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In the annals of music history, few names resonate with as much power and poignancy as that of John Lennon. His life was a symphony of creativity, activism, and transcendence, woven into the fabric of the tumultuous 20th century. Yet, it was on a fateful December night in 1980, that the world was abruptly silenced by the tragic end of his melody.

In the pages that follow, we embark on a journey through the aftermath of that pivotal moment. "John: A Journey into the Legacy of Lennon's Death" is not merely a chronicle of events, but a testament to the enduring impact of an artist, an icon, and a visionary.

Through meticulous research and heartfelt reflection, we delve into the layers of grief, confusion, and inspiration that followed Lennon's untimely departure. We confront the questions that still linger in the hearts of millions: Why him? Why then? And what could have been?

But beyond the realm of inquiry, this book is a celebration—an ode to the resilience of human spirit in the face of tragedy. It's a tribute to the universal language of music, which continues to echo Lennon's ideals of peace, love, and understanding across generations.

As we navigate the passages ahead, let us not mourn the loss of a legend, but instead, let us embrace the enduring legacy of a man who dared to imagine a world where all we need is love.

May these pages serve as a testament to John Lennon's indomitable spirit and as a beacon of hope for a brighter tomorrow.

Red Umbrell

Grandpa Jova loved his medals. He even had three full shelves of them. They stood in the display case right next to his bed so that when he woke up in the morning, he could look at them. And he had all kinds of them. Gold, silver, bronze, ... And one big one. Huge, with colorful circles, from the 1936 Olympics in Berlin. That one was his favorite. He knew he could stare at it for hours.

He would put it around his neck, around his skinny neck, and simply admire it. Light would refract through it, get trapped in it. The blueness of its circles spreading within that perfect circle. He loved that medal the most. And why wouldn't he?! Without it, he couldn't have had the others. Everything started with it. Because of it, he was an Olympic champion in boxing, yes, Olympic!

He knew Pera was jealous. How many times had he begged him to switch. Jova's Olympic for Pera's twenty state ones. He even offered him money! A real fortune! Pera's son had fled to America and, through some strange means, occasionally sent money, so Pera boasted about how they were the richest on the street. What his son was doing, he didn't really know. Once he worked as a dance teacher, another time as a car mechanic. But Jova had heard, not eavesdropped, Pera's wife lamenting how Radosav worked nights as a waiter in some, probably shady bar, and hid from the immigration police during the day.

Bah, thought Jova, if he were real, he would send real dollars to Pera, and Pera wouldn't beg for cigarettes in front of Mica's kiosk! Ah, that Pera. And his son, a waiter in a shady bar at night, and a wanderer and fugitive during the day. He had heard enough of Pera's "my son this, my son that."

His arm still hurt from their last fight. Well, he gave him a good slap. Even though Pera was taller and stronger, heavyweight, and he was feather-light, but...

Pera didn't have an Olympic medal. Yes, Jova attributed everything to that medal. For him, it had magical properties. It was his amulet.

It proudly stood around his neck and shone in the morning Sun. He looked at the shelf with the other medals. They weren't bad either, from European, Balkan, and various state championships.

He sighed, took it off his neck, wrapped the ribbon around it, and put it back on the shelf, in its honorary place. He'll sit like that on the edge of the bed a little longer. Look out the window at the crooked street. And then he'll go...

Marko slowly closed Grandpa's room door. He left Grandpa with dreams and medals. He remembered his father and mother, they were whispering something last night. Not that he was eavesdropping. At first, he thought they were talking about him. But he hadn't done anything wrong. He hadn't fought with anyone, at least not in the last two days. He wasn't the best in class, but he wasn't the worst either. He promised Mom he would try to write neater and pay attention to the edges of the notebook pages. So... He tried.

His father's voice occasionally became clearer. They talked about work. He stopped slowly, making sure the parquet floor didn't creak. He tiptoed to the door. Luckily, they were slightly ajar. His father was sitting, head down, staring into his cup of coffee. His mother put her hand on his. He heard his mother's voice: - Come on, we'll manage somehow. They were only tormenting you anyway! Besides, my job is somewhat secure. And Marko will help over the summer, delivering newspapers, washing windows on cars or something like that. You'll find another job quickly!

Father continued to stare into his cup: - Marko's eighth birthday is coming soon. I just want him to be happy.

- You'll find something soon, we have some savings, we'll manage somehow - mother continued to reassure father.

