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Discover The Beatles’ extraordinary journey like never before!
While bookstores are packed with biographies, essays, and musical
analyses of this legendary band, nobody has dared to bring their
adventure to life as a thrilling novel—until now.

Introducing Doctor Robert, a larger-than-life character (and
the inspiration behind one of The Beatles’ biggest hits). He’s no
ordinary guardian angel but a supreme entity known as S.T.A.R.R.
(Supervisory Guardian for Rock’n’Roll Artists, a clever nod to the
band’s drummer). His mission? To protect and steer The Beatles’
career to greatness. Doctor Robert can assume any identity, vanish
into thin air, and be everywhere at once. He’s witnessed it all,
from the fateful day in 1957 when he stumbled upon a teenage John
Lennon pedaling his green bicycle away from school in Liverpool.
From that moment on, he became an integral part of their
extraordinary journey. Picture the story unfolding in shades of
black and white, then exploding into a riot of psychedelic colors
as Doctor Robert guides you through their unforgettable adventures,
iconic songs, and shocking twists, all the way to the epic sunset
of The Beatles. Meet Marco Bonfiglio, an unwavering aficionado of
timeless classics, from literature to immortal melodies. His prose
is sharp, vibrant, and brilliantly illuminating. With his words,
he’ll transport you half a century back in time, only to reveal
that these fifty years have never truly passed. The Beatles’ music
is still an integral part of our lives. Every time you listen to
their songs and experience a whirlwind of emotions, you become a
part of the Beatles story - a real S.T.A.R.R. in their
universe.


  
Get ready for an
unforgettable ride through the Beatles’ world—where history,
fantasy, and music collide!
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Marco Bonfiglio lives in Rome, where he was born in 1980. He holds
a degree in Communication Sciences. He loves Homer and dreams of a
world where the great classics are accessible to every type of
reader. Captivated by the Beatles in his adolescence, he plays the
guitar and sings in the band The Beaters, which has performed in
the most important venues and theaters in Italy and abroad. He is a
sports journalist, specializing in basketball, and has hosted
television programs and written for industry publications. For this
publishing house, he has released “Odyssey in prose for everyone”
(Fermento 2003), “Iliad in prose for everyone” (Fermento 2004),
“Aeneid in prose for everyone” (Fermento 2004), Beatles for sale -
The Novel” (Fermento 2005) and “The Italy ‘90 Syndrome” (Fermento
2014).
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comma 
      
[ , ]
    
  



  
brief pause





  

    

      

semicolon 
      
[ ; ]
    
  



  
medium-long pause





  

    

      

period 
      
[ . ]
    
  



  
long pause





  

    

      

colon 
      
[ : ]
    
  



  
pause to catch your breath before the sprint





  

    

      

exclamation mark 
      
[ ! ]
    
  



  
long open-mouthed pause: astonishment, anger, pain, 
  
surprise, satisfaction





  

    

      

question mark 
      
[ ? ]
    
  



  
curious pause





  

    

      

question mark with exclamation mark 
      
[ ?! ]
    
  



  
pause of curious astonishment





  

    

      

ellipsis 
      
[ ... ]
    
  



  
pause with bated breath, prolonged pause because 
  
the list could go on, curiosity, waiting





  

    

      

quotation marks / dashes 
      
[ « » “ ” - ]
    
  



  

faithfully report a dialogue, a quote, a thought
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If
you're the kind of people who love to read, you will have noticed
that many great novels, not those born as commercial operations
aiming solely at the box office, but those by authors with all the
credentials, from Raymond Chandler to Michael Crichton, James
Ellroy,
Jeffery Deaver, Dan Brown, Michael Connelly, to our own Andrea
Camilleri and Giorgio Faletti, are already perfect cinematic
screenplays. Reading them, if you add that minimum amount of
imagination necessary to transform reading into a splendid journey
of
people, places, sets, situations, emotions, and sensations, it
feels
like watching a movie. It doesn't matter if, in reality, most
movies
adapted from books are worse than the books.



  

    
In
our minds, flipping through page after page and chapter after
chapter, if the book is good, we see a great film. The reason is
clear: each of us has an imagination that works differently from
others and is capable of virtually drawing many precise frames in
which we complete, enrich, emphasize, amplify, and minimize
moments,
words, atmospheres, and details of the story with our own
imagination. The system works perfectly, and if you don't believe
it,
try it, and you'll be surprised. In our life as readers, we've seen
many disappointments but also many extraordinary films that
deserved
a rain of Oscars and often astonished, moved, entertained, or
angered
us much more than at the cinema.
  



  

    
Now,
before we proceed, make a small effort that will prove to be an
essential ingredient: completely forget the myth, remove from your
mind everything you know or believe you know about the Beatles,
erase
the thousands of books written in many different languages about
the
historic Liverpool quartet, and leave in some corner, because it's
impossible to remove it, only the memory of their songs, that
brilliant music that, for many human beings in this world, of all
ages and races, represented a real discovery and was the soundtrack
of many occasions, including evenings spent on the beach singing
their songs with a guitar, perhaps alongside Lucio Battisti's.
Think
of John Lennon, Paul McCartney, George Harrison, and Ringo Starr as
if they were the unknown protagonists of a purely fictional novel,
as
if you had never seen their faces or heard their conversations, as
if
all the stories and urban legends about them had never existed, as
if
you could peer into their lives through a small, magical keyhole, a
special candid camera that captures in panavision from every
possible
angle, naturally with surround sound in Dolby five plus one. There
you go, the game is set.
  



  

    
The
operator, sound engineer, screenwriter, director, editor, and
jack-of-all-trades of this film is called Doctor Robert, just like
one of the many Beatles songs. His profession is S.T.A.R.R.
(Supervisory Trustee for Rock'n'Roll Artists), and the initials of
his role, coincidentally, form the same as Ringo's last name. He
has
an eagle eye and long ears, the ability to be everywhere, naturally
unnoticed, to watch, hear, weigh, and even intrude into the affairs
of those he protects as much as necessary to do right by them. He's
a
kind of guardian angel, but secular, living in a singular and
enviable democratic regime that allows him to even debate with his
superiors when his actions have, at least seemingly, exceeded the
theoretically allowed limits.
  



  

    
This
flying and clairvoyant spirit, on the record and in the life of
this
planet, also has a name and a surname: he's called Marco Bonfiglio,
and besides writing and being passionate about basketball and
translating Homer's poems into prose, he plays with a band of six
musicians called Saville Row and enjoys performing, how strange the
world is, Beatles songs. To put down on paper the real story of
John,
Paul, George, and Ringo, their private lives, their most personal
and
unknown facts, their collaborators, friends and foes, their wives,
lovers, and girlfriends, their moods, and their travels of all
kinds,
including those involving drugs, it took him eight months, but for
the research that one day made him sit in front of the computer and
finally write the words "Chapter One," several years were
needed. It was a tiring but beautiful operation, one that makes you
envious for not even being touched by such an idea, even if it's a
type of envy mostly made up of admiration.
  



