Tanz Mephisto

Concluding Author’s Note

I started writing Tanz Mephisto some time during the summer of 2007, making this the first full-length fan fiction I had attempted, (I had written a couple of shorter “ficlets” before this).  The first few chapters of True Love Ways followed in the weeks after, and that was the first to be completed last June.  I knew from the start that Tanz, as it came to be referred to, was considerably different from many of the BFF’s posted to the internet.  It consisted of not only meticulously researched Beatles’ history, but world history as well, interweaving the two with numerous conspiracy theories and rumors as well as my strange fictional world of Moephet Phleiss and John’s Faustian dilemma.  From its earliest postings, I have told readers that there is precious little in the story that is actually made up….even the more strange, esoteric elements of the story have a basis in real life!  Tavistock, the Illuminati, the CIA’s MKUltra project, the JFK conspiracy theories, and Carl Jung’s famous ode to Liverpool as “the pool of life” (if anyone ever wondered what on earth his bust is doing on Matthew Street!), all exist and can be easily researched.  Speaking of Jung, in true Tanz fashion, it was only recently that I discovered this strange connection to themes in my story:

In his article Synchronicity, An Acausal Connecting Principle, Carl G. Jung gives an example which has, over time, become famous: "A young woman I was treating had, at a critical moment, a dream in which she was given a golden scarab….”

Yikes!  Talk of “synchronicity”!  A “golden scarab” no less!  Might I, like Paul McCartney’s enigmatic “Eleanor Rigby”, have encountered Jung’s discussion of this patient years ago, and, having filed it away, brought it forward from my subconscious to use in this story. Maybe.  The strange thing is, long before I’d even heard the term “fan fiction,” I’d found the connection between the seeming “immortality” of the Beatles and the significance of the ancient Egyptian scarab to be intriguing.  When did I discover the connection?  When I was around ten years old!  I’d found my uncle’s set of Time/Life books on Egyptology then and was fascinated.  It was right around that time that I came up with the theory that that must be where the Beatles got their name, (In my naïveté, I’d not yet heard of the “man on the flaming pie” or Stu’s “The Wild Ones” reference!).  As precocious as I might have been back then, certainly I’d not yet heard of Jung’s “Theory of Synchronicity”!  Weird, huh?

I must admit here that it was very difficult drafting these last three chapters, (60, 61, and the Epilogue, 62), and I apologize profusely to those readers who have been patiently (or impatiently) awaiting the update. First, I clearly recall every painful moment the night John was assassinated….listening to the news from the point it broke that he’d been shot up to the confirmation that John Lennon was dead.  That night, it seemed like hours past as the American East coast, (those who were still awake anyway), held our collective breath waiting to hear what the prognosis was.  I only realized later that, in reality, it was mere minutes.  Absolutely surreal!  I was pregnant with my son then, and my family was actually worried about the effect the “trauma” would have!  Writing about that event took me much longer than I’d anticipated, and I can admit that I felt positively drained afterward.  The other reason it was difficult is because I felt that I needed to write an ending worthy of the rest of the story.  I’ve read some wonderful stories that, when they ended, I just felt let down.  No pressure here!  Anyway, I humbly hope no reader ends up feeling that way reading the end of this story!  The last reason I suppose is simply because I have sat with and lived and breathed the story for more than two years…my first.  It’s weird thinking I won’t be writing this anymore.

Well, I’ve come to the part where I wrap it all up, making a special point of thanking those faithful readers who have been a continual source of support and encouragement.  I simply must begin with Donna, the self-appointed, much-appreciated “official Tanz cheerleader” who so loved the story that she actually found and sent me a broach of a scarab from Liverpool.  She thinks I’m joking when I say that has been my “talisman” for inspiration as I wrote.  Hey Donna, it worked!  
A big hug of thanks also to all my girls in “the group”:  especially Sue, Nic, Coop, Aimee, Leah, Sharon, JoAnne, and anyone over the last two and a half years who might have read and commented that I’m missing!  
A major thanks to my LJ gals as well….cholera jasna, afterglow 81, nemperor, quazonic, 749_penny_lane, 4beatlelove, and the ever-popular “anonymous” – these two groups were the first to read my work, including Tanz, and it was their interest and comments that often provided the motivation for me to turn off the TV and get down to that next update!   
Last but not least, I want to also thank my newer readers….the ones that found this story on my website by whatever means!  Ida, I’m glad to have you aboard and that you’re enjoying the story!   
I hope I’m not forgetting anyone!  Please forgive my failing, menopausal memory if I am!  

Since this story runs the length of a book anyway, in keeping with tradition, I’ve come up with the following dedication….

For Jim….thank you for the support and patience as I stayed up way past what should have been my bedtime to finish “just one more page”!  Love ya, baby!

For my family….for all the hours, especially on the weekends, when I kicked you out “’cause Mom’s/Grandma’s writing”

And, most of all….

For John Lennon….for being the source of endless inspiration for so many writers, musicians, artists, activists, and freedom-loving people the world over.  How much I wish that the end of this story truly was complete fiction!

Terri

June 5, 2010