Marko stood at the door, on tiptoe, not breathing.

And just yesterday, while he was loitering around the drugstore (and knocked out two more teeth from Nesa), he overheard old Svetolik saying that the situation is getting worse and worse. Many people will lose their jobs. And just when the Pope is coming! He even heard he cursed Tito. It was strange to him because Svetolik had a framed picture of Tito above the shelf with light bulbs in his shop. And a smaller one next to it, of Jesus Christ. Marko wondered why frame a picture of someone you constantly curse. And in such a beautiful, golden frame.

Old Svetolik, rocking on a rickety wooden stool, in a cloud of cigarette smoke nestled between the two remaining teeth, concluded that the President of America should soften old Tito a little.

Only now did it dawn on Marko why they were handing out blue, red, and white flags with stars at school. Well, he knew who the Americans were. His grandma told him about people who fly into space and eat McDonald's. Or something like that.

His stomach was telling him it was time for lunch. He couldn't hear Svetolik's conclusions anymore because the girls from the house next to the shop had turned the music up full blast and started dancing in the middle of the street, laughing. He regretted not staying a little longer. Maybe old Svetolik would have some idea where his dad could look for a job.

He knew they were poor and he couldn't have Adidas sneakers like some kids. He knew mom wanted those small pearl earrings, in the shape of a tear. He knew that because every time they passed by the jewelry store, she would sigh. She said she once had ones made from a special shell whose name he couldn't remember.

Marko told dad about it, and dad said they would get them again someday. Just as soon as they get back on their feet. Marko was puzzled, so he said confusedly that they were standing on their feet.

He remembered, dad laughed: - Yes, son, but it seems they're walking on clouds up there.

He felt sorry for dad. In the closet, he kept a suit, protected in a special bag. He told him how he and mom, when times were better, used to go to Kalemegdan for rock 'n' roll dances almost every Saturday. He would put on a suit, and mom wore that beautiful cyclamen-colored dress and the same kind of high-heeled shoes. And small, pearl earrings that changed color absorbing the lights of the Kalemegdan terrace. Mile Lojpur would sing, and they would dance, dance until morning. And then dad would have to carry mom home because her shoes would hurt her so much that she couldn't walk. Ah, those beautiful times...

He was awakened from his thoughts by the sound of mom's voice: Wake up, it's time for school! Mom went to the kitchen to prepare breakfast. On his way to the bathroom, he peeked through the slightly open door once more. In the morning sun, on the table covered with a yellow tablecloth, there were two cups.

He lay back in bed and covered himself. He yawned, staring at the white ceiling. And then he remembered!

He struggled to wake up this morning. He had dreamed all sorts of things last night. Grandma, mom, dad... Old Svetolik was talking about revolution and the tavern that used to be in his shop. Tito was shouting from the picture, waving a sword from a white horse. Grandpa Jova was beating up Pera, and both of them were covered in blood!!! He shuddered.

In front of her improvised altar with the statue of Jesus Christ, grandma lit a candle, letting the warm wax slide down her hand.

He really had some good dreams last night. The sun was coming into the room. The jars were shining. Three jars of long-eaten jam. Full of the magical shine of cockroaches lazily crawling inside the jars. Marko really loved his collection of cockroaches. Somehow they were smooth, black, dangerous, and at the same time good... His thoughts drifted away, it was time for school, better to leave right away...

The way to school seemed endless to him. It was unusually quiet that morning. There was no blaring music, nor were the girls in colorful dresses dancing to the rhythm of "Rock 'n' roll". A piece of facade fell from the building, crumbling into dust as it hit the ground.

Nesa and the gang were there. Nesa, as usual, was the loudest. This time, seriously, his father Radosav had returned. Marko knew he wasn't lying this time. Nesa had new Adidas sneakers and Levis jeans. With a sigh, he called him aside and told him his plan. Marko listened to him, with his hands in his pockets, scraping the dust with the tip of his shoe. It didn't take him long to run for the money. Watching him disappear into the dark staircase, Marko decided to take one last look at his grandpa's gold medal

He wanted to put it around his neck one more time, but Nesa, already panting, stood next to him, tapping his new sneakers, probably afraid Marko had changed his mind.

But he wiped the medal and calmly handed it to the frightened Nesa. He took the money with his other hand. And strangely, he wasn't sad. He was happy. Now he'll help mom and dad. Make them happy.

