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But | don't believe in this stuff, hethought, enjoying himsdf hugely. | said | didn't. Weren't you
listening?*

He sensed amusement in those around him—Mum, Dad. Stuart, Brian, Ma and the res—»but not in
response to his attempt at irony.? It was more like the amusement of agroup of eldersa ayoung man
about to lose hisvirginity, amusement at his too--well-understood bravado. It was too be-nevolent to
anger him, but it did succeed inirritating him. He determined to do thisthing aswell asit had ever been
done.

Dead easy, he punned.® New and scary and wonderful, that's what I'm good at. Let's go!

The source of the bright green light came that one increment nearer, and he was transfixed.

Oh!

Time stopped, and he began to under-stand.

And was grabbed by the scruff of the neck and yanked backwards. Foot of the line for you, my lad!
He howled his protest, | but the light began to recede, he felt him-salf moving backwards through the
tunnel, dowly at firgt but with constant acceleration. He clutched at Dad and Mum, but for the second
time they dipped through hisfingers and were gone. Thewalls of the tunnd roared past him, the light
grew faint, and then al a once hewasin interstellar space, and the light was lost among amillion billion
other pinpoints. A planet was below him, rushing up fast, afamiliar blue-green world.

Bloody hell, he thought. Not again!

Clouds whipped up past him. He was decd erating, somehow without stress. Landscape came up at
him, an immense sprawling farm.* He was aimed like abomb at alarge three-story house, but he was
decelerating so sharply now that he was not afraid. Sure enough, he reached the roof at the speed of a
fdling leaf—and sank gracefully through the roof, and the attic, finding himsdlf at rest just below the
caling of athird-floor room.

Givenitsrura setting, the room could hardly have been more incongruous. It looked like avery good
intengive care unit, with asingle client. Two doctors, garbed in traditiona white, gathered around the
fig-ure on the bed, adjusting wires and tubes, monitoring termina readouts, moving with controlled haste.

The room was high-ceilinged; he floated about six feet above the body on the bed. He had dways
been nearsghted. He squinted down, and recognition came with a shock.

Chrigt! You'rejoking! | donethat bit.

He began to sink downward. Hetried to resst but could not. The shaven skull came closer,
enveoped him. He gave up and invested the motor centers, intending to use this unwanted body to kick
and punch and scream. Too late he saw the trap: the body was full of morphine. He had time to laugh
with genuine appreciation &t thislast joke on him, and then consciousness faded.

After ameasurelesstime he woke. Noth-ing hurt; he felt wonderful and lethargic. Nonetheless he
knew from experience that he was no longer drugged, at least not heavily Someone was standing over
him, an old man he thought he knew.



"Miger Mac," hesaid, mildly surprised.®

The other shook his head. "Nope. He's dead.”

"Soaml.

Another deadpan headshake from the old man. "Dirty rumor We get ‘'em dl thetime, you and 1."°

His eyeswidened. The voice was changed, but unmistakable. "Oh my God — it'syou!"

"| often wonder"

"But youreold."

"So are you, son. Oh. you don't look it, I'll grant you that, but if | told you how old you are, you'd
laugh yoursdlf spastic, honest. Here, let melift your bed.”

The bed raised him to a hdf-gtting posi-tion, delicioudy comfortable. " So you froze me carcassand
then brought me back to life?

The old man nodded. "Me and him." He gestured behind him.

The light was poor, but he could make out a figure seated in darkness on the far side of the room.
"Who—?"'

The other stood and came forward dowly.

My God, was hisfirst thought. 1t's me! Then he squinted—and chuckled. "What do you know? The
family Jules. Hello, son.”

"Helo. Dad."

"Y ou'reaman grown, | see. It'sgood to see you. Y ou look good." He ran out of words.

The man addressed began to smile, and burgt into tears and fled the room.®

He turned back to hisolder visitor "Bit of ashock. | expect.”

They looked at each other for an awk-ward moment. There were things that both wanted to say
Neither was quite ready yet.

“WheresMother?' he asked findly.®

"Not here." the old man said. "She didn't want any part of it.”

