from almost the first chord that the Beatles were going to emerge that night as Merseyside’s top band.  Anyone at the Town Hall in Litherland that night knew it as well.  As they started playing, the fans – mostly girls – practically rushed the stage and they stood there throughout the night, just staring up at their new idols, appearing hypnotized and enchanted, squealing and screaming at the slightest acknowledgement by one of these leather-clad Adonises.

The Beatles brought the youth of Liverpool something radically different, and the kids loved it, especially the girls.  Decked out in their Hamburg leathers, the boys stood out from among the numerous acts sharing the Litherland bill with them – acts that came across in both appearance and performance as pseudo-Cliff Richard and the Shadows. It was these knock-off bands who had climbed the heights of success and popularity right there in Liverpool, while the Beatles had toiled away, hour after hour, refining their act across the channel.  They looked different, they sounded different, and they had a stage presence that the other groups couldn’t touch.  They were wild and savage, eliciting a primal response from the kids who danced with mad abandon, any sense of propriety forgotten. Looking out upon the mania that had taken hold, John knew that, not even in his wildest dreams, could he have imagined this.

Earlier on, in an attempt to draw more attention to the Beatles, the compere, Bob Wooler, wisely suggested to the young promoter, Brian “Beekay” Kelly, that they be advertised as being “direct from Germany.”  The ruse worked remarkably!  Even though the group had played gigs in Liverpool before their trip to Hamburg, many of the kids thought that the boys were, in fact, German and were amazed at how good their English was.  When those who had known the pre-Hamburg Beatles realized who they were, they were quite astonished at the incredible change that had taken place in the group.  

By the end of the night, it was clear that the boys’ journey toward “the toppermost of the poppermost” was well underway.  The offers and requests for future bookings were coming in before the night was even over. Even Brian Kelly himself rushed backstage that night to book them for no fewer than thirty-six more gigs over a ninety day period. There was something magical about that night.  At their earlier venues that December, it was clear to the boys that – as far as regional bands went - they were good – really good, but the gig in Litherland made it clear to them and everyone else there that night that they were the best, and everyone wanted them now.

As the boys started to pack up their equipment, they found the van covered in lipstick-written messages – some sweetly innocent and innocuous, others, quite blatant and risqué.  Not far from the van stood a crowd of girls – no doubt the owners of the lipsticks.  The other lads, already in high spirits, made time to chat up the girls as they were loading the van.   John stood apart, though, away from the crowd, enjoying the scene in the cool night air, smoking a cigarette and contemplating the remarkable turn of events. In just a few short weeks, he went from despondency to euphoria, believing that it was all beginning to happen.  Just like that, out of the blue…success.  He’d realized during the initial appearances at the Casbah and later, the Grosvenor, that the Beatles had grown both musically and as performers, but the response of the couple of hundred kids at those gigs was nothing compared to the wild cheering of the audience tonight at Litherland, an audience more than ten times as large!  Closing his eyes, John allowed himself to relish the moment.  Any guilt he’d felt previously about what he had done in Hamburg was erased in the echo of the cheers and applause.  Only one thought could permeate the loop of tonight’s performance that kept replaying in his mind:  Was it because of the scarab or was it just us all along?  

“Oi, Johnny! Ya coming for a pint, mate?” Pete yelled over as he slammed the van door                         closed. 

I reckon there’s really only one way to find out…

“Come ‘ead, Johnny!” George called out.

But do I really want to know?

“Christ, John!  Ya coming or what?”  Paul yelled impatiently.

If it is true, then Phleiss said I was stuck with it anyway….

“JOHN!”  His three mates yelled in unison.
John’s head snapped up.  “Nah, you go on ahead.  I’ll catch you up later.”

“Where ya going?” Paul asked.

“Just something I have to do…you go on!”  He turned then and started walking away.

Paul watched his friend walk off, wondering what John needed to do at this hour and how he planned to get home.  At first he was inclined to chase after him, but, suddenly remembering a cute brunette John was chatting up earlier, he reckoned that John had arranged an after show rendezvous with the girl.  His worried expression slowly melted into a grin as he softly murmured, “Tosser!”  He slid into the vehicle and they were off.