He stayed a little longer to wander around the schoolyard, and then decided to leave and move on.

He went to buy earrings. They were in the display window, two shiny tears on black velvet. The seller put them in a colorful box, smiling at the thoughtful boy who was only slightly taller than the counter. Marko thought about the rest of the money. He'll put it next to the box with a message that mom and dad will go to a dance next Saturday. Let them feel a little of those better times.

After he did all that, he went for a little walk. He went to the bank of the Danube and lay down on the sand. The sun caressed his nose as he sifted through the silky grains with his palms. A strange wind blew. Marko, sinking into sleep, happy, heard through the rustling:

- Serbia, son, we're the best!

- "Whatever happens, happens, and we actually don't have much control over it," Janko said. Grandpa Jova, Grandma Marina, father Janko, and mother Verica sat around the table in the living room.

- "I believe in destiny, and it's hard for me to get angry at it," Grandma Marina said.

All four of them were looking at the black box with pearly tears standing in the middle of the table.

- "He's so sweet and has such a sense of humor," said mom Verica.

Grandpa Jova didn't find it funny; he was the damaged side. Earrings for a medal, not to mention how much Pera would laugh at him. He would have to knock out a few more teeth that remained. They sat silently and looked at the earrings. Janko was twirling a note in his hand. The lights of Kalemegdan and the music danced sorrowfully in his head. He looked at Verica questioningly and lowered his head again.

The council decided that Jova would have a disciplinary talk with Marko.

Marko looked at grandpa Jova, who was only staring at the sidewalk ahead of him. Grandpa Jova was afraid that criticism would affect the little one badly, and then he would cause even more trouble.

"Grandpa, buy me ice cream!"

"Not now, we don't have time."

"Grandpa, please buy me ice cream," Marko repeated.

"There's no ice cream in this store," Jova diplomatically lied.

"Yes, there is, grandpa! How can there not be? There is!" It was hard to lie to Marko.

"There isn't, I'm telling you there isn't," Jova replied without even looking at his grandson.

"How come there isn't?" Marko was getting angry now.

Jova bit his lip and felt a slight pain in his chest. He began to sweat and found it difficult to breathe.

Marko and grandpa Jova continued their walk slowly.

At the exit from the hospital grounds stood Marko and his father Janko. Marko stared at his father, stumbled, and still repeated, "Dead? How dead? How did he die, dad, we were walking just now, and he didn't want to buy me ice cream?" 

Father looked only at the sidewalk, knowing that any answer would be unnecessary. Jova is gone and that's it. Whose fault is it? The sun, the weather, the years, well, Jova was really old, but his heart couldn't take it... and that damned medal, it's all its fault.

Then a tall concrete wall hid the boy's eyes, red from tears.

***
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THE PHONE RANG PERSISTENTLY and relentlessly. Marko woke up with difficulty and cursed. Damn it, he forgot last night when he came back from the city to turn off that annoying contraption. He got out of bed, naked as he always was when in bed, and started searching. He picked up the receiver and heard a scratchy male voice. It was Beli, one of Marko's numerous countrymen living in New York.

- "What do you want?" Marko asked rudely.

- "Wouldn't it be better if you looked at the clock before you called me?"

More scratching on the other end.

- "Sorry, Marko," said Beli. "It's exactly nine fifteen now. I thought you were already up!"

Marko grunted.

- "You thought! You thought! What do you want? Speak!" Marko interrupted, ready to end the call and throw himself back on the bed. "Is New York burning?"

Beli cleared his throat over the phone.

- "Brother, I wanted to buy some of that stuff. You know what I mean."

- "Come," Marko said. "If you don't have cash, better not come."

- "Everything will be fine," Beli replied. "If I'm a few minutes late, don't bail out. I'd like to see you, chat a bit... Marko, do you hear me?"

Marko disconnected the call. He wasn't sleepy anymore. He looked at his naked, bronzed body that suddenly appeared in the large wall mirror, flawlessly sculpted, Schwarzenegger classic. He ran his palms over his bare chest covered with short hair. That was him. That bronzed and harmonious mass, those cold, green eyes like a cat's, high forehead, strong jawline, short blue hair like a marine. He stood like that for a few moments staring at himself in the mirror, then approached the window, drew back the curtains, and opened the window wide.

