Anthony’s Unfinished story to be finished before sunrise.

He almost missed it, as small as it was.  A tiny ad, two lines, between "Smoke Pot? - Get Paid!" and "Massage Therapy In Your Home" which read "Beatles Reunion Show, W/Guests" and the time and place on the next line.  He read it over and over, looking for his mental typo or the small print that said “psych!”  Pete stared at the words until he felt like they were staring back at him.

"Well this is some kind of joke, obviously", he thought, and told himself to find some scissors later to clip it out and put it on his fridge.

He looked up at the green refrigerator covered in Polaroids and late bills.  “Maybe I’ll have it framed,” he thought.

"I should go just to see the looks on their faces.  What kind of sucker...” 

And then the phone rang.

"This is Pete."

"You ready?"

"Steve?"

"Pete?" Steve put on his best desperate voice, "Pete? Is that you?  Hello? Mom?"

"Steve? Is that oatmeal in your hair?"  Steve once put oatmeal in his hair and was dumb enough to tell his friends.

"Seriously, are you ready to go or are you ready to go?"

"Go where?"

"Ha ha.  You're a real wiseass today.  I know, let's go see THE BEATLES the next time they play, which is, let me check, NEVER!"

Pete spit-laughed into the phone.

"Are you serious?  You think that was for real?"

Steve walked into the living room.  He had on his white t-shirt that said Ramones because he wrote it on with black magic marker and his Levis that were more holes than pants.  He had his hair slicked back in a ducktail like he was ready for a rumble.

"Let's go already!"

Pete was trying to pick from a stack of ties he had laid out on the couch.

"You're going like that?"

Steve gave himself a glance.  "Duh.  The Beatles are punk.  Wear the black one."

Pete knotted his tie in front of the doorman.

"Nice haircut, dude."

Pete wasn't sure what specifically gave away the door guy’s sarcasm.  It could have been the shaved head and the Hell’s Angel jacket.  Or it might have been the way he stretched out 'dude' in that unnatural way that implied that he'd rather be punching Pete over and over in the balls.  But even if Pete had been oblivious to those hints, Steve pointed and laughed enough to make sure the insult hadn't been lost.

"Thanks, you too,” Pete said.

The doorman stood up and took a step to Pete before Steve jumped between them.

"It's cool, Terrance.  He's cool.  He's with me." Steve waved his hands in Terrance's face, trying to break the kill stare on Pete.  "Down here, big guy.  The action's down here."

“Shithead dressed like that, all mod and preppy…this show is wasted on him."

"I know, man, I'm going to shit myself just thinking of how awesome this show will be."

Terrance sat back down and looked at his watch.

"Fuckin' A.  I hope they play 'I Am The Walrus'."

Steve gave Terrance some secret handshake and rejoined Pete.

"How do you meet these people?"

"He's a brilliant artist."

They walked through the smoky backlit hall leading into the club.

"I thought more people would be here.  I guess everyone thought it was a joke," Pete said.  The crowd drowned out the end of his words.  There were thousands of people.  It was unbelievable.  Unnatural, even, that so many people could fit into such a small venue.  The place was the same size as always, but Pete knew it had be ten times the normal capacity.   He couldn’t see everyone at once; there were so many people.  Greasers, Punks, nerdy guys with Buddy Holly glasses.  Girls everywhere, all kinds of girls.  Sexy women in short dresses.  Girls in poodle skirts who looked ready for the sock hop.  There were old women, old enough to be grandmothers.  And all of them were holding records.  Big LP’s in the sleeves held to their chest or stomachs.   A punk girl with safety pins in her mouth was rubbing Revolver against her face.  Pete saw a patch of full-blown hippies in the back corner looking like a horror movie of beads and earth tones.  Every way Pete turned was crowd. It was like the people were on top of each other, a dozen people standing all in one spot.

“Beatlemania,” was all he could say.

They were in the middle of the crowd and Pete felt the buzz.  The crowd was electric.  He felt it around him and in him. 

“Is that Elvis Costello?” Pete asked.

“I know, why would he stand next to Johnny Rotten?”

Pete pointed out more famous faces.   He could see Yoko and Linda chatting near the front of the stage.  Hiding not so discretely in a corner, Bob Dylan passed a joint to Willie Nelson.  George Clinton stood in front of Sly and the Family Stone.

“I think he’s crying,” Steve said, and he was right.

 He looked over at Steve, whose face was lit up brighter than Christmas morning.  Pete had never seen such a huge smile on Steve’s face before.

Steve nodded and broke into laughter.  “You’re face is priceless, Pete!  You could land planes on that grin!”

Pete laughed back. “You should see your face!”

Steve’s eyes shifted over and back to Pete.  He pointed behind Pete with his chin.

“Look whose here.”

Pete turned around and saw his mom.

“Oh my…Hey!”  He reached down and hugged her.  “Mom, I’m so happy you could be here for this.”  She wasn’t in any special costume other than her mom costume.  Short blonde hair with some gray in it, her oversized glasses, and an unassuming white blouse and khaki pants.

“I didn’t know you would be here, Peter, but I’m glad you are.”

Pete turned back to Steve, but Steve was gone.  Someone resembling Andy Warhol was in his place.  He turned back to his mom, who now had his older brother, Mike, with her.

“Mikey!”

They gave each other a man hug, complete with punches on the back.

From the stage the sounds of guitar tuning screeched.  The crowd went silent.  Everyone watched as the roadies set up the familiar instruments.  A shaggy haired blonde kid, no older than 17 was tuning George’s Fender while a hawk-nosed hillbilly guy strummed around Paul’s violin shaped Bass.  He held his breath while the notes filled the club.

“She loves you, yeah-yeah-yeah,” finally broke the silence.  It started with one woman somewhere behind him but quickly caught through the room.

“You think you’ve lost you’re love, well I saw her yesterday,” was in the perfect harmony unique to a crowd of adorning fans.  Pete sang it full and sang it loud.  He took his mother’s hand when they sang the “o-o-o-o” together.

Pete looked back to Andy Warhol, and saw it was his own grandmother and his paw paw standing next to her.  She gave him a wink while she sang.  He was smiling so much he felt his eyes get wet.

He looked around and saw all of his friends since he was 3 were around him, all singing.  “And with a love like that, you know you should be glad!”  And every girl he kissed was standing behind him.  Jillian made her screwball eyes at him and giggled through a verse.

And the singing went on even when he realized that his mom and Mikey and Elvis Costello and everyone else were gone.  He stood alone singing along to the music that didn’t stop and watched the stage lights flicker on the empty stage.

“Don’t wake up yet.  Please, just one song.”

