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Chapter Seventeen

While the Beatles were making a breakthrough in Hamburg, Germany in 1960 and back in Liverpool (at a club called The Cavern) in 1961, John F. Kennedy was turning around American politics by becoming the youngest President in the history of the nation. Once inaugurated in January 1961, his beautiful and archetypal family of First Lady Jackie, daughter Caroline and son John, Jr. ushered in the 1000-day "reign" often called Camelot. This itself is an interesting link to the Beatles and United Kingdom as Camelot refers back to the legendary glories of King Arthur, Queen Guinevere. Sir Lancelot, Merlin, the Knights of the Round Table and the great adventures in southern England several hundred years after the birth of Jesus. As I have shared elsewhere in my writings, it is fascinating to note that at the rise of JFK and the Beatles, Pluto in Virgo and Neptune in Scorpio were returning to the same zodiacal placements they had in 7 B.C. when Jesus was probably born! For the two outermost planets to return to these zodiacal placements -- simultaneously -- is extremely rare.

(Mark Lerner , “George Harrison and the Spiritual Politics of Today.”

http://www.mcn.org/greatbear/george.htm )  

For the Beatles, 1961 started the way 1960 ended….with popularity, demand, endless bookings - in short…success….and the year was only five days old!  With Pete Best and his mother, Mona as acting managers, the boys were booked considerably in advance for virtually every day, sometimes even playing two or three gigs a day.  Though the schedule was grueling, the money wasn’t bad, and, much to the delight of the lads, the number of girls clamoring for the boys’ attention – and more – was growing everyday.

Sitting at a corner table at the Casbah, George and John were waiting on Paul and Pete – Chas Newby having opted to forego the bass and membership in the Beatles in favor of returning to Art College.  As the two young men sat in silence, George covertly observed his friend, concerned that John seemed unusually agitated this past week. George found himself at a loss to explain his older friend’s mood.  If anything, John should be even more excited than the rest of the lads. Yet, he’d had a sulk on for at least the past week.  He hadn’t even made a trip out to Hoylake to see Cyn since the holidays.  No, John was clearly disturbed by something, and, if it were possible, he seemed even more on edge today than usual.  George felt as though he should ask him what was bothering him, but was afraid that would only make things worse.  So, instead, he tried to keep things light and genial.

“Reckon we’ll have as good a turn out this time?” he asked in an attempt to jump start a conversation.

“Eh?  What do you mean?”  John snapped.

“The gig…tonight...”  When he saw that John still wasn’t making the connection, he said to him, speaking slowly, as if to a child, “Tonight’s gig is in Litherland again….ya, know, at the Town Hall.  I’m asking if you think we’ll get the same kind of audience as the last time.”

John’s blood felt like it tuned to ice.

“I wouldn’t think so,” Paul stated authoritatively as he entered the Casbah and started removing his coat.  “There were a bunch of other bands there that night, don’t forget, and it was right after Christmas.”  

George looked a bit crestfallen.  “Oh, yeah, reckon yer right on that one.”

“Still, I think the turn out will be better than most for a Thursday night. We are the Beatles and all that, ” Paul amended with a wry grin.

George brightened a bit upon hearing that.  Paul turned toward John, “What’s on with you, mate?”

John just shook his head, “Gotta use the loo,” he murmured as he rose and walked from the table.

Paul looked to George, “What’s up with him then?” he asked with a nod in the direction John disappeared.

George looked pensive as he stared in the same direction. “I dunno, but he’s been like that all week.”

“Hmmm…that’s off,” Paul said with a shrug of his shoulders. “Have ya ordered the tea yet?”

George was still looking towards the door of the men’s toilet. “What? Oh…no…no, we haven’t.”

“Well, then…,” Paul cried, throwing his hands up in mock indignation, “do I have to do everything?”

Seeing this garnered no response from George, he shrugged again and got up to place their order.  When he returned to the table, George was still in the same position.  Paul was just about to say something when George said, “It’s Litherland.”

“What’s Litherland?”

“Whatever it is that’s bothering John.  It’s got to be Litherland.”