  

    
The
result is this book. I started it around midnight and didn't stop
until dawn, after four hundred pages, for a reason that will seem
stupid to you at the moment: I was curious about how it would end.
In
short, according to the instructions I just gave you, read it like
a
novel but experience it like a film. Get yourself a bag of hot
popcorn, get comfortable, close your eyes, relax, open them again,
and turn to the next page. The screening begins, and if you've
followed the suggestions, you'll find it a great movie. As for the
soundtrack, don't worry, because, like all of us, you already have
it
in your head. Of course, in Dolby surround five plus one.
  



 






  

    

      
Fabrizio
Zampa
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"If
    I could find a white man who sings with the spirit of a black
    man,
    I'd become a billionaire."
  






  
Sam
  Phillips



 






 






  

    
My
field is music. Always has been. I still believe that everyone has
their own talents, a particular gift in which they can express
their
full potential. The fact that I am a S.T.A.R.R., a Supervisory
Trustee for Rock'n'Roll Artists, doesn't change that perspective.
Like millions of other colleagues, I belong to the S.C.T.A., the
Supreme Committee for the Protection of Artists.
  



  

    
Honestly,
I've never been too interested in finding out how many branches the
Supreme Committee has scattered across this planet. I imagine there
are Trustee Supervisors for writers, painters, architects,
sculptors,
in short, anyone with an artistic vein in their everyday life,
their
own and that of others. However, I can proudly speak about my
category: in practice, we are entities that oversee and make the
activities of musicians as positive and productive as possible.
Singer-songwriters, instrumentalists, bands. Any genre of music you
can think of, we are a part of it. Some of us, with little
imagination, have even called ourselves the guardian angels of
global
music. Although I'm not particularly fond of simplistic
definitions,
that's exactly what we are. Nothing spiritual, mind you, no divine
connotations. We can be anywhere, at any time, in the forms we
prefer. We know how to enter people's dreams, advise or stimulate
them if necessary, but in a non-intrusive manner. And that's why
I've
decided to tell my story. I've seen things that no one else could
have observed, from an absolutely privileged position in
environments
and content. Now, nearly sixty years since the S.C.T.A. was
reformed
and modernized to meet the needs of that historical period, let's
talk about the second half of the 1950s, the efficiency of our
organization has reached levels close to perfection. Every genre of
music has its own Trustee Supervisors, subdivided into various
subcategories: solo artists and groups, just to give an example.
Canonical instrumental music, drums, bass, guitars, or electronic
music. There are categories based on the language in which one
sings,
even.
  



  

    
But
at the time of this story, a fundamental reform was underway in the
Committee. The development of music itself was changing, spreading
in
directions and forms that were absolutely unthinkable just ten
years
earlier, and at the top of the S.C.T.A., with foresight, I must
admit, they thought they should intervene. Everyone knows that the
evolution of man and music have gone hand in hand, let's say there
is
written evidence dating back to when the bard Phemios, in the
Odyssey, sang the adventures of the heroes of the Trojan War on a
lyre. As far as I know, the origins of the Committee date back to
the
early productions of classical music. It wasn't yet an equipped
structure; perhaps a Trustee Supervisor was sent to monitor the
careers of promising artists. I once worked on Eric Satie, a French
composer from the late nineteenth century who somehow inspired my
rather pronounced ironic vein: he had curious titles for his music,
things like "Spicy Fragments" or "Drowsy Preludes (for
a dog)." The fact that Eric was only truly appreciated in the
twentieth century, on one hand, makes me think I could have done a
better job, but on the other hand, it makes me proud to know that
quality, sooner or later, finds significant recognition among
people.
Later on, the Committee didn't give me assignments for a long time.
They never offered an explanation, and I didn't bother to ask. When
a
Trustee Supervisor finds himself unemployed, he falls into a sort
of
oblivion from which he only wakes up with the next call from the
superiors.
  



  

    
Personally,
that's how I am; I don't waste much time looking for reasons for
events over which I have no influence. What difference would it
have
made to know or not know the reason I was unemployed? Would it have
increased regrets? Given me a chance to seek revenge on the
Committee's bosses, if the opportunity had arisen? No, wasted
effort.
Instead, when they called me back in 1957, I made sure to
thoroughly
understand the musical situation at the time. Not that music in the
previous years was at a standstill, but now it was literally
exploding. Everything changed around 1949 with the song "The Fat
Man" recorded by Fats Domino. This was a new genre, primarily
played by black musicians, a different and engaging boogie, with a
tight rhythm that encouraged movement. To move, really move. I
liked
it from the first note, and deep down, I thanked the Supreme
Committee. They decided to pull me out of the closet at the right
moment. This new music was called rock'n'roll, a term coined by a
white DJ from Cleveland named Alan Freed, who titled his show
"Moondog Rock'n'Roll Party." The recording industry, unlike
today, was drawn to exciting novelties like honey, and it quickly
realized that among black musicians, there was a music that could
drive practically anyone who listened to it crazy. In other words,
the loudest sound ever was played by black artists, but it was
clear
that it could be spread everywhere, without regard to color.
Apparently, even though I'm not the most qualified person to
discuss
this issue, there was a shade of racism that technically raised
alarms within the Committee. Because when Sam Phillips founded his
Sun Records label in Memphis, Tennessee, he declared:
  



  

    
"If
I could find a white man who sings with the spirit of a black man,
I'd become a billionaire."
  



  

    
Talented
black artists were abundant. Why the S.C.T.A. didn't show interest
in
them before that statement, I never understood. I suspect that even
they had a fair amount of racism in their managerial plans, but
that
remains between me and you. However, that was a world emerging from
World War II, an indelible scar for all those who had directly or
indirectly experienced it. But the young people, they needed to
live
with a smile, with enthusiasm, with everything that could help them
overcome a memorable event. This kind of almost aggressive energy,
as
usual, ended up being interpreted as a form of rebellion by the
younger generation against the system. Personally, I never
considered
it in such an extreme way, although I'm willing to admit that the
simultaneous explosion of cinema and television allowed certain
models to expand to the extreme, to become stereotypes. Films like
"Rebel Without a Cause" with James Dean or "The Wild
One" with Marlon Brando, who will also play a significant role
in this story, are good examples to understand this.
  



