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For Brian Epstein









I’ve read cracks about, “Oh, the Beatles sang,


‘All You Need Is Love,’ but it didn’t work for them.”


But nothing will ever break the love we have for each other,


and I still believe all you need is love.


—JOHN LENNON, RADIO INTERVIEW WITH


HOWARD SMITH ON WPLJ, 1972









Introduction


The transcripts in this book are a mosaic: elucidating, contradictory, confounding. They are culled from over one hundred hours of interviews that have never been broadcast or published before. The information and experiences, as well as the authority of the people who relate them, are unique; they can never be duplicated, simply because most of the participants are dead. In the Beatles’ canon these untempered interviews are historic, set apart from all others, literally the “last words” of the Beatles’ inner circle before John was killed. The reader should be forewarned that interviewees don’t always remember events or people the same way, or tell the truth, and expect to find contrasting versions throughout the interviews. We leave it up to the reader to decide if some versions are self-serving or deliberately misleading. The interviews were conducted for the book The Love You Make: An Insider’s Story of the Beatles by Peter Brown and Steven Gaines. Except for Yoko Ono’s interview, they were conducted in England and New York in the fall of 1980, just a few weeks prior to John Lennon’s death on December 8 of that year. Yoko was interviewed a few months after John was killed.


It always surprises me that people still ask why the Beatles ended. You’d think that with the surfeit of movies, books, and articles about the Beatles’ rise and demise, the question would have been well answered. Yet it lingers. People miss them, and in some way feel shortchanged. It was a fairy tale that had an unexpectedly unhappy ending. People feel a need to lay blame. Did Yoko Ono break up the Beatles? Was it Linda Eastman? Or Magic Alex, the Mordred of the Beatles’ Camelot? Was it pushy Paul telling George how to play (it wasn’t, although that didn’t help), or Yoko sitting on George’s amplifier, as Paul himself once joked about why the Beatles broke up? And why did they hate one another so much at the end? The interviews with the Beatles and their wives, friends, and business associates give insight, if not easy answers, to all the lingering questions, and no one can say which is more accurate. Reading the transcripts, it becomes clear that people who were part of the Beatles constellation each have their own truth. As Neil Aspinall, the Beatles’ road manager and best friend from Liverpool, described it, “You think, ‘I was there, and that’s not the way it happened to me.’”


This is the way it happened to me.


In 1965, at Brian Epstein’s behest, I moved from Liverpool to London to work with Brian and the Beatles. I was Brian’s closest friend and confidant. We met when I was twenty years old, at a crowded birthday celebration given by one of my fellow students in the executive training program at Lewis’s department store in Liverpool. Brian was only three years older than I, but he seemed worldly and sophisticated for his age. Perhaps that was because he had attended—and was thrown out of—at least six different schools, not including the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art.


Brian and I had a great deal in common, particularly because Brian was running the record department at NEMS (North End Music Stores), the family furniture and appliance store located squarely across the street from Lewis’s, where I managed their record department. Before long, Brian invited me to work for him at NEMS, and eventually I managed the record departments in all three of the family-owned stores. The NEMS stores sold more records than any other in the North of England. Most everyone from the burgeoning Liverpool music scene came to NEMS to browse and listen to music in one of the record listening booths, including John, Paul, George, and Cilla Black.


Liverpool was once one of the most important ports in the British Empire. Tucked down the River Mersey, a safe berth from the stormy North Sea, it was the center of the country’s cotton trade and shipbuilding industry. Its strategic value in World War II was essential to the war effort, and the Germans bombed the hell out of it. Much of the city was destroyed, but not its spirit, and in the 1950s, as the city struggled to revive, a vibrant music scene was born, and there were hundreds of nascent rock groups. The theory was that the merchant lines that made port in Liverpool hired many local boys when they graduated high school. These young men heard music in America, and when they came back to Liverpool, they brought with them the seeds of American rock and roll.


In late 1961, Brian took me out to dinner to ask if I would take over management of all three family-owned record stores. He wanted to direct all his attention to a new passion: a rock and roll group called the Beatles. I was to discover that Brian had many surprising passions, as consuming as they were fleeting. He first saw the Beatles in early November at the Cavern Club, a smoky cellar with barreled ceilings and sweaty brick walls. The legend that he was mesmerized by John Lennon in black leather trousers is true. Brian liked bad boys.


The Beatles were more impressed with Brian’s gray Ford Zodiac than they were concerned about his lack of managerial experience. What really convinced them to sign a management contract with Brian was that he proposed to pay them a salary every week, so their earnings would be more reliable. (This went on to the end. Every Thursday, I sent forty pounds in an envelope to each Beatle.) The first time we heard “Love Me Do” played on the radio, it was October 5, 1962. It was a song that John and Paul had written five years before, as teenagers. I was with Brian in his car when the song came on Radio Luxembourg. We were so excited, Brian pulled over to the side of the road, and we got out of the car and pulled the antenna all the way up. There it was, fading in and out, distant and staticky, but you couldn’t take it away from us. The Beatles were on the radio.


Brian and the Beatles soon moved to London, and I followed shortly after. Over the next five head-spinning years, I became director of NEMS, now the name of the Beatles management company; a board member of Beatles and Co., their business partnership; and I was the chief operating officer at Apple [Corps], their utopian business venture. We also managed a growing list of talent at NEMS, including Britain’s superstar Cilla Black, the Moody Blues, Gerry and the Pacemakers, Billy J. Kramer, and the Modern Jazz Quartet.


Much of my time at NEMS was occupied with helping to make the Beatles’ lives a little less chaotic, a twenty-four-hour-a-day job and a nearly impossible task. The Beatles always knew where to find me when they needed me, because there was a phone on my desk to which only they had the number. Keeping track of them was somewhat more difficult. I found the most effective way to ensure they were at least in Great Britain was to keep their passports locked in my desk drawer. Even this wasn’t a discouragement; Paul called me from France one day, where he’d managed to talk his way past customs without a passport to shoot a scene for Magical Mystery Tour. It took some diplomacy to get him back home.


Of all the Beatles, John was everyone’s favorite. He was a hooligan with a Beatles haircut. In middle school, he was sent to detention sixty times in one year, for transgressions including spitting on his desk and exposing himself. He enjoyed chafing people and being provocative. He was quick-witted and scathing. It’s well told that when Brian Epstein asked what he should call his forthcoming memoir, John said, “Queer Jew,” mortifying him.* The first year or so of the Beatles’ success, it was fun for John to be a merry moptop, but eventually the real John would come out, and his behavior was not always compatible with being a Beatle.


