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“I just can’t believe this is happening!  What the fuck were ya thinking, George?  Why didn’t you get the hell out of there when they came in?”  John was shouting at the boy who was too miserable to even bother looking intimidated.

“C’mon, John…,” Stu tried to calm his friend.  “It’s not like they ever checked the band before!”

“Yeah, but there was never a reason for them to check before, Stu! George would go in the back when the coppers showed up,” Paul said resentfully.  Then to George, “Why the hell didn’t you move yer arse?”

George just glared at Paul in response.  He felt bad enough.  Couldn’t anyone but Stu see that?  That, and Paul was wrong.  It had been ages since George last went and hid when the police came in for Ausweiskontrolle.  
Every night was the same….At ten p.m., the police would enter the club, ordering the music to cease and the house lights to be brought up fully.  They would then go from table to table and all along the bar checking identification to ensure all patrons after that hour were over eighteen years old.  It was standard curfew in the Reeperbahn.  When the Beatles first started playing, George, indeed, would make himself scarce until it was over, but, noticing that they never even looked in the band’s direction, he just stopped bothering.  It hadn’t been a problem…until last night, that is.  Now, this afternoon, there was a letter waiting for George:

Hamburg
November 1st,1960

Notice

I the undersigned, hereby give notice to Mr. George Harrison,
and to BEATLES' BAND to leave on November 30th 1960.

The notice is given to the above by order of the Public
Authorities who have discovered that Mr. GEORGE HARRISON is
only 17 (seventeen) years of age.
Bruno Koschmider
Managing Director
KAISERKELLER 
George had just stared at the letter, not really reading the words.  He was too worried about his future with the Beatles.  Paul, ever the showman, was in the midst of  enumerating all the reasons he felt that he was the most likely candidate to take over lead guitar after George left Hamburg.  Listening to his friend, the teenager felt a resentment rising inside, “I’m not even bleedin’ gone yet, Paul!”

At least Paul had the good sense to look ashamed momentarily.  “Ah, listen George, ya know…nobody wants this, but it’s what’s happened.  We have a contract to meet now at the Top Ten, with or without you.”

Stu tried to mollify his young friend, “And, look, it says here you have to leave by the 30th, that gives us a whole month to try and work things out….ya never know, Georgie.”

“I’m not going to age a full year in twenty-nine days, Stu,” George replied flatly.

Stu made as if to respond, but thought better of it, instead giving a slight shrug in resignation, “Sorry, George.”

The room fell quiet once more, each boy preoccupied with his own thoughts.  John, who had said nothing since his initial outburst, hadn’t heard a word of the previous exchange among his mates.  His thoughts kept bringing him back to Phleiss and the scarab.  Knowing that he could not expect the result from the single use of the talisman to yield anything significant, he had believed that there were some things – good things – that he could attribute to the terrible sacrifice of the French sailor.  He was neither pleased nor  proud, but what’s done was done – and he felt owed.  So what’s up?

In spite of the dictates of their contract with Koschmider stating that they were not to play any club in the same area as the Kaiserkeller, the boys had frequently jammed, alone or with others, at the newly operating “Top Ten Club.”  The manager, Peter Eckhorn, knew that Beatles would be a boon for his new club, and so he set about seducing them away from Koschmider.  

Whether Eckhorn realized it or not, it wouldn’t take much to entice the boys to the Top Ten. First of all, it was right on the Reeperbahn as opposed to the Grosse Freiheit – the side street which was home to the Kasierkeller.  This fact alone would make it easier to draw a crowd in.  The location would serve to bring people to the door, but the music would be what made them stay.  Secondly, it meant the boys could move to more hospitable accommodations.  Eckhorn also had a reputation for being a fair and supportive employer. Everything seemed to be coming together for the Beatles to make the move.  That is, until George was ordered out of Germany for being underage and lacking a work permit.

John caught the tail end of what Paul was earnestly trying to make George understand, “We have a contract to meet, with or without you….”  In the back of his mind, John heard Stu trying to console the teen.  Christ, the kid worked so hard - harder than anybody.  He knew I thought he was just a sodding kid, and he did everything he could to get into the group. He about drove me barmy, but, bloody hell, he’s good! That’s the only reason he got in. Truth be told, he is better than Paul and I together, but Paul’s right, ya know.  What are we supposed to do, pack it all in and head back to the ’Pool with our tails between our legs?  That’s if Bruno doesn’t have our bloody legs broken for us.  No, we have been offered the Top Ten, and though I feel bad for Georgie, we can do it without him….and we’re going to.   “Sorry mate, but we have to do this.  You’ll be eighteen in – what? – another three months.  We’ll probably be back home ourselves by then, but, if we’re still here, you’ll just come back then.  There will still be a place for ya, alright?”

The hurt in George’s eyes was almost too much for John to bear, so he did what he usually did in these situations, he looked away so he wouldn’t have to see it.  The hurt in George’s voice was another matter, however.  “So that’s it, then?” George said.  “I go back home, Paul here replaces me, and that’s that.”

John sighed in frustration, knowing there was nothing he could say that would assuage the hurt George was suffering.   “Yeah, that’s it,” John answered quietly.

“Well, there’s no fucking reason for me to stick around until the end of the month then, is there?” He started gathering his clothes and things into a pile on his bunk. 

“Whoa!” Stu gently placed a hand on George’s arm, prepared to duck a fist swung at his jaw, but George just stopped and waited to hear what he had to say.

“You just can’t up and leave, George.  If Paul’s going to take over lead until your back, you’ll need to show him a few things, yeah?”  Stu spied Paul over George’s shoulder, about to protest, but gave him a look that silenced him altogether.

George looked from Stu to Paul, as if to verify this. Paul gave a single nod of his head. Satisfied, George said, “Right, two weeks then.  That’s it. Not much point in my staying around if I’m not playing.”

“OK, two weeks it is - ta, Georgie.”  Stu replied.

“Yeah,” George muttered surly as he tossed his clothes about on his bed.  “I was getting sick of this fucking place anyway.”

There wasn’t a single one of the boys then that didn’t feel the storm clouds gathering.

