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Paul McCartney’s Mouse


A Short Story
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Saturday, May 18, 1957

On a crisp Spring morning in Allerton in South Liverpool, a young fifteen-year-old lad named Paul was stirring in his bedroom after a long, deep sleep. The night before, he worried about his grades and whether he had any real musical skills. The grades seemed to be less of a priority. The night before, he played his guitar for a few of the girls on the block. He played a new tune that he had just written, but they laughed at him and his song. That bothered him immensely. He cursed and swore that he would become the most famous songwriter of his age. He promised himself that he would achieve this at all costs.

Paul tossed and turned all night. He fell into a deep sleep, dreaming about writing a hit song and playing it on the BBC’s new music show called Six-Five Special. In his dream, he played the same song he had just played for the girls on his block. Despite the improvements and the background support, he got the same reaction from the audience on the new television show. He was embarrassed but defiant. “I will make it!” he exclaimed as he sweated profusely in his sleep.

Suddenly, in the middle of the night, he was awoken by the touch of something wet on the tip of his nose. He thought at first it was a fly and swatted it away. But it returned, and he opened his eyes. Coming from deep sleep, he had difficulty focusing, but he soon realized that it was the shape of a little mouse. He couldn’t believe what he saw. His initial reaction was to shoo it away like he did with the fly, but it never moved. It just stayed in front of him, twitching its nose and looking at Paul with its deep brown eyes. Paul moved his hair out from in front of him and sat up to get a better look at the persistent mouse. It was brown and had a long tail that flicked every once in a while. As Paul rose in his bed, so did the mouse. He seemed to sit up and want to be noticed.

“So, what have we here? A persistent little mouse that just won’t go away?” said Paul, amused at the mouse’s persistence in being recognized. 

The mouse twitched his nose and swung his little front feet back and forth as if he were directing an orchestra. Paul watched the little mouse for a while and stated, “Looks like you are directing an orchestra, little mouse.”

“I am,” was what Paul had thought he heard. At first, he ignored it. It was such an unexpected sound coming from the little mouse that he took the noise as simply that. A noise from the mouse. After a few minutes, Paul noticed that the little mouse wasn’t just swinging his little mouse arms indiscriminately. There seemed to be a purpose in every gesture. Was he dreaming? The little mouse seemed like he was directing an orchestra. But there wasn’t any music.

“Little mouse, what are you doing? It really looks odd. You really do seem like you’re directing an orchestra.”

“I am,” was the mouse’s response once again.

Paul was incredulous and shot up in his bed, nearly climbing to the top of his pillow. In this commotion, the mouse was flung to the other side of the bed. After a moment of redirection, the little mouse stood up on his back legs once again and began to swing his front legs as if to direct an imaginary orchestra. Paul pressed himself against the back wall while not taking his eyes off the little mouse. The mouse continued to wave his little arms. Paul didn’t know the movements, but in the quiet of the night, he could hear the little mouse say “two-two times,” and then later “three-four times,” and later still “four-four times.” Nearly a minute later, the mouse squeaked, “quick tempo” before ending his direction with the drop of his arms and a quick succession of bows.

During all of this, Paul’s jaw had dropped; his eyes bulged, and his tongue dropped out of his mouth. He could not understand what was happening in front of him. A mouse in the middle of the night was conducting an imaginary orchestra in his bed...in front of him and speaking words! And not just random words, but articulate words that Paul himself had heard his music teacher say when she conducted their class. Two-two times means to instruct musicians to proceed to a walking tempo. Three-four times was a waltz tempo. Four-four times was a quick tempo, and quick tempo was an instruction for a very quick tempo.

“What are you doing, little mouse?” asked Paul, not expecting to get a response. But when he did, he once again crawled up onto his pillows, this time standing on them.

“I was directing Chopin’s Minute Waltz. My favorite,” said a small voice coming out of the brown mouse.