In 1962, when John was still living in Liverpool, he confided to Brian that his girlfriend, Cynthia Powell, was pregnant. The couple had met at the Liverpool College of Art. Cynthia was soft-spoken and shy, from a relatively posh suburb of Liverpool called Hoylake.†


Brian was concerned that if Beatles fans found out John had fathered a child out of wedlock, it would cause a scandal and hurt the group. He decided that Cynthia had to be kept secret. He arranged for Cynthia and John to get married quickly and quietly at the justice of the peace, followed by a small wedding lunch at a department store café.


When a reporter asked Ringo about the rumors John was married, Ringo responded, “If he is, we don’t want to talk about it.” On April 8, 1963, a son, Julian, was born without much fanfare. Ringo claims that he didn’t even know John had a child until the boys were at their accountant’s office and John started talking about having dependents to declare.


This denial of Cynthia and Julian’s existence brings up the subject of Brian and John’s vacation to Spain. The day after Cynthia gave birth to Julian, John dropped by the hospital to inform her that he was going on holiday for two weeks with Brian to a small fishing village in the south of Spain. John’s reflection on his decision to go on vacation with Brian when he had a newborn son: “I was a bastard.”


In today’s world, the friendship between a gay and a straight man would hardly warrant a moment of consideration, but in the 1960s, it was quite a different matter. John and Brian had developed a loving platonic bond, and although Brian may have wished it otherwise, he was too shy and proper to ever make John feel uncomfortable. Their relationship was more manipulative on John’s part. The Beatle who could influence Brian controlled the group. Yet what might have started as strategy on John’s part soon became real affection. The fact that Brian was gay made him more unique and fascinating than anybody John had ever come across in Liverpool. John was a voyager, curious about life, he didn’t care what anybody thought, or so he said. As far as what transpired privately between John and Brian on that trip, one can probably guess, but we’ll never know for sure. Brian never mentioned the matter, although it was greatly discussed within the Beatles’ circle.


Back in Liverpool, John was at Paul’s twenty-first birthday party when he was taunted about the trip by Bob Wooler, a local disc jockey, and John beat the hell out of him with a stick. “I must have been frightened of the fag in me to beat him up so bad,” John later said in a 1971 interview that appeared in Peter McCabe and Robert D Schonfeld’s book John Lennon: For The Record. Wooler sued John, who paid him £200 to settle the matter. “It’s irrelevant,” John told a reporter when questioned about his Spanish holiday. “Absolutely irrelevant.”


A journalist once called Brian “deceptively genial,” but he wasn’t deceptive at all. His warmth was sincere, and he was without guile. It was more accurate to describe Brian as being “deceptively happy.” It may be a cliché, but it’s true; riches and fame can seem a bitter reward if there’s no one to share them with. Brian found it impossible to form a personal relationship with someone who was appropriate. In England at that time, homosexuality was not only considered sick and shameful but also against the law. When Brian was discharged from the British Army on medical grounds, an officer told his mother, Queenie Epstein, that Brian was a “poor unfortunate man.” I’m afraid Brian believed that too. Over the years, he had been depressed and suicidal, and he made one serious attempt that I thwarted before taking him to the hospital to have his stomach pumped.


When Brian moved to London, he became the patient of a physician who was amenable to overprescribing sleeping medications, uppers and downers, for his star patient. Ironically, the people who first introduced Brian to pills were the Beatles. The four boys began to use diet pills called Preludin—or Prellies—during their all-night stints in Hamburg. They continued to take them when they returned to Liverpool, and Brian started to take the Prellies, too, partly because of his desire to be one of the boys, and partly to keep himself awake on the long drives home from their appearances all over northern England. Brian’s friends cared deeply for his welfare, and a few of us tried at various times to have a talk with him. The thing about Brian was that no matter how close you were to him, there was a point beyond which one felt it was inappropriate to go. If you went too far, the room would freeze with his iciness.


Brian’s friend and New York attorney, Nat Weiss, had it out with Brian one night at the Waldorf Towers, as Nat remembers in his transcript. I tried to have a talk with Brian about his use of prescription drugs at his London home that ended with him shouting at me, “Leave me alone!” Eventually, in May of 1967, his body broke down and he was hospitalized at the Priory, an exclusive psychiatric clinic in Roehampton that specialized in detoxification, but when he was released, Brian went back to his regimen. We stood by helplessly and hoped the Beatles wouldn’t desert him.


On the three-day bank holiday weekend of August 25, 1967, Brian planned to stay at Kingsley Hill, his country house in Sussex, along with Geoffrey Ellis, our colleague at NEMS. On Friday night, Brian got fidgety and unhappy, and although it was already late, drove to London. When I spoke to him the following afternoon, he was groggy from his sleeping medications and said he would take the train back to Sussex later that day. He never arrived. On Sunday afternoon, there was a desperate call from Brian’s secretary, Joanne Newfield. Brian’s bedroom door was locked, and no matter how loud they banged, they were unable to raise him. I remained on the line in Sussex, listening to the double oak doors splinter under the force of the butler and chauffeur. “He’s just sleeping,” I could hear Joanne repeating into the phone. “He’s just sleeping.”


His autopsy showed that his death was caused by an accumulation of a barbiturate called Carbitral that he had taken over a long period of time. It had built up in his system and eventually killed him. For a man who threatened to take his life before, it was bitter irony that his death was an accident. Most of all, I wanted it to be an accident for Queenie’s sake, because she could never live with herself if she thought Brian had committed suicide.


One of the most endearing and illuminating moments I had with Paul was in January of 1968, when he and I attended the Marché International du Disque et de L’Édition Musicale, the international music industry convention held every year in Cannes. It was shortly after the critical debacle of Magical Mystery Tour, and a few weeks after Paul had announced his engagement to Jane Asher, a young actress. Paul suggested that we stop in Paris on our way to Cannes for a brief vacation. We checked into a two-bedroom suite at the Ritz Hotel, had a drink at the bar, and sat there trying to figure out what we should do next. It was Paris on a Saturday night. “What would you do if I wasn’t here?” Paul asked.


I said that I would call an American friend who lived in Paris and ask if he was free for dinner.


“So, let’s do that then,” Paul agreed.


My American friend was delighted to hear from me and invited us over for drinks. I didn’t want to say, Oh, by the way, I’m bringing Paul McCartney, so I decided to just let it happen. My friend greeted me at the door to his flat and shook Paul’s hand without a blink of an eye. Paul and I were shown into the living room, where everyone realized it was Paul McCartney, and for a nanosecond the room froze. Then everything went back to normal, people chattering in French, smoking cigarettes and marijuana. I watched Paul deal with it all, easy, charming, relaxed. After dinner he asked if I was going back to the hotel. I told him that he could go back if he wanted, but I was going to a gay bar and hoped to meet someone. Paul said he would find his own fun and hailed a taxi.


