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In Search of the Beatle

| Who Spent Two Decades Seeking

True Love and Cranial Bliss
Only to Discover
Cows, Day t1me Television, and
Palm Beach Real Estate

Johannon WhereAreYou?

BY LAURENCE SHAMES

WAS SITTING IN A SOMBER
dive in Kearny, New Jersey, one
marsh over from Newark,talking
to a woman who claimed to have
some information. She said that she
had known John Lennon for nearly a
decade and was his bosom buddy. I took

this with a grain of salt-because of the way |

she looked. The frail had blue eyelids,
seemed to be the victim of a home perma-
; nent, and looked as if

she fed on massive

" doses of carbohy-

§ wallet she had a
cracked old photo-
graph of the man
himself, silting next
B to her in somebody's

fake, it was niftily
done. So I let her
talk, Lennon was her
hero. She was so ex-
8 cited I was afraid
- she'd slide right off
her chair. I bought

her two drinks, and after wrestling with |

her conscience she gave me two unlisted
phone numbers with which I could track
him down. They turned out to be duds.
One of them put me through to a company
that manages ballet dancers, and the other
gave me some fancy Hollywood studio
that produces Tenspeed and Brown Shoe.

LAURENCE Seamzs, aNew Ybrk based journalist. isa frequemconmbummEsqutre

! rims. But he’s intent on going un-
drates. Still, in her |

back yard. If it was a |

And that's what the whole damn job was
like. False leads, dead ends, witnesses
about as credible as hair-restorer ads, I
never did get my man. I made sure he
knew I was looking for him, and he made
sure I figured out there was no way he’d let
himself be found..John Lennon is in hiding,
and doing a: pretty impressive job of it,
considering the whole world knows his
face: that bent nose with the chiseled tip,
that wry and saintly thin-lipped mouth,
those slit eyes behind the famous wire-

discovered, and he has the money and the
favors owed to manage it. Everyone he
knows is sworn to silence. !
So I decided I didn't want to meet him
afterall. I'd go after things that couldn't be
hidden, instead. Like his mansions: I
found four of them, and there are others.
Like his cows: [ found fifty or so, and there
are two hundred more. I found his pas-
tures, his swimming pools, the woman-
who sends him organic kohlrabies and fer-
tile eggs from his own greenhouse in up-
state New York. I found his lawyer, and 1
tried like hell to find his yacht. I found
several rags-to-riches-to-rags-again
members of his former bands, and I found
slurred-speeched, burned-out Beatle-
marniacs who even now. hang around his
neighborhoods, hungering for a glimpse of
him. I found his and his attorneys’ micro-
filmed signature on millions of dollars’
worth of deeds and mortgages. I found his

31

ESQUIRE/NOVEMBER 1980




private piece of Florida beach. And the
more I found, the happier [ was that I
hadn’t succeeded in smoking out Lennon
himself. He wouldn't have been the Len-
non I went looking for.

The Lennon I went looking for was after
-other things. He was a man-who had.al-
ways taken chances—musical chances,
political chances, chances with his own
frail sanity, I.went looking for the Lennon
who by lis unflinching slit-eyed stare, by
his appalling honesty, had shamed' the

interpersonal front, we were advised that
“when somebody is angry with us, we
draw a halo around his or her head-in our
minds.” -As to their lack of productivity,
they assured us that their silence is “a

silence of love and not of indifference.”

Finally, on the subject of human pos-

. sibilities, they told us, presumably without

irony, ‘thdt “if two people like .us can do

- what we are doing with our lives, any mira-

(R

cle is possible!
Now, what the hell was this soggy non-

world into examining
itself. I was looking
for the Lennen who
had always -shot his
mouth off, who had
offended -everyone-
without having to
try. My Lennon was
a bitter clown, a man
of extravagant error
and vast resilience, a
big haby, an often pa-
‘thetic truth-seeker
whose pained, goofy,
earnest, and para-
noid visage was the

science of an age.

The Lennon I would have found is a
forty-year-old businessman who walches
a lot of television, who's got $150 million, a

lawyers to squeeze him through tax
loopholes, and he’s learned the political

‘thing ridiculous anymore. He’s stopped
making errors and he’s stopped making

_music, And as T chased his shadow from
estate to estate, from fortress to fortress,
as I tried to piece together his pres-
ent life from chats with realtors and
clerks in health-food stores and with peo-
ple who weren't at liberty to talk to me, all
the -questions I'd had in mind to ask him
reduced themselves to one quick query
that could be answered with an all-decid-
ing yes or no: Is it true, John? Have you
really given up?

