


By ALFRED G. ARONOWITZ

YEAR! YEAR! YEAR!

MUSIC'S GOLD BUGS: THE BEATLES

They can’t read music. their beat is corny
and their voices are faint, but England’s shaggy-maned
eaxrports manage to flip wigs on two continents.

rian Sommerville 1s a balding 32-
vear-old Londoner
juts out like the southeast corner of
England when he thinks he 1s about to
say something important, At Kennedy
International Airport in New York
last February 7., Sommerville’s jaw
was projecting so far he was almost
unable to open his mouth to speak.
A thousand screaming teen-agers were
trying 1o wriggle toward a thin white
ine ol a nylon rope that had been
stretched across the terminal building
lobby, Three thousand more were
screaming from behind bulging metal
rathings atop the roof, where they were
the guests of New York disc jockeys,
who had invited them to take the day
ofl from school
MNext to Sommerville a New York
Journal-American photographer was
tugging angrily at his arm, shouting
“We bought an exclusive story and

whose jaw

we can't even get a picture of them
looking at us—what did we pay vou
money for?7” At Sommerville’s other
arm a phalanx of British correspon-
dents was complaming that the pohice
wouldn't let them into the press room,
There wasn't space left in the press
room anyway, and one of the cops
tried to throw out a Capitol Records
executive who had arrived without an
identification  badge. Disc jockeys
equipped with tape recorders were
pointing cylindrnical microphones at
the mob. Flashbulbs exploded. From
the back of the lobby came word that
two girls had fainted. Hemmed 1n and
harassed, Sommerville's jaw signaled
a pronouncement. “This,” he sad
in the intonations of a nation that has
been accustomed to ruling the world,
“has gotten entirely out of control.”
Sommerville is press officer of a rock-
n-roll group known as the Beatles.
Their plane had just landed.

Amid a fanfare of screeches, there
emerged four young Britons in Ed-
wardian lour-button suits. One was
short and thuck-hpped. Another was
handsome and peach-fuzzed. A third
had a heavy face and the hint of buck-
teeth, On the fourth, the remnants of
adolescent pimples were noticeable
Their names were Ringo Starr, Paul
McCartney, John Lennon and George
Harrison, but they were otherwise in-

distinguishable beneath their manes
ol moplike har

Alter they were ushered into the
Hoodhit uproar of the press room,
Brian Sommerville, acting as master
ol ¢ceremonies, stepped to a miCro-
phone, again thrust out his jaw and
addressed the reporters, “Gentlemen,
gL‘!t:]L'I‘IiL.‘IL ‘;.:L‘t11|t..‘il.h..'r1,“ he sad, ““wall
vou please shut up!™ The first ques-
uon from the American press wias
“Do you believe in lunacy?” "Yeah,”
answered one ol the Beatles, “"it's
healtihy Ancther reporter
“Would you y .case sing something?”
“INO,. rephed anoiner
need money first,
porter asked, "I
anvthing home wil

il*—;lxl..’d_

Beatle, “'we
Still another re-
vou hope to take

voul “Yeah,
a Beatlerephed, "Rochkeleller Center
At first, few of th FOTLETS could
remember which Beatie was which,
But by the end of then two-week visit
them had become
a disunct personalitv. Each of them,
in fact, had become a star,

1O Amenca. each ol

Ringo is the one that some observ-
ers have compared to Harpo Marx
He has bright blue eyes that renund
one of a child looking through a
window, although he sometimes de-
liberutely them as he sits
dumbly at the drums playing his
corny lour-four beat. 'l hate phomes,

CIussesS

he savs with the absolutism of some-
body who thinks he can spot one a
mile away. | can’t strand them.”” The
most popular of the Beatles in Amer-
ica, he evokes paroxysns of teen-age
shricks evervwhere i"-'j-. a4 mere turn ol
his head, a motuon which sends his
brown spaniel hair Ayving. When he
thps his wig, the kids Hip theirs
“KRHINNGO ! RINHNNGO ™" the k)

call out. He acquired the nickname
because he wears two rings on cach
hand, He
dificrent times, changing them like
cuff links. *1 like the gold ones.” he
says. “"The fans send a lot of silver
ones, too, bul | send them back

wears different rings  at

hen he adds, “Do vou know 1 h
2,761 rings?” His fame has brought
Ringo other treasures, but he seems
not to have forgotten what 1 was
ke to grow up amud the grin Y rON
house streets of Liverpool