In the wee hours of the morning, I was in bed with a handsome Parisian I’d met at the bar, when Paul returned to the hotel suite. He knocked on my bedroom door and entered without waiting for a response. He was totally nonchalant when he saw me in bed with my friend. He came over and sat down on the edge of the bed next to us. “How was the rest of your evening?” he asked. We chatted for a bit about travel plans the next day and he left. I loved Paul for the casual way he handled the moment. I’m sure my young Parisian friend told this story many times in his life, and no one believed him.


I have no idea where Paul went that night; I never asked. Four months later, I introduced him to his future wife, Linda Eastman. I knew Linda from my business trips to New York, where she ran with a smart crowd. She was twenty-five, pretty, blond, knowing. Her father was the attorney Lee Eastman, who represented some of the great creative artists of the twentieth century, including Willem de Kooning and Tennessee Williams. As you can read in Paul’s transcript, in May of 1968, I introduced them at the Bag o’ Nails, a popular music business hangout. They left the restaurant together that night. I also invited her to the launch party for Sgt. Pepper at Brian’s house on May 19, and as soon as Linda arrived, she made her way to where Paul was sitting in an armchair, exhausted, a two days’ growth on his chin, a dreamy look on his face. She literally sank to her knees by his side. There’s a wonderful picture of her sitting on the floor in a bold striped jacket, gazing up at him like she’s looking at a god. I remember thinking what a great couple they were.


In early March of 1969, Paul phoned me to say that he and Linda were starting a family. They were like lovebirds on a cloud, thrilled Linda was pregnant. They wanted to get married as soon as possible and asked if I would make the arrangements. The problem was that as soon as they posted banns to get married in Great Britain, it became public information. I was concerned that the ceremony at the Marylebone Register Office was going to turn into a mob scene, with wailing young girls and a horde of paparazzi, but Paul and Linda were unperturbed about fans finding out. On March 12, 1969, the day of the wedding, the streets in front of the register were indeed mobbed with fans and had to be shut down by the police. We had to enter through a side door where the garbage bins were kept. Paul’s brother, who was the best man, was half an hour late because the police had closed off all the surrounding streets.


One week and one day after Paul married Linda, I received a phone call from John. He and Yoko were at the Hôtel Plaza Athénée in Paris and wanted to get married, immediately. People believe that John’s desire to get married so soon after Paul’s marriage was a knee-jerk reaction. Perhaps it was psychologically about breaking up with Paul. When things were at their worst between them, John once said to Paul, “I want a divorce from you like I got from Cynthia.”


At the time, many felt that Yoko Ono was a surprising and difficult addition to the Beatles’ retinue. She was seven years older than John, a small, seemingly fragile yet persistent person, and more than a little kooky. “You know, we didn’t like Yoko at first,” Paul said in his interview. “People did call her ugly and stuff, and that must be hard for someone who loves someone and is so passionately in love with them.” In the inner circle of Liverpudlians, we thought of Cynthia as family, and Yoko’s ascension as First Lady of the Lennons was jarring. John’s pal Magic Alex asks in his transcripts, “Why her? John could have had the most beautiful or intelligent woman in the world—why this odd little Japanese lady?” The reason, many people believed, was that more than a trophy wife, a model or an actress, John needed a chum. His love affair with Paul McCartney was ending. According to Yoko’s interview, her relationship with John was platonic for a long time.


When John called and asked me to arrange for his wedding to Yoko, they were insistent that I tell not a soul, no one, not even the other Beatles. I arranged their wedding with the stealth of an MI5 agent. It was quite a task to pull off for one of the most famous couples in the world. They insisted they wanted to be married in Great Britain, but once they posted banns, it would be in the press. The solution was to find a place in Great Britain where John and Yoko could walk in the door and get married with no residency requirements. Charles Levinson, the London lawyer who handled John’s divorce from Cynthia, advised me that John and Yoko could tie the knot posthaste in Gibraltar, off the coast of Spain yet part of the British Isles. I called John and told him he and Yoko could get married immediately in Gibraltar, near Spain. My phone call to relate this information became the genesis of the lyric to the song “The Ballad of John and Yoko”: Peter Brown called to say, / “You can make it okay, / You can get married in Gibraltar, near Spain.”


I flew to Gibraltar the following morning just before John and Yoko arrived in a private jet. Both were dressed in white, like two virgins. They were signaling a fresh start. The couple were married in a brief ceremony by Justice Cecil Joseph Wheeler, to whom I paid 4 pounds, 14 shillings. Yoko wore oversized dark sunglasses with a big hat, and John smoked cigarettes during the brief ceremony. They were casual and seemingly unemotional, as if it were an obligation more than a celebration, although they hugged and cooed on the plane going back to Paris, but that was nothing unusual.


The newlyweds then took off to Amsterdam, where they held their famous bed-in for peace, yet again making international headlines, and perhaps seeming a bit foolish. I went to Amsterdam for a couple of days to make sure they were okay and to see if there was anything I could do. There wasn’t. They were happily in bed, the room filled with press from all over the world reporting on their every word. John and Yoko had things in the palms of their hands, just the way they wanted it.


Clearly there was trouble in paradise. Just for the record, Yoko did not break up the Beatles; the Beatles were already in irretrievable disarray from the time Brian died and they lost their ballast. Yoko’s constant presence was John’s way of pouring salt on the wound. On December 31, 1970, the day Paul formally sued the other three to dissolve the partnership of Beatles Ltd., I handed in my resignation. It was a bittersweet goodbye. “I understood perfectly why you were leaving,” Ringo said to me in his interview. “You said, ‘There’s no more I can do.’ You didn’t want to be a nursemaid anymore, and half the time the babies wouldn’t listen to you anyway.”


In February of 1971, I moved to New York City, where I became CEO of the Robert Stigwood Organisation in America. I oversaw all the company’s divisions and artists’ interest in the United States, including Andrew Lloyd Weber, Tim Rice, Eric Clapton, the Bee Gees, as well as theatrical projects like Jesus Christ Superstar and the movie Saturday Night Fever. John and Yoko moved to New York six months later, on August 13, 1971. John never went back to England. When he and Yoko first arrived, they rented a basement apartment in a town house in Greenwich Village, a relatively bohemian part of the city. But town houses in the Village are claustrophobic, without much more sunlight than living in a row house in Liverpool. I invited John and Yoko to lunch at my apartment on Central Park West, and when lunch was over, John went to the living room and stood gazing out of the tall windows of my apartment that overlooked Central Park, one of the most coveted views in the city. It was October, and the park was in its autumnal phase of deep reds and yellows—and in November, the Thanksgiving Day Parade goes by right under your nose. “This is so beautiful!” John said. “This is where I want to live.”