  

    
In
my experience, adults have always complained about the decline of
subsequent generations. Fortunately, my condition prevents me from
being a parent; otherwise, I might be one of those who constantly
curse because their children do nothing but watch MTV, strum the
guitar strings, think only about fun, and all those stale speeches
that fathers have been making to their heirs forever. Even Hector
complained to his younger brother Paris because he had caused a big
mess with Helen, triggering the Trojan War, while he preferred to
stay comfortably in the palace getting massages from the maids.
From
this perspective, music has never changed. However, the real music
was changing, becoming increasingly global, and the Supreme
Committee
decided to take action following at least three events: the
proliferation of jukeboxes playing 45 RPM records, the fact that
more
and more artists not only performed but also wrote their own songs,
and Elvis Presley. I never met Elvis's S.T.A.R.R., but I have great
admiration for him. Some of my colleagues, total purists who loved
boogie and doo-wop, Chuck Berry's wild riffs, and Little Richard's
animalistic performances, sometimes told me:
  



  

    
"Look
there, Elvis and his S.T.A.R.R. made fantastic music sound
simplistic."
  



  

    
I
never believed it. I can afford to say that I've always been rather
flexible, never radical, in my conception of various musical
genres.
I mean, it's important to understand how your field of work is born
and develops. Elvis arrived in the homes and record players of
millions of kids, and they all fell in love with him. It's true
that
Sam Phillips worked on his image as a young, elegant, yet sensual
man, someone you'd want to marry, which, of course, couldn't be
said
for the early rock pioneers. It's true that to fully blossom, this
new music had to wait for a white king. But even here, as the
subsequent history shows, the work of people like Bo Diddley was
considered essential for all those who followed. And the fact that
the music of artists like Buddy Holly, Jerry Lee Lewis, Carl
Perkins,
or Gene Vincent, who were more faithful to the original rock than
Elvis's rockabilly, had its roots in the work of black artists is a
tremendous recognition for those who paved the way. Perhaps
unconsciously, or with the frustration of knowing that others would
travel the path worldwide. But when merit finds its origin, it's
always a good example of how you can't shape the effect without
knowing the cause.
  



  

    
Of
course, this new surge also brought about some fundamental
structural
changes in the canonical songs known until then. The piano was no
longer the primary instrument, the cornerstone of the musical
edifice. It was overwhelmed by the guitar initially. Even the
lyrics
became something to work on and, later, to interpret. The focus had
always been on universal themes, love and emotions above all else.
But that rock, born from the anguish of those who may have
experienced slavery, degrading work in cotton fields, prison,
social
segregation, brought new subjects to sing about. Subjects that were
probably closer to the young audience that listened, not to mention
the social changes of that time that deserve a separate book, and I
certainly won't be the one to write it, as I lack the expertise. In
the end, the unlocking at so many levels of post-war society led to
a
complete merging of experiences of people who had lived separate
lives until then. Like all the most important advancements, music
stepped on the gas and turned due to the mixing of different
customs
and trends.
  



  

    
Maybe
they were racist at the S.C.T.A., but they definitely had a keen
sense. Until then, the organization had been relatively simple: as
soon as an artist showed talent and the potential for success, they
assigned a Trustee Supervisor to them. For me, that couldn't be
considered a complete job. A Supervisor had no way to deal with
every
detail when, as I mentioned earlier, the singers were mostly
interpreters of songs written by someone else. But now that music
was
exploding and multiplying, now that artistic awareness allowed
anyone
to write, sing, and express their global talent, the passive
attitude
of the Committee was no longer enough if the goal was to steer it
toward mass consumption. A consumption of quality, I want to
emphasize that. The explosion became apparent because now the
musician became complete energy. Before, it remained fragmented:
there were those who could write lyrics, those who could create a
melody to turn into a song, those who played an instrument, and
those
who sang. Qualities that were now fused into the same person. Just
thinking about it gives me goosebumps. I don't think there's a way,
equally complete, to express what evolves in the souls of human
beings. And although it took a few more years for the new trend to
fully establish itself, it was definitely worth working on
concretely. It was then, in May 1957, that they called me back into
service. And since this rock'n'roll was now on everyone's lips, our
label became S.T.A.R.R.
  



  

    
With
one difference from the past: before, it was the Committee that
designated the artist to be protected. Now, we would have to find
one
ourselves, a singer or a band made no difference. Talent scouts, we
could call ourselves. Free to choose any geographical area, any
musical genre, any voice that struck us was enough. We had complete
freedom of choice. And this imposed a great sense of responsibility
on us. It would definitively establish who among us were mediocre
and
who were the best. When you have to build rather than just execute,
you understand the difference between who is truly cut out for a
job
and who isn't.
  



  

    
Me?
I was the best. Because I was the S.T.A.R.R. of the Beatles. And
after all this time, it's time to tell what I saw and was part
of.
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"You
    have to be a comedian to live in this city. Otherwise, devoid
    of a
    sense of humor, you wouldn't survive a day in poverty, in the
    slums,
    and in unemployment."
  






  
A
  common saying among Liverpool sailors



 






 






  

    
Having
brilliant insights is part of my job. And the first one I had was
about choosing a geographical area to find artists to nurture.
Since
rock 'n' roll was spreading, especially in America, most Guardians
thought they should focus their attention there. Not a wrong
strategy, but rather commonplace for someone like me. Let me give
you
an example: it's said that the most dangerous people, the ones to
watch out for, are not those who make noise, who talk incessantly.
You should be wary of the silent ones because those are the
characters you can't penetrate. And what you can't know, you can't
predict. I applied the same reasoning, but in a positive and
constructive sense. I thought that if rock was roaring everywhere
in
America, the field of action could be predictable, perhaps even
overly saturated.
  



  

    
I
immediately had the feeling that I should look elsewhere if I
wanted
to find those who could change the history of music. Plus, I'm not
the kind of person who settles for mediocrity; if I had to work, I
wanted to work with the best. Many of my colleagues had a similar
mentality until the late sixties; they aimed for the best, not just
the good. If the Committee had inspired our successors not to
settle
for mediocrity, the quality of music wouldn't have declined as
rapidly as it did.
  



  

    
However,
there was no doubt that the official language of what we were
supposed to nurture was English. This led me to believe that the
only
other region to explore, apart from the United States, had to be
England. Before leaving, every S.T.A.R.R. was required to register
with a name of their choice in the Committee's archives and
subsequently declare their chosen area of competence. I learned
that
we would be cataloged alphabetically, so I just registered with the
name Doctor Robert to find out the destination of those who came
before me, without the risk of someone else having the same idea.
Later, many others decided to move their area of competence from
one
side of the Atlantic to the other, but when someone else has
already
risked their underwear in your place, it's easier to make
decisions,
and the stakes are less dramatic when entering already explored
territories.
  



