Beat | e- Mani ac

by Thomas Hunt

|'ve been a Beatles fan since the beginning of tineg,
when | was born in the early seventies.

| nmay have been born after the fall of the world's
greatest rock band, but | think I"'mliving pretty large in
t he aftermath.

| renmenber when | was a kid, ny parents gave ne a box
of '45s. | listened to all of them desperate to find

sonething other than the hair-band-disco-pop-trash that

dom nated the airwaves back in the eighties. Al | had was
the radio and that stack of '45s, because as a kid, | had
no noney.

After wading through song after song by Janes Tayl or
and sone other drug-addled hippies, | found it. The appl e

record. One side had the outside of a green apple and the

flip side showed the inside of the apple. | played the
flip side first, | was disappointed, the song was crappy
like an apple core. | flipped the record over halfway

t hrough the song. The other side was different.
It was a song naned "Get Back". It wasn't poppy and

t angy. It was loud, hard driving rock; lyrics that were



confusing and yet nmde sense. It was The Beatl es. The
nmot her f ucki ng Beat | es. You'd think ny parents would have
hi ghli ghted the album or sonething. It certainly didn't
bel ong here anobngst this pile of crap. | stole a sleeve
off Disco Safari (sone 70s garbage) and put it on ny new
Beat| es record.

It was ny first Beatles record.

| got Rubber Soul on CD today, Monday. I'd made do
with the record and the tape |ong enough. It was tine to
upgrade, to accessorize. It was after all the md-

nineties. There was no reason to be left in the past.

My favourite song on the albumis "Drive My Car". I
remenber just a few days ago, | was listening to it in ny
car, driving ny girlfriend hone fromwork. | always had to

do that kind of crap, picking her up, taking her back,

driving her around. | asked her why she wouldn't get a
i cense. She said she preferred to have nme drive her
ar ound. It was just like the song. They would be singing

"I wanna be fanous, a star of the scream But you can do
sonething in between/Baby you can drive ny car/Yes |'m
gonna be a star/The newsworld hands them stardonf and these

are the ways/on which | was raised"

* * *



On Tuesday, | drove by the MDonalds on Fifth street.
The flags were at half nast. Maybe sonebody shot the kid
raising the flag when he reached the halfway point. The
only thing I wonder is whether the flags were going up or

goi ng down.

Virgin Megastore. The white al bum On CD. Fuck

Vinyl, this is the digital age. My girlfriend, the
goddammed “voice of reason” wasn't around and now | had
free reign. | slid it into the car stereo and drove to
wor k. The first song on the al bum always nade nme wonder

why they didn't call it The Red Album The song never nade

me think of WHITE, it made ne think of RED. It was call ed

"Back in the USSR'. A song about communi st Russia. There
was something about “traveling to the snow capped
nmountai ns, way down south"” that nade ne feel all warm
i nsi de.

* % *

It was Wednesday. The list of things to slay today was

long and nost of the paths were arduous and fraught wth

danger. | never wanted to kill. But | was hungry. I am
not naturally evil, but I’m not an aninmal rights activist
ei t her. But I like a big breakfast from good old M ckey

d’s early in the norning and that was where | ate every



nor ni ng. It was the first on the |ist. Then |1 had to
schedule a haircut for tonorrow, drop off the videos and |
had to nake an appearance at work. It was good to let them
know | still worked there. It felt like | worked there at
| east eight days a week, but you know how those bastards
are, they'd forget.

| called the salon first. It was the nobst inportant
task, and | knew | had to call in advance, | hate when |
can't get an appoi ntnment when | want one.

"I need an appointnment with Jim on Sunday at 2pm"
said into the phone.

"I"'msorry sir, he's all booked until next nonth. |
can get you a two o' clock on Sunday with Jeff, will that be
okay?"

Jeff was a son of a bitch, but | needed a cut. M
hair was starting to grow down over ny eyes. Jeff wll
have to do.

"Fi ne. Book it."

My girlfriend and | got in a car accident on Thursday.
At least that's what | told the police. They' re so stupid.
Aski ng me what happened. Like | would ever tell the truth.
| said she hit hear head against the dashboard. | didn't

say she hit it repeatedly. | didn't say that | hit her



head agai nst the dashboard repeatedly. | didn’t say her

bl onde hair turned red fromall the bl ood. She's in a conmm

now. | know, | know, it's serious.
They asked why my car was SO nessy. | told them it
must have been from the gash in her head. It just kept

bl eeding, red. They didn't know |I'd been banging her head
back and forth on the dashboard |ike a rubber ball for what
could have been ten mnutes. There was tines when
t hought of strangling her, but that would have been w ong.
That dunb bitch would just bounce back. Air would enter
her |lungs and she woul d cone back to life as if nothing had
happened. And besides | would hate for anything to happen
to her. As | watched them wheel her away into the hospital
all 1 could see were the rubber souls of her shoes.

