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In his London office, Reginald Quinn perused with great satisfaction the collection of American newspaper articles heralding the Beatles’ resounding conquest across the Atlantic. Though the lads were still in the midst of their inaugural visit to the former colonies, there was every indication that American youth had fallen quickly and completely for these unlikely Liverpudlian heroes.  Even the adults were forced to acknowledge the impact the boys were having on their country...and their kids.  Love them or hate them, the one thing America could not do was ignore them.  

Two days following their tumultuous arrival in the U.S., they made their first appearance on the Ed Sullivan show.  Though exact figures reported in the articles Quinn reviewed fluctuated, the general consensus among the press appeared to be that a record-breaking seventy-three million plus homes – more than three-quarters of all televisions in the US - were tuned to Sullivan’s show that night, and the Beatles were the reason why. 

Setting the last of the clippings aside, Quinn reclined comfortably in his chair and congratulated himself on a job well done.  His people had worked tirelessly for the better part of two years – longer, in some cases - priming both the UK and the US for this very moment, and it had all paid off quite handsomely.  Of course, credit given where credit was due….the boys themselves came through splendidly.  Phleiss had chosen wisely in that respect.  Their talent, humour, and charisma coalesced to make them stand out from all other popular entertainers.  Everything about them was different….their hair, their clothing, their footwear, their sound….they wrote their own music and played their own instruments.  Not since Elvis Presley had the west encountered such an impetus for social change….and, as the director knew well, any attempt at social engineering had to begin with that “change” – with that revolution.  

Contemplating the many successful projects Tavistock had perpetrated in the past, Quinn smiled at the thought that he would be remembered for having played a key role in this one. His smile faltered a bit, however, as he recalled the mystery of Phleiss’ continuing personal involvement - Quinn had yet to determine exactly why the old man had been making covert trips to Liverpool – but, shrugging off even that ominous question, he decided to temporarily allow himself the luxury of enjoying the victory in America of both the Beatles and Tavistock.  It was time to celebrate his success….and to escalate the program to the next level.

Leaning forward, he pressed the red button on his telephone, summoning the attention of his secretary.

“Yes sir?” the voice came through the intercom.

“Would you please step into my office Christian?”

“Certainly, sir, straight away.”

Within minutes, Quinn could hear the familiar footfall of his secretary walking down the tiled corridor toward his office.  He replied to the single courtesy tap on his door, “Come in, Christian.”

“You wanted to see me, sir?”

“Yes, Christian, please take a seat,” Quinn waved in the direction of the chair placed in front of his desk.

As the young man sat, the older man rose, and, with his hands clasped loosely behind his back, he walked to the window and looked down upon the busy streets of London.  Keeping his back to his secretary, he spoke.  “I had an opportunity to visit with your uncle this past weekend, Christian.”

At the mention of his uncle, the young man straightened in his chair.  “Oh yes?  I hope both he and my aunt are well….”

Quinn turned toward the young man and replied with a smile, “Yes, yes.  They’re both looking well.  Your Aunt Frances looks especially radiant, even six months gone.”

“I’m glad to hear it, sir.”

“When is the baby due?”  Quinn inquired, turning his back to his secretary again.

“May, sir – the latter part of May.”

“Ah yes,” Quinn nodded as if he’d actually remembered.  “Charles is desperately hoping for another boy, is he not?” he baited the young man.

Knowing that he enjoyed the favor of his uncle’s associates and connections solely because he was the nearest male kin in the Spencer clan, Christian grew nervous at the mention of a possible male heir to the Earl’s family.  “Y-Yes, sir.  Of course, it devastated the entire family when John didn’t survive.” 

Quinn turned back to face the young man, his face a mask of sincerity.  “Ah yes, I remember the tragedy well.  He lived only ten hours, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, sir.”

“But now, who knows?  After three girls, Charles may get his son and heir yet,” the supervisor said genially.

Christian shifted in his seat uncomfortably.  “Yes, perhaps, sir,” he agreed reluctantly.