He was born Richard Starkey, tre

only son of a lather who was a house
painter and a mother who was a bar-
maid. He never finished school. He
was Kept out by
than a stomach operations
Also, It seems, he never started grow-

pleurisy and more
Jdozen

ing. Asked how 1all he is, he snaps
back Actu-
ally he s “When |
leel my head starting to swell,”™ says
John Lennon, “l just look at Ringo
and 1 know periectly well we're nol
supermen.” Without proper school-
ing, Ringo worked as an ¢lectrician’s
apprentice and at vanious odd jobs
before turning to drumming.

“When | was sixteen, you know,™
he savs, 1 use to walk on the road
with the rest of the lot and we'd have
all our dT'd["..' coats on and we’'d have
a few laughs with the rival gangs and
then | got the drums and the bloke
next door and | got a job and we

“Two leet, nine inches!™

hive-{eet-seven

started playing together and anothes
bloke and me made a bass out of an
old tea chest and this was about 1958,
mind you, and we played together
and then we started ["'l..l.'-.i::g on
dances and things, you know, and
we 1ooK an nterest i 1t and we
stopped going out and hanging around
corners every night.”

I hese days still he close behind um,
when an American reporter asked
him if he liked fish and chips. he
answered. “Yes, 1 hike fish and u'h'-]'w_

but 1 like steak and chips bettey

Une ol his greatest moments was
wheén the Beatles plaved before
Princess ""L"r..L"”"-': and the Queen

Mother at the Roval Command Per-
tormance in London last November
“It was the first
British,” he says. “You know, you
royalty. But the
Queen Mother, she was a nice lady.’

He sits with his drums behind the

uume | ever fel

never think about

group as the other three perform, and
ne rarely sings, although that is what
he would most like to do. Although.
at 23, he 1s the oldest of the Beatles,
ne 1s at the bollom of what sociolo
gists would call their pecking orde:
When he joined the group it alreads
had a record Contract, and the un-
spoken feeling in the guartet 1s that
Ringo was Nired by the other three
Whenthey disagree onanything, Ringo
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“THE QUEEN MOTHER,” SAYS DRUMMER RINGO STARR, “SHE'S A NICE LADY."

The Beatles

is the last to get his way. “Youd be no-
where.” Paul McCartney says to him in
the ultimate squelch, “if it weren’t for the
rest of us.”

The fans call Paul the handsome one,
and he knows it. The others in the group
call Paul “The Star.” He does most ol
the singing and most of the wiggling,
trying to swing his hips after the fashion
of Elvis Presley, one of his boyhood idols.
In the British equivalent of high school,
Paul was mostly in the upper ranks scho-
lastically. unlike the other Beatles. “He
was likt}. you know, a goody-goody n
school.” remembers one of Paul's boy-
hood friends. He also, as another former
classmate remembers him, was a “tubby
little kid™” who avoided girlish rejections
by avoiding girls.

He can afford to be much bolder now.
At a cocktail party in the British embassy
in Washington, a twice-divorced noble-
woman put her arms around him, g_.ngcd
longingly into his eyes and said, "Which
one are vou?" "Roger,” he answered.
“Roger what?" she said. “Roger Mc-
Clusky the fifth,” he answered, and
slithered out of her grasp.

“Paul is the hardest one to get to know,
although that doesn’t mean he's the deep-
est.” savs a friend. When the |18-year-old
Englinl'; actress Jill Haworth had a
private audience with *aul in Miami
Beach. it lasted only a few minutes. i
just couldn't find anything to talk to him
about.” she later said, "It was just im-
nossible to get started talking.”

Paul, who plays bass guitar, wears th_t.:
same tight pants that are part of the uni-
form of the Beatles, although he often
distinguishes himself with a vest. fuul."
savs one member of the troupe, IS the
onlv one of the boys who's had it go to
hiﬁ'hcud_" Sometimes, talking with the
other Beatles. he finds himsell using
accents much more high-toned than the
working-class slang of Liverpool, where
he grew up. When he does, John Lennon
mockingly mimics him. |

Paul and John have collaborated In
writing more than 100 songs, Iinf:ludmg
such hits as | Want to Hold Your Hand
and She Loves You. “None of us n:;_nllg.
knows how to read or write music,
says Paul. “The way we work it is like,
we just whistle. John will whistle at me,
and I'll whistle back at him.”