  

    
In
early May 1957, I was then free to move around the United Kingdom.
I
initially settled in London; even then, the most important record
labels, agents, and all the influential figures had their roots in
the capital. A beautiful city, wonderful in terms of architecture
and
the blend of different cultures and races that were rapidly merging
together. But I still didn't think I would return there for long
and
disrupt every musical and communicative norm. Furthermore, what I
saw
in jazz clubs, bars, and cellars didn't excite me much anymore.
There
were musicians who played well, but I never came across that extra
intensity needed to fuel talent. It was curious how a city with
such
a strong personality couldn't produce artists with the same
quality,
at least in my eyes. It seemed like swimming in the middle of a
flat,
fluid, yet unexciting surface, while I was searching for
sensational
peaks and heights to climb. So, for about a month, I devoted myself
to learning to play various musical instruments. To start with, the
differences were significant and fundamental compared to the last
time I worked, almost a century ago. Solid-body guitars like the
Fender Telecaster or Gibson Les Paul had become popular. Electric
basses and drums had emerged, new instruments for me. And if you're
involved in music, you must immerse yourself perfectly and
technically in your genre. Can you imagine a scholar of Greek
culture
who can't distinguish an Ionic capital from a Corinthian one? Can
you
repair a car if you can't even drive it? Call me meticulous or
picky,
but I've always believed that to be an excellent Guardian, you need
to get on the field yourself and do what your proteges do. At least
try. They may have seen it as my annoying sense of superiority over
them, but I never had much respect for those S.T.A.R.R. who tried
to
guide their proteges but remained silent when asked what a
pentatonic
scale was or the most basic concept of rhythm and beat. So, I used
to
frequent Denmark Street, a street in central London where
instrument
shops and recording studios were concentrated. In about a month, I
learned instrumental techniques and, at the same time, developed a
curious form of sympathy and antipathy for Londoners. I was
fascinated by their subtle irony, which I realize not everyone
could
grasp at first sight. It annoyed me to have to repeat the name of a
street I was looking for dozens of times: you either gave them
perfect pronunciation, or they pretended not to understand you.
Once,
I had an argument with a waitress in a pub near Trafalgar Square; I
just wanted a cheeseburger, and she kept saying there was no such
thing. Only in the end did she let me know that they served
cheesebàrgers, according to their pronunciation. Needless to say,
after that episode, they never saw me or my pounds again.
  



  

    
But
one day, strangely when the rain had decided to spare the
sidewalks,
I found myself in a place, in human form, of course, chatting with
a
chubby man with a Northern accent who was telling me about his
sailor
adventures. He came from Liverpool, he said, and complained about
how
unemployment and the lack of job opportunities made life difficult
for those people. However, he continued to make me laugh heartily,
downing beer without interruption, and didn't seem at all like a
desperate character, in London for who knows what reason and still
without any engagement on the horizon.
  



  

    
"What
do you find so amusing about this situation?" I asked. Thinking
about it, I must have seemed like a nutcase to ask such a
question.
  



  

    
"Friend,"
he replied, "have you ever wondered why most comedians come from
Liverpool? If I didn't have a sense of humor, I couldn't survive a
day in such a mess."
  



  

    
Great
answer, I thought. I like the spirit of these Northern folks. But
the
sailor, who apparently had no interest in telling me his name,
continued and forever ignited a spark in my search:
  



  

    
"I've
been wandering around London for three days now, and I'll need
another couple to die of sadness. How do these people keep going
without a hint of joy? Look, I haven't even come across anyone
singing on the street. In Liverpool, we all have a favorite song,
and
all you have to do is walk along any street to realize how much
musical harmony permeates the city. Now, this new music is all the
rage with us, what do they call it? Skiffle, I believe. Typical of
our way of life, played with makeshift instruments. It makes you
want
to dance after a few seconds, or throw a pie in the face of the
first
person who passes by. Did you say you're involved in music, right?
You should listen to it, my friend, you should listen to
it."
  



  

    
I
put out the last cigarette. By the way, one thing that drives me
crazy about my job is being able to experience the best and worst
of
human life. But I'm immune to the side effects, of course. So,
there
was nothing wrong with indulging in a pint of double malt beer,
especially since they knew how to pour a good one in those parts,
or
taking a puff after dinner. Although, to be honest, if I had known
the truth about British cuisine beforehand, I might have thought
twice about settling on the island.
  



  

    
That
sailor, with his genuine enthusiasm, tried to explain to me that
something important was happening in Liverpool. And it was my duty
to
at least verify the extent of the event. We played a couple of
rounds
of darts; I let him win to repay his information, and because he
insisted, although it wasn't easy, he aimed his throws as if he
were
on the deck of a ship in the midst of a storm. I've always found
the
effects of alcohol on individuals curious, even though I'm immune
to
them. So, I tried to appear even more intoxicated than that guy,
and
the next day, I was already in Liverpool.
  



  

    
It's
a city located in the northwest of England, built on the estuary of
the River Mersey. It has always been one of the country's most
important ports, which, of course, allowed it to have a population
composed of various ethnicities, mainly Irish, but also Welsh and a
strong Chinese community. By the late fifties, the advancement of
new
technologies had made Manchester the pulsating center of
information
coming from the north. The port continued to contribute to the
constant flow of different cultures, but unemployment was on the
rise. You could see it with the naked eye, as if people had to make
ends meet with makeshift means. However, the quality of life was
high, or at least that's what it seemed like to me, in the minds of
its inhabitants more than in reality. Liverpool houses various
works
of art, important museums; only in London is there anything better
from this point of view. It's not as charming in its buildings,
palaces, or typical terraced houses in the suburbs surrounding the
center. But from the moment I set foot there, it was evident that
something was brewing. Music venues sprung up on every street
corner,
where live music was predominantly played by youngsters, often very
young and new to the music scene.
  



  

    
In
1956, Lonnie Donegan, with his skiffle band, recorded the song
"Rock
Island Line," which reached number eight in both the British and
American charts. The turning point had arrived; this was simple and
direct music, catchy and enjoyable. Above all, it was extremely
easy
to perform. Skiffle could be played anywhere with basic equipment:
any guitar, a snare drum, a washboard for laundry, and an
improvised
bass, made by attaching a broom handle to an empty tea chest and
attaching four rubber bands to the two ends. Throughout history,
quality music had reached millions of ears and influenced even more
minds, but this genre, which arguably showed less quality, was the
first music ever that anyone with a minimum of dedication could
learn
three chords and start playing with a couple of friends. The
effects
must have seemed unpredictable.
  



  

    
I,
on the other hand, was able to predict them. And, as they say, I
found myself in the right place at the right time. It seemed like
every boy in Liverpool suddenly wanted to form a skiffle band. The
boom appeared as rapidly as it faded, but it lasted long enough to
create a fundamental musical legacy. The seed was planted. One of
the
offspring resulting from this musical revolution was named John
Winston Lennon.
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"That
    guitar is fine as a hobby, but it won't earn you a living."
  