Quinn allowed the words to hang in silence for several moments.  “Does that concern you, Christian?”

“Sir?” the younger man questioned, the panic evident in his features.

“The possibility of your uncle having a son after all this time?  Is that a source of concern for you?”  Quinn clarified, watching the boy’s reaction closely.

Squaring his shoulders and tightening his jaw almost imperceptively, Christian responded, “No indeed not, sir.  I should be most happy for my aunt and uncle if they were to have another son.  While a son would not assuage the pain of losing their first son, I believe it might ease their grief somewhat.”

Quinn had to suppress the urge to smile.  The lad is good….very good.  If I didn’t know him as well as I do, why, even I might be convinced of his sincerity.  Having satisfied his own curiosity on the matter, he decided to let the boy off the hook, “Not that it would affect your place here, mind you, Christian….neither now or in the future.  You have worked out most splendidly, and I have told your uncle as much.”

Christian’s relief was almost visible and his countenance brightened, “Did you?  Well, that was most kind, sir, most kind indeed!  Thank you, sir!”

Quinn smiled in response as he took his seat at his desk.  “Ah, no thanks necessary, Christian,” he waved dismissively, “I merely stated the obvious.  However….”

Christian’s smile began to fade, “Sir?”

“However, Christian, I believe it is time for you to assume greater responsibility here at the Institute, and on this project, specifically.”

“Really, sir?” Christian questioned with awe. “I’m most certainly honored by your faith and trust!”  

“Well, you’ve earned it, Christian. I believe so, and so does your uncle.”  Leaning forward conspiratorially, he added, “I can tell you that Charles was beaming with pride and delight when I informed him!”

“I couldn’t be more happy, sir!”

“Now, tell me, Christian, what do you know of our work here in Special Operations?”

“Specifically?  Not all that much really, sir. I know that our work tends to be global in context….that we have the influence to, er…manipulate certain political processes….that, in the recent past, our work was somehow related to both Profumo and the Kennedy’s.  Beyond that, I know that we have a vested interest in the success of the pop group, the Beatles….and that a significant part of our current work is dedicated toward making them a great success in the UK, Europe, and America.”

“Oh, and in many other countries, Christian.  In fact….the world over!”

Christian arched an eyebrow at the revelation.  “That would appear a somewhat cumbersome task, sir.”

Quinn chuckled at the boy’s naïveté and penchant for understatement.  “It is at that, Christian, but we will accomplish this task, of that I assure you.  Now, let me ask you this….Do you know why?”

“Ah, no, sorry, sir, I do not.”

Quinn nodded slowly and gravely explained, “Then that is where we will begin.”  Leaning back in his chair, he steepled his hands in front of his face, and, after a moment’s contemplation, asked, “You are an Elected Knight of the Nine in the brotherhood – a ninth degree, are you not, Christian?”

The young secretary seemed to sit a bit straighter in his chair as he respectfully corrected his superior.  “Actually, sir, I took the pledge as a Knight of the Ninth Arch just last summer.”

Quinn registered pleasant surprise.  “Did you now?  Where was I?”

“I believe you were at the conference in Sydney at the time, sir.”

Thinking on this a moment, Quinn concurred, “Ah, yes, so I was!  Well done, Christian!  Well done, indeed!  A thirteenth degree brother, hmmm?”

“Yes, sir,” Christian smiled.

“Well, well.  That makes things considerably easier, so it does.  You are even now only one degree away from the Chapter of the Rose Croix….a Roscrucian, Christian….splendid!”

“Thank you, sir…but, if you don’t mind my asking, what does the one have to do with the other?”

“How do you mean, Christian?”

“Well, sir…,” he started, giving a nervous laugh.  “….what I mean to ask is….what do the Freemasons have to do with my work here at Tavistock?”

Quinn grew silent as he considered the question, piquing the young man’s curiosity even further.  At last, he explained, “In short, Christian, I imagine the easiest answer would be…everything.”  At this, the young man started.  Oblivious to this reaction, Quinn continued, “However, the problem with easy answers is that they often leave out so much essential information.  I’m sure you are aware of the many legends surrounding the origin of the Masons….the Temple of Solomon and the murdered apprentice….the alleged origin of the brotherhood from the Knights Templar….the brotherhood’s raison d'être being the protection of a secret….and so forth.”