John doesn't smile when he sings.
“That's because.” says Neil Aspinall, the
22-year-old road manager who grew up
in Liverpool with the Beatles, “he's giv-
ing you his soul.” He likes to wear sun-
glasses both indoors and out, as a sort
of declaration of privacy. “John,  says
Brian Epstein, the 29-year-old personal
manager who discovered the HEHI!L"*-. 1S
the most intellectual of the boys.” Though
he has a habit of falling asleep at odd
moments. he 1s also the most iniensc and
has a temper that reddens his face at the
slightest rub, At a cocktail party in the
British embassy after the Beatles” Wash-
ington concert, John found himsell be-
sieged by dignitaries, their wives and girl
friends. all of whom were thrusting auto-
graph books at him with such official
commands as. *'Look, sign this for my
daughter! Cawn't think why she likes

Although Richard Starkey, known as Ringo Starr, is the oldest member of the Beatles, he is al Lhe bottom of their peciing order,

you! Must be out of her mind.” Finally
John pushed away the pens. Forcing his
way to the bar, he ordered a drink and
said, “These people are worse than the
fans. These people have no bloody man-
ners. Now, the ambassador, | hiked him,
we talk the same language. But | wouldn't
give a thank vou for his friends.” At that
moment, a young embassy othcial ap-
proached John and said, “Come now and
do your stufl.” John glared back. “*I'm
not going back through that crowd—I
want a drink,” he said. “Oh, ves vou are,”
the official said imperiously. Livid, John
turned to Ringo and said, "1I'm getting
out of here!” With a smile, Ringo put an
arm on John's shoulder and said calmly,
“Oh, come on, let's go and do our stufl
and get it over with.” The “stuff” con-
sisted of drawing names out of a box in a
charity raffle.

John began with ideas of becoming a
painter, spending two years at the Liver-
pool Art Institute. He also writes short
stories and poems [see pages 40-42], a col-
lection of which, combined with his
sketches, i1s being published in London.
One editor calls Lennon's hterary efforts
“British hup, a sort ol conglomeration
of funny Lewis Carroll jabberwocky with
a shight tinge of William Burroughs's
Naked Lunch and an almost Joycean
word play.™

When John first appeared on The Ed
Sullivan Show, a subtitle wdentifying him
carried the parenthetical message, “'Sorry,
girls, he's married.” His wile Cynthia
is a quietly beautiful 21-year-old blonde

whom he met at the Liverpool Art Insti-
tute and whom the newspapers now call,
to the Lennons’ disgust, “Mrs. Beatle.”
When the Beatles traveled from New
York to Washington, she wore a black
wig s0 she could get through the crowd.
In Washington, she remained alone in
her hotel room. In Miami Beach she sun-
bpathed by herself. “*Ever since the boys
became famous,” savs Cynthia, “it’'s be-
come more and more difficult for me to
s¢¢ John.” They have an inlant son,
John, whom the newspapers call, again
to their disgust, “*Baby Beatle.” When the
Lennons have business visitors, Cynthia
serves tea and recedes into the back-
ground. “"Women,” says John, “should
be obscene and not heard.™

John is the leader of the Beatles, ""We
have no leader,” he might argue with
SOMe annoyance. “"We're a ream, y'know,
pull together and all that.” As a matter of
fact, each Beatle has a veto on what the
four of them do together. “But it's John
who usually wins out,” says one of their
friends. “John is the hippest and the
sharpest of the lot. Thev've all learned
from him. Even their humor, the way
they re always sending people up, they
got that from John.”

Just 22, George Harrison is the voung-
est of the Beatles. “He doesn’t have the
maturity of the others. so he tends to
play it a little safe,” says a member of
the troupe. “It’s as if he's the baby of the
family.” Being the baby of the family is
a role to which George 1s accustomed
The son of a bus driver, he is the

yvoungest of four children. “George was
always the one who tned to please,” says
his sister, Mrs., Louise Caldwell, the
pretty platinum-blond wile of an engineer
who hves in the Midwest. “When the fire
needed more coal, he would always say,
‘Mummy, I'll do it, let me get the shovel.”
Or when we'd be going to church, George
would polish everyone's boots.”™

George plays lead guitar for the Beatles,
often with a look of unconcern that seems
1o reflect a desire to be strumming else-
where. “Well,” he says, “the songs that
Paul and John write, they're all right,
but they're not the greatest.”