When John left that day, he asked my doorman if there were any available apartments in the building. When there weren’t, John went to the building next door, the Dakota, to ask the doorman if there were any apartments available there. Eventually, John and Yoko bought an apartment in the Dakota; then they bought the apartment next door, plus two smaller apartments on the eighth floor for their staff. Finally, Yoko bought an apartment on the ground floor for her office. The ceiling was blue painted with puffy white clouds. It was a pleasure having them for neighbors and running into them on the street.


A very short time after John was killed, Yoko asked me to meet her at the Tavern on the Green restaurant in Central Park. She didn’t touch her food, or the tea she’d ordered. Her major worry was Sean. She said, “I don’t know if I have natural maternal instincts.” She’d failed with her daughter, Kyoko, and she feared she would fail with Sean too. She said that John had always looked after Sean, while she tended to business, and how could she ever be as good a mother to Sean as John was?


I felt terribly sad for her. “Just by telling me this proves you do have maternal instincts. You’re full of love and caring, and I know you’ll make a great mother.” (Which she did.) I also said that I knew John sometimes bent the rules with Sean, and perhaps she shouldn’t be so strict. One day in the park a year before, I had run into John and Sean eating ice cream cones. Ice cream was forbidden on their macrobiotic diets. John and Sean cheated by walking through the park all the way to Rumpelmayer’s ice cream parlor on Central Park South so Yoko wouldn’t catch them. When I told her that story, she smiled. “I will let him cheat too,” she said.


I saw Yoko frequently over the years after John’s death and enjoyed many dinners, but as time passed, she rarely went out. One day we were having tea at the Dakota, and I asked, “What ever happened to the present John commissioned Dalí to make for Ringo?” Yoko said she’d never heard of it. I explained that John was concerned because Ringo was feeling hurt and disrespected by the other three, and John wanted to give him something special for his birthday. He wanted to perhaps commission a work by an artist.


I made some inquiries and discovered that the artist Salvador Dalí was amenable to commissions, and that he was happy to make a gift for a Beatle. A few days later, I went to see Dalí at his home in Figueres. I explained that John wanted to give something special to Ringo because of their singular shared experience—four boys from nowhere to where they were today. I could see Dalí liked this idea and said he would think about it. I returned to New York, and a few weeks later, Dalí called to say that his “creation” was ready, and that I should come to Spain to pick it up. And not to forget his $5,000 fee, no checks, American dollars.


When Dalí presented me with the objet d’art he had made, I was a bit bewildered. It was like a coconut, or perhaps it was a coconut. He had cut it in half, and he lined it inside with some sort of natural sponge. Embedded in the sponge was a long curly black hair that he’d plucked from his mustache, he claimed, although I had my suspicions. When he added a few drops of water to the dry sponge, the hair unwound. I gave him $5,000 and took the coconut.


When I got back to London, I showed Dalí’s creation to John and he was thrilled with it. He obviously had a penchant for surrealism. He loved Dalí’s construction so much, he decided not to give it to Ringo and kept it for himself. He gave Ringo something else, I don’t remember what. Yoko said she remembered once seeing something like a coconut, but alas, it was probably packed away in storage.


Just like Dalí’s coconut, the invaluable transcripts in this book have been stored away in a bank vault for over forty years. They are a kaleidoscope of experiences and opinions. Yet everyone agrees on one thing: the story of the Beatles was meant to end when it did. “It was time for everybody,” Ringo says in his transcript.


—Peter Brown


New York, 2023










Brian Epstein



This transcript is from a tape that was in the possession of Brian’s American attorney Nat Weiss. It’s a rare commentary recorded by Brian in 1966, the year of the Beatles’ last tour. He has a beautiful, calm voice, his accent patrician without being stuffy.


BRIAN EPSTEIN: I don’t think that you’ll get any one of them or me to categorically state that they will never appear in public again. Not because of the financial aspect, but because it would be very difficult to progress from those sorts of tours. And in any case, this is my personal point of view, how creatively satisfactory for them are those tours, except in terms of finance. And they don’t really think too much about that. They leave that to me anyway, but one understands it very well. So there’s no reason why they shouldn’t appear in public again, but I don’t think that it will be in the concept that we’ve known previously. [Well, I think,] but one thing that, the thing that upset John most about that was that the interview, the initial interview, was done in his own home with Maureen Cleave, who we’ve known. We’ve known her in England, too, very well. We like her very much. We all like her very much. And you know, he said these things, and she was right to report them. But I think that what upset John more than anything else was that hundreds of people were hurt by that. And I think that John’s a very sympathetic person. Incredibly sympathetic. And the last thing that he would want to do would be to hurt anybody’s inner feelings, however much he may feel, feel sort of—but this is a basic thing with John not to go and hurt other people, not to go and smash other people out. Yes. And [Maureen Cleave] was upset herself. I could imagine. I mean, she was calling when I flew over here to see what, what was what, before they came, she was on the phone over a few seconds, saying, what could I do? And how can I have open songs, so forth?


But if the Beatles have taught me—and they’ve taught me many things—and one of the biggest hang-ups that I ever had personally was to categorize people, and they do not categorize people or things on music. You know, there, there’s, there’s nothing which has—there are some things which are trite and lousy, but one doesn’t necessarily have to categorize them. I mean, the Monkees, who are enormous here, are enormous in England, good luck. Great. I think them, you know, I love their records and we met them in England and they’re nice guys. So you don’t categorize them as, as being, you know, when they first erupted in England, there was quite a lot of knocking in the press, which was, I suppose, to sort of say, well, here we are a great British people with our beautiful Beatles. Well, we are, you know, we do have our beautiful Beatles, but there’s nothing the matter with the Monkees. And the Monkees are giving a great boost to the industry and the kids and everybody, and everyone’s buying their records. And there’s nothing the matter with that at all. No, I think.