“I’m not following ya, mate.”  Paul was growing concerned.

George finally looked away from the loo and turned in Paul’s direction.  Leaning in so he would not be overheard, he said, “John’s been acting funny ever since the gig we did there.  He went off by himself afterwards, remember?”  

Paul nodded in agreement.  

“Well, just now, right before you came in, he got all funny again when I mentioned the Litherland gig tonight.”  

Paul mulled this new information over for a bit, then asked, “What d’yer reckon it all means?”

George was slowly shaking his head as he turned to look for John coming back through the door, “I dunno.”  The silence hung between the two young men as they both considered the mystery of their friend’s demeanor.  After a few moments, George said with a sigh, “I wish Stu was here.”

“Why?” Paul snapped, surprising George.

“I’m just thinking that he would be able to talk to John…you know, if something really is wrong.”

“And what d’yer reckon Stu could say that we couldn’t?” Paul retorted crossly.

“N-nothing, Paul.  It’s just that John and Stu are best mates, ya know?”  George was sorry he’d said it the moment the words left his lips.

“Oh, and we aren’t his best mates?”

“Yeah, of course we are, but…”

“Well, then I say we ask John straight out when he comes back.” Paul said decisively.

A heavy set man brought a large pot of tea to the table, and set it up with four cups, a pitcher of milk, and sugar bowl.

Paul nodded his thanks to the man and set himself to the task of setting the cups upon their saucers.

“I’m not sure that’s such a keen idea, Paul,” George said nervously.

“And why is that?” Paul asked as he poured the steaming liquid into two of the cups and sliding one in front of George.

“Ta,” George muttered as he pulled his cup closer toward him, splashing a bit of tea in the saucer.  “It’s just a feeling I get…ya know…like he doesn’t want to talk about it.”

“Well, George,” Paul spoke condescendingly as he sipped carefully from his teacup, “most people don’t want to talk about things that are upsetting them.  That’s why friends need to ask.  You know, give ‘em a shove like.  John might not want to talk about it, but he may need to, see?”

In fact, George didn’t “see” – not at all – but nodded his head in agreement anyway since he knew he would never get Paul to back down now…not after George himself threw out the challenge.  He should have never brought up Stuart….especially not to Paul.  George knew that Paul liked Stu well enough, but he also knew that Paul was dead jealous of Stu and John’s friendship.  Not like in a queer way – but in the way a kid wants to be mates with the older, cooler fella.  

George used to feel that way too sometimes, but knew that he was too young for John to regard as a proper mate.  He just reckoned that, if he hung around long enough, eventually he would get older and by then, he’d already be someone John would deem a mate.  Truth be told, after Hamburg, George already noticed a change in the way John treated him.  He knew things would be alright if he was patient enough.  Paul, on the other hand, was not patient at all, and right now, he felt he had to prove to George that he was just as good a mate to John as Stu.  George was feeling sorry he’d ever opened his mouth.

Paul had already started pouring a third cup out for John when he spied John coming back to the table.  Taking his seat, Paul slid a steaming cup and saucer in front of John.  “There ya are!” Paul added brightly.

John’s face was without expression, but he replied sardonically, “Thank you, mother.”

Paul dismissed his sarcasm with a playful grimace, and the three boys lapsed into an extended silence as they each sipped their tea, lost in their own thoughts.  After some time had passed, Paul started, “Listen, John…”

George groaned inwardly.  

“George and I want to ask you about something.”

George almost spit his tea out in surprise. John turned his look of pure surliness upon the youngest Beatle. “What?!  Not me.  It’s you who wants to go ‘shoving’ him and all that!” George yelled at Paul.

John looked back to Paul, “You want to shove me Paul?”

“’ere, yer the one who said you was worried about him!” Paul yelled back at George, but then realizing what John just asked him, replied crossly, “No!  I wasn’t talking about shoving you like that!  I meant shoving – like pushing!  You know…getting someone to talk when they really don’t want to.”

John continued silently staring at Paul without expression.

“Listen, John, it’s just that we were thinking….”