A few hours later, | was cleaning the car. Have you
ever noticed how nmuch gunk builds up on your dashboard? M

passenger side |ooks like soneone spilled a large cherry

slurpee all over the place. Tasty, but nessy. I was
scrubbing and scrubbing and scrubbing. So rmuch red. So
much red.

It was Friday night. | usually went out on Friday,

but I was nost certainly without, a date.



| decided to go out, to a club. It was called
"C assics Rock". The flier said it was the nusic of the
old world in the world of today. The flier didn't have to
say all that. One of the artists crudely pictured on the

flier was The Beatl es.

| was there. The music was not Beatles nmnusic. It
wasn't even classic rock. It was Euro-techno-electrono-
pop. | hated it. Then | heard it. It was the chorus from
“A Hard Day's N ght". They were, | believe the word is

"mxing" it into the bubbl e-gum euro-trash-pop.
| saw the young ones dancing, bopping and chanting
when the words cane. They sang the words, but they did not

respect the nmusic, or their creators.

This had to change. | went back to ny car and got
some suppli es. When | went back in, the bouncer said he
didn't remenber ne and made ne pay again. But | didn't

m nd, we all have to pay for our fun

| started by pouring gasoline from a snmall plastic
bottle around the dance floor with a path leading to the
st age. The floor was surrounded by paper decorations.
These will burn well, | thought. | wal ked behind the stage

and threw a rope over one of the eaves. Then | snuck under



the curtain and on to the stage right next to the man who |
believe is called "The DJ".

"Hey dude?" | said.

"Yo." He said behind darksungl asses, his headphones
hal f on and half off.

"Have you got “A Hard Day's Night" by the Beatles?" |
asked know ngly. "Can you put on track 12? | think it's
called, PANIC. "

"What? | can't hear you nman."

| screaned back at him "l said PANIC" | slung the

| oop of the noose around his head and tugged on the other

rope releasing the weight. The DJ rose to the sky, his
headphones still half on, half off his head. The crowd
cheered, they thought it was a silly illusion. | would
soon show them the true reality. | switched the CD player

to track 12 and shut off the techno pop CD so they could

hear the true awesone power of the Beatles. They noticed.

The dancing stopped and they |ooked at ne. | smled and
dropped a nmatch into the gasoline. Their eyes turned
bright white as they felt enlightennent. | | ooked at them
and heard Paul's words over their scream ng. "Burn down

t he disco/Hang the blessed DJ/hang the DJ/ hang the DJ/hang

the DJ."



"Hang the DJ." | nodded. Check and WMate. | snuck
under the curtain and out the back door.

Sat ur day. 2pm shar p. | had faith in Jeff. From ny
chair in the waiting room | could sense the power wthin
his fingers. He wasn't Jim but | knew that he had the
power . The power that could totally destroy ne, or

perhaps, it could save ny life.

"Cone and keep your conrade warm" | sang.

"Sir, you'll have to be quiet. You' re disturbing the
ot her custonmers.” Jeff, that snotty little bitch of a
hai rdresser said to nme |oudly. | wanted to cut his throat
right there.

"Am | next?"

"Yes. Step right this way sir." He pointed to the
chair, | sat in it. "OfF course, you'll have to take those

headphones off, sir."

That pissed ne off. But not as nmuch as after the cut
when he turned nme around and | first saw it in the mrror.
| had requested nmy usual, a bow cut, just like my ido
John. This was not a bow cut. The notherfucker had taken
too nmuch off the sides and | |ooked like Travis Bickle. |

wanted to be the spitting imge of ny idol John, but



instead | | ooked nore like Yoko. But | held ny enotions in
check, for now | gave Jeff the thirty bucks and a ten for
a tip. He smled, as if nothing had happened, as | wal ked
out of the shop. It was funny how wong first inpressions

can be.

That night | watched him close up the shop. As he
turned his key in the lock of the front door, | stuck the
scissors into his back. It only took about a second. He
fell to the ground and the blood started to |eak out. I
reached down and felt his pulse fall slower and slower and

sl ower.

| didn't have tinme to haul away the body. |  had
bigger fish to fry. | pressed the doorbell. A light cane
on. Then | heard a chain being unl ocked.

"Umm what do you want?" Jim ny regul ar hairdresser
sai d.

"I was wondering why you didn't have tine to squeeze
me into an enpty page of vyour diary and supernaturally
change nme?"

"Wat ?"