Paul didn’t know how to respond. There, in front of him, was a mouse speaking to him in the middle of the night. Was he dreaming this? Was the night before too intense, and consequently, was he just making this all up in his mind?

“It’s a piece from his 'waltz in D-flat major’,” added the little mouse. “I especially like the speed of the piece, ending in quick tempo.”

Paul tried to remember if he had ever heard of Chopin’s Minute Waltz. If he hadn’t, how was it part of his dream? He decided to ask the little mouse. “How do you know about Chopin’s Minute Waltz?”

The little mouse moved to a closer position in the middle of the bed, nearer Paul, who was still standing on his pillows at the head of the bed. In a little voice, he remarked, “It’s part of my family’s repertoire. We all know it.”

“You all know it?” chuckled Paul, still incredulous at what he was seeing and hearing. He had never heard of a talking mouse, and one so talented and wise. “Who is all?”

“My family. My father, his father, and his father before that. Generations of our family have practiced Chopin’s Minute Waltz. And not just that, but also Beethoven’s Fifth, Antonio Vivaldi’s Four Seasons and Rossini’s Barber of Seville, and so many more...”

“But why?” was all that Paul could think of responding. After a moment, he added, “And how?”

“Because our family has always had a sense of music. And we just could. I don’t know how, but we always did.”

“So, you just conduct imaginary orchestral pieces?”

“Yes, but they aren’t imaginary. They are ours. We wrote them.”

Paul lowered himself to sit on his pillow and leaned forward to see if the mouse was actually speaking or if he was just imagining this. “You wrote them?”

“Well, no, I didn’t, but my family did throughout our family history.”

Paul immediately began to think about how many years it had been since these pieces were conceived. Vivaldi dates back to the early 1700s. Beethoven and Rossini produced their works in the early 1800s, and Chopin’s work comes from the mid-1800s. He thought about a mouse’s longevity and uttered apologetically, “Sorry, but that music was composed over 100 to 200 years ago. Even if you mice live for a couple of years, it would have to be 50 to 100 or more generations ago that your forefathers conceived these works, assuming they did indeed conceive them.”

“Rest assured that we did conceive them. And yes, it has been many generations since they conceived those pieces. Since Vivaldi’s time, it was our 33rd dear grandpapa mouse who worked on that piece with him. You see, we are Pachyuromys duprasi mice. We live easily up to 7 years of age. Each of us has contributed to the music of our forefathers and of our own time. Ever hear of The Mikado?”

“Yes, I assume you will take credit for that, too. Not Gilbert and Sullivan?”

“Yes, we wrote that back around 1885. Gilbert and Sullivan helped us.”

“And...?” choked Paul, trying to make sense of all of this.

“And Noel Coward in the 1920s and 30s. Pieces like “There’s Life in The Girl Yet” in 1924 and “Mad Dogs and Englishmen” in 1931. I hear that he was a real doll and appreciated our great-great-great-great-grandfather’s help.”

“So, you are telling me that all of these and many more pieces of famous music were actually written by mice?”

“What’s so unusual about that?” asked the little brown mouse. As he asked it, the little brown mouse stood up on his hind legs, pointing his little right arm at Paul, seeming to challenge his statement. “My forefathers have been writing music going back thousands of years. It’s in our blood.”

“There’s more of you?”

“Why yes. You know the current Tommy Steele and the Steelmen’s “Rock with the Cavemen”, that’s a chart-topper? That’s one of my cousins who wrote that. And over the great pond, you must have heard about Bill Haley and the Comets’ “Rock Around the Clock” and Elvis Presley’s “All Shook Up”? Yep, my American cousins who went over on the Mayflower did those. We have a lot of them working on music over there.”

“How do you know about all this music?”

“I hear it over the radio. Radio is everywhere in Liverpool. Your father plays it and so does your brother and sister.”

