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the band’s hotels with other similarly obsessed
girls. 1've chosed after autographs, any possible
souvenir, inchading a square of fabric from John
Lennon's boxer shorts that 1 bought for o dollar
from an ad ina fan magazine. The thought that
this might be a hoax crossed my mind, but only
briefly, I knew for a fact that this cloth had once
tonched a Beatle's flesh. Somehow [ could rell.
When | opened the Tieres und saw the photo,
after school in my family’s crowded apartment
on Manhattan's Upper East Side, it could have
been a thrll, But it distinctly wasn't, T prayed
that my mother wouldn't see it, but no sooner

passing on the news, By the time my new stepfa
ther— 1 couldn’t bring mysell to pronounce his
name—came home to our apartment for the first
time, [ was well on my way W being grounded for
the next 20 years,

1t weas the first day of their—our— new conjugal
life. They'd headed ofT on their honeymoon the
week before, leaving us children in the care of
our miternal grandmother, Racing off 1o Bucks

wis she home from her job at 51 Jumes's, our i
Family church, than the phone rang with friends @ g
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ew, my mother called out, *Be sure you don't .- F
he anticle, written by Cay Talese, ran in the Sep Bﬂw}ﬁ?ﬂrE“ o down to the Beatles” hotel while I'm gone!™ :,’:‘-E : |
ternber 21, 1964, issue of The New York Thmes. 'I'.FI.-lr.:l:'H. CI-E':I RGE Lignored her, of course. [ couldn't have done 1 dﬂ.’- Ba
Titked *Pentles and Fans Meet Social Set,” i ;:JIBI |::Ir|"'\1-1|:“-,;1';' otherwise, for George Harnson was the most ,‘ ﬁ,‘:_:
deseribed how almost 4,000 “hysterical teen- | PETER LAURIE'S important person in my life. A photo thatran 3 g
agers, who should perhaps have been home I’;"‘}':'Fi;,_l;f':' DGRAPH| i | wguee in January 1964—their irst mention ulll";ﬂ:: o
hied or d._'ujng their homework,™ hod |__'i|.I!]I-.'|'1.'|.1 al — in this r'rl,'lgi]i-"i.l:l: shiows him as he was then: 20, f"ﬂﬂﬂ. i ﬁ
the Paramount Theater in Times Square the night jocular, glossy-hared, | fell in love with him m that image. | knew -l:’;‘m 'f_
| before. Arriving houes belore the band was due that George would understand me as no one else did-- and that :u 'l";'_' L
| onstage, they “screamed and squealed at everything ™ [ would do the same for him. Loving him was more than just a : ::ﬂ. » é:
A photograph shows a row of young women doing cxactly feeling, It came with a future, a life. I'd imagine us making the gt Eﬂ 1
that behind a banner reading, BEATLES PLEASE STAY HERT d-#VIER seene Logether in Swinging London-— the locus of everything xwﬂluf."' -ﬂ
: The girls have an operatic look: They could be a row of divas, that matiered then. [ kept his pictare ina cheap pold [rme from f‘
% ‘-.l‘.ﬂ" mouths open wide i1 SOnE, Arms I]l.:ngnlruru;u:jc;lll} wide Lamston's and kissed it every might. H.l
i%ﬂ" I'm standing dead center in the photo, pushing forward, a To pet to the hotel, T ook the subway down to Times Square, ';—;
-"";‘:r; frenziad expression onmy face. I'm flal-chested, freckle-faced. then a tawdry area of sex shops and roaming salors on leave. 1L 'z_
:':“ peb ¥ o curly-haired--n very young thirteen., For months 've been felt illicit—indeed it was. With my mother and that man safely ﬂ'f.i:
guﬁ'm-:;u screaming and squealing every chance I get. I've snuck into away, I was frec to take my place among the mosialem =108 :_: A
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s the Beatles walked out, four tiny stick fgures
¢ achord or two. Mamly there was this enor-

minutes or so, the fipures retreated, the stage
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pack, my sisters m screaming, girls ;
who, in my memory, look remark-
ably alike, with the straight hair |
envied, ribbed poor-boy swealers,
and knee-high boots.

When Darrived, they were talk-
ing excitedly among themselves,
John—someone was sure of 11—
hiud been sighted on the eighth
floor. We stared up, and wanled.
Whenever we saw a shadow move
or a curtain ripple, we'd shrick.