His bovhood idols were guitarists
Chet Atkins and Duane Eddy, although
he recently discovered Andrés Segovia.
He listens on the radio to other pop
artists from the start of his day, which
olten begins when road manager Aspinall
drags the boys out of bed at 10:30 to keep
some 10 a.m. date. He Keeps a transistor
radho in his hand, even during conversa-
tions. He adjusts the volume according
to his interest in what i1s being said.

“You have to be very careful of what
you say to George,” says disc jockey
Murray (The K) Kaufman of New York's
WINS. who glad-handed the Beatles
when they stepped off the plane in New
York and who was George's roommate
when the Beatles traveled to Miami Beach.
“You have 10 be sure that every word
means whil you want it to mean. He
takes what You say very hiterally.”

“(eorge, as a matter of fact,” says
manager Brian Epstein, “is the only one
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RINGO SPOTTED A GIRL SINGER AND
YANKED HER INTO AN ELEVATOR.

The Beatles

who asks questions. He's the only one
who takes an active interest in the busi-
ness aspect ol the Beatles. He wants to
know how 1 book them, how the discs
are distributed, and everything that has
to do with the financial workings.”

George’s ambition, he says, 1s to retire
with *“*a whacking great pile of money.”
He recalls that in the early days of the
group in Liverpool, “we got what would
work out to two dollars a night apiece—
and all the soda we could drink. We
drank until that stuff came out our ears
to make sure we got our money's worth.”

Little more than six months ago one
of his major desires was to own a racing
car, He now owns a Jaguar. Although by
no means the guietest of the Beatles,
pecause none of them really 1s quiet,
George remains the least promunent. Al
a press conference for fan magazines 1n
New York's Plaza Hotel, a voung woman
asked, *"Mr. Starr 1s known for his rings.
Mr. McCartney, obviously for his looks,
and Mr. Lennon for his wife, What about
you, Mr. Harrison?" George swallowed a
bite of a chicken sandwich, fluttered his
long evelashes in the same manner that
Paul often does and answered, ““As long
as | get an equal share of the money, I'm
willing to stay anonvmous,”

These are the Beatles, the four young
men who brought with them to America
a phenomenon Kknown as Beatlemania.
S0 far, Beatlemania has traveled over two
continents. In Stockholm the arrival of
the Beatles was greeted with teen-age riots.

In Parisanothercongregation heldscreech-
Ing services at the airport and the Beatles
performances at the Olympia Theater
were sold out for three weeks. In the
Beatles™ native Liverpool 60 voungsters
collapsed from exposure after standing
all night in a mile-long line of 12,000

waiting to buy tickets to the Beatles

performance. When a foreman shut off

the radio in the middle of a Beatles record
at a textile mill in Lancashire, 200 girls
went out on strike.

While the Beatles toured the United
States, three of their singles were in the
top six and their albums ranked one and
two In the popularity charts.
Beatle wigs were selling at three dollars
apiece, high-school boys were combing
their forelocks forward and hairdressers
were advertising Beatle cuts for women.,
Beatle hats, T-shirts, cookies, eggcups,
ice cream, dolls, beach shirts, turtleneck
pullovers, nighties, socks and iridescent
blue-and-green collarless suits were on
the market, and a Beatle motor scooter
for children and a Beatlemobile for adults
were being readied for production, Amer-
ican bartenders were confounded by a
sudden deluge of orders for Scotch and
Coke, the Beatles’ favonite drink. I
think everyone has gone daft.” says John.
Adds Ringo, “"Anytime you spell beetle
with an ‘a’ in it, we get the money.” In
1964, Beatle-licensed products stand to
gross 330 million in America alone. As
for the Beatles, their total 1964 income is
expected to reach $14 million.