John slid his chair back noisily as he stood, quelling further comment from either one of the two boys. Gulping the rest of his tea, he practically slammed the cup back on its saucer.  Then he leaned over the table, alternating his gaze from one to the other and back again, “Don’t ‘think,’ you’ll break something!”  

Both Paul and George sat stunned as they watched John stroll out of the club.  Paul then turned his ire upon George. “Yer a bleeding idiot!”

John had walked quite a way down Haymans Green, when a loud car horn caught his attention.  The car swerved smoothly to the curb, and, bending down to see its occupant, John recognized Sam Leach.  Sam was a well known promoter in town who had already booked the Beatles for several of his upcoming venues.  He had a few years on John, but John found him a likeable fellow, even if half of what he said was bollocks!

“Oi John, where ya going, mate?” Sam yelled to him.

“Home, Sam.”

“That’s on Menlove?”

“Aye.”

“Well, get in then.”

With great relief, John went around the car and slid into the passenger seat, slamming the heavy door as Sam pulled back into the street.

“Happy New Year to ya, John!”

“Oh, yeah, you too, Sam.”

“Have good one, did ya?”

John thought back to how he and Cynthia brought in 1961.  His grin must have given him away as Sam started laughing.

“Oh, aye, it wasn’t bad,” John said, doubting he was heard over Sam’s raucous laughter.

“Oh, I know, son, I know!” Sam said clapping John on the shoulder.

“”ere, ya want to keep both them hands on the fucking steering wheel, mate, I’m already taking me life in me hands as it is!” John joked.

As the men settled in for the ride, Sam said, “Thing are going well fer you boys, yeah?”

“Ah, can’t complain,” John said modestly as he surveyed the wet streets of West Derby through the passenger side window.

“I’m just glad that Kelly didn’t hold me up from getting to you.  You do know he told the bouncers to keep any other promoters away from you lads, don’t ya?”

“I’d heard something about it…” John replied disinterestedly, hoping Sam would let the subject drop.

“Now don’t get me wrong here, I like the young fella – he has a right good head fer numbers and business – but that just wasn’t right!”

“Reckon he just wanted to get his bookings in first….” John offered. 

“Well now, there ya go, John, yer probably right there – and I don’t blame him – but Christ, he could have done a better job of it.  A lot of people were pissing vinegar over that!”

“Well, there ya are….” John knew Sam was exaggerating.  There weren’t that many regular promoters in Merseyside.

After finally catching onto the message that John was not going to indulge him in his indignation over “The Kelly Affair,” as it came to be known - mostly because that’s what Sam had taken to calling it each time he recounted the story – they fell into an affable conversation about the latest records, the best venues, and, of course, girls who were “regulars” on the local music circuit.

By the time Sam turned his car onto Menlove Avenue, John had all but forgotten about the gig that night.  Sam, however, helped him remember when he said, “You lads are playing in Litherland tonight, aren’t ya?”

“Er, yeah, seems so.”

“That sure was a hullabaloo, wasn’t it?  Never seen anything like it, John, never.  Mark my words, you boys are going places!”

“We hope so, Sam,” John answered shortly, “Er, this is fine here.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, that’s me, right across the street,” John said pointing to the left side of well manicured duplex.

Sam nodded his approval, “Never reckoned you fer middle class, John.”  John was just about to correct him, when Sam stuck his hand out, “Listen, you boys break a leg, eh?  Litherland’s a great venue, even on a weeknight.”

John shook Sam’s hand, “Ta, Sam…appreciate the ride and good wishes – I’ll pass them on to the fellas.”

“Ah, you do that, John, you do that.”  John hoisted himself out of the passenger seat, and closed the door.  “Oh, and John?” Sam called through the open window.

“Yeah, Sam?”

“You lads watch yerselves tonight.  The place will be crawling with coppers.  Most of them are ok, but there are some older ones, just like all the other older folks who love to blame every problem on kids and rock and roll.”

“Eh?  Why’s that?  They expecting trouble?” John asked worriedly, thinking of the gangs they had to regularly contend with at gigs like Huyton.