IT WAS THAT CRAZY AD IN THE
New York Times that first made me think of
tracking him down. The thing ran on May
| 27, 1979. It was called “A Love Letter

What, When and Why.” It was smarmy
enough to embarrass Barry Manilow. The
ad covered a full page and cost $18,240; it
was intended to bring the world up to date
on what had gone on in the three years
since Lennon had last deigned to:make a
public statement. -It told us, “The plants
are growing. The cats are purring,” and
“magic is logical.”” The Lennons informed
us of their current political strategies:
“The things we have tried to achieve in the

| -through wxshmg . It works.” On the

son whom he dotes on, and a wife who |
intercepts his phone calls. He's got good |

“advantages of silence. He doesn’t do any- .

from John and Yoko to People Who Ask Us |

past by flashing a V sign, we try now |

#Y LENNON was a
bitter clown, a
man of extravagant error and
vast resilience, a big
baby, an often pathetic truth-
seeker whose pained, goofy,
earnest, and paranoid
.visage was the emblem and
conscience of an age.

emblem and con- N
e o et

|

|

]

= sense all about?

Could this be Len-
non—Lennon the
Fierce, Lennon the
| Snide, the snarling
. Walrus who had writ-

ten those knife-

edged lyrics and

sung those nasty vo-

cals? Had he become

an aging hippie? Had

his much-drugged,

much-picked brain

~turned to Wheatena
.at last? He’'d done
'| everything he could
todisappear; why re-

——————==-mind ‘us of his pres-

ence, unless he had something to sell?

The months passed, though, and there |
was no new John Lennon album. Not even |

.2 single. The Walrus had submerged |

again. But his absence was no longer per-

- fect; it had been broken by that moment of

exposure, that teasing message. Lennon
was playing Culture Hero Hide-and-Seek.
Well, all right, then: it-was a game I could
play, too.

I hit the public library and dug up every-
thing written about the man since the Bi-
centennial. There wasn’t much. In Febru-
ary 1978, The New York Times ran an item
saying that Lennon had purchased about a
thousand acres in upstate New York and
intended to. raise registered Holsteins.
The reported price of the land was
§178,000, which turned out to be about a
hhird of what it really cost, but I'll get to

nat.

In October of 1979 it was disclosed that
Lennon had donated $1,000 to the New
York Patrolmen’s Benevolent Association
to outfit city cops with bulletproof vests.

Also in 1979, published reports indi-
cated that the Lennons, who already

i owned twenty-eight rooms in the Dakota,
a landmiark Maiihattan co-op, regularly bid |
“on every apartment that came available,

implacably topping all other offers by.up to
$30,000. “It’s just that John and I have
always wanted to live in a house,” ex-
plained Yoko.

The Lennons seem to have some
unique ideas about interior decoration.

“Thinking it would be different to have an

oriental teahouse in New York, they had
one sent-over piece by piece. But when
they tried to put it back together, it

| get to Lennon.

‘used to earn his ink because of what he

wouldn't fit into their apartment. It wa
not reported why no-one measured it be
forehand.

Moving into 1980, references to Lenn
grew even sparser. On February 3,
Los Angeles Times let out that he'd forke
over $700,000 for a beachfront hom
Palm Beach, Florida. In May, the Ne

i York Daily News reported that Lenng

had picked up a sixty-three-foot sail
and was mooring it on Long Island, whe
he also happened to own 2 home—
one a $450,000 gabled job in Cold Sprm
Harbor.

And that's about all the world had hear
of John One Lennon since 1976. It wasn
much, but there was a clear pattern toi
Lennon got written up when he bough
something, He remained a celebrity b
cause of his purchasing power.

It hadn’t always been that way. Lennc

did. Even when he looked silly—invitin
the press to his honeymoon with Yo

“appearing” ‘in a canvas bag hummin
snatches of “The Blue Danube,” filmin
fifteen-minute slow-motion study of his’
penis—the Lennon of those post-Beatle
days was a holy fool, a slapstick saint wh
took ludicrous falls and never seeme
notice he’d been tripped. He made an a
of himself again and again. It was his fine
hour. There'was a burning madcap pun
to everything he did that could alm
make you cry. It seems about a mﬂh
years ago. ;

IN EARLY JULY OF THIS YEAR LENNON
made the papers again, ina way that broke’
the pattern. It wasn't something.
bought that made him newsworthy thi
time: it was something he sold.

One of his Holsteins had fetched are
ord-breaking $265,000 at the New Yo
State Fair in Syracuse. This miraculo
cheesemaker was expected to squirt o
fifty thousand pounds of milk a year. A
cording to The New York Times, she w
only one of about two hundred fifty cow
owned by Lennon and an unnamed part
ner. Said a spokesman for John and Yok
“They’re not eager to sell too many Ho
steins because of their love for the an:
mals.” Well, for Chrissake, at $265,0
‘per, how many do you need to sell? In any.
case, there were two hundred forty- mne
cows left, and I was determined to find'
them, They were, after all, John Lennon’s:
cows. They mlght be the closest I'd ever

I had a vague idea where they were.
The Times article that had reported the
original dairy deal back in 1978 was date-
lined Delhi, New York. So I rented an'i
conspicuous subcompact and hit the higl
way.

Delhiis a sleepy little burg nestled in the |
Catskill Mountains, in the midst of realall-
American farm country. There’s a2 Main
Street, a Grand Union, and a classic diner.
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