Paul McCartney



Although the Beatles were nominally John’s group, it was Paul who played the leading man. He was the backbone, a young man who wanted to succeed and continue to succeed. Whenever there was a pause, in conversation or in life, charming Paul would jump in. Boyishly handsome and effortlessly glamorous, he was the “cute” Beatle. He had beautiful hair, an adorable smile, and puppy dog eyes. He wanted to be considered cultured and erudite, not a working-class Scouse, something the media seemed to want to pin on the Beatles. His early life in London in the 1960s had all the trappings of a middle-class Englishman, not a rock star, including a relatively modest house in St. John’s Wood, a classy but not showy neighborhood. He went to art exhibits, opening nights on the West End, and he befriended art dealers. He read. He had a sense of righteousness, justifiably in his business dealings. Although he was a true gentleman in the finest sense of the word, he was also quite a rake, and never lacking for female companionship, whether it was for a year or a few weeks, a day or an hour. The interview that follows is the last he gave before John was killed in December of 1980. There are candid revelations about the sense of loss of trust and friendship with John, his position on their business disputes, and his relationship with his now late wife, Linda.


PAUL McCARTNEY: Let’s start.


STEVEN GAINES: Do you remember what your initial reaction to Brian Epstein was? Do you remember first meeting him?


PMcC: I just thought he was suave, sophisticated. You didn’t get many people like that in Liverpool. He was classy.


SG: Were the guys put off by him at all?


PMcC: No, we liked that. We thought that was good for a manager. He looked like he’d make a great manager. We were impressed by his car, which was a Zodiac, which you could smell the richness just being in it. It was a big deal for us lads.


PETER BROWN: It’s always been portrayed that the lads were really kind of urchins. But you weren’t.


PMcC: I was thinking we were more working class. I think John was the nearest to [middle] class because his family at one time had owned something. And he had Aunt Harriet and Aunt Mimi. My father’s family was old, from Everton,* a family of seven kids, and they were pretty poor. There were seven kids. So they were quite poor. But I never remember them saying they ever went without a meal or ever went hungry. Which probably means they might have once or twice. My family started off like that, and when my dad was fourteen, he became a cotton salesman. But the thing about my family, I think, that made it slightly not as working class as the others, was the aspirations of my mom, who was a nurse and always wanted us to talk nicely. I used to make fun of her, a fact that I regret to this day because she died when I was fourteen. And I know what she meant, but then being a little bit of a … My mom always especially wanted me to be a doctor.


Then George was sort of next, his dad was a bus driver. Mine was next, and I think John was sort of—but you’re right, there was none of us from penniless families. You couldn’t say that we were anything other than working class, except maybe me and John, but I’d say mine was on a lower level because it was a nurse and a cotton salesman. Brian Epstein drove a big car and his family owned stores. I mean, that was definitely the aristocracy.


SG: Were you aware that Brian was gay in the beginning?


PMcC: I think so. We used to hang out in nightclubs occasionally with him, and we realized it wasn’t sort of our crowd. I remember not quite understanding the whole thing. Even if we knew, it wasn’t something we ever talked about much, or we might have a little snicker about it as kids that age might do. We thought of Brian more as someone who would do us a lot of good. I was aware that, like, he was gay, and when you went round to his house there’d be boys rather than chicks. But Brian never made any kind of advance, which was like probably the big criteria—I suppose if he had, then we might have snickered more or whatever.


In Liverpool, people were wondering about John going on that Spanish holiday with Brian. And John kind of had a little covering of his tracks to do on that one because it was suspected quite widely that, “What was John doing?” And the other thing that was suspected, from us, was what was John doing manipulating this future manager of ours. Sucking up to him, going on holiday, becoming his special friend, so that when we all get managed by him, John will know him that little bit better than we do. We all suspected John of that. But that kind of blew over, and from that day to till Brian died, there was absolutely no kind of question of anything like that. And it was all just accepted, he knew that we knew. We never really talked to him about it at all. And it wasn’t necessary then.


SG: You’re portrayed as being the most demanding of Brian.


PMcC: I always was. I was inquisitive and ambitious. I realize now how ambitious I was. I did one or two things to [tease] ruin Brian, like I was saying before I mimicked my mom. One or two things that at the time, you think, well, it’s the game, tough. This is the way we are, and if I think like that, you think like that. When my mom was saying I ruined it by making fun of her slightly higher-class accent that she was trying to put on us kids.


SG: What did you do to Brian?


PMcC: With Brian, I remember talking about [Allen] Klein—being in a lift in Hilly House, and saying, “We just heard that the Rolling Stones were getting sixpence royalty per record” or something like that, and we knew that we got four. We were bigger than them, and we didn’t realize that they can give you a very artificially high royalty but take [everything else off you], which they probably did to the Stones. We didn’t realize that. We just—anyone who got six was on a better deal than we were. I should think that Brian had taken care of other things with it and took a slightly lesser royalty. I’m sure his deal wasn’t any worse or any better than the Stones. I remember saying to him in the lift, just between getting in the lift and getting out, “Well, you know the Stones …” That was one of the times that my ambitions sort of got the better of me. I was only trying to get us a better deal. But it ruined it a little bit there, I mean I’m sure not greatly, but he didn’t like me too much after that for a week or two, you know, “Bastard. After all I’ve done for him, asking for twopence more, and implying I’m not as good as Klein, so you know, it was like you can have him.”


SG: Do you remember the other incident? Was it the Sgt. Pepper cover, because he wrote about that?


PMcC: No, Brian didn’t mind that. We were all sitting out at George’s place and we played Pepper through, and Brian’s remark was “Put it out in brown paper wrapper.” That was his thing—he said because it’s so good.


SG: Did you think that he was doing a good job, in the end? Did you realize that he was on too many pills?


PMcC: Well, you know, things echo … like when I started this business, one of the first things I said to everyone in this office was “Don’t expect me to be in the office,” and that was directly as a result of the situation with Brian. Because Brian was always evident in the office, and then he stopped being as evident and enjoying the luxury of success a little more, which made the office start to fuck up. Who’s doing the watching up? It started to mess up a lot, and I remember people sort of sniding a bit, “Oh, Brian doesn’t come in these days, we’re lucky if he gets in here by two.” Because it was beginning to happen more, which made me decide later that the first thing I would get straight with anyone I had working for me was “Don’t expect me to be in” because I could see, if you set them up too much with a good deal … I think that’s what Brian did. He set them up so perfectly, that when he wanted to go and enjoy his luxury—


SG: Is that what you thought he was doing, enjoying it? You weren’t aware that he was incapacitated?


PMcC: Not really. He slurred a little bit, and that, but we were all—He was slurring from pills, and we—I’ve never been a big piller. Even in Hamburg, I remember them all saying to me, “What are you on?” ’Cause I was all [high-speed rambling]—“Nothing! It’s great, though, isn’t it?!” And I wasn’t—Occasionally, I was up just because they were all up. They were all on pills, and I just didn’t need to take anything. So I wasn’t particularly a pillie, Brian was doing that—I would be very laid-back on pot.


