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John glanced anxiously at the clock on the mantle, dismayed to find that only five minutes had passed since he’d last looked.  Sighing heavily, he ran his hand over his face and leaned back against the couch.  The leaden silence of the room was pierced only by the periodic tinkling of ice in Paul’s drink when he sipped and the sporadic conversation beyond the door of the group’s security contingent.  In an attempt to distract himself, John watched as Brian nervously paced the length of the room, the carpet muffling his footsteps. A quick glimpse at Paul revealed that he seemed to be taking an unusual interest in the contents of his glass.  John sighed again.

Suddenly the knob on the door turned causing all three to jolt, and Neil and Mal strode in looking wearied and worried, but saying nothing.  As Neil removed his coat, Brian asked cautiously, “Is it done, then?”

Without looking the other man’s way, Neil tiredly nodded his head.  

“You were careful, yes?” Brian pressed, only to be silenced with a heavy glare from the young road manager.

Seeing the look Neil was giving the manager, Mal moved quickly to interject, “We took the bod-…er, the girl to an area where she’ll be found and where folks won’t…you know…question too much.”

Brian nodded repeatedly.  “Good, good.  Well done, lads.”

Mal offered a forced smile, but Neil just gave a sneer of disgust.

Attempting to appease the younger man, Brian said, “Erm…I…that is, we can’t tell you boys how much we appreciate what you’ve done tonight -”

“Ya can save yer thanks, Brian,” Neil shot back angrily, cutting Brian off in mid-sentence.  “Just don’t ever ask us to do anything like this again.  Ya hear me?  Never!”

“Fer Chrissake, Neil!” Paul exclaimed.  “What would you have had us do?  It’s not as though it was our fault she overdosed!  Even John had noticed how far gone she was earlier and tossed her out of his room.  It’s only my bad luck to not have noticed before I took her in mine!”

John guiltily averted his eyes when Paul said this.  He’d come so close to telling Paul the truth of it all.  Just as he started, though, Stu’s face flashed in his memory and he stopped.  It was too great a risk…a risk he wasn’t prepared to take with yet another friend.  In the end, he handed Paul a story about finding the girl exceptionally inebriated on some unknown substance and throwing her out of his room.  

Is that why you lied?  Really?  To protect him?  Or to protect yourself?  

“I still think we should have rung the police,” Neil insisted. “If it really was an accident, they couldn’t possibly accuse you of any wrongdoing!”

“What do yer mean, ‘If it really was an accident,’ Neil?  Are you saying you don’t believe us?  That you don’t believe it was an accident?”  Paul shouted on the verge of hysterics, ignoring Brian’s attempts to silence him.

“I’m just saying it doesn’t look good, Paul.  I’m just saying what the police would say if we’re found out.  Why move her somewhere else if you’ve nothing to hide?” Neil explained.

“You’re wrong, Neil,” Brian stated authoritatively.  “Involving the police in any way would have meant the press finding out, and that would be the end of the Beatles in America…perhaps the end of the Beatles anywhere.  It would have been their reputation, Neil.  And just when they’ve broken through here.”

“Their reputation?!” Neil spat.  “What of the poor girl’s reputation, Brian?  How do yer think her family is going to feel when the police tell them she was found dead in a city ghetto, eh?  A place known fer its pushers and hookers?”

Taking a deep breath to calm himself, Brian replied slowly and softly, “What’s done is done, Neil.  It would have changed nothing.  She still would have been just as dead.  Surely, even you must see that!”

Neil quietly stared off toward the wall, and, matching Brian’s tone, said, “Yer right, Bri.  What’s done is done.  Just don’t ever ask me to do anything like this again because I won’t do it.”

Nobody responded, leading Neil to take their silence as an assent to his demand.  After several seconds, he sighed heavily, and, running his hand through his hair, rasped, “I’m knackered….I’m going to bed.”

Brian gave a curt nod while Paul and John said nothing.

“I s’pose I might as well do the same,” Mal put in as he followed Neil out of the room.  Turning back to shut the door, he called, “G’night, fellas.”  No one had answered before the door clicked shut.

After a moment, Brian asked with concern, “You don’t think he’ll say anything?”

“Mal?” Paul asked.

“Neil,” Brian corrected him.

“Nah, he’s upset and shaken, not stupid.  He’ll keep his mouth shut.  After all,” John added as he stood and stretched, “…he’