The smell of burnt gasoline filled the room. It was a sign that New York was starting to breathe. The river of cars flowed slowly down the street towards Fifth Avenue. There, with the help of traffic lights, it spread in all four directions of the world. "Damn countrymen," Marko thought as he stroked the jar with cockroaches, hidden behind the curtain while the river of cars flowed below him. Of all things in this world, a man can escape everything but his countrymen abroad. They'll dig him up from under the ground if they want to.

This time, a countryman named Beli came in handy.

Marko didn't even have a penny in his pocket. He'll sell him some of that white powder he brought from Colombia and survive another day in New York.

Marko glanced once again at the bustling street. Everything was in its place, just like every other morning. The show was about to begin. The curtain slowly rose. Across the street, the Puerto Rican girl Sarliz, a waitress at Sea Dog café, sprinkled detergent on the red wooden tables in front of the café and washed them with warm water. To those interested, she showed off her sizable, half-naked buttocks. Newspaper vendor, blind Jim, was already in his place, waiting for the traffic light to turn red so he could play his thirty-second game around the stopped cars and hand out the latest news to the busy crowd. There was also Enrique with his gang of window washers. Flocks of birds flew over Central Park.

Nine fifteen. For a wonder, the countryman didn't lie, not even for a minute. Marko stood by the window a little while longer. The morning was well underway. Late New York morning, full of sounds and colors that Marko loved so much. He felt the warmth on his bare skin. The city was waking up, the fog had dispersed, and the Statue of Liberty appeared on the horizon in all her beauty.

What would he eat for breakfast? His hungry stomach quietly rumbled. The image of beautiful cakes and fruit cocktails was swirling in his head. "Ah, what a breakfast!" he said to himself.

Nine and ten. For five minutes, he stared at the river of cars flowing under the window. What should he wear, or should he even bother to get dressed? Jeans and a T-shirt. He felt most comfortable in jeans and a worn-out, reddish T-shirt. He looked for his jeans in the closet. Couldn't find them. He turned around, searched with his eyes, grumbled, crawled under the bed, rummaged through piles of old newspapers, and the jeans were lying on the carpet, by the bed, where he had left them last night.

He had spent ten years in New York, but he hadn't learned the virtue called tidiness. Mess didn't bother him in the least. He rarely let women who spent the night in his bed tidy up his apartment out of desperation; they would clutch their heads, offer their good housekeeping services, but he firmly rejected their suggestions.

The bedroom was in perpetual disarray. Ashtrays full of cigarette butts, chair covers dirty, burnt, alcohol spilled. The bed in such a state that a decent man wouldn't want to spend the night in it. The closet, mostly wide open, was crammed with clothes, bought or ordered from the most famous boutiques in Paris and London.

Occasionally, in extreme scarcity and reluctantly, Marko sold bits of heroin packets left over from one of the actions in Colombia. He mostly sold drugs to his fellow countrymen who later bragged at discos about shooting up heroin that Pablo Escobar himself had used. Marko specifically forbade them from doing so, but young artists who were scraping chairs at various castings couldn't resist boasting, showing off the printed initials on the packets. Marko cruelly punished a few, so lately few were interested in his collection of Escobar's heroin. Marko didn't care. He was sure that selling small quantities of drugs wouldn't change his position, nor would a few hundred new dollars make wings grow on him, the ones he longed for.

The apartment where Marko lived had two large rooms, a bathroom, and a hallway. The first room, entered from the hallway, had to be a reception room. A hypermodern salon in Japanese style, full of glass shelves and green drapes falling from the ceiling, a low table with a burning candle on it and many small golden feng shui statues for luck and good health. A Chinese carpet with large blue flowers, photographs of Japanese gardens, and a small statue of the golden Buddha... that was mostly it. The salon was not used for its purpose, as Marko received guests in the bedroom, mostly naked as the day he was born.

The house belonged to John Lennon, the famous British musician, one of the most sought-after and expensive musicians in the world. With his wife Yoko Ono, who also nurtured singing ambitions, and their ten-year-old son Sean, John lived on the two upper floors of the luxurious and comfortable house called Dakota above Marko's apartment. In the good old days, up until a year ago, Marko was a beloved figure in the Lennon household, John's favorite and buddy, a comrade, a bodyguard like no other, a man whom John trusted unconditionally and admired.