SG: Brian did feel towards the end that he was going to lose the group.


PMcC: Yeah, he was getting far out around acid, you know, because we were giving him all sorts of concepts—


SG: Do you think that’s why?


PMcC: I thought, I thought, that he was—that we were asking possibly too much of him. I don’t know.


SG: Do you resent the fact—I mean, looking back on it or when you realized—that he had written the 25 percent for him into the EMI contracts kind of surreptitiously, without letting you guys know?


PMcC: Well, I never knew the truth of that. I always used to say—One of the words that I’ve used ever since about Brian is that he was green—I never realized how green he was. To us, he was a sophisticated businessman, but ever since I’ve been in the London business scene and understood that when it becomes the norm, you realize that the sophisticated guy coming down isn’t as sophisticated as you think he is. He was provincial, and so certainly his deals were pretty provincial—you can see that now. I never blamed him for it. I thought, actually, that it was amazing that he even did so well.


PB: There certainly were things that worried us, like the accountants got more out of Hard Day’s Night than we did.


PMcC: We took a fee for Hard Day’s Night, and the accountants were on a percentage. We caught that one. I don’t understand—I could never quite work that out. But we always used to fall asleep at those sorts of meetings.


SG: But after he died, it turned out that even though he was dead and NEMS [Brian’s management firm] didn’t exist, that somebody was going to be getting 25 percent of you.


PMcC: That whole NEMS thing. That was sort of tough to find out all that stuff, but it may have just been naïveté. I never really put it down to him trying to screw us. Actually, if I think of it seriously now, I would pretty much say it was probably family business advice.


SG: I think that he was afraid that somehow, after you stopped touring, he was going to lose you, and that’s why he had it written into the record contracts.


PMcC: But Brian was quite often trying to sell us, which was another thing that used to offend us mightily, because I remember one time, when we’d been touring, I think 364 days of the year, I know it was a pressurized period for us, because I remember once he came to Thank Your Lucky Stars, which was a record show that we used to do, and we were trying to tell him, “Look, we’re really pressured, ya know? You’ve got us working too hard.” I remember somewhere about that time he dropped the idea that he wanted to sell us to Lew Grade.* We were just appalled because it had been a much more personal thing, it hadn’t been a business for us.


And we were like—well, it was some business thing, he was being given some kind of shove from somewhere, and we were gonna be sold to Lew Grade. And we said, “If you sell us to Lew Grade, the first and all the records that we will make from now on will be out-of-tune versions of ‘God Save the Queen.’ That’s all we’re gonna record from now on. You can sell us, but he’s gonna get a bag of worms, Grade. You try to sell us, and that’s all we’re ever gonna do. We’re just gonna lay down.” And then he did it once again with Stigwood.


SG: With Robert Stigwood, were you guys aware that he had made an offer to buy NEMS for 51 percent?


PMcC: We could smell something was going on, it was obvious—again, we just dug our heels and said, “No, man. There’s no point, we just don’t want to be sold like cattle.”


There were meetings with Stigwood before Brian died. It was put to us, “How do you like this man? Looks nice, doesn’t he? How would you like him as your manager?” We were kind of saying, “Why don’t you just continue?” and Brian said, “You know, there were all sorts of, well, business pressures, you know …” We said, “Get rid of some of your other acts or something,” because that was another thing that I was always surprised at, was the fact that, it came down to his style, the fact that, like, he had a stable [of acts]. Which is, I suppose was, the way to do it in those days. But we always thought the Beatles was enough. Why do you want Billy J. Kramer, Cilla Black, Gerry and the Pacemakers, Tommy Quickly? You know, it was getting down the list there. We always just figured, well, you know it’s all a headache. Get rid of all that, and just look after us or something.


SG: Do you think he killed himself, or was it accidental?


PMcC: I wouldn’t know. He went out to the country, came back, didn’t want companionship—came back up to town to try and—got pissed and—we understood it was barbiturates and booze. Well, I mean that was the stories, I don’t know, that’s what I got out of it all—obviously, there’s going to be more sort of personal details.


Brian set up a ten-year contract, which we never realized. We signed just millions and millions and millions of documents. I remember Neil [Aspinall] coming round with it all, and all I asked him, “Is this all right to sign?” and Neil said, “Yeah.” So, I signed them all. It turned out later, there was a ten-year Beatles contract amongst all those documents. In setting up the company, they thought they had to have some goodwill from these lads, so they tied us together for ten years. Apparently, the story I have it figured out, well, I’m real hazy about the sixties, you know, because it’s just—


SG: Klein showed up on the scene, he got in touch with—


PMcC: Derek Taylor. He got in touch with Derek, I remember. Derek put him in touch with John and Yoko. He went around to see John and Yoko, talked them into it all evening, and John sent out a letter the next morning, to all the top businesspeople, “To whomever it may concern, my affairs are now in the hands of Allen Klein.”


SG: Didn’t John discuss it with you first?


PMcC: He said, “I’m going with Klein, what do you want to do about it?” and I kind of said, “I don’t think I will, that’s my roll.” Then George and Ringo said, yeah, we’ll go with John. Which was their roll. But that was pretty much how it always ended up, the three of them wanted to do stuff, and I was always the fly in the ointment, I was always the one dragging his heels. John used to accuse me of stalling. In fact, there was one classic little meeting when we were recording Abbey Road. It was a Friday evening session, and I was sitting there, and I’d heard a rumor from Neil or someone that there was something funny going around. So we got to the session, and Klein came in. To me, he was like a sort of demon that would always haunt my dreams. He got to me. Really, it was like I’d been dreaming of him as a dentist. He came round to the session, and he said, “I gotta have this thing signed, I gotta get you guys on a contract,” and then so I said, “Wait a minute, c’mon, it’s Friday night, what’s the hurry? Give us the thing over the weekend, and we’ll let ya know Monday?” Fair enough?


And everyone said, “Uh-huh, there he goes.”


I said, “What do you mean, ‘There he goes’? There is no one on the line over the weekend. It’s gotta get checked out and deal with any rewrites and we’re not in a hurry to go with this guy, so let’s check it out.”


John said, “Oh, fucking hell, here you go, stalling again.”


I said, “I’m not stalling, I want it checked out. It’s a big movement, going with a new manager, you know, and maybe we don’t want to go with this guy. What’s the hurry? Why can’t he wait?”