Christian merely mutely nodded his head in agreement.  He himself had known of all these legends long before he entered the masons.

Again, Quinn paused, appearing deep in thought.  Slowly then, he asked, “What would you say, Christian, if I were to tell you that the legends are, in fact…true?”

The secretary gave a short laugh, looking to his superior to finish with the punch line.  The older man, however, gave not even the slightest indication that he was joking.  Sobering, Christian asked, “Sir?”

“Yes, dear boy, true.  Oh, perhaps not in the way popularly imagined, but true nonetheless.  The Freemasons, and the Scottish Rite specifically, is no mere fraternity, Christian.  Our rituals, as antiquated as they may appear, all have significance.  As you advance through degrees, you will learn all this, but, in the capacity of your work here at Tavistock in the Special Operations Division, your advancement – and thus, the information you may access – will need to be accelerated.  The fact that you are only one degree away from the Roscrucian Chapter is welcome news indeed.  Though you are yet far from where you will need to be to fully assume your new responsibilities here, your advancement to Knight Commander of the Temple will be more manageable from the thirteenth degree.”

Again, Christian was struck momentarily mute with awe.  In little more than a whisper, he repeated, “‘Knight Commander of the Temple’?  But, sir, that would bring me into the Council of Kadosh!  A twenty-seventh degree brother!  Is that even possible?  Is it even allowed?”

Quinn regarded the young man with a combination of amusement and pride.  “You would be the youngest brother to ever advance to such a high degree in so short a period of time, yes, Christian, but it will be necessary as you will need to be privy to the confidences of that degree in order to accomplish your tasks here.”

Christian stood and slowly began to pace the floor as he attempted to absorb it all.  Stopping suddenly, he turned back to his mentor, and asked, “But sir, I’m still not clear on how the brethren and Tavistock are related?  I’m bowled over that I should advance to such a high degree, but why?  Why is it necessary for the job you are asking me to undertake?”

Sighing deeply, Quinn answered, “At the highest executive levels, Tavistock and the Freemasons are one and the same, Christian.”  Noting the boy’s surprise, he went on, “….and, even then, we are known by other names as well.”

“Other names, sir?”

“Well,‘The 300,’ for instance – does that sound at all familiar?”  Quinn asked with an arched brow.

Christian thought for a moment, “No, sir, I don’t believe it does.”

“Ah, well then, perhaps you know them by their most common name….”

“And what would that be, sir?”

Have you ever heard, Christian, of the Illuminati?”

Having drawn the winning raffle tickets for the charity, the Beatles and their entourage were welcomed as guests of honor at the British Embassy reception.  They gave their first concert on American soil earlier that evening, and, though a rousing success, it ran late into the night.  By the time they had checked into the Shoreham Hotel, changed clothes, and partook of a dinner consisting of various cold cuts for sandwiches, it was nearly one in the morning when they arrived at the embassy.  Disgruntled and annoyed, they all wanted to make short work of the appearance and get back to the hotel where a pseudo-party was waiting. 

John and Ringo stood together, trying their best to be accommodating and gracious as repeated orders to “look this way” or “give us a smile, lads” were yelled at them.  “Fucking ‘ell!” John swore under his breath.  “What the hell are we doing here?”

“Ah, John, ya know, it’s Brian, isn’t it?  It’s him who goes in fer these sort of posh soirees, yeah?”  Ringo offered, attempting to placate his bandmate.

Just then, George snuck up on the two from behind, and, having overheard the exchange, quietly joked, “’sides, we’re ambassadors, don’t ya know?  It’s only ‘proper’ we drop in on the British Embassy, eh?”

“Ambassadors, me arse!” John growled, taking a deep swig from his glass of scotch and coke.

“’ey, ya wanna go easy on that, John,” Ringo quietly advised his friend.  “Save it fer later, yeah?”

