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Sitting on lawn, now yellowed from the cold, George watched John approach, noticing the displeasure etched in his face.  “So?” he called out. 
“So what…?” John snapped as he plopped onto the ground beside his friend.

“So…what did you think?”

Pulling a face, John groused, “I think that I must not know who it is they’re all talking about, ’coz it sure as fuck isn’t me!”

Seemingly amused, George asked, “What do you mean it isn’t you?”

“Christ, George!  They make me sound like a fuckin’ saint or Ghandi or something!”

George broke into a characteristic grin.  “Now you see the shite we all had to put up with after you’d gone!”

Turning toward his companion, John asked in exasperation, “How did it get so out of hand, George?  Why did you all let it get so out of hand?”

“You who?!” George cried defensively.

“You…and Paul and Ringo…and Yoko!  All of you!  And the rest!  You, who all really knew me!  Why didn’t any of you put a stop to all the ‘St. John’ shit?”

“It’s not as though we didn’t try, John!” George said indignantly.  “After a bit, though, we realized that, despite what we said, folks were going to believe what they wanted to believe….” He faded off with a shrug.

John shook his head in disbelief.  “I can’t believe that Paul, especially, would allow people to get away with this!”

George laughed mirthlessly and shook his head.  “Paul? Paul can’t say the least without having to pay the most for it!  Lennon fans can’t seem to quite forgive him, you see.”

“Forgive him?” John asked in surprise.  “Forgive him for what?” 

“Forgive him for having the balls to live.”  When John looked at him quizzically, George continued, “See, when you died, John, you became sort of frozen in time….poor Paul, though, he’s had to go on.  So, while you became the unfulfilled promise - all ‘Give Peace a Chance’ and ‘All You Need is Love’ – he’s become ‘Just Another Day,’” George grinned coyly before adding more somberly, “…but someday, in the not-so-distant-future, he’ll become ‘Yesterday’ and people will probably talk about him differently.”

John shook his head slowly.  “I wasn’t ‘all’ of that at all!”

George gave a small laugh.  “Do you think I don’t know that?”  Leaning forward for emphasis, he explained, “See, though, the more time passed, the less people remembered your transgressions and the more they remembered only the good you did, which, in and of itself isn’t such a bad thing, but when folks insist on making their heroes superhuman, then they don’t have to try quite so hard to do the right things themselves, do they?  They can just pretend that they’re not good enough, not clever enough, not famous enough, not rich enough, and ultimately, they end up doing nothing at all. It’s easier to praise a saint than to be one.  So, as more time passed, you became larger than life!”
John thought a moment before noting, “They didn’t do that with you!”

George smiled indulgently.  “They did a bit…but, then again, I’m not John Lennon.”  Rising from the ground, George brushed off the seat of his faded jeans. “Besides, you’re forgetting....I had time to set things right before I passed….you didn’t.  That, and folks knew I’d been ill, so whilst my death had been a surprise, it wasn’t a shock.  When you were killed, it chilled the world to its collective soul…and they’re still trying to thaw out.”

Extending a hand, George helped John hoist himself from the ground.  Glancing around at the encroaching twilight, John asked, “Is it time?”

“Soon,” George replied.  With a nod toward the imposing gothic edifice of the Dakota building, he asked, “You going in then?”

John stared at the place he’d called home for so long and answered, “Nah, Yoko’s in Japan….Sean’s off God-knows-where!”

“You can ask Her when we get back,” George commented wryly.

John snickered in response.  Turning pensive, he quietly added, “Would’ve liked to have seen Jules, though….it’s been a while.”

George laid a supportive hand on John’s shoulder.  “We’d best get back, eh?”

Slowly, the two started strolling the Central Park path, away from Strawberry Fields.  Hearing the faint strains of “Imagine” being sung by the increasingly distant crowd, John paused and turned back.  “You know, a lot of it may be bollocks, George, but it is nice to be remembered.”  He listened to the singing for a few moments more.  “Thirty years, eh?  Do you think they’ll ever forget?”
George appeared to consider the question.  “I don’t know….if they do, I think it won’t be for a long, long while yet.”

The answer seemed to please John, and he nodded slowly.  “Yeah…,” he said softly.  “Alright.”

“Come on, Johnny,” George gently urged.  “Stu’s waiting.”