  
Mimi
  Smith, speaking to her nephew John Lennon



 






 






  

    
"Say
one more time that Elvis Presley looks like a queer, and I'll beat
your gums to a pulp! And one more thing: don't call me Winnie
anymore!" shouted the boy at his friend, somewhere between
threatening and joking. He was about seventeen years old, maybe a
bit
older, and what caught my attention was the Elvis-style pompadour
he
had on full display. He had reddish hair, and his cheeks kept
blushing. They were near Quarry Bank High School on Hartill Road,
and
they must have been students there because both were wearing the
school uniform, a black sweater with a sewn emblem in the shape of
a
red and gold stag's head. The one with the pompadour was sweating
visibly; it was early June, and he didn't seem to appreciate
wearing
a heavy sweater when the temperature was rising. Once he reached
his
bike, a green Raleigh Lenton, he took it off and tied it to the
handlebar just in front of the saddle.
  



  

    
His
friend, a blond boy named Pete Shotton, watched him as he unlocked
his bike and prepared to leave. After a few meters of pedaling, he
turned suddenly and said, "Hey Pete, don't forget again...
Tomorrow afternoon, we're practicing from four to six. Same
place."
  



  

    
"Yeah,
I'll try to remember," replied Shotton with little enthusiasm.
Then, with a sudden touch of irony lighting up his face, he added,
"Winnie! Elvis Presley doesn't look... He is a queer!"
  



  

    
The
cyclist responded by raising the middle finger of his right hand as
he sped away down the tree-lined avenue. The boy on the bike was
John
Winston Lennon, and Pete, since they had met twelve years earlier
in
elementary school, continued to tease him about his middle name. I
still can't pinpoint exactly what struck me about John Lennon. It
was
more of a feeling. He looked different from any other
seventeen-year-old I had encountered since I started working again.
He was imitating Elvis quite noticeably in his movements and
hairstyle. When you looked into his eyes, he could seem shy, but
his
words always had a hint of aggression. Yet, his round face was
endearing, as was his pointed nose. His pupils were quite
expressive,
a mixture of adolescent zeal, disdain for conventional rules
(especially school rules), and a touch of sadness that any
observant
person couldn't help but notice.
  



  

    
When
he told Pete about the practice the next day, it was clear that he
was talking about a musical group. Perfect, I thought, my first
concrete contact with skiffle. However, the truth was that John
Lennon struck me as a blob of talent, perhaps a bit unruly, with a
soul that was not easy to penetrate. He was the kind of person who
had always fascinated me. I also remembered hearing that the new
music, the one spreading in America, emerged from the hearts of
those
who had endured a thousand hardships. It seemed like John might
have
some painful experiences in his past, making him a kindred spirit.
I
decided to learn more about this boy, which for a S.T.A.R.R.
equates
to knowing practically everything.
  



  

    
John
Lennon was born on October 9, 1940, around 6:30 PM, at the Oxford
Street Maternity Hospital in Liverpool. He was the son of Alfred
Lennon and Julia Stanley, two characters who each deserve a story
of
their own. Alfred was a sailor by profession, and Julia was an
attractive and rather free-spirited woman who worked at a café in
Penny Lane. To give you an idea, their honeymoon after getting
married at the town hall in December 1938 was an evening at the
Trocadero cinema before Fred went on duty as a waiter on a ship
heading to the western Indian Ocean the next morning. It wasn't a
lasting relationship, and the separation wasn't overcome even with
John's birth, their only child. Julia was 26 at the time of his
birth
but didn't seem ready to take on the responsibility of raising a
child. In the meantime, she pursued other relationships, had a
daughter with a soldier whom she convinced to give up the baby for
adoption, and later had two more daughters with a man named John
Dykins, with whom she lived. The result was that young Lennon spent
the first seventeen years of his life in the house of his maternal
aunt, Mimi, along with her husband George Smith.
  



  

    
The
only time he saw his parents together was when Alfred briefly
returned to Liverpool in 1946, planning a vacation with John. Once
in
Blackpool, he confided in his son that he wanted to emigrate with
him
to New Zealand. When Julia heard about it, she immediately joined
them. At first, the six-year-old boy seemed to want to stay with
his
father, but when his mother started to leave, he ran after her in
tears. Upon their return to Liverpool, he was once again entrusted
to
Aunt Mimi. As he grew into a teenager, John began to feel the
absence
of growing up with his parents. Not that he lacked attention and
affection, even though they were often expressed in authoritarian
ways, especially by his uncle George. But he didn't feel like a
regular kid, and as often happens, his initial shyness was
compensated for by adopting irreverent and arrogant tones towards
adults.
  



  

    
John
was a talented boy who spent his days singing at the top of his
lungs, reading books like Lewis Carroll's "Alice in Wonderland,"
or drawing. As an artist, he showed promise even before reaching
his
teens. When he met Pete Shotton at a neighborhood playground in
Woolton, where they both lived, he found a rebellious companion who
made him feel less alone. Any elementary or middle school teacher
remembered them as troublemakers with poor academic performance.
But
John had already started writing stories, working with ingenuity
and
originality, qualities that would later be amplified in the Lennon
who composed songs.
  



  

    
As
he grew, he patched up his relationship with his mother, and Julia
influenced him in at least two aspects: a sense of humor and a
musical inclination. He used to visit her in her house on Blomfield
Road, not far from where the boy lived with his aunts, and
sometimes
she would greet him wearing a pair of woolen underpants on her head
while cleaning the rooms. Another of Julia's favorite antics was
wearing glasses without lenses and suddenly, while talking to
someone, rubbing her eyes, poking her fingers through the
frames.
  



  

    
This
red-haired woman, rather unconventional by British behavioral
standards and quite attractive to any man who came near her, was
also
passionate about music. She had learned to play the banjo, a small
four-string instrument, from her paternal grandfather. As that
sailor
told me, everyone in Liverpool had a favorite song, and Julia's was
"That'll Be The Day" by Buddy Holly, which she sang
continuously to her son. Not only did she sing it, but she also
taught him how to play it on the banjo, which was John's first
encounter with a musical instrument. He saw his mother as a partial
role model, and he admired her, but at the same time, he felt a
sense
of resentment and irritation for having been abandoned, even though
they were trying to build a new and more mature relationship. He
felt
a significant sense of frustration for not having had a normal
upbringing, a real family, and parents. But he loved her, and he
wasn't one to express feelings of discomfort to others, let alone
in
front of his mother. At the same time, he had a conflicted
relationship with Aunt Mimi, who had taken his upbringing and
education to heart right from the start, even though she couldn't
openly show affection. She was very strict and often cold, but John
wasn't an easy boy to deal with: always ready to sabotage any
domestic rule, Mimi was constantly grumbling. But deep down, they
cared for each other, and the affection became evident in 1955 when
Uncle George died of an illness, leaving his wife with a £2,000
inheritance and an unfillable void. He had not been a real father
figure, but he had always provided warmth and protection to the
young
Lennon. It wasn't easy for Mimi, and it wasn't easy for John, who
added another tragedy to his already extensive collection of life
experiences as a human being. Music, once again, helped him become
a
young adult.
  