“This is amazing,” reflected Paul. “But I must be dreaming. This isn’t real.” Paul leapt from his bed and looked out of his bedroom window. Everything looked the same. He went to the toilet and washed his face with cold water. When he returned, the little brown mouse was sitting in the middle of Paul’s pillows, waving his little arms again as if in a trance.

“You still here?” asked Paul, sarcastically.

The little brown mouse opened one eye while continuing to concentrate on the tune inside his head. The little mouse began to hum the tune. Paul was amazed that the little mouse began to hum the 1812 Overture.

“That’s Tchaikovsky, isn’t it?” asked Paul. As he watched the little brown mouse hum and swing his little brown arms, Paul raced over to his desk, grabbed his pen and paper, and returned to the bed, pushing the pen in the direction of the little brown mouse. “Show me, show me...”

The little mouse stopped humming the 1812 Overture and opened both eyes. “That’s not how we write music.”

“How then?” asked Paul, frustrated at the little mouse’s attitude.

“You have any ink?”

Paul raced back to his desk again and opened a drawer, pulling out a bottle of ink. He returned to the bed with the bottle. The little brown mouse stood next to the paper, looking annoyed. “It’s blank...”

“Yes, it’s blank.”

“You need to lay out the lines for me to compose the music. I’m not good at that. That is why we are a partnership.”

“A partnership, are we?”

“Yes. That’s how it works. You prepare the sheet music. I compose the tune. You write the lyrics and then you play the music and get all of the accolades.”

“And what’s in it for you?”

“I know my part in all of it. It will go down in history among my family. That is all that I care about. So, get on with it,” demanded the little brown mouse.

Paul feverishly prepared the blank pages with everything that the little brown mouse would need. He prepared the ledger lines, spaces for measures, the treble clef, and key signatures on each staff. He repeated it several times across the blank pages and laid them on the floor. He looked up at the little mouse for further instructions.

“Now pour the ink into a small dish and place it next to the music sheets that you just prepared,” instructed the little mouse.

After Paul did what he was asked to do, the little brown mouse jumped off the bed next to the dish and dipped his toes into the ink. With a determined look, the little mouse leapt into the air and landed on the first page of sheet music. He paused momentarily as if to think about his next moves. He began to swing his head back and forth, humming a tune in his mind. As he did this, he began to tap his toes on the ledger, leaving marks on the page that resembled a score. He repeated his movements, leaving marks on the sheet music that began to make sense to Paul.

Some of the notes, sharps, flats, and rests needed explanation, but after a while, their collaboration created an entirely new composition. Paul added flags and beams to each measure, making sense of the distribution of the notes. But amazingly, to Paul, the composition was a masterpiece. He couldn’t believe it. He grabbed his guitar from the corner of the room and quietly played the notes. He thought for a moment about the lyrics that the melody called out for. He played the tune over and over again. The little brown mouse became easily bored with Paul’s indecision about the new lyrics.

“You want me to hold your hands on the lyrics as well?”

After considering the little brown mouse’s comment, Paul exclaimed, “That’s it... I want to hold your hand.” He looked for his pen and another piece of paper and wrote the line down. He looked into the eyes of the little brown mouse and smiled as wide and as broad as he could. “This is a masterpiece!”

“Of course!” casually noted the little brown mouse.

Paul continued to write the lyrics with the help of his new friend. They sang it together:

“Oh yeah, I’ll tell you something

I think you’ll understand

When I say that something

I want to hold your hand...”

The darkness of the middle of the night began to give way to the early morning light just before the sun was about to rise. When the entire lyrics were finished, the little brown mouse began to head toward a space under the bedroom drawers from where he originally came. “It looks like you have something now to get started with.”

“Where are you going?”

“Home to my family.”

“Will I see you again?”

“Of course, we’re partners now, aren’t we?” said the little mouse as he waved at Paul. Paul thought he saw a smile on the little brown mouse’s face.

“Hey, before you go, what’s your name? Mine’s Paul.”