“No…no, nothing like that.  I reckon they want to see the kids home safely until they find the guy.”

“Find what guy?”

“The killer, John.”

“The w-what? What happened?” John put his hands on the door of the car to steady himself.

A car pulled up on Sam’s right rear of the car, honking in irritation.  Sam quickly put the car in gear as he continued to yell, “Didn’t ya hear? They found a woman the morning after the bash you played – dead in the street.  Just a ways up from the Hall.  Can you imagine?  Tara, John!” Sam waved and he was gone.

John’s knees buckled, and he sank to the curb.  He held his head in his hands, praying to whatever god was still listening to stop the terrible vertigo he was feeling.  Breathing deeply, he tried to calm himself.  This could be a coincidence.  After all, the police are looking for her killer, which means she was murdered.

And wasn’t she?

John tried to silence the voice in his head:  The French sailor…nobody said he’d been murdered, right?

How would you know, you never checked.  

John debated with the voice:  For that matter, this may not even be the same woman.

Sure, and it wasn’t the same French sailor either.

John was out of arguments, he hung his head, oblivious to everything around him.

Suddenly, John pulled himself up from he curb, waiting to regain his balance, then staggered across the street, into the house, and up into his bedroom, slamming the door and locking it.  Falling to the floor, he pulled the box from beneath his bed…the key!

Rising to his knees, he opened the center drawer to the desk, pulling items out and carelessly tossing them aside.  He searched for the small key frantically.  Finally, in frustration, he pulled the drawer out completely, emptying the remaining contents on the floor.  There at the very bottom was the key.   Grabbing it up, he tried to steady his shaking hands long enough to insert the key into the lock.  After several attempts, he succeeded.  Lifting the lid, he dumped the contents of the box in the same manner as the drawer.  There it was…the scarab.  Exactly where he had put it upon his return from Hamburg.  Exactly where he had returned it that night.  Except…how did it end up in his pocket in Litherland?  Had he taken it out and put it there without realizing it?  It didn’t seem likely.  He didn’t remember taking it out, and, when he returned it to the box, there was naught there save the empty cloth he’d originally wrapped it in.  That night, distraught and confused, he hadn’t even bothered to re-wrap it, but just tossed it in the box.  He had no idea how the scarab came to be in his possession that night.  And now a woman was dead…in Litherland.  Just like a foreign sailor had been found dead…in Hamburg.  Am I somehow making this happen?  Was Phleiss telling the truth?  Can a piece of metal really have the power to take lives?

John picked up the scarab and inspected it.  It looks harmless enough.  Turning it over in his hands, something caught his attention.  What’s this?  He wiped at the spot standing out against the gold.  The substance had been transferred to the tip of his index finger.  He adjusted his glasses and scurried over to the light so he could see better.  There was no mistaking it.  The substance he removed from the underside of the scarab was most definitely blood.  He plopped unceremoniously onto the floor, staring numbly at the dark spot on his finger.

 John was brought out of his daze by an incessant pounding on the door.  “John!  John!  Why is this door locked?  What are you doing in there?  Let me in this minute!”

Mimi. John squeezed his eyes shut momentarily and gave a low groan. Then, wiping the blood on his jeans, he stood unsteadily, kicking as much of the mess on the floor as he could under the bed.  Unfastening the lock, Mimi almost fell into his room as the door gave way.

“Yes, Mimi?” he asked dryly as he turned away from her.

“Don’t you dare turn your back on me, John Lennon!” she snapped. “What in God’s name is this mess?”

“In God’s name?  Nothing, Mimi, nothing at all.”  He plopped onto his bed.

“Really, John!  You have done nothing but sulk about the house since you’ve returned from Germany!  If you had proper employment….”

“Fer Chrissakes, Mimi!”

“And I will thank you not to swear in my house like a common hooligan!  Look at you, dressing like a Ted, out until all hours of the night, sleeping half the day away….  This is not how I raised you, John!”

John swung his legs over the side of the bed, rubbing his temples in an attempt to alleviate the pounding headache he was developing.