  

    
Like
many other teenagers in their late teens, from fifteen to seventeen
years old, Elvis Presley dominating the music scene had a visual
impact, an image impact, and an imaginary impact that couldn't
leave
a sensitive rebel like Lennon indifferent. Elvis became his hero,
everyone's hero. And when "Heartbreak Hotel" was released
in 1956, he was literally struck by it.
  



  

    
This,
combined with the ever-growing artistic influence applied to his
mind
by Julia, led him to seriously consider learning to play an
instrument to imitate his idol and finally play skiffle, which was
all the rage in the city at the time. "Guaranteed not to break.
Only ten pounds," read the slogan advertising a Gallotone
Champion guitar in Reveille magazine in the fall of the same year.
John carefully examined the photo: an instrument built by the South
African department of the Gallo company, with red lacquered wood
fading to black at the edges of the front panel, a light-colored
neck, similar but of significantly lower quality than maple. Its
size
was 3/4 compared to a regular guitar, and the boy decided that
would
be his first instrument.
  



  

    
He
then ordered it by mail to Julia's address, knowing that if Aunt
Mimi
had opened the door when the postman rang and discovered that a
dangerous six-string guitar had arrived at the house, her reactions
could be unpredictable. He set aside the ten pounds, and the
Gallotone arrived promptly. At first, he practiced exclusively with
his mother, who taught him some chords in the only way she knew,
drawing inspiration from those she had learned on the banjo. This
explains why, the first few times I saw him play, John ignored the
low E and A strings, focusing solely on the first four. When he
later
moved the guitar to Aunt Mimi's house, she immediately eyed the
cardboard case with suspicion. Suspicion quickly turned into
concern
as she heard Elvis Presley records playing constantly, discovered
her
nephew hunched over learning the secrets of the instrument's
fretboard, and recalled his poor academic performance. If
initially,
she threatened to consider using the guitar wood as fuel for a fire
to keep warm during the colder months, she soon started chanting a
kind of mantra: "That guitar is fine as a hobby, but it won't
earn you a living."
  



  

    
It
happened that even before my arrival, John Lennon's aunt understood
what would happen. She feared that her nephew might drop out of
school, and she was quite prescient in that regard. Of course, she
couldn't imagine that music would revolutionize her nephew, and her
nephew would revolutionize music. And at the time, even John didn't
think he could become a professional guitarist or singer. Mimi
Smith
had made quite an insightful decision, something that I,
S.T.A.R.R.,
could only envy.
  



  

    
What
John did was gather a group of school friends and put together a
skiffle group, of which he naturally assumed the self-appointed
role
of leader. Initially, they called themselves the Black Jacks, but
the
boy changed the name to Quarry Men due to a phrase in the school's
anthem that he found particularly amusing. John Lennon on vocals
and
guitar, his friend Pete Shotton on washboard, Rod Davis on banjo,
Eric Griffiths on another guitar, Colin Hanton on drums, and Len
Garry on the makeshift bass made from a tea chest. Besides the
practices he mentioned to the blond kid, I heard them play at a
party
on Rosebery Street in the latter half of June. They performed a
typical skiffle repertoire with hits of the period like "Railroad
Bill" and the aforementioned "Rock Island Line," plus
a song from the city's maritime tradition, "Maggie Mae,"
which fascinated me in an unusual way and later came to mind during
the days of the "Let It Be" album.
  



  

    
I
liked their sound, but I must admit that the real point of interest
was John. You could tell immediately that he was in a different
league. As I mentioned before, having brilliant insights is part of
my job. Understanding that this young man, enamored with Elvis
Presley, belonged to the league of outstanding talent was an
instant
cognitive process. Energy, talent, vocal and instrumental skills –
there will be time to talk about all of that. Betting on John
Lennon,
that was the way to go.
  



  

    
Speaking
of Len Garry, he alternated on the makeshift bass with Ivan
Vaughan,
a neighbor of John's who lived on Vale Street, and whose backyard
overlooked Mendips, where Mimi and John lived. He was a rather
eccentric character and a childhood friend of Lennon's. Although
the
instrument belonged to Garry, Vaughan didn't hesitate to write on
it
with a marker, "Ive the Jive, Bass Ace."
  



  

    
He
and John had attended the same elementary school. Later, he
enrolled
at the Liverpool Institute, but his mischievous nature couldn't be
tamed: he once showed up at Quarry Bank, pretending to be a new
student and even getting textbooks from the teachers. When the
headmaster found out, he accepted the punishment he had earned with
nonchalance.
  



  

    
But
Ivan Vaughan had another characteristic. A crucial one. He was one
of
James Paul McCartney's best friends.
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"Hey,
    how do you remember all the lyrics of the songs you sing?"
  






  
John
  Lennon, addressing Paul McCartney



 






 






  

    
That
Vaughan was quite the troublemaker. The rules of the Liverpool
Institute, where he was enrolled, required black shoes. But one
day,
he painted them with canary yellow paint, and in the following
days,
he didn't show up at school. In his excuse note, he wrote that his
mom couldn't afford to buy him new shoes. James Paul McCartney also
attended the Institute, and he and Ivan quickly became friends,
bonding over the fact that they were born on the same day of the
year.
  



  

    
One
day, on Saturday, July 6, 1957, Ivan called Paul: "Hey buddy,
what are you up to? Listen, this afternoon, the Quarry Men are
playing at the Woolton Village Fete. Yeah, I'm playing too... No,
Len
Garry can't make it, and I'm taking his place on bass. Would you
like
to come with me?"
  



  

    
"I'm
not sure," McCartney replied, lacking enthusiasm. "To be
honest, I already made plans..."
  



  

    
"Don't
be a party pooper! Anyway, it's up to you. Just wanted to remind
you
of all the girls who'll be there. You have no idea how many you
could
meet!"
  



  

    
"Ah..."
McCartney's expression changed decisively. "But... No, come on,
I've got some free time. I promise, I'll come see you next
time."
  



  

    
"Whatever
you say, Paul. I have to go; they're waiting for me. Talk to
you..."
  



  

    
"Wait,
Ivan."
  



  

    
"Yes?"
  



  

    
"Are
there really going to be that many girls?"
  



  

    
Vaughan
knew how to get his friend's attention. And if he hadn't brought up
the matter of the girls, maybe the Beatles would have never come
into
existence. But of course, as history would later demonstrate (and
as
it has demonstrated in the past with men), women would play an
important role in this story. The name Yoko Ono, years later, would
serve as a reminder of how impeccable this theorem is. Therefore,
it's no surprise that it all began with an impulse that not even a
musical genius could resist.
  