In Central Park, where he spent sunny mornings with little Sean, at Yoko's explicit request that he personally take care of the boy, Marko behaved like a proper English nanny. While little Sean rode his bike or played with other kids and ran along the paths, Marko never took his eyes off him. Yoko's groundless fear that someone would kidnap Sean gradually transferred to Marko. He loved him, in a way he didn't understand, that sturdy, pale Japanese boy with beautiful black eyes. Maybe he hadn't loved anyone so much since he could remember? At specific times, he would take out lunch from a special bag and do his best, even squatting on his head, which he did, to make little Brendon eat a ham and butter sandwich. Sometimes he met compatriots who knew a lot more about his business than Marko presumed.

"Marko, how are you coping in your new role?" they would ask, not without a desire to sting the Legionnaire, whose appearance always instilled fear in them.

Or they would say:

"Marko, the kid looks just like you. Surely you're his father!"

Marko would remain silent, allowing them to poke, tease, and interrogate him. He wasn't bothered by these small, malicious jabs from his former buddies on the other side of the law. He hated them and beat them precisely because they remained small, slithering, content if they stole someone's watch, cheated at poker, or spent the night with some hungry old woman for just a few tens of dollars.

Truth be told, Marko didn't know how he felt in the nanny role because he loved little Sean, and even enjoyed the mornings spent with the boy. The nanny role suited him at the moment.

The doorbell and barely audible footsteps outside. He gently unlocked the front door. Beli appeared. His face was stretched into a smile. The same feeling from twenty minutes ago gripped Marko. Falsehood. Maternal smile. Falsehood. Smile on Beli's face. Also falsehood. Marko looked at that stretched smile. Beli stood motionless, expecting Marko to say something. He was freshly shaved, groomed, and scented like a hairdresser's assistant. Even as he greeted Marko, his gaze jumped from object to object. Marko noticed it, although he didn't want to. "A real scavenger," he thought. Now circling, then he'll plunge onto the prey. Mercilessly. He'll peck at the rotten flesh. Devour, devour. A scavenger. A blackmailer. One of the most notorious on Fifth Avenue. Blackmailer. Lately, such types and similar ones from the Yugoslav immigrant colony had begun to visit him more often. Does he already smell, rot?

"Here," said Marko instead of greeting and tossed him a packet of white powder.

Beli quickly shoved the packet into his pocket. He put down his umbrella, which he always carried, and began searching for his wallet. Marko knew him well. From the old days. He knew he didn't like to talk much. He plunged his head into his pockets and started digging. He pulled out business cards, some papers, scented tissues, cigarette boxes, keys, laid them all out on the carpet, examined, chose, and searched for money. Marko silently watched him. After ten minutes, Beli helplessly spread his arms and said, "Nothing, they're in my other jacket!" Beli looked at Marko, expecting a response.

Beli wasn't aware that a fierce punch had hit him somewhere between the nose and upper lip, and that he was lying on the floor. He tasted the salty blood under his tongue, trickling from his broken nose, then realized, again thanks to his tongue flitting around like a snake, that his upper lip was split in two and his nasal septum had moved to a completely different part of his face. Marko grabbed him by the lapels of his jacket with both hands, intending to lift him up and strike him again. In an instant, Beli realized that the next blow would completely disfigure his face. Mortal fear gripped him. He remembered some whom this animal of a man had brutally disfigured.

"Marko!" Beli screamed. "Marko, I beg you, for God's sake, don't hit my face! Please! I'll kiss your feet..."

Marko felt the wriggling tongue on his bare feet, the split lip, the warm liquid... He kicked Beli in the chest, and Beli sprawled on the carpet again. He covered his face with his hands.

Marko kicked him in the chest once more. He wanted to kill him, destroy him, tear him apart.

"Here's a thousand dollars," Beli whispered. "I don't have more, here..."

Beli reached into his pocket and pulled out ten one-hundred-dollar bills. He laid them on the carpet, then rolled onto his elbows and knees and began to crawl away from Marko. When he reached the living room, he got up and fled like a bullet through the hallway and beyond, through the corridor. There, he covered his split lip and bleeding nose with a handkerchief, then dashed out onto the street, relieved to be alive.

Marko watched him crawl, and when he disappeared, he approached the window. He saw him dart across the street, with a handkerchief on his face, disappearing into the crowd. Little, dirty Beli. He got what he deserved. Anger suddenly left Marko as abruptly as it had come. All is well. He won't have to go to Yoko for a hundred. He picked up the bills from the carpet and placed them on the bed.

"What a life," Marko thought. "Crap that might be forever
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