“Yeah, I know your name. I hear it bantered about from time to time. Mine’s Mozart.”

“Mozart, eh?” chuckled Paul as the little brown mouse disappeared behind the drawers.

Paul laid the sheet music on his desk and returned to bed. He was exhausted. It didn’t take but a minute, and Paul was fast asleep. He fell once again into a deep sleep. He tossed and turned and began to sweat again. In his deep sleep, he dreamt that he was at the Six-Five television show with his band playing his new tune, singing “I want to hold your hand.” This time, instead of laughter, the girls screamed with delight and jumped up and down, grabbing their faces as they screamed. Paul and his band were a success. He and his bandmates bowed deeply and remained bowed. There, at ground level, was Mozart waving his little hands to the audience. It was in this scene of his dream that the same sequence repeated itself over and over again as new music was played. But he couldn’t make out the new music. It hadn’t been written yet. It was just a blur, and the music was awash with sounds and colors that faded as he began to wake up.
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Paul lay in his bed and stared at the ceiling. He watched the reflections of the golden morning sun dance on the ceiling and walls. He could hear his father, James, below in the kitchen, and his brother, Mike, and his sister, Ruth, arguing in the hallway about whose turn it was to use the toilet. He remembered his mother, Mary, who died of breast cancer when he was thirteen years old. It was the reason he taught himself to play the guitar a year later and began to write his own music. It soothed the pain of her loss. He traded in his trumpet for a Zenith Model 17 Acoustic guitar, which he modified so that he could play it as a left-handed instrument in a local Skiffle band. The memories of those sad days were still with him.

The sounds in the house were an everyday occurrence. Nothing new was going to happen today, he thought. It was just like any other Saturday. He’d get up, have breakfast, find his mates, and maybe go fishing or play some Skiffle music. He thought about what kind of Skiffle he should play today. It’s a genre of folk music that mixes blues, country, bluegrass, and jazz with folk music. And his mates would usually play these songs with some kind of homemade instruments. The last thing he made was a string-based instrument that looked something akin to a cello. But he now had an acoustic guitar and was becoming more serious about his music. Playing in a Skiffle band was just a lot of fun, he thought, and it wasn’t meant to make his mates into a real band. They often made up songs...

“Wait a minute. Was I dreaming, or did I work on a new song last night?” exclaimed Paul, excited enough to jump up in his bed, peering over at his desk to look for the evidence. There on top of the desk were papers that he didn’t recall putting there before he went to sleep. But he did recall putting them there in his dream state. He walked over to his desk and saw the sheet music that he recalled from his dream. He began to shake as he looked over every page of sheet music. It made a lot of sense to him. The last sheet of paper had the entire lyrics for it as well. He immediately grabbed the guitar to see for himself if it was any good. As he played it and sang along, he knew he had something special coming from this madness. How did this happen while he was asleep? He remembered now that his inspiration was a little brown mouse. But he thought to himself that it was merely a figment of his imagination. A talking brown mouse. Mozart was his name. He began to laugh and played the tune again, chuckling as he repeated the name of the figment of his imagination.

“Mozart,” he chuckled.

“You called for me?” said a little voice from behind the drawers in his bedroom.

Paul was startled by the little voice. Surely the little brown mouse was a figment of his imagination that he came up with in his deep sleep. But as he tried to reconcile the little voice and the sheet music before him, the little brown mouse named Mozart appeared before him. Paul again was startled. He really didn’t think that the mouse existed. A speaking mouse! And as he recalled his dream, a little brown mouse that composed music.

“Did you have a good sleep, Paul?” asked Mozart as he stroked his tail. He picked up some cobwebs as he came from behind the drawers and began to nonchalantly clean them off.

“Yes, thank you. So, you are real after all?” expressed Paul, still with some doubt. Was he still asleep, and hadn’t he fully woken up yet?

