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“NO?!  WHAT THE BLOODY FUCK DO YA MEAN, ‘NO’?” John hollered.

Paul looked about the yard sheepishly, nervously chewing his thumbnail.  A few of the men on a smoke break outside the shop were looking in their direction.  

“Shhhh!  John, hey, keep it down to a roar, eh?  I’m on the clock, mate!”  Paul urged quietly.  George, as usual when the two went at it, said nothing.

“Listen, we’ve got a gig on the 24th at the Grosvenor, and Alan put us onto this Wooler fella who said he could get us in on the bill at Litherland,” John explained a bit more calmly, “It’s the 27th, and we need you there….”

“Yeah, Paul, and Mona said we could play the Casbah if we want, and she also rang the Cavern, trying to get a gig or two there as well!”  George added excitedly.

The boys waited expectantly, but Paul continued to look about – looking anywhere but at his mates.  John took Paul’s silence as an answer.

Stomping around in a small circle, seething frustration,   “So, that’s it, then?  Yer leaving the Beatles to become a fucking ‘shop manager,’ yeah?”  John had stopped and was standing practically toe to toe with Paul, his face mere inches from the other boy’s.

“John, I told ya, me dad said he’d chuck me out if I didn’t get a proper job!  I mean, come on, you can surely understand that, can’t you?  Besides, this is a steady job that pays       £7/14s a week.  They’re training me here.   That’s pretty good, eh?  I can’t expect more!”

“Yer chocker o’ shit!”  John sneered.  “You don’t want this!  It’s yer old man!  Face up to him.  Tell him to fuck off!  He can’t hit you – you can kill him, he’s an old man!”

Paul’s head reared up as his eyes pleaded with his friend.  Looking about the yard anxiously, he tried to think of a way he could both placate John for the time being and not lose his job.

“Ah, look fellas, I’ve got to get back in now, ya know?  I’ve been gone long past my break time as it is.  Can’t we talk about this later?”  Paul looked hopefully from John to George and back again.

George didn’t want to meet Paul’s eyes.  He did, in fact, understand his dilemma having been faced with a similar scene shortly after his return home as well.  On the other hand, unlike either John or Paul, George was ready and willing to get back to playing gigs immediately….and would have if he’d known everyone save Stu was back in the ‘Pool.  John had waited near two weeks before bothering to let anyone know.  It didn’t escape George’s notice either that, had John let them know he was home sooner, then maybe Paul wouldn’t be in the fix he was in and George wouldn’t have suffered all that anxiety wondering if the Beatles were finished with him.  As usual, John arrogantly dismissed the lads’ anger.  After all, he still considered the Beatles his band.

John just glared at Paul for beat or two, then, giving a tight grin, answered calmly - too calmly for Paul’s liking, “Sure, Paul.  Fine, mate.  We’ll talk later.”  With that, John turned on his heel, and, giving George a slight punch in the arm, mumbled, “C’mon, George,” as he walked toward the exit from the yard.  George glanced up at Paul, giving a nervous half-smile as he murmured, “Cheers.”  Dispirited, Paul watched them both walk away.

Watching the retreating backs of his two best friends and band mates, Paul felt a mixture of anger, sadness, confusion, and fear.  He had some tough decisions to make:  his father or the band?  A guaranteed, steady, well-paying job in management or an indeterminate future in rock and roll?  With a heavy sigh, he turned to make his way back into the shop.  

As he passed the group of men gathered outside, he nodded in their direction, “Alright?”  They nodded in greeting back at him.  It was then that Paul noticed it, and it made him shudder.  It was their eyes….their eyes were vacant, almost dead…as though their very youth and life had been sucked out from them, leaving only shells that used to be men.  A few were not much older than him, he knew, but they had aged a decade in the short time they’d worked the factory.  

Just then, he was startled by a familiar looking face among the group of men gathered there – a face he thought he should know and know well, but it was all wrong.  Suddenly, the realization struck him and stopped him in his tracks as he gaped in awe and bewilderment.  Feeling oddly disoriented, he looked more closely.  It was no mistake….He saw himself in that gathering of men – a bit older perhaps, with eyes just as vacant, just as dead, and they seemed to hold a message….  “Traitor!”  

In shock, Paul willed himself to look away from the vision and quickened his pace back into the shop.  When he finally summoned the courage to look back, the apparition was gone, leaving him wondering if he had seen rightly to begin with.  His hands were still trembling when the whistle blew an hour and a half later, signaling the end of the work day.  

