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The air in the studio hung thick with the sounds of George’s guitar, a familiar melody weaving through the space.  He was lost in the process, his brow furrowed in concentration as he worked on a new song.  Suddenly, the door creaked open, and Pattie entered, her footsteps barely disturbing the hushed atmosphere.  George, lost in the music, didn't notice her immediately. 

"George!" she called out, her voice a gentle chime.

He turned, a broad smile spreading across his face. "Darling! You startled me."

"Sorry," she laughed, "But I had to share this." She held up a vinyl record. "Derek sent it. Apparently, a town band in Mexico has been recording Beatles songs."

George paused, his fingers stilling on the fretboard. He looked up, his expression softening at the sight of his wife.  He took the album, his fingers tracing the unfamiliar artwork. The cover depicted a lively Mexican band with their instruments.  Intrigued, he flipped it over, reading the track-list.  It was a collection of Beatles songs, reimagined with a distinctly Latin American flair.

“A Mexican band?” George questioned, a slight smile playing on his lips.  He glanced at Pattie, curiosity evident in his eyes.

"Apparently, they're quite popular," Pattie replied, settling onto a nearby stool.  "Derek said they've been playing these versions in their town for years."  She watched as George carefully placed the album on the equipment table amongst his own work, the black-and-white cover contrasting sharply with the psychedelic tones of his surroundings.  

The Mexican band's upbeat rendition of a Beatles classic drifted from the speakers. It was a fresh take on a familiar song. George listened intently, a thoughtful expression on his face.  

George grinned. "This is fantastic! They've completely reinvented these songs."

Patti laughed, "They've given them a whole new life."

They listened in rapt attention, their heads bobbing in time to the music. The Mexican band's interpretation was a joyous, exuberant celebration of the Beatles' music.

As the final notes faded, George sighed contentedly. "This is incredible, Patti. Let me give a call to John."

Patti smiled, "I think he'll be thrilled.”

The unexpected twist in his own music seemed to spark a new idea, a fresh perspective on his current work. He gave Pattie a grateful smile.  The seemingly simple act of bringing the album to the studio unexpectedly infused the rehearsal with a creative energy, subtly altering the path of his musical journey.

The phone rang insistently, pulling John from his reverie. He picked up, recognizing the familiar tone of George’s voice, his bandmate, on the other end.

“John, it’s George,” came the greeting, tinged with excitement.

“Hey, George, what’s up?” John leaned back in his chair, a smile playing on his lips as he asked.

“You won’t believe this, but remember those guys we met in the Mexican town, in which we stopped after coming from the old lady’s one, last year? The ones we had tamales with, and it turned out they knew us?”

John chuckled the memory surfacing. “Yeah, those blokes. What about them?”

“Well, turns out they’re part of a band called ‘La Banda Plástica de Tepetlixpa,’ and they’ve recorded some of our songs! But get this, they’ve done it with a regional Mexican twist. It’s completely different, man. Derek just sent me the album.”

John’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “You’re kidding, right? Our songs, done by a Mexican band?”

"Absolutely serious," George confirmed, his voice filled with excitement. “They’ve taken tracks like ‘Hey Jude’ and the bloody ‘Yesterday,’ and given them this vibrant, lively sound. You’ve got to hear it, John. It’s like they’ve breathed new life into them.”

John laughed heartily. “That’s mad, George. So, it’s like a Beatles album, but with trumpets and mariachi guitars?”

“That’s exactly it. I mean, it’s not just copying, it’s a whole new interpretation. They made it their own.”

John’s mind raced with the possibilities. “Wow, that’s... that’s brilliant, actually. Imagine, our tunes echoing through the streets of Tepetlixpa. Gotta get a copy of this myself. Maybe we should go back for a listen.”

George agreed enthusiastically. “By all means. And maybe even play some of their versions live someday, just for a laugh. What do you think?”

John considered the idea, a mischievous grin spreading across his face. “I think that’d be a right laugh and a great nod to our friends in Tepetlixpa. Count me in, George. Let’s give those songs a spin together next time we meet up.”

“It’s a plan, John. Talk soon, yeah?”

“Talk soon, mate,” John replied, hanging up the phone with a sense of wonder and amusement. The idea of their music being transformed by a band they'd met over tamales was surreal yet thrilling. It was yet another testament to the universal appeal of their songs, transcending not just time and place, but genre and culture as well.

During a quiet dinner at Friar Park, George and Patti Harrison sat in their ornate dining room, discussing the article "Seeking the Magic Mushroom" published in Life Magazine in 1957. The article, written by R. Gordon Wasson, a vice president of J.P. Morgan, detailed his groundbreaking experience with sacred mushrooms in Mexico under the guidance of the Mazatec shaman María Sabina.

"Look at this," George exclaimed, his eyes wide with disbelief. "Even a high-powered banker like this guy has sought Maria's help."

Over vegetarian curry and wine, George enthusiastically kept sharing with Patti how Wasson's vivid descriptions of his mystical journey resonated deeply with him. The banker described colors becoming more vibrant, ordinary objects transforming into artistic wonders, and experiencing what he referred to as "divine mushrooms," which allowed him to perceive the universe's structure.

This dinner conversation proved pivotal. As it deepened, George recounted his experiences with Maria Sabino and the transformative effects of the mushroom journey.He spoke of visions, profound insights, and a newfound sense of peace and clarity.

"It was like a door had opened," he explained, his voice filled with wonder. "I saw things I never thought possible, felt emotions I didn't know existed. It was both terrifying and exhilarating."

George and John Lennon sought out María Sabina in Huautla de Jiménez, Oaxaca, Mexico. Their motivation was multifaceted: while George was deeply immersed in Eastern spirituality and meditation, both musicians were intrigued by the potential for expanding consciousness and seeking authentic mystical experiences outside the increasingly commercialized psychedelic scene of the 1960s.

María Sabina was known as "la sabia de los hongos" (the sage of the mushrooms), a Mazatec curandera who had been conducting veladas (night vigils) with sacred mushrooms for decades. Her practice combined ancient indigenous wisdom with Catholic elements, creating a unique spiritual synthesis that attracted seekers from around the world after Wasson's article.

"It seems like this Maria Sabino is onto something," Patti remarked, a thoughtful expression on her face.

George nodded in agreement. "I think she is. The experience in Mexico was certainly life-changing for me. I feel like I've come back a different person."

The article particularly captivated George because it described transcendent experiences that resonated with his growing interest in Eastern mysticism and the exploration of consciousness. Wasson's account of experiencing synesthesia—seeing music and hearing colors—especially intrigued both him and the musicians from an artistic perspective.

The dinner conversation between George and Patti that evening marked a
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