“Yes, don’t you recall last night? We composed music together. You said it would be a masterpiece. I agree. That song will go places. Now it’s up to you.”

“But I really don’t know how this is possible. I was sure that I was dreaming. Am I dreaming now?”

“I don’t think so. You look pretty much awake to me.”

“But how is it possible that you can compose music? And that you can talk?”

“I’ve spoken all of my life. As have my parents and siblings. You just don’t hear them. We can be incredibly quiet when we want to be, you know.”

“And the stories you told me last night. Are they true as well? Your forefathers and cousins everywhere are responsible for all of the hit music and classics that we know of?”

“Yes, and many more that no one knows about. Not all of my kin can compose hits. And some of the musicians that they work with are lazy or too stupid to make anything of the compositions when it’s handed to them on a silver platter.”

“I think we composed something special here,” chuckled Paul, looking at the sheet music and lyrics.

“I think so as well. But there is more to be done. Much more. But right now, I have to help my family with their daily routine, as I’m sure you do as well. Let’s meet up again tonight and compose some more.”

And so, Paul and Mozart began to write music every night after dinner. Paul brought morsels of food for Mozart to take home to his family every night. As the months passed, Paul and Mozart created an impressive inventory of songs. But Paul didn’t have his Skiffle band try these songs out. They weren’t material for his Skiffle band. He’d have to find a real rock and roll band to play with before he’d release these, he thought to himself.

One day, Paul was chumming around with one of his mates, Ivan, when his friend invited him to join him at a church garden party on July 6, 1957, at St. Peter’s in Woolton Parish. 

“A band will be playing there that we should listen to,” urged Ivan.

On the day of the church garden party, Paul got a shiver on the way to the event with his friend. It seemed like something was going to happen. He felt that same shiver the day his mother died of cancer.

“Where do you live, boy?” asked the churchwarden at the reception desk.

“20 Fothlin Road, sir,” remarked Paul.

“Ok, you are a local resident. You can go in.”

On the stage was a tall, dark-haired boy playing with his band, The Quarrymen. Paul was fascinated with the lead singer and approached him to tell him that he liked his performance. “Did you write your own music?”

“I did,” answered the lead singer. “Lennon’s the name. John Lennon.”

“I’m Paul. Paul McCartney.”

“You from around here?”

“Yes, on Fothlin, in Allerton.”

“Yeah, we don’t live too far from each other. You play as well?”

“Guitar...and I write my own music, too,” remarked Paul, hesitant to come across as a show-off to this more mature-acting singer. John was two years older than Paul, but as teenagers, those two years might as well have been decades separating them.

“Oh yeah? We should compare notes,” said John, laughing as he said it. “Get it? Notes? Music. Musical notes?”

Paul laughed in response. John gave the younger boy a gentle nudge as he laughed at his own joke. They continued to discuss music, bands, Skiffle, and writing music. John invited Paul to play his guitar. He noticed that Paul played his guitar with his left hand and laughed. But when Paul began to play, it impressed Lennon. After Paul began to sing the Eddie Cochran version of “Twenty Flight Rock,” Lennon decided that Paul should be part of his Quarrymen. But at that moment, John said nothing. Paul sensed that John wasn’t impressed, but soon, John made the offer, and Paul accepted to be part of the band.

At their first meeting to compare notes, Paul blushed when he dragged out his extensive set of original sheet music and placed it on the table in his kitchen. John’s mouth dropped upon seeing the wealth of material in front of him. He looked at some of the sheet music and inspected the details. He looked over one of the songs that Paul laid out on sheet music called “I Lost My Little Girl”.

“It’s a Buddy Holly-inspired piece,” noted Paul.