“Oh, he’s getting a plane tonight, and he’s got a board meeting tomorrow morning.” Saturday morning, right? Board meeting. Klein was the board, the table, and the legs. There wasn’t anybody he had to go and check with. Which I sussed. I mean he’s the ball game, Klein, so there can’t be anybody he’s got to check with. So I stuck my heels in, plus my bloody lawyer at the time was bloody Jewish, and he was after great bread on a Friday night, and he wouldn’t deal. Anyway, so at this meeting, everyone said, “You’re going to stall forever now, we know you, you don’t even want to do it on Monday, you’re going to stall on Monday, and that’s for two more days.” And I said, “Well, so what? It’s not a big deal, it’s our prerogative and it could wait a few more days.” They said, “Oh no, typical of you, all that stalling and what. Got to do it now.” I said, “Well, I’m not going to. I demand at least the weekend. I’ll look at it, and on Monday. This is supposed to be a recording session, after all.” I dug me heels in, and they said, right, well, we’re going to vote it. I said, “No, you’ll never get Ringo to.”


I looked at Ringo, and he kind of gave me this sick look like, Yeah, I’m going with them. Then I said, “Well, this is like bloody Julius Caesar, and I’m being stabbed in the back!” It’s the first time you realize in our whole relationship that whenever we voted, we never actually had come to that point before—three were going to vote one down. That was the first time, and they all signed it, they didn’t need my signature. So that was the first time I was sort of outvoted, and Klein went back to this supposed meeting. He didn’t—he went home and he only went into the office on Monday morning. So it was fake. Which, I pretty much knew it was fake. But the others were just so keen, particularly John. I always had the impression that Klein had got them to go with him because he was the only one who was ever sympathetic to Yoko. Klein saw the Yoko connection and told Yoko that he would do a lot for her. Give Yoko a lot. And that was basically what John and Yoko wanted, recognition for Yoko. We found her sitting on our amps, and like a football team, an all-male thing, you really don’t like to see a chick in the middle of the team. It’s a disturbing thing, they think it throws them off the game or whatever it was, and these were the reasons that I thought, Well, this is crazy, we’re gonna have Yoko in the group next.


SG: She was giving you advice in the studio?


PMcC: Well, she was definitely turning up. Looking at it now, I feel a bit sorry for her because, if only I had been able to understand what the situation was and think, wait a minute, here’s a girl who’s not had enough attention. I can now not make this into a major crisis and just sort of say, “Sure, what harm is she doing on the amps?” I know they would have really loved me. You know, we didn’t like Yoko at first, and people did call her ugly and stuff, and that must be hard for someone who loves someone and is so passionately in love with them, but I still can’t—I’m still trying to see his point of view. What was the point of all that?


SG: Were the other Beatles anti-Linda?


PMcC: Uh, yeah. I should think so. Like we were anti-Yoko. But you know John and Yoko, you can see it now, the way to get their friendship is to do everything the way they require it. To do anything else is how to not get their friendship. This is still how it is with John and Yoko. I know that if I absolutely lie down on the ground and just do everything like they say and laugh at all their jokes and don’t expect my jokes to ever get laughed at, and don’t expect any of my opinions ever to carry any weight whatsoever, if I’m willing to do all that, then we can be friends. But if I have an opinion that differs from theirs, then I’m a sort of an enemy. And naturally, paint myself a villain with a big mustache on, because to the ends of the earth, that’s how they both see me. I feel like there’s a lot of that—I mean, John said that business about where I turned up at his flat—that’s the same thing, he’s quite right, perfectly within his rights to do that, but it’s just not done. I’m the kind of person that does turn up. I don’t really mean—I like surprising people. I quite like doing that anyway. John got into his New York way of living, where you don’t do that in New York. You always call, and I just didn’t realize all that. And three or four times, I called up, talked to doorman, “Hello, it’s Paul,” give him a ring. I got in, whereas John actually turned away the Stones one night—the Stones weren’t allowed in, they’d done the same thing, the Stones, and they got told they weren’t allowed in.


SG: The major bone of contention was what?


PMcC: I think it was just that we were growing apart.


PB: You weren’t writing together anymore either.


PMcC: We were hardly writing together. If we wrote together, it’d be two words here and just shuffling a few passages together.


SG: I read somewhere that John was angry because the Eastmans had advised you to buy more of Northern Songs, Ltd., stock, and you had done that without telling him.


PMcC: No, it had nothing to do with the Eastmans. The whole Northern Songs thing was always that John and I had always said to each other, if you’re ever going to buy shares and stuff, you ought to always [invest in] something that you’ve really got total trust in, so you’re not buying a pig in a poke. We always said the best shares to buy would be Northern Songs, because we believe in ourselves. So that was always our thing, and John and I until then never bought individually, but of course, we were always at liberty. I was always at liberty to go out and buy three shares if I wanted. No one could tell me no. What happened was that we were given the original issue—he was given, I was given—and I’d never actually bothered to add to my stock.


We’d always talked about it being a good share to buy and all that, and I remember one day I thought, someone must have been talking about investments, one of the accountants, because I was there, and instead of [investing in a] brush factory or something silly, like Ringo [invested] in Ricky Building—he got a mate out of the Ad Lib who was a builder, and he put money into that. I always thought that was wrong, and I thought, No, no, wait a minute. I’ve read [about] too many people in the music world [spending their money foolishly], and I thought that you had to be cautious and careful. I’d always been brought up to be that. My dad was canny with all that stuff, you know, never to be a borrower, he was all that stuff. My dad was always on to them, tolerance for other people’s point of view, my dad would really drill them into [me]. So I was very careful about this, I’d just been brought up to naturally be quite careful.


One day, I thought, I need to spend a bit of money on something, invest in something, why don’t I buy some of our [Northern] song shares? It didn’t occur to me to ring up John and say, “Hey, old buddy, I would advise you to buy up some of our song shares. How about it?” Because I didn’t think it was any of his affair anyway. But I didn’t want it to get out, because you know, having read my papers, I thought, Well, if I’m buying shares, it’ll do something to the stock market. They’ll go down or something. Thought that was a bit funny. So I rang Peter, and I said, would you just buy me a few shares? Just you on your own there. Quietly.