It all began in Liverpool, a smog-aired,
dockfront city that overlooks the Mersey

record

River. When the Beatles first put their
brows together eight years ago, there were
an estimated 100 rock-"n -roll groups In
the city, Today Liverpool is the pop mu-
sic capital of the British Isles, and whal
newspapers have come to call **“The Mer-
sey Sound” dominates the Enghsh hit
parade. *"Do you want to know what the
Mersev sound 187" says one American
critic. **It’s 1956 American rock bouncing
back at us.”

In the beginning the group was called
the Quarrymen Skiffle Group, then the
Moondogs and then the Moonshiners.
John, Pauland George were in the original
group; Rmgo Starr jomned in 1962, Hired
in 1959 for a job in Hamburg, Germany,
the Beatles worked their way up to a
wage of $25 a week, and became one of
the main attractions along the Reeper-
bahn, the main street of the city’s red-
light district.

Swinging in Liverpool

“*When they got back to Liverpool,
that's when they really started to swing,”
savs Neil Aspinall. It was then that Brian
Epstein discovered them. A delicately
mannered young man who once wanted
to be a dress Lit:\-igTh.‘E'. I:pxicin at the
time was in charge ol the television-
radio-records department of his father’s
department-store chain. When
customers began demanding Beatles rec-
ords, Epstein signed them up, got them
a test with Decca Records, which they
flunked, and then brought them to Electric
and Musical Industries Ltd.

“They were impressive—it
striking oil,” recalls an E.M.I. official. I
remember | gave them back their first
tape and told them, °If there's anything
yvou don't like, let me know.” And George
came right back and said, ‘Well, | don't
like vour tie for a start,” "

In short order the Beatles had

several

was like

four

hits and teen-age mobs began following
the Beatles !]1:-.1'.11'__‘:.'1.11“:! | !'I':._:’.:Hul_ It wasn't,
until last October 13 that the
BHeatles became national heroes. On that
night, they plaved London’s Palladium
and several thousand fans mobbed them
hey had to be rescued by police. “*Well.
there were no assassinations that dav.”
recalls Brian Sommerville., *There were
NG wars, no Invasions, no great crises ol

however,

state, and the Beatles were the only good
story the Lendon dailies had. so they
gave it a big display.”

In the United States. Capitol Records,
which has first rights to any EM.1. re-
lease, originally turned down the Beatles’
records. As the craze grew it not only
1Issued them but poured 350,000 into a
promotion campaign. “Sure there was a
lot of hype.” says Capitol vice president
Voyle Gilmore. “But all the hype in the
world 1sn’t going to sell a bad product.™

Nevertheless, that hype helped stir the
interest of thousands of fans who greeted
the Beatles at Kennedy Airport. Mamy
thousands more waited for them at New
York's Plaza Hotel, Qutside the hotel.
stacked up against barricades, the mob
chanted, ** We want the Beatles! We want
the Beatles I”” According to one maid, the
Beatles found three girls hiding in their
bathtub. Dozens of others chimbed the fire
exit to the 12th-floor wing in which the
Beatle entourage had been ensconced,
Still others, with the names and pocket-
books of prominent famihies, checked in
at the hotel and tried to get 1o the Beatles
via the elevators.

On the 12th Hoor the Beatles rested in
their suite while the phones rang with re-
quests for interviews and autographs. One
call was from a man who wanted to pro-
duce Beatle ashtrays. Another was from
a promoter in Hawan who wanted to
book the Beatles.

I'elegrams came in by the handful, and
boxes with fan mail. “*We get

loaded

f'f'a””r, f.’,.--”,--.f;.a-. "rfJ”"_’!” and John rehearse ,-"W' Fd Sullivan show in Miami Beaeh. ff: Filorwla, beattes went _J'frr-"f'r."fnh..', Sem in prvat I.w-”r-" and visited hea P ;'-,rfu' i 11 ] {assius (Clay

¥

B




12.000 letters a day,” Ringo later said,
“Yeah,” added John. “We're going to
answer every one of them.” The road
managers, meanwhile, were busy signing
the Beatles® autographs for them, and the
room-service waiters kept bringing up ta-
bles loaded with Scotch, ice and bottles ol
Coke. Murray the K also came in, bring-
ing with him the Ronettes, an Amencan
recording group of three exotic looking
girls. “We met the Beatles in Europe,”
one of them said, as if she were singing it.