  

    
Well,
the Quarry Men had been booked for a double gig at the traditional
Garden Fete, held at St. Peter's Church in Woolton, on Church Road.
A
stage was set up behind the church, where Lennon and the others
would
perform in the afternoon; in the evening, a second concert was
scheduled, this time during the dance in the parish hall. I, of
course, decided to attend to observe the progress of my protege and
his band.
  



  

    
It
was a rather humid day, with an overcast sky. In front of rustling
trees, John jumped onto the stage in a checkered shirt with a
dangling tuft of hair. He played his skiffle with aggression,
almost
as a challenge, but with a contagious smile on his red lips. He
sang
well, damn well, although sometimes it was a bit unruly. Now he was
trying to involve all six strings of his Gallotone, and I liked how
he improvised, inventing meaningless phrases when he couldn't
remember the exact lyrics of the songs. A decent performance, I
would
say, appreciated by the not-so-large afternoon audience. Paul
McCartney watched attentively, as part of that audience, and I
observed his thoughts. It intrigued me because, unlike the other
spectators, he never took his eyes off John and Ivan's hands, and I
immediately recognized a musician in him.
  



  

    
"The
singer is quite good, but his guitar is ridiculous. Such a shame.
And
they could have at least tuned them together, him and the other
guitarist..."
  



  

    
Fragments
of thoughts I picked up from him. When the Quarry Men stopped
playing, they immediately started moving their instruments to the
hall and preparing for the evening event. That's when Ivan Vaughan
entered the legend in his own way. He introduced John Lennon and
Paul
McCartney to each other.
  



  

    
Unlike
Julia's son, Paul looked even younger than his recently turned
fifteen, and for John, it was natural to assume the typical air of
superiority that two extra years of age on paper could afford him.
They sat apart in a corner of the parish hall. Lennon didn't let go
of the Gallotone, holding it upside down on his knees. Initially
intimidated, McCartney found the courage to ask, "Can I see
it?"
  



  

    
John
didn't answer but handed his guitar to his interlocutor. By ear,
with
perfect precision, McCartney tuned John's guitar to perfection. And
he earned instant respect because he and Eric Griffiths couldn't do
it themselves and had to take their guitars to a music store for
tuning, in exchange for a small fee to the store clerk who did the
job. Paul continued. It was true that he had been drawn by the
prospect of meeting girls, but knowing that he would be among
musicians, he had brought his own guitar. A Zenith Model 17,
acoustic, tan wood color. He was left-handed, so he couldn't play
on
a right-handed guitar, and he held it upside down, with the
pickguard
facing upward. Quickly and without any uncertainty, he smoothly
performed his versions of Eddie Cochran's "Twenty Flight Rock"
and Gene Vincent's "Be-Bop-A-Lula." Fate, which always
plays its part when it wants but never by chance, made these two
songs some of John's favorites. He was astounded as he watched the
left-handed young man sing every verse, word perfect, when he
couldn't recall the exact lyrics of the songs.
  



  

    
"Hey,
how do you remember all the lyrics of the songs you sing?" he
asked with enthusiasm but still a hint of doubt.
  



  

    
"Could
you write the lyrics down for me?" he asked immediately
afterward, this time more docilely. The other grabbed a pen and did
so.
  



  

    
Paul
McCartney played really well, considering he had been handling the
guitar for less than a year. He knew how to sing, and his voice, I
imagined in advance, would complement John's perfectly. It had a
wide, almost infinite range, rough like pumice, sharp as a finely
honed blade, delicate as honey. Lennon's voice had a much more
unique
timbre, rare, less suited to singing just anything but perfect for
the new music that made hearts race.
  



  

    
John
Lennon and Paul McCartney. Together. Even today, the mere thought
of
it moves me. And Mimi's nephew immediately considered the idea of
bringing his new friend into the group. Of course, he couldn't
appear
too eager. What kind of charismatic leader would he be if he
immediately allowed the first newcomer to join the Quarry
Men?
  



  

    
"What
do you think of Paul?" Ivan asked him later that evening as they
headed home after the evening concert.
  



  

    
"I
don't know, I'm not entirely convinced," John said, knowing he
was lying. "Sure, he's pretty good with the guitar, knows how to
sing, but..."
  



  

    
"But
what's missing? What's your 'but'?" Ivan interjected. "He's
way better than all of us put together. He'd be an incredible
addition to the Quarry Men."
  



  

    
Lennon
remained silent, but he knew his friend was right. He had already
sensed Paul's nature, and while he was deeply affected by it, aware
that with him, the group would make a significant leap in quality,
he
also felt somewhat threatened in his role as the frontman of the
Quarry Men. A productive contrast that would last for the next
thirteen years.
  



  

    
But
by now, I knew him well enough to predict what John would decide
shortly. So I left him to his doubts and focused on learning more
about McCartney.
  



  

    
He
was born on June 18, 1942, at the Walton Road Hospital, the son of
James McCartney and Mary Mohin. His parents had another son, Mike,
two years later. Like John, a strong musical influence came from
someone in the family, in this case, his father. James McCartney,
known as Jim, despite having a ruptured eardrum since childhood,
learned to play the piano by ear and was known in town as a good
jazz
musician. He had a band called Jim Mac's Band, and he was a rather
eccentric character with a keen sense of humor. In many photos, you
can see him sticking out his tongue at the camera. Paul's mother
was
a midwife, a job that forced the family to move several times until
they settled at 20 Forthlin Road in 1955. Music always played a
significant role in the McCartney family. Paul's father, Jim, had a
deep influence on him, and his younger brother, Mike, took up the
drums. Paul initially studied the piano and, for his fourteenth
birthday, Jim gave him a trumpet. He learned a bit, and his lips
cracked from the strain, but he quickly realized that he couldn't
sing with that thing in his mouth. Two events happened in Paul's
life
that would change it forever. The first, tragic and traumatic,
brought him closer to his new friend John. His mother, Mary, had
been
experiencing chest pains for some time, which unfortunately turned
out to be breast cancer, incurable. Not even surgery solved the
problem; it worsened, in fact. The woman who had given birth to one
of the greatest contemporary artistic talents passed away on
October
31, 1956.
  



  

    
"Now,
how will we manage without money?"
  



  

    
It's
said that this was Paul's first reaction to the news. While it
demonstrates his practical and materialistic nature, which would
become pronounced in his later years with the Beatles, it's also
true
that the pain in his soul was immense. He had to thank Jim, who
took
on the responsibility of raising the two boys without distractions,
and he had to thank a concert that took place a few days after
Mary's
death. Lonnie Donegan was playing at the Liverpool Empire, and it
had
an effect on him similar only to what Elvis Presley had done to
John
Lennon.
  