“What was Brian thinking anyway?  Parading us out fer these prats!” 

“Aye, well, we’re here now, so let’s just make the best of it and leg it as soon as we can,” George wisely encouraged the other two Beatles.  “’ey, where’s Paul?”

“Just saw him across the room signing autographs and chatting up the birds,” Ringo replied.

John snickered, “Aye, that’s our Paulie!  I hear he can walk and chew gum at the same time, as well!”

The three young men were still giggling when an older woman approached them with a paper and pen at the ready.  John recognized Paul’s familiar scrawl at the top of the paper.  Addressing John first, she handed him the paper and pen, and said, “Pardon me, but if it wouldn’t be too much bother, I would appreciate your signatures for my niece.”

“Yer niece, huh?” he asked as he took both items.

Ignoring John’s question, the woman turned to her companion and, seemingly unconcerned if she was heard or not, said, “….That’s if they can write!”  The two women shared an impolite giggle at the boys’ expense.  George and Ringo looked at John, then at each other, the worry evident in their eyes, but John’s smile remained frozen on his face.

“Oh, I assure you, madam, I can write,” he said as he did just that. Finishing with a flourish, he returned the pen and paper to the woman and watched as she glanced at what he’d written.  Growing indignant, she exclaimed in a haughty tone, “Well, I never!”

Looking her up and down with open contempt, John dryly replied, “Doesn’t surprise me one bit…madam!” 

He then turned on his heel and walked away, leaving her standing gape-jawed and livid.  Seeing what John had written before the woman did, George and Ringo had beat a hasty retreat prior to the showdown and stood giggling in a corner on the opposite side of the room.  

No matter how hard they tried to simply mingle individually, guests of the Ambassador and his wife continued to coral all four boys together for photos and pseudo-interviews.  Brian was pleased to find that, to their credit, the lads were enduring the reception with good grace and wit.  Even John seemed to come around and appeared in better spirits than when they first arrived.  However, when Brian looked up and found John heading to the bar for the third time since arriving a short time ago, he understood where the Beatle’s sudden affability was coming from and quickly moved to intercept him before he could reach his destination.

“John?  John?” he called out, prompting John to look up and scan the crowd with narrowed eyes.  Though he’d heard and recognized Brian’s voice, his severe nearsightedness prevented him from actually locating him.  The manager made his way through the dense crowd and came up along side of John.  Taking him gently but firmly by the elbow, Brian spoke as he steered John away from the bar.  “There’s someone here I want you to meet.  He really is quite fascinating!”

“Ah, there ya go, trying ta make me jealous, eh?” John teased callously.

Though Brian tended to hide his reaction to John’s brand of particularly cruel mockery, he winced inwardly, wondering yet again how it was that a young man so capable of such sincerity and compassion could also be capable of such malice and ruthlessness.  Continuing as if he hadn’t heard John’s remark, Brian said, “This man is here all the way from Egypt – Cairo, as I recall….”

“Well, fancy that!” John slurred sarcastically.

“Ah, here he is!” Brian extended a hand in the direction of a tall, thin, dark-skinned man.  “John Lennon, I’d like you to meet Mr. Gamal Aboudoh.  Mr. Aboudoh, this is John Lennon, the founding member of the Beatles.”

“It is a great pleasure to meet you, Mr. Lennon,” Aboudoh greeted John with a firm handshake.  “You and your friends are creating quite a stir, I understand.”

“Ah, yeah, well, we like to stir things up now and again wherever we go,” John replied.

“Mr. Aboudoh is one of the curators at the Egyptian Museum, John.  I was just commenting on how extraordinary it must be to work surrounded by so much history!”

“Ah, yes.  Indeed it is, Mr. Epstein.  However, as you may imagine, our museum is so large and holds the treasures of so many periods in our great and ancient history, that each one of us curators leads a team of assistants who specialize in and oversee a specific period or dynasty.”

“I see, and which period do you work with, Mr. Aboudoh?” Brian asked.