As the Beatles' stay at the Plaza ex-
tended. so did the throngs. Each time the
Beatles left the hotel, the mobs would
break through police lines in a jumble of
lost shoes, falling girls and Beatle sweat
shirts. A deputy chief inspector of police
accused the Beatles' press agents of bring-
ing in teen-agers by the busload. The
Beatles, meanwhile, spent their time watch-
ing TV, dining at the *21" Club, sight-
seeing from their car, twisting at the
Peppermint Lounge, and flirting with
bunnies in the Playboy Club,

The remainder of the Beatles” tour of
America was more of the same. In Wash-
ington, to which the Beatles traveled
aboard a private railroad car called The
King George, 2,000 teen-age fans mobbed
the locked metal gates of Union Station.
At their concert in the Coliseum that
night the Beatles werc showered with
flashbulbs. hair rollers, caramels and
jelly beans, in some Instances a bagful at
a time. “M'God!" Ringo said afterward.
“They hurt. They felt just like hailstones.™

When they flew to Miami, they were
greeted at the airport by a chimpanzee,
four bathing beautics, a four-mile-long
traffic jam and 7,000 teen-agers, W ho shat-
tered 23 windows and a plate-glass door.
The flight-engineer of the plane wore a
Beatle wig. As they were getting off, the
wife of the president of National Airlines
came aboard with two een-age girls, but
wasblocked by Sommerville, w hostormed,
“No. no. madam ! We cannot spend time
g'ning.ultngmph-.uwmrdug.a.:::.-»;' families.”
At the Deauville Hotel, they were hustled
into an elevator. Along the way Ringo
recognized a girl singer and pulled her
into the elevator. Latér a reporicr asked
Ringo who she was. "She's just a girl |
know.” he said. “What's her last name?”
the reporier .I,HL.,L"Li. “1 don’t know her
thar well,” Ringo answered.

In Miami Beach the Beatles went
vachting, swam in a privalc pool, posed
for photographs on the beach while an
elderly woman kept walking deliberately
in front of the cameras, and then visited
the training camp ol Cassius Clay.

Al one point, Sommerville, beaming
with gratitude, decided 10 thank the
police sergeant in charge of the Beatles
security detail by offering him a compli-
ment. *Somebody told me, Sommervilie
said warmly, “‘that Miami Beach has the
best police department thal money i
buy.” Upstairs in Sommerville’'s room
John was busy answering the telephone,
with the calls again coming, Ofe after
the other. from as far away as Hawaiu.
“Hallooo.” he said. "“Bnan Slummerheld
here. . . . Yes luv. . . . Yes luy
No luv. . G'by luv,”

The Beatles flew back to England on
|u1‘1ru~lTj- 71 to make their hrst movic
When they stopped off at Kennedy Air-
POTrt to "-hl“"‘!:‘: 11':1”1,;5 O |L.ondon, ”'H.“I'-
again found several thousand teen-age
ans screanmung rom the observation rool
aller walting there for hours |- our ;Ilr'|*~

nsed. When it was all over, Amenca
could relax—at least, until the Beatles
return this summet ITHE END
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* BUILDING THE BEATLE IMAGE

By Vance Packard

Whul causes an imternational craze hke the
current Beatlemama?

Press agentry can only swell a craze. To get one
started you need to bring into fusion five vital in-
gredients. This is true whether the craze involves
Davy Crockett, Liberace or Elvis Presley.

Only three vears ago it 1s doubtful that any
observer of pop culture would have picked the
Beatles to inspire madness on both sides ol the
Atlantic. In 1961 the Beatles affected a beatnik
look. They wore black T-shirts, black leather
jackets, blue jeans and disheveled hair. In one
picture taken of them that year they scowled at
the camera as good beatniks should.

'hen along came Brian Epstein, an aristocratic-
looking young Englishman who ran a record shop
and soon became their manager. First he made
them scrub, comb their hair and get into civilized

clothing. Then little by little, by a combination of

hunch, luck and design, he began exploiting the
five ingredients that will create a craze.

First, the Beatles needed a symbol that would
make them stand out in people’s minds, a symbol
such as the coonskin cap that Walt Disney gave
to his Davy Crockett creation. For a symbol it
was decided to exploit their already overlong
hair. The Beatles let it grow longer and bushier,
combed it forward—and then had it immac-
ulately trimmed.
catching but evocative. Such hairdos were com-

mon in the Middle Ages and the new coiffure

‘he result was not only eye-

suggested the ancient roots of England.