  

    
He
decided that the guitar would be his instrument, returned to the
store where the trumpet had been purchased, and exchanged it for a
six-string. Perhaps to counteract the trauma of his mother's death,
he threw himself wholeheartedly into music. At the age of fourteen,
he already knew how to play the piano, he banged on his brother's
drums, and he learned that his initial discomfort with the guitar
was
due to being left-handed, so he reversed the position of the
strings.
In 1957, he enrolled in the Liverpool Institute, where he met Ivan
Vaughan; he took the bus to school every morning and early
afternoon,
often alongside a shy boy eight months his junior, with whom he
bonded.
  



  

    
Paul
McCartney, at the time I met him, already had an embarrassingly
high
level of musical ability, far superior to anyone else's. He learned
concepts quickly; he could have soldered a whistle to the end of a
metal tube and made a saxophone out of it. There's no doubt that he
was a much more complete musician than John Lennon, with whom he
soon
shared the pain of coming from incomplete or broken families, a
crucial aspect for boys of that age.
  



  

    
When
the sun and the moon cross paths, an eclipse occurs. Touching
moments, but they correspond to moments of darkness. John Lennon
and
Paul McCartney were like the sun and the moon brought together
without interference. Without obstructions. They each offered their
talents, their light, and the result is still on the lips of all
music lovers.
  



  

    
However,
they didn't meet very soon after their first encounter. John
continued to ponder whether it would be wise to bring the young,
attractive, brown-haired guitarist into the fold. He had intuited
that Paul was a determined person in his goals, perhaps more so
than
himself when it came to music. Playing the guitar, singing, it was
no
longer optional for him; but turning it into a way of life was
still
a long way off. From there to making him a permanent fixture, there
was still a path to be walked. In these reflections, he understood
that McCartney could make him more disciplined on the path to
becoming a real band and not just friends playing for fun. Would he
be willing to share the spotlight with him? Perhaps. In the
meantime,
he thought, Paul would play with them as the lead guitarist.
  



  

    
Just
two weeks after the St. Peter's concert, Pete Shotton met Paul in
Woolton. John had tasked him with recruiting Paul for the Quarry
Men.
McCartney accepted and began rehearsing regularly with them. I
enjoyed watching them as they attempted, blindly, to create their
own
rhythmic and melodic blend. I knew they would need at least one
more
talented member to become a band with a defined personality, but it
was important for them to get to know each other deeply, as they
hadn't with anyone else yet.
  



  

    
The
first time Paul played live with the Quarry Men was in October, at
an
evening gig at the Clubmoor Hall. It was disastrous because the
nervousness of their debut made his hands sweat, preventing him
from
performing the solos correctly. It happens to all musicians, great
and not so great. The difference is that not everyone can write, or
wants to start writing, songs. John and Paul often met at Forthlin
Road to compose and play, to understand, to figure out what their
music could be, after listening to so much of it on their record
players. Their foundations were Elvis Presley, Buddy Holly, Gene
Vincent, Chuck Berry. Their future was the mindset, imagination,
visual and practical ability to compose what didn't yet
exist.
  



  

    
They
remained connected, Paul and John, during the period when skiffle
was
on the decline, and many of the Quarry Men members found more or
less
regular jobs, losing interest in musical practice. Meanwhile,
John's
time as a Quarry Bank student came to an end. The school's
principal,
who had sensed his artistic potential, first soothed Aunt Mimi's
anger upon learning that her nephew was consistently bringing home
poor grades, and then organized a meeting with Mr. Stevenson, the
head of the Liverpool College of Art. Perhaps Lennon would thrive
better in an art institute. He was admitted, and in September 1957,
he started attending his first art classes. He seemed to improve
his
relationship with academic learning, especially since the institute
was in the same building as the Liverpool Institute, allowing him
to
meet Paul and Ivan regularly.
  



  

    
And
since we've talked about women before, in the new school, attending
a
lettering course, John Lennon met the first woman who would
influence
his life. Cynthia Powell.
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"No
    one loves their guitar more than I love mine"
  






  
George
  Harrison



 






 






  

    
During
those lettering lessons, which I had little interest in and
promptly
labeled as boring, John noticed a rather reserved girl. She was
fascinating, with understated beauty, an elongated face, full lips,
thick eyebrows, and hazel eyes. Brunette. He found out she was from
Hoylake, on the Wirral Peninsula, a place considered snobbish in
Liverpool, and he enjoyed teasing her, challenging her to prove
that
she wasn't stuck-up. He learned that she was almost exactly a year
older than him, which triggered a volcanic reaction in him, as he
tended to be aggressive towards anyone who had something more, even
if it was simply a birthday celebrated a year earlier.
  



  

    
Curious,
those times. Looking back, there were no types of young people so
different. I'm sure that Lennon was mainly interested in finding a
girl attractive enough to allow him to experiment with as much
physical anatomy as possible, being almost eighteen. But Cynthia
had
different goals in the near future: romantic, sweet, and searching
for the famous prince charming. However, that arrogant, sometimes
violent guitarist fascinated and frightened her at the same time.
It
ended up, or rather began, at a school party when John played a
slow
song on the jukebox, quite different from the genre he played, and
approached the girl.
  



  

    
"Would
you like to dance with me?" he asked with forced politeness,
accompanied by a clumsy bow.
  



  

    
"You
know... I haven't told you yet... I have a boyfriend in Hoylake..."
Cynthia stammered, wanting to buy some time.
  



  

    
"I
only asked you to dance, not to marry me!" the boy yelled. As
far as I remember, it was the first victory, one of many to come,
attributable to John's concrete, almost cynical, conception of
life.
A conception that would soon be further sharpened by events about
to
fall on his shoulders.
  



  

    
Cynthia
had no argument in the face of such a remarkable consideration. She
danced. The evening continued at a pub, and the chemistry between
them, which had been building up in the air, was finally ignited.
Cynthia Powell became John Lennon's girlfriend; not the only one,
not
the only one, but an important presence nevertheless in the early
stages and development of the musician's career. Even before coming
of age, Lennon was showing his sensitivity to influences from the
media: television, cinema, magazines—anything that could capture
his attention. He particularly loved the "blondness," if I
may use the term, of Brigitte Bardot, and his girlfriend soon
became
his mirror of what he liked. She dyed her hair a bright blond,
always
accommodated his requests regarding wearing heels, black stockings,
and very short skirts. A new look that she lived in an
embarrassing,
conspicuous, and exposed manner to the gaze of every male nearby,
which created a contrast that was difficult for her shy nature to
handle. She decided not to react, chose silence, and maintained it
throughout her relationship with John. They would get married, have
a
child, and she never allowed herself to react to any behavior of
her
partner, not even the most petty. John lived the relationship in a
very physical way: feelings, if they existed, came after the
guitar.
At that age, he couldn't know it, and neither did I, but the kind
of
woman he needed was at the opposite extreme of what Cynthia
represented.
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