"You're repressed. But remarkably dressed.” He

synched his robe tighter and again |ooked at nme with that



puzzled look as if he couldn't even recognize ne. Me, one
of his best custoners. Perhaps it was the haircut, perhaps
he didn't recognize nme wth this terrible taxi driver
hai rcut .

"You're always busy, really busy, eh? Busy clippers.”

“Man, | don't know what the fuck you're tal king about.
Wy don't you just go hone, and sleep off whatever the hel
you're on." He started to close the door. | slamed it
open and hit him in the head with a lead pipe |1'd been
carrying in the left pocket of ny trench coat for just this
purpose. | went inside, and cl osed the door.

| handcuffed him to a chair and | cut off all his
hair. As | was finishing up, he cane to.

"What the hell are you doi ng?"

"Just finishing up,” | said, happily trinmmng away,
"There. You're perfect, a true nmasterpiece, just like ne."
| picked up a hand mrror and turned it to himso he could
see his new do.

"Don't hurt nme man," he said all that typical Kkinda
bul I shit, “leave ne alone", but we both knew the dance was
over. Al this foreplay for nothing. | |aughed quietly to
nyself while he continued crying, praying and basically
pissing all over hinself. It was rather hunorous after all

that he would beg for his life now, when all he had to do



is grant me an appoi ntnent. All | had asked was just a
l[ittle bit of his tinme, and now his time is over. | doused
him in lighter fluid and threw a book of matches at his
face.

As | watched him burn to death in his living room I
put another Beatles CD on ny Discman and sang along to the
poppy, catchy lyrics of the Fab Four. "Real | y busy/ Busy
clippers/Ch, hairdresser on fire/All around Sl oane Square."

It was Sunday. Tonight | would be Iike John again, |
woul d show the world what happens when they take nmy songs
and put them on commercials, when Inmagine is banned from
the radio, when that bitch Yoko sells off all of ny art.

They' Il pay tonight.

It was dark now and they were com ng. The little
piggies were living out their little piggie |ives. I
hadn't invited them but they were com ng anyway. | was to
be persecuted and crucified |ike Rocky Raccoon. | suppose

burning a hairdresser isn't the same as burning a wtch,
and it seens society finds both of them -equally
unaccept abl e. O it could have been one of the other

things on ny list. W0 knows.



The knocking began pronptly at eight. You can see
them out the window, with their piggie knives. There was
two of them wearing their little uniforns |like they were
in Sgt. Peppers, but | knew they weren't. | figured if
this was the end, | my as well go out with a bang I|ike
John Lennon al ways sai d.

| loaded the record in the player, pulled the punp
back on the shotgun and prepared for violence. John
screaned from the speakers at full volunme that "Happiness
was a warm gun."

Bang Bang, Shoot Shoot, | agreed wth himas | got the
one standing by the door, but | only wounded the other one.
He lay on the ground clutching his leg, his fork and his
knife to eat his bacon, and he seened to be singing the
song into his radio. | wal ked back to the front door,
opened it and shot the singing fool in the head. “If
wanted to hear you sing, you would have your own record and
| would have bought that at the mall. But | didn't. I
didn't buy vyour record, | bought the fucking Beatles

record, so shut the FUCK up."

More of them were coming, | knew the word was out.
The Beatl es have | anded. Sonmebody call Ed Sullivan cause
the sold out concert is right here, right now | had taken

the pistols fromthe cops, but | left them G deon's bi bl e.



As they surrounded the house, | picked them off from
the roof with a rifle. "He's not a boy that m sses nuch,
Do Do Do do DO "

"Ch Yeah!"

As they marched up the block | saw bl ackbird singing
in a tree across the way. | raised ny rifle and picked him
off. | just don’t like birds.

| don’t renmenber the rest of the al bum playing. The
| ast part | heard was "She's well acquainted wth the touch
of a velvet hand on the wi ndowpane.” | sang it as | sat on

t he vel vet couch.

Night had fallen and today was a new day. It was
Sunday. | started to get that feeling, you know. That

everyday is |ike Sunday. Every day is silent and gray.

| found nyself in a beat New Jersey boardwal k town.
wal king along the sand, the waves going in and out. It
rem nds nme of ny childhood, when | was maybe three or four.
| couldn't hear the Beatles. | could only hear the
delightful song of the carousal and the taunts of the
carni val barker.

Everything was peaceful. Silent and gray. | was

relaxed finally. | couldn’t hear anything. The silence



was unbearable. | didn’t know how nmuch | onger | could take
t he silence.

| held ny nother’'s hand while she turned a rack of
pi cture postcards around and around and around again. I
wat ched the inmages spin by. Pretty beaches, pretty girls,

unbrel l as, sand, w sh you were here, wi sh you were here.