John leaned up against the wall, quickly losing interest in the conversation.  When Brian implored the boys to accept the invitation at the embassy, the promise was made that they would make a brief appearance, sign a few autographs, pose for a few photos, and be off.  John desperately wanted to remind Brian of his side of the bargain, but suddenly, something the Egyptian said caught John’s attention.  “What?” he practically shouted, startling both Brian and the curator.

Looking first to Brian, then back at John, the man repeated what he’d said earlier.  “Er…I was saying that my department oversees the prehistoric and pre-dynastic periods as well as the period of the Old Kingdom….”

John was staring off in the distance as the man finished talking.  Pre-dynastic?  Before the dynasties?  Before the kingdoms?  Something about that sounded very familiar to John.  He struggled to remember as he instinctively felt for the talisman in his trouser pocket.  He wanted to show this man the scarab, but not in front of Brian or anyone else.  Thinking quickly, he leaned over to his manager and said, “’ere, Bri, Paul was just waving ya over ta him.  Ye’d best go see what he wants.”

Brian attempted to bob over the heads of the crowd, but was unable to locate Paul.  “I don’t see him, John.  Are you quite sure it was me he wanted?”

John bit his tongue to keep from letting Brian have it with yet another barb mocking his homosexuality.  “Yeah, I’m sure,” he insisted convincingly.  “He’s just on the other side of the room, Bri.”  For good measure, John leaned in and whispered, “I think he was trying to let you know he was leaving with the Ambassador’s daughter.”  That’s all it took.  John very nearly laughed aloud at Brian’s predictability when he saw the manager’s anxious demeanor.  In mere seconds, Brian was already halfway across the crowded room.  Turning back to Aboudoh, John said, “If ya wouldn’t mind, Mr. Aboudoh, there’s something I’d like ta get yer opinion about, but, in private, yeah?”

His curiosity evident, the curator replied, “Certainly, Mr. Lennon.”

John looked around for a place where they could talk privately.  Only one place came to mind.  It will have to do!  With an inclination of his head, he signaled that the Egyptian should follow him.  John led him across the room and into a small corridor with two doors facing each other.  Opening the one, he waved his hand to have the curator enter the room first.  When Aboudoh noticed that the room John had led him to was the toilet, he eyed him suspiciously, but, quickly dismissing any concern, he entered the small room.  Once the Egyptian had passed him, John followed behind, closing and locking the door before turning toward the other man.  

“A while back,” John started explaining, keeping his voice low.  “A…friend…gave me this…thing.  He said it was very old – ancient, in fact – and that it was Egyptian.  When you mentioned you knew about the “pre-dynastic” stuff, well, take a look fer yerself and tell me what ya think….”  With that, John carefully withdrew the talisman and held it out to Aboudoh in the palm of his hand.

The curator withdrew his eyeglasses from the inner breast pocket of his jacket.  Slipping them on, he bent over and peered closely at the scarab in the Beatle’s hand.  Glancing up at John, he asked, “May I?”

“Yeah, yeah…go on,” John encouraged.

Aboudoh brought the artifact over to the light so he could inspect it more closely. “Fascinating piece, Mr. Lennon.  Your friend told you this was ancient Egyptian, yes?”

“Yeah, that’s what he said,” John replied as he lit a cigarette.

He continued to inspect every detail, explaining what he saw as he did so. “….simple, a heavy metal coated with gold?” he bounced it in his hand to help determine the weight.  “No, I would not think so…pure gold…highly stylized, common in the Old Kingdom….no inlay, no gems or precious stones of any kind, no distinguishing marks….very similar style to that of the pre-dynastic golden funerary bees….”

John half-listened as the man went on, waiting for him to finish.  When the curator stopped talking, John asked, “So, is it real then?  I mean really Egyptian?  Really ancient?”

Looking over at John, the other man shrugged noncommittally.  “It is difficult to say, Mr. Lennon.  It looks authentic enough, but, without further tests, I am afraid I can not be sure.”

“Oh,” John uttered in disappointment.

“If you wish, I could arrange to have it tested back in Cairo?”

“No, no, it doesn’t really matter,” John replied rather dejectedly, holding his hand out to take the talisman back.  As the curator placed the scarab in John’s hand, a thought suddenly struck the Beatle. “’ey, are you familiar with the legends about these things?”

“I am familiar with stories concerning their origin – their significance.  Is that what you mean?”

“Yeah, I think so.  Do you know of any stories ‘aving to do with these things and, er, human sacrifice?”

The curator looked up in surprise. “Human sacrifice?”

“Yeah.  Me mate thought that was one of the legends.”

Aboudoh appeared to consider the question.  Slowly shaking his head, he answered, “No, I cannot say that I do, Mr. Lennon.  That would seem quite contrary to the significance of the scarab.  They were intended to signify resurrection, eternal life.  Most cultures embracing human sacrifice did so as part of agrarian rituals.”

“Come again?” John asked in confusion.

“Er…they sacrificed – humans, animals, crops – in order to bring fertility to the land.”  

“Oh, I see,” John said.  “But nothing about human sacrifice and scarabs, eh?”

The Egyptian seemed to look at John sympathetically.  “No, I am afraid not.”

Nodding his head, John extended his hand to shake the curator’s, saying, “Well, thank you for looking at it.”

“It was my pleasure, Mr. Lennon.  Do let me know if you ever change you mind about having it tested.”

“Right.”  John held the door open, allowing Aboudoh to pass first.  Just as he was about to bid the curator goodbye, he heard a commotion only a few feet from where he stood.  In a few strides, he came alongside a visibly upset and angry Ringo, swearing and holding the back of his head.  

John’s eyes went wide.  “What happened?”

“Can ya believe it, John?  Sneaking up and snipping off a piece of me soddin’ hair?!”

“What?!”  John yelled.  Ringo nodded his head in response.  “That’s it, we’re leaving…now!  Bloody animals is what they are!  C’mon!”

The two Beatles stalked away, with John still swearing profusely.  They were nearly to the staircase when Brian caught up to them.  Before he could say a word, however, John shouted at him, “Never again, Brian, ya hear me?  Never again!  What the fuck were we doing here anyway?  There’s not a bleedin’ fan in the lot of ‘em!”

All but physically wringing his hands, Brian made a desperate bid to save the evening.  Lowering his voice, he spoke quickly, “John, Ritchie….You’ve every right to be upset, but Ambassador and Lady Ormsby-Gore have asked me to take you boys to a private room downstairs so they can offer their apologies….”

“Why?  Why the fuck should we?  They’re no fucking different, I’m sure!” John shot back.

“Now, John, that’s not true.  They’re both terribly upset and embarrassed.  After all, you were here as their guests of honor.  They understand if you want to leave, but can’t you see your way to at least allow them a chance to apologize and say goodnight?  Ritchie?”

“I s’pose it would be alright…but just to say goodbye, Brian,” Ringo relented.

As Brian looked to George and Paul, they both gave a slight shrug, neither one wanting to consent aloud and possibly incite John’s wrath even further.

Sighing through his teeth. John gave in with no small amount of annoyance, “Fuckin’ ‘ell, then, it’s Ritch’s hair!  If he’s willing, then I s’pose I am as well, but quick-like, Brian, right?  I’ve no intention of spending a minute more than I have to lickin’ their boots, yeah?” 

“Fine, John, that’s fine,” Brian conceded nervously.  Quickly, he led the boys down the stairs before any of them had the time to change their minds.

The Egyptian curator watched the melee for a short while.  Certain that his companion was completely distracted, Aboudoh slipped up a short stairway and into a study just off the ballroom.  Closing the door, he went to the phone and placed an international call.  In just a few minutes, the operator rang back, confirming that his party was connected.  Taking a seat behind the large oak desk, he reclined in the chair, and, smiling, exclaimed genially into the receiver, “Moephet, my old friend!”