The funny thing is, when Apple [started], everything was laid out on the table, it’s like a Monopoly game. We saw who had what. I suddenly had more Northern Song shares than anybody, and it was like, oops, sorry. John was like, “You bastard, you’ve been buying behind my back.” John saw everything like a Harold Robbins movie, you know, which it was. He’s not incorrect. I couldn’t get over the fact that we were really involved in all this. I think to this day, he’ll not understand. I don’t think he would accept right now, my naïveté in it. I think he still suspects me of trying to take over Apple. He still suspects that when I offered the Eastmans as [managers] instead of Allen Klein, he naturally assumed that I would be taken care of better than the others, and that the Eastmans could never be moral enough to be equal in their judgment and do the Beatles’ thing rather than Paul’s thing. I think they still suspect to this day.


They’re very suspicious people [John and Yoko], and one of the things that hurt me out of the whole affair, was that we’d come all that way together, and out of either a fault in my character, or out of lack of understanding in their character, I’d still never managed to impress upon them that I wasn’t trying to screw them. I don’t think that I have to this day.


Once, I rang up Lee Eastman and I said, “Where’s the Apple [lawsuits and negotiations] up to?” Like I might call today—because it’s still going on. Exactly as complicated as it ever was. If I rang up today and said, “Where’s the Apple thing up to?” and he would say that the problem is John’s got this sort of—he can’t do it, you three can’t do the deal if John can’t do it. He would want indemnity against any sort of bad things that occurred because of taxes. If he got nicked for tax, he doesn’t want to be left holding the baby, so he wants you three to give him some kind of indemnity. Up until this time, he had had a million pounds cleared, [personal] debts that John was just doing all through Apple. We had just swallowed up the debt in the company, George, Ringo, and I. Sure, we don’t mind—if it has to be. But that was a million, and none of us had ever had a million cleared in debts.


I still don’t want to screw him. I still do feel for the guy. I really like the guy, even though what I’ve gone through. I still see that he thinks he’s the one who was hurt. I spoke to the Eastmans. I said, “If we all think he’s not going to have a tax consequence, let’s give [the indemnity] to him.” ’Cause, you know, if all sides are that smart, let’s all offer it. Break the deadlock.


I went to New York, feeling like the bringer of good news. I rang him up. “Hello, John, how are you? Hello, how’s the kids? Oh, great. What’s all this about publishing? Yeah, great”—laugh laugh laugh—“What about Apple?” Tense. You know, that was the unfortunate thing in the last ten years. The moment you mention the word Apple, all of us go, eeeeep! Dread and horror and shock goes through all our systems. I said, “Look, as I understand it, you need this indemnity.”


John said, “Fucking indemnity. Fucking this, fucking that. You don’t need to give me fucking indemnity, you fucking—” I think we ended up just sort of swearing at each other. I said, “Fuck you, ya big cunt,” ’cause I just couldn’t handle it. I couldn’t be sweet and reasonable anymore. I was shaking for an hour after that.


Of course, the funniest thing was, I then meant to ring John Eastman and say to him, “No, no, it’s not gonna work, this whole thing. I tried to do the indemnity, it’s not gonna work.” Of course, I got the phone numbers wrong. I rang John Lennon back instead. [When the phone was answered, I said,] “Hello, John? Yeah, listen, I just—oh—yeah well …”


But it was Yoko this time, and then I said, “Look, I didn’t mean for it to get like that—but, shit, you know, it seems to have got …” The funny thing was, they knew I was trying to ring John Eastman immediately after, so that would have reinforced their little feelings about me—double-dealing. I’ve hardly talked to him since. I rang last Christmas, and I was smart enough not to mention Apple. We had a pleasant conversation. I was allowed to talk to his son, which was lovely. His son seemed very nice. And that was now the new formula for life, for the Beatles—to this day, I’ve not mentioned that word to them. If I talk to Ringo, we just don’t talk about it.


The point I was trying to illustrate is that it wasn’t so much John being a bastard as it was his being suspicious towards me, always being suspicious towards me. There was Northern Song shares. And I swear on any holy book you want, I know he won’t believe it, but I know for sure that I didn’t buy them with the view to—If I was really trying to do it, I could have bought an awful lot more. So it does hurt a little bit that there’s someone who still thinks, like, I’m out to get them, or that I always was. That’s one of the nice things about it—It’s a pity [I never said to John, “Fuck off, I’m not trying to do it”—and never was]. But he knows I was kind of—We were behind the scenes, and we did a few little [things] that we had to do, and our ambitions, and it was never a kind of terrifying skeletons in the closet. It was always just normal—but, uh, they …


SG: They effectively blocked the release of McCartney, your first solo album?


PMcC: It came out that [the album] Let It Be was to be released. And I had been promised a release date. Things round about that time were so petty that they had a meeting and said, No, no, no, we’ll hold Paul’s and put Let It Be out. Then Paul can have June 26 or something. I was all geared to go. It was a little do-it-yourself operation: McCartney One. We’d done it all at home, we printed the role list, we had everything ready—in fact, we’d sent out all the envelopes [ourselves]. We didn’t let anyone at Apple know what was going on, not out of spite or anything, more to create an exciting event—Linda and I worked it all out. We’d do all this. [Peter Asher] gave us a questionnaire, we filled it all in, like I’ve done with this Japanese jail bit [a self Q&A that Paul wrote for his book about being arrested for possession of marijuana in Japan], we had all of that done, so I was naturally all geared into this release date. I thought they were just trying to do me in, and it became this thing. I said, no, I was there first, why should you be able to just change my release date and arbitrarily put yours in? No, I got it first.


I definitely planned all of mine with Neil and said we’ll do it January 3 or whatever it was, and then they suddenly, they had a meeting about Let It Be and said, let’s get it out and that I was in the way. So they voted me out again, they just swept me aside, and Ringo came to my house, and Ringo was the poor fucker just in the middle of it all. I doubt he meant to do anything, I think they sent him round just as a sort of scapegoat, and he didn’t realize what he was telling me, really.


SG: What did you do?


PMcC: I just got annoyed with him. I’m not the beatdown type, but we shouted at each other, and the final sort of thing then was, “Get out!” I remember he was the only person I’ve ever told to get out of me house. That was the worst moment with Ringo, and I felt sorry for him because it really brought him down, you know.


I mean, it’s only later you realize all of this is just really drama, you know. At the time, it was a clear-cut case of—they would again—just trying to do me in like they were trying to do me in with Klein, they were trying to do me in with—You know, they were just saying, it’s only money, man. To me, it was like the only money I’d ever earned was all in Apple, all our Beatle success, it was all there. Also, it was a period of madness, as we talk about the I Ching and all that. And money was rather a dirty subject—it was Monopoly. John referred to it as “Monopoly money” and all that. But I was aware that this was it, this was my—And if that went down the drain, then everything I’d ever sort of meant, your capital to do anything else with or whatever, this was all the money I’d ever earned.
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