John could see the van pull away from the darkened shop doorway in which he stood, a cigarette in one hand, the other plunged deep in the front pocket of his worn leather trousers.  As he stubbed out the remnant of his spent cigarette, he thought back to Moephet Phleiss.  There really was no reason why John should have believed everything the old man said.  In fact, it was against all reason that John believed any of it.  Bits and pieces of the past three months flashed through John’s memory…

The strange meeting….

The scarab….

The French sailor….

“Mephistopheles”….

The waiting….

“…I am offering the Beatles immortality”.…

Immortality….

With the echo of that night’s audience still reverberating in his head, he thought, I have to know….

He pulled his collar up around his ears to stave off the cold and set off determinedly down the street.

He was almost two blocks south of the Town Hall when a woman appeared from the shadows of an alley.  John pulled up short, startled by her sudden appearance.  

“’ello, luv….Fancy a date like?”

She appeared to be somewhat older than he, but not entirely unattractive.  To be sure, I’ve shagged worse.  Not like I can go knock up Cyn this late, and where would we go even if I could? He remembered the money in his pocket, his portion of that night’s wages, and considered the young woman’s offer.  Perhaps a quick knee trembler is just what I need to take the edge off and help me think straight.  He slipped his hand in his pocket to feel for the pile of bills folded over when his fingers brushed against the cold familiar shape of the scarab.  John froze.

After a few seconds, the woman looked at John quizzically, “Listen darlin’, I don’t have all night, right?  If ya don’t have enough for a right shag, then I could suck ya off or give ya a wank for a bit less.”  

She waited a few seconds more, “So what’s it to be, luv?” 

John still stood frozen, his face pale, his eyes unfocused, saying nothing.  The woman sighed heavily, “Oh well, ya know where ta find me if ya change yer mind….tara!”  She started walking away from him.

Yeah, that’s right…walk away…walk faster!  

Suddenly, John seemed to snap out his daze, “Hang on, luv!”

No…don’t stop…look in my eyes…don’t they frighten you?

“Change yer mind already, darlin’?” she cooed.

Fer Chrissakes, RUN!

John strolled over to her and confidently put his arm around her waist. 

“We can go to mine, luv.  It’s not far from here,” she half-whispered in a sultry voice.

“Nah,” John cut her off, pulling her back into the shadows of the alley.

Don’t let me do this!  Pull away from me!  Scream!

“Oooh, like yers’ quick and dirty then, eh?”

“Quick and dirty…right.”  

Christ, no!  I don’t want to do this!  

Pushing her back against the brick wall, he clamped his mouth over hers.  

Her hands went to his chest.  

His hand slid into his pocket.  

She started unbuttoning his black shirt.  

He withdrew the scarab. 

She lifted his t-shirt.  

He placed his hand on her left breast, the scarab hidden in his palm.  

She pressed her lips to his chest.  

He pressed the scarab to hers.

John made short work of the rest of the act.  Handing the money over, he took a closer look at her.  She was counting the money, making sure it was all there.  Suddenly, John grasped her by her shoulders and pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss.  “Ta, luv,” he whispered before quickly walking away from her.  She stood stunned, watching her young patron make his way down the road.  Absently, she brought her fingers to her lips as a smile slowly spread. “Yer most welcome, I’m sure,” she whispered to the retreating figure.

As John headed for Sefton Road, though his head was reeling, and he frantically tried to remember….he mentally retraced his steps through the entire day….but no matter how hard he tried to recall doing it, he couldn’t.  He felt as though he was losing his mind. 
How the fuck did that scarab end up in me pocket?!  How could I use it on another person…again?!

He suddenly stopped in his tracks and looked around.  He waited a beat or two then slowly resumed walking.  Though he later dismissed it as a case of nerves – his mind playing tricks on him – that night he distinctly heard a voice answering his unspoken questions….

 “Because you had to know.”