A second ingredient necessary for a craze 1s 10
fill some important subconscious need of teen-
agers. Youngsters see themselves as a subjugated
people constantly exposed to arbitrary edicts
from adult authorities. The entertainment world
has developed many strategies to offer young-
sters a sense of escape from adult dommation.
Television producers of children’s shows some-
limes make adult figures either stupid or villainous.
The press agents for some teen stars publicize
the stars’ defiance of their parents. [een-age
crooners relate with amiable condescension their
support of their parents.

Rock-"n"-roll music, of course, annoys most
parents, which is one of the main reasons why
millions of voungsters love it. But the Beatles
couldn’t possibly hope to outdo Elvis Presley in
appalling parents. Instead ol open opposition,
the Beatles practice an amiable impudence and a
generalized disrespect for just about everybody.
They succeeded, happily, 1in getting themselves
denounced in some pretty high adult places. The
Lord Privy Seal indicated his annovyance. And
Field Marshal Lord Montgomery growled that
the Army would take care of those mop-top hair-
cuts if the Beatles were ever conscripted.

But the Beatles—under Mr. Epstein’s tute-
lage—also have put stress on filling other subcon-
scious needs ol teen-agers. As restyled, they are
no longer roughnecks but rather lovable, almost
cuddly, imps. With their collarless jackets and
boyish grins, they have succeeded in bringing out
the mothering instinct in many adolescent girls.

| he subconscious need that they hll most ex-
pertly 1s in taking adolescent girls clear out of
this world. The youngsters in the darkened audi-
ences can let go all inhibitions in a quite primitive
sense when the Beatles cut loose. They can re-
treat from rationality and individuality. Mob
pathology takes over, and they are momentarily
freed of all of civilization’s restraints.

I'he Beatles have become peculiarly adept at
giving girls this release. Their relaxed, confident
manner, their wild appearance, their whooping
and jumping, their electrified rock-"n’-roll pulsing
out into the darkness makes the girls want to

jump—and then scream. The more susceptible

soon faint or develop twitching hysteria. (One
reason why Russia's totalitarian leaders frown
on rock- n-roll and jazz is that these forms offer
people release from controlled behavior.);

A third ingredient needed to get a craze started —
as Brian Epstein obviously knew—is an exciting
sense of freshness. In an informal poll conducted
through my offspring, who are at high school
and college, I find that the fact that the Beatles
are somehow *

musical world—made the deepest impression.

‘different”—something new in the

Teen-agers feel they are helping create something
new that is peculiarly their own. And as my 15-
year-old expert (feminine) explained, “We were
Kind of at a lag with popular singers.”

The delivery, if not the music, is refreshingly
different with the Beatles. Surliness is out, exu-
berance 1s in. Sloppiness is out, cleanliness is in.
Self-pity 1s out, whooping with joy is in. Pom-
posity 1S out, humor is in.

A fourth ingredient needed to keep a craze
rolling once 1t shows signs of starting is a carry-
ing device, such as a theme song. The carrying
device of the Beatles is found in their name. It
playfully suggests beatnik, but it also suggests
“beat”—and the beat is the most conspicuous
feature of the Beatles’ music. It is laid on heavily
with both drums and bass guitar. When the
screaming starts, the beat still gets through.

Finally, a craze can succeed only if it meets the
mood of the times. England, after centuries of
cherishing the subdued, proper form of life, is
bursting out of its inhibitions, There has been a
growth ol open sexuality, plain speaking and
iving 1t up. The Beatles came along at just the
right time to help the bursting-out process.

What is the future of the Beatle craze in Amer-
ica? At this point it is hard to say. But the Beatles
are so dependent upon their visual appeal that
there 1s a question whether they can sustain the
craze in their American territory from across the
Atlantic. Another problem is that they are not
really offensive enough to grown-ups to inspire
youngsters to cling to them.

Frankly, if I were in the business of manufac-
turing mophead Beatle wigs, | would worry. Crazes
tend to die a horribly abrupt death. It was not
O long ago, after all, that a good many unwary
businessmen got caught with warehouses full
of coonskin caps when the Crockett craze stopped

almost without warning. THE END

For wild fiction by Beatle John Lennon, turn to page 40
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