“Do you think I don’t worry, John?  My goodness, not even two weeks ago there was a murder right there in Litherland where you were hanging about, and the fiend hasn’t been caught yet!  Don’t you think…”

“What do you know about it, Mimi?”  John asked desperately.

Taken back momentarily by John’s tone, Mimi prepared to continue her rant, “A woman was murdered, John, and you’re out there…”

“Do you know anything about the murder, Mimi?  Do you know anything about the woman?”  John interrupted again.

The look of desperation in her nephew’s eyes worried Mimi.   Sure, in times like this there’s talk.  Everybody wanting to know every grisly detail, but, somehow, Mimi didn’t think that was the reason why John was so desperate to know.  Unfortunately, she began to think that she might have an idea as to the real reason, and it sickened her.  “Well,” she hesitated, “it was mentioned in the newspaper that the young lady was believed to have been a…a ‘lady of the evening’.”  She watched John closely for his reaction.

“Ya mean a hooker?” he looked at his aunt expectantly.

“That’s a rather distasteful word, John, but yes.”

‘Shit!” John held his head in his hands again.  Mimi stood watching John, not really wanting to know what she knew she had to ask.  Finally, she summoned the nerve, “John, did you…know this woman?”

At first, he though Mimi was onto him.  He raised his head and looked at her.  If she knew, if she even suspected, he would tell her all of it.  She wouldn’t coddle him, but she would help him – of that much, he was certain.

When John didn’t answer, but sat there looking at her with imploring eyes, she pressed, “Did you…erm…have…relations with her?

John looked at her blankly while her question sunk in.  She thinks I was shagging hookers!  That’s what she’s going on about!  Just then, the thought struck John as absurdly funny. Here, he’s worried that he’s killed this woman, while Mimi’s worried he shagged her!  The laughter bubbled up slowly at first, but erupted into hysterics.  The harder he tried to stop, the more he laughed.  Mimi was yelling something he couldn’t hear.  She looked cross, very cross.  He laughed harder.  The way she was stamping her foot reminded him of a bull about a charge, and he was laughing so hard, tears ran down his face, and his side hurt.  Mimi left the room, but returned with a bucket.   John wondered what was in the bucket, but found out soon enough as ice cold water covered him head to toe.  His laughter subsided.  When he looked at Mimi again, she was still holding the bucket, her upper body leaning away from him, a look of shock and confusion on her face.

The two just stared at one another.  “Might I have a towel, please, Aunt Mimi?”  John asked her in mock politeness.

Mimi left and reappeared quickly, handing John a towel.  She stood there in his doorway, watching him.  Defeated, John sighed deeply and said tiredly, “Mimi, I need to change me clothes.  I’m sorry I upset you, really I am, but I’m dead knackered, so, if there’s nothing that can’t wait, I’d like to grab a kip before I have to leave.”

Still in shock, Mimi turned to go, but, remembering something, turned back.  “The reason I came up here…I-I almost forgot…”

“Yes, Mimi?” John forced himself to keep his voice even and calm.

“A letter…for you…it’s sealed,” she said, and, handing over the envelope.

“And you let that stop you from reading it, eh?”

Her eyes hardened and her lips pressed tightly together as she glared at her nephew.  “I’ll leave you to it, then,” and she turned and left the room.

“Ta, Mimi,” John called out to her, as he inspected the outside of the envelope.  It was addressed properly, but had no return address.  There was something more, but John, in his fatigue, couldn’t put his finger on it.  He opened the envelope, withdrew the letter, and read it.

John rubbed his eyes, and read the letter again.  He grabbed the envelope again – his heart pounding hard against his ribs – What was it?  What was missing?  There! That’s it!

“Christ!” John whimpered softly, “Oh Christ!”  as, again, he sunk to the floor, the letter and envelope bunched in both fists.

The envelope was addressed to John, but was without either postage or a postal mark.  The letter consisted of only one sentence followed by no name, just initials…initials that could only belong to one individual.  John re-read the letter a third time….

                                               Do you believe now?

                                            MP