We'd been scream-
SCREAM TEAM
THE PHOTO FROM
THE NEW YORK
TIMES FEATURING
THE AUTHOR
[CENTER, IN WHITE
CARDIGANIAND
HER FELLOW FAMNS.

Mew York, for the past
sin months. Just weeks
carhier, we™d waited in
a quict frenzy al Forest
Hills Tenms Stadium,

sibvery in the humid [ate-summer night. When
in the distance, we rose as one. We heard only
mous roar, and we were part of it. After 30

wenl black, and we emerged from our collec
tve trance. [ wias hoarse for days

hy did we scream?
Inmy case, it seems
clear, My world wias closing in, My
American mother bad brought us
to New York from England, yank-
ing s out of an unhappy marrage,
Just a few yvears belore, And lately
she™d become unrecogmizable, sipping bourbon with her new
husband every night in a rtwal they called “the Cockal Hour,”
and laughing al things that didn’t seem funny at all. I'd slink
past them, hoping not to be noticed, vel craving atiention i a
wary Lhat felt almost physically like pain, 1°d head For my room,
a shrine tothe Fab Four, its walls covered with pictures from
[an magazines (including my favorite, which offered an “A o
Z on Gorgeous George™ ). Enveloped by the Beatles, in love

i with Georze, [was sale.

o my [ree time | roam the city in quest of one band or an-
other, One Sunday, my best fricnd and 1, waiting outside the
Broadway theater where The £d Sullivan Show is taped, find
otrselves, :mlil.'l:l'll.'ll.:hl.".‘t”}', faceto-face with an cldc‘.rlj-' French
singer. We ask [or his autograph, but m truth we couldn't care
less. Stnding around s are girls wearing tweed caps over their

® long black bangs. With their black eveliner and Kabuki-esque

makeup, they've got the Look, the one that 1, in spite of my
white lipstick and mod touches, never quite pull off, They don™
loske cnar way as wee chat wath this ereaky Frenchman whom no
one his come (o greel. He signs his name twice, once for each
of us, and when he's done he fixes me with along stare. * You're
beautiful,™ be says, with a twankle in his eye that | later learn is
legendary, “You're not fike them,” he adds, stall twinkling, inclin-
ing his head toward the cluster of girls. And then he is gone.

heard only a chord
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His opinion counts for
nothing, but I'm buoyed up

hieve Manrice Chevalier told
you vou were beawtiful,”
my [riend repeats all the
wity home on the Madison
Avenue bus. But the best
15 yet to come. A day or so
Liter— mirsculously —1 come
across the lead singer of Gerry & the Pacemakers walking
briskly with an entourage in the hallway of a midtown hotel.

“Are you getting married?™ | ask, falling in step beside him, in §

response 1o 4 rumeor that's Aashed among us grls. “1 you'll have
me,” e leases, then steps inloan elevalor and disappears. | soar.

Gerry is from Liverpool—our Meccs—and bis “Ferry Crossthe geghth
Mersey" is played every other minute on WABC radio. Jokeor | gp
not, his proposal is valuable currency at school, where my hife s ==

deteriorating daily. | daydream through classes; my report card
15 i series of Cs and worse, When U'm told T have o repeat a
grade, it doesn’t matter 0 me at all.

By the next summer, when the Beatles return, everything
hiis changed. My mother has come back to Earth, and my
stepfather, while never quite beloved, has al leas! been in-
tegrated into our lives. And ['m newly sophisticated, With

my faux Courréges dress, ivory tights, and matching white

lipstick, 1, too, have the Look

Omnee again [ ake my place in the volatile crowd, this time at
Shea Stadinom. The ant-siee fipures emerge. They play “Can't Buy
Me Love,” but all we hear are the opening chords. I seream, bul
anly intermittently. Suddenty, it all feels embarrassingly young.

Today, decades later, the Beatles are revered throughout the g o
world. But they were never adored as directly, and as simply, |

as they were by us, the very first wave of Beatlemaniacs, who
chased them down streets and hotel corrdors and drowned out
justabout every word they tried to sing. There were thousands
ol us, each one was winigue, but the arc of our passion was the
same. There was a time for us when the Beatles were everything.
But then—as we had to-we moved on. O

just the same. *1 can't be- §
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