“Yeah, I got me a similar Buddy Holly-inspired piece that I call “Hello Little Girl”. Noting the similarities, the two boys began to laugh. John was impressed with Paul’s compositions, but his pile of songs seemed a bit messy to him. He told Paul that he needed to put his songs into a portfolio. At that moment, John pulled a bound portfolio out of his satchel. Paul flicked through it and was also impressed with the amount of content that John had been working on. As they both continued to glance at their respective work, they began to make suggestions on how to improve their scores and lyrics. It was a moment of inspiration. They began to collaborate from their very first meeting.

That evening, when Paul returned to his room, Mozart was waiting for him.

“So, I heard you and that fella talking earlier today about comparing notes. What did that mean?”

“We were just looking over our music and making suggestions on how to improve on it.”

“And did you?” asked Mozart in a condescending tone.

“I suppose we did. But the basic structure remained. You and me, my little friend, we built the foundation of each of our songs. John and me, we were just painting the walls and changing the light bulbs. He was impressed with our work, and I was impressed with his.”

“You should,” stated Mozart. “My cousin Jefferson has been helping that lad out for several years now.”

“You’re kidding, right?” remarked Paul in an incredulous state. “John Lennon also has a musical mouse?”

“Musical mouse?” answered Mozart with disdain. “We are impresarios. Not musical mice.”

“I didn’t mean...” offered Paul in apology.

“We are producers of art. Curators for all eternity. Our contributions to the fine arts of music over thousands of years cannot be questioned and hurled at us as ‘musical mice”. No way!”

“I said I was sorry. Please accept my apology.”

After a few minutes of huffing and snarling, Mozart put his anger behind him. “So, what shall we work on tonight?”

“I have to get a portfolio and put our music in order. That is what I need to do.”

“It sounds like you are taking our music seriously. I like to see that. More mature of you, Paul.”

As the weeks and months passed, Paul wanted to raise the matter of John Lennon’s own mouse, Jefferson, and his contribution to the creation of John’s portfolio. But he was too afraid to ask in case John would deny it, making Paul sound like he was a phony and a weirdo.
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During one of the gigs where Paul played lead guitar, John felt that they needed another guitarist to augment Paul’s performance. Paul was aware that his performance wasn’t as good as it could be and agreed that another guitarist would help. After the New Year in 1958, he sought out a friend from the Liverpool Institute. Paul thought he would make an excellent member of the band. But when John saw George Harrison for the first time, he resisted, claiming that he didn’t want a 14-year-old in his band. The 17-year-old Lennon wanted a more mature band, and this little-kid-looking boy seemed to be too immature. John complained that he didn’t even have enough hair on his face to start shaving. Despite this, George Harrison impressed Lennon when he played Bill Justin’s Rhythm and Blues instrumental “Raunchy,” which was at that time the number 2 hit on the radio. 

By February, George became a member of the Quarrymen.
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George and Paul were friends in school, often sharing their perspectives on music. They liked each other and trusted that each would have their back. One day on the bus, Paul asked George if he had ever heard of musical mice. George looked at him with a scrunched face. Was he disgusted with what Paul asked? Was he confused? Beneath the scrunch was an impish smile. George wanted to say something, but he couldn’t come to terms with responding to Paul.

“What’s wrong, George? It was just a simple question. Have you ever heard of such a thing as a musical mouse?”

George shook his head without speaking. This left Paul with an odd reaction. Was George holding something back?

“Com’mon George. It’s a simple question,” exclaimed Paul. It seemed as if he hit a nerve.

After a long pause, the bus came to their stop. They both rose and pulled the cord. The bus driver opened the back door, exiting Paul and George onto their street in Allerton. Nothing more was said as they waved goodbye to each other. As Paul headed back toward his house, he could hear George running up behind him.

“Paul, sorry mate. I was afraid to answer on the bus.”

“What do you mean, George?”

“Yes, Paul. I have heard of such things.”

“You have?”

“Yes, in fact, one came to me in a dream.”

“A dream?”

“Well...yes, in a dream.”

“That’s not what I meant, George. Have you ever come face-to-face with a mouse that wrote music?”

George once
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