The boys had arrived back at the hotel, immediately changing out of their tuxedos and into more comfortable clothing.  By the time each of them had gotten a drink and settled down in the midst of their several female guests, they were all in a considerably better mood.  They were even able to laugh about the experience at the embassy as they retold the tale with much embellishment for the benefit of their captivated admirers.  

As the early morning hours wore on, John found himself growing more and more tired.  Looking around the room, he mentally weighed the merits of the women he’d already chosen as candidates for his bed.  There was one dark haired beauty who had been vying for his attention off and on since they’d returned.  When she glanced up and found John watching her, she smiled and walked over to him.  Sitting on the couch beside him, she said, “Well, hello there!”  It was obvious from her speech that she’d had quite a bit to drink.

“’ello, yerself!” John smiled.

Nodding at the half-empty glass in his hand, she said, “You look like you can do with some freshening up.”

“Nah…this’ll do me.”  Sitting forward, he added, “I was actually thinking of going to bed….”

The young woman smiled seductively.  “You want some company?”

John’s expression didn’t waiver as he rose from his seat and extended his hand to assist her up from the couch.  He held onto her hand as he led her to the door of his room.  Opening the door, he flicked on the light and stood back so she could pass.

The woman gave John a knowing look as she sauntered past him and into the empty room.  He closed the door, remembering to leave his necktie dangling from the knob on the other side as a sign that he wasn’t alone in the room.  Just as he turned, she pressed her body into his, flattening him against the door.  “I’ve been waiting all night for this!” she slurred drunkenly.  That close to the girl, he could smell the liquor and cigarettes on her breath mixed in with the scent of her sickeningly sweet perfume and ….is that Paul’s cologne I’m smelling, as well?  Gently pulling her arms from around his neck, John forced a smile and said, “’ere luv, why don’t we go lay on the bed where it’s a bit more comfy, eh?”

She gave her best sultry laugh, “You don’t waste time, do you?”

“Well, I just don’t want to keep ya waiting any longer, baby….it wouldn’t be polite-like, now would it?”   Placing his hands on her hips, he steered her toward the bed while both desire and repugnance battled within him for preeminence.  

He guided her toward the edge of the bed, and, unzipping the back of her black silk shift, he slid it off her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor at her feet.  She stood before him clad only in her black satin brassiere, panties, and stockings.  A small smile twitched at the corner of his mouth when he saw that her stockings were secured with a matching lace garter belt.   “You like what you see, lover?” she purred.

Wordlessly and without moving his eyes from her, John gave a curt nod of his head as he removed first his shirt and then his trousers, tossing them on the chair to the right of where the woman stood, oblivious to the item that had soundlessly dropped from his pocket and onto the carpet.  Clad only in his underpants, he reached for her, but she laughed and playfully skipped just out of his reach, her foot lightly kicking something on the floor as she did so.  “Oh, think you’re going to have me that easily, do you?  Hey, what’s this?” she asked curiously, bending down to pick the small object off the floor and holding it up so John could see.  His eyes went wide and his smile disappeared, “Give that to me!” he demanded in horror.

“What is it?  A good luck charm or something?”

“Yeah…yeah, now hand it over!”  

She laughed at him again, “I’ve never met a musician who wasn’t superstitious!  You know what I think?” she teased.  “I think you should come and get it….”  With that, she dropped the scarab into her cleavage.

“NO!” John yelled, holding his hands out in a futile gesture to stop her.  Leaping across the bed, he grabbed the scarab from just inside her bra, and, holding both her arms tightly, he shook her and yelled, “What the fuck have ya done, ya stupid cow?!”

“Ow….John, you’re hurting me!  Let go!” she yelled, more frightened than angry.

“Ye’ve no fucking clue, ‘ave ya?!” he continued to yell and shake her as she unsuccessfully tried to pull away from him.

“John, please!”  She sobbed.  

John pushed her away roughly, causing her to fall against the bed.  Collapsing into the chair, he put his head in his hands.  “You’re fucking nuts, aren’t you?!” she screamed at him.

“Put yer dress on and get out,” he ordered, his voice low and plaintive.

She looked at him in shock, “What?!”

“You heard me…do it.”

“For that?  You’re kicking me out for that?!” she asked incredulously.

Nah, I’m kicking ya out coz I don’t want the coppers finding yer dead body in my bed in the morning, he thought, and the thought sickened him.  “Yeah…for that.”

“But -”

“GO!” he raised his head and roared at the girl.

With a sob, she jumped up from the floor, and, quickly stepping into her shift, she slipped it on from the bottom up.  Without slowing down long enough to zip her dress, she grabbed her shoes and purse and ran from the room, slamming the door as she left.

Throwing his body back against the chair, John sighed and ran a trembling hand through his hair.  Why?  What the fuck was the point of that?  She’s nothing to me…nothing!  If it really is me who’s doing this, then why her?  She’s meaningless....unimportant….nothing to me.  But Christ, she’s something to someone…and I as good as just killed her.  Why?  

John wasn’t sure just how long he’d sat there like that, but, at last he stood and went to the wet bar.  Not bothering to dirty a glass, he uncapped the scotch and drank two long swigs straight from the bottle.  The expensive liquor burned as it passed down his throat, into his esophagus, and on into his stomach.  That’s good.  I’ll just think about that…that burn.  I s’pose I ought to get used to burning, eh?  He barked a single mirthless laugh at his gallows-humour.  His memory flashed quickly to Father Michael and all his talk of redemption.  “Not fer me, Father,” John said, toasting the air with the bottle.  Putting it to his lips again, he took yet another long drink, focusing on the burn of the liquid as it passed into his stomach.  By the fourth swig, the scotch was beginning to do its work…he felt a welcomed heaviness in his limbs and numbness in his mind.  By the fifth, he was well on his way to intoxication.  He didn’t want just drunkenness…he wanted oblivion, and, by the sixth swig, he’d succeeded.

He’d no idea how long he’d been passed out across the bed when he heard the door to his room creaking slowly open.  Not another fucking girl!  Christ, just go away, won’t you?  Peering through a half-opened eye, he saw a figure outlined in the shaft of light glowing from the corridor.  There was something strangely familiar about the figure, but before he could figure it out, sleep reclaimed him.

John felt someone shaking him awake.  He tried to ignore whoever it was, hoping they would give it up as useless and go away.  “John….,”  a hand shook him harder, “John…,”  “JOHN….”  “Fer Chrissake, John, wake the fuck up…now…John?....please….”  The fierce whisper and desperate plea in the familiar voice finally started to rouse the drunken Beatle.

Slowly and painfully, John pulled himself up from the murky depths of his drunken abyss.  He wasn’t ready to come back…not yet…maybe not ever, but there was something in Paul’s voice that sent John swimming for consciousness…something that scared him…something that called him back.  “Paul?” he croaked.

“ Yeah, John…it’s me.  I need ya to wake up, John.  Are ya awake?”

“Wha’ the fuck is going on?”

“Ah, Christ, John…,” Paul cried.  Wrapping his arms around his middle, he started rocking on the edge of the bed.  Seeing Paul in such a state sobered John a bit, and he pulled himself up in the bed, struggling to make sense out of his surroundings.

“What?  What is it, Paul?”  John’s head was still fuzzy from the effects of the alcohol, but he wasn’t so drunk that he didn’t know immediately that something was terribly wrong.  Leaning over to turn on the lamp beside the bed, John lost his balance, and almost fell off the bed.  He struggled to upright himself, and then turned to look at his friend.  Seeing the tears that covered his face, John gasped in surprise, but, before he could say anything, Paul half-sobbed, half-spoke, “She’s dead!  Oh Christ, John, she’s dead!”

John stared at his friend in horror even as he fought to hold back the bile and booze rising at the back of his throat.  His heart pounding wildly, he stated rather than asked, “That girl I threw out earlier….”

Paul’s sobs went silent, and his body went still.  Slowly he raised his head and looked at John, his expression a combination of wonder and confusion.  His voice quivering, he whispered, “How the fuck did you know?”