"Redlly?' He was surprised, not sure whether or not to be hurt

"She'sinto reincarnation. | think. Thisisal blagphemy and witcheraft to her She cooperated —she
gave us permission, and helped us cover up and al. But she doesn't want to hear about it. | don't know if
shelll want to seeyou, even."®

He thought about it. "1 can understand that. | promised Mother once I'd never haunt her Only fair.
Shedill makin' musc?!

"l don't think s0."

There was another awkward silence. "How's the wife?" he asked.

The old man winced dightly "Well enough, | hear. She went right back out the window awhile back."

"I'm sorry”

"Sorriest thing I've seen dl day, son. Y ou comfy?'

"Y eah. How about Sean?'*

"He doesn't know about this yet. His mother decided not to burden him with it while he was growing
up. But you can see him if you want, in afew days. You'l like him. He'sturned out well. Helovesyou.”

A surge of happiness suffused him and settled into awarm glow. To cover it helooked around the
room, squinting at the bewildering array of machines and instru-ments. "This must have set you back a
packet.”

With alilt in hisvoice, the old man asked, "What's the good of being amultimillionaireif you can't
resurrect the dead oncein awhile?’

"Aye, I've thought that afew times me-saf, He was still not ready to speak his heart. "What about
the guy that got me? Why'd hedo it?'

"Who knows? Some say he thought he was you, and you were an impostor. Some say he just
wanted to be somebody. He said God told him to do it, ‘coz you were down on churches and that.” *

"Oh Jesus. Theslly fucker." Hethought for atime. "Y ou know that one | wrote about bein' scared,
when | was aonethat time?’



"l remember.”

"Truest words | ever wrote. God, what a fuckin, prophet! 'Hatred and jeadl ousy, gonna be the death
Of rne.’ nia

"Y ou had it backwards, you know.”

"How do you mean?"

"Nobody ever had better reason to hate you than Jules.”

He made no reply

'And nobody ever had better reason to be jealous of you than me."

Again he was speechless.

"But it was him thought it up intime, and me pulled it off. Hisideaand enthusasm. My money. So
you got that backwards, about them bein’ the death of you." He smiled suddenly "Old Jules. Just doin'
what | told himto do, redlly.”

"Makin'it better."

The old man nodded. "He let you under his skin, you see."

“Am | thefirgt one they brought back, then?"

"Oneof thefirgt haf-dozen. It's not exactly on the National Health."

“And nobody knows but you and Jules? And Mother?!

“Three doctors. My solicitor. A cop in New Y ork used to know a captain, but he died. And George
and Richie know. They send their best."*°

Hewinced. "I was rough on George.”

"That you were, son. Heforgives you, of course. Nobody else knowsin dl thewideworld.”

"Chrig, that'sardief. | thought | was due for another turn on the flaming cupcake. Can you imagine if
they fuckin' knew? It'd be like the last time was nothing."

It wasthe old man'sfirst redl grin, and it melted twenty years or more from hisface. " Sometimes
when I'm lying awake, | get the gigglesjust thinking about it."

Helaughed doud, noting that it did not hurt to laugh. "Talk about upstaging Jesud!"'

They laughed together, the old man and the middle-aged man. When the laugh ended, they
discovered to their mutua surprise that they were holding hands. Theirony of that struck them both
smultaneous-ly But they were both of them used to irony that might have stunned a norma man, and
used to sharing such irony with each other; they did not let go.” And so now there was only the last
guestion to be asked.

"Why did you do it, then? Spend dl that money and all that time to bring me back?'

"Sdlfish reasons.”

"Right. Did it ever occur to you that you might be caling me back from something important?'

"I reckoned that if | could pull it off, then it was okay for meto do it.”

He thought wistfully of the green light but he was, for better or worse, truly aive now. Which wasto
say that he wanted to Stay dive. "Y our ingtincts were aways good. Even back in the old scufflin' days."

"| didn't much care, if you want to know thetruth of it. Y ou left mein the lurch, you know. It wasthe
end of the dream, you dying, and everybody reckoned | was the one broke us up, so it was my fault
some-how | copped it dl. It all went sour when you snuffed it, lad. Y ou had to go and bresk my bdlsin
thet interview..."

"That was bad kharma." he agreed. "Did you call me back to haunt me, then? Do you want meto go
on telly and set the record straight or something?*

The grip on his hand tightened.

"| called you back because | missyou." The old man did not cry easily "Because | loveyou." He
broke, and wept un-ashamedly "I've dways loved you. Johnny It's shitty without you around.”

"Oh Chrigt. | loveyou too." They em-braced, clung to each other and wept to-gether for sometime.

At last the old man released him and stepped back. "It's arotten shame we're not gay. We always
did make such beautiful music together™

"Only the best fuckin’ music in the history of theworld.”

"Wewill again. The others are willing. Nobody & sewould ever know. No tapes, nothing. Just Sit



around and play"

"You'reincorrigible” But he wasinter-ested. “ Are you serious? How could you possibly keep a
thing like that secret? No bloody way —"

"It'sbeen along time," the old man inter-rupted. ™Y ou taught me, you taught al three of us, along
time ago, how to drop off the face of the earth. Just stop making records and giving interviews. They
don't even come 'round on anniversaries any more. I1t'll be dead easy.”

Hewasfeding somewhat weary "How...how long hasit been?’

"Since you snuffed it? Get this—I told you it'd give you alaugh. It's been two dozen years.”

Heworked it out, suddenly beginning to giggle. Y ou mean, I'm—7?"

The old man was giggling too. "Y ep." Heroared with laughter "Will you till feed me, then?”

“Aye," theold man said. 'And I'll dways need you, too."*

Sowly he sobered. Thelaugh had cost him the last of his strength. He felt degp coming. "Do you
redly think it'll be good, old friend?Isit gonnabe fun?'

“Asmuch fun as whatever you've beer doing for the last twenty-four years? | dunno. What wasit
like?'

“I dunno any more. | can't remember Oh—Stu wasthere, and Brian." Hisvoice durred. "l think it
was okay”

"Thisisgoing to be okay, too. Y ou'll see. I've done the middle eight. Last verse was dways your
Specidty."”

He nodded, dmost adeep now "Y ou a-ways did believe in scrambled eggs.”*

The old man watched his deeping friend for atime. Then he sighed deeply and went to comfort Julian
and phone the others.

ANNOTATIONS

In the fall of 1981, | chanced to bein New York City, and on October 9, feeling dlightly silly
but quite unable to help myself, 1 took my six-year-old daughter, Luanna, with me on a
pilgrimage of sorts, up Central Park West to 72nd Street, to the elegant apart-ment building
called The Dakota. | felt a powerful need to bid happy birthday to a dead man, who should on
that day have turned forty-one.

Perhaps two or three hundred people subject to the same need were already present, gathered
around the limo en-trance, where it had happened. It was curi-ously difficult to name their mood.
Sometimesiit felt like subdued good cheer, and sometimes it felt like barely concealed de-spair |
stood across the street with my daughter and watched and listened to ragged choruses of
appropriate songs and tried, without the least success, to name my own mood. What was | doing
here?

Suddenly a black limo pulled up in front of me. Its sole passenger was a white-haired dowager.
She powered down her window and addressed a group of us standing more or less together "What
isgoing on?" she asked quite politely.

The man standing next to me pointed across the street at The Dakota, and said simply, "It's
his birthday"

She followed his pointing finger, and she must have taken his meaning instantly be-cause at
once she burst into tears.

He was that universally loved.

The editors believe that while most of you will get most of the referencesin this story it's
unlikely that any of you will get all of them; Therefore they have requested these annotations,

1) Inthe song "God," on the Plagtic Ono Band abum, John Lennon recitesalist of Thingsthat he
doesnot believein, including Magic ... | Ching Bible... Tarot ... Jesus... Buddha ... mantra[and]
Shita"" On the other hand, he characterized himsdlf as"amost religiousfellow....religiousin the sense of
admitting there smoreto it than meetsthe eye... thereis more that we still could know."



2) Mum is Julia, Johns mother (run over by an off-duty cop): Dad is hisfather, Fred (died of cancer):
Stuart isthe early Besatle, Stu Sutcliffe (died of cerebra hemorrhage), Brian isthe Beatles manager, Brian
Epstein (accidental overdose of Carbrital); and Mal is the Bestles roadie/companion, Ma Evans (shot by
policein LosAngeles).

3) John, author of In His Own Write and A Spaniard In the Works, dways believed that agood
pun isin the oy of the beholder

4) Paul McCartney and hisfamily live on afarm in Scotland.

5) It seemsto me that John. confronted with a Paul McCartney twenty-four years older than when
last seen, would quite naturally mistake him for hisfather, James McCart-ney (pianist and former |leader
of the Jm Mac Jazz Band), in whose living room at Forthlin Road, he and Paul taught each other to play
theguitar.

6) A reference to the "Paul isdead" hysteriawhich swept the world in October 1969

7) Many have commented on the physica resemblance between John Lennon and Julian, hisfirst son
by Cynthia Powell Len-non. Julian will be nineteen by the timethisis published, and forty-one by thetime
of the gory; just aslikdly as"Mister Mac to be misidentified by aman two dozen years dead. "Thefamily
Jules’ isatypica Lennon pun.

8) The reationship between John and Ju-lian was less than ideal when John waskilled. In an
interview shortly before his degth, John said of hisoldest son, "Julian and | will have areaionship inthe
future...

9) "Mother" was John's name for Y oko.

10) Some may believe that John and Y oko's legendary love would transcend death and time. | have
no ideawhat Ms. Ono's opin-ions are on cryonics. | have only the feding that sheisavery practica and
intelligent woman who, her husband having been murdered before her eyes, would "declare him dead” in
her mind and get on with her life, no maiter what technological wizardy others might attempt. And if the
attempt did pay off, | believe she would be perceptive enough to approach areunion twenty-four years
later with caution, if at al. Please fed freeto disagree; this story ismy own wish-fulfillment dream, and
you are perfectly welcome to your own.

11) Thereferenceisto the song Paul wrote shortly after meeting Linda Eastman McCartney "She
Came In Through The Bathroom Window" This paragraph is sheer science-fiction speculation; | have no
evidence to suggest that Paul and Lin-da's marriage will not last another twentyfour years.

12) Sean Ono Lennon, John and Y oko's son. John stopped making music and dropped out of public
lifefor five yearsto be afull-time parent to Sean.

13) Mark Chapman himsdlf claimsthat he overheard, asit were, an irritated God mut-tering. "Who
will rid me of thistroublesome John Lennon®?”’

14) The song. "I'm Scared,” written during the black period when John and Y oko were estranged,
will be found on the album Walls and Bridges. The quote hereisfrom one of John's powerful middle
daghts

15) The dlusion here—"under your skin"—isfrom thelyric of the Begtles hit song, "Hey Jude™ In
October 1968, Paul McCartney paid asurprise visit to Cynthiaand Julian Lennon. Cynthiawas suing
John for di-vorce. Y oko was pregnant. six-year-old Ju-lian was confused and unhappy Paul sang him a
song he made up on the way over in the car, to cheer him up, called "Hey Jules.” It was later recorded as
"Hey Jude."

16) George Harrison and Richard Starkey (better known as Ringo Starr).

17) In one of hislast interviews. John took afew angry potshots at George Harrison. "I am dightly
resentful of George's book, but don't get mewrong— | still love dl those guys..."

18) The single most famous Bestle utter-ance. In context. John made it quite plainin aLondon
Evening Standard interview that he had nothing againgt Jesus, only againgt Jesus"thick” followers.
"They'rethe oneswho ruin it for me." Sure enough, one of them ruined it &l for him.

19) "1 Want To Hold Y our Hand."

20) Paul McCartney has been quoted by a Nova Scotia newspaper as saying: "From apurely sdlfish
point of view, if | could get John Lennon back, 1'd ask him to undo thislegacy he'sleft me. I'd ask him to



tell every-onewhat hetold Y oko in the privacy of hisown room. Y oko and | talk on the phone alot
nowadays, snce hisdeath, and what she saystells me something very important: John ill liked me, after
al”

21) John died at age forty; the reference here isto Paul's song "When I'm Sixty-Four"

22) John aways maintained that Paul was particularly good at coming up with the middle eight—in
"A Day In TheLife" for ingtance, the inspired "Woke up, fell out of bed . ." section.

23) "Scrambled Eggs' wasthe origind working title of the tune which later became better known as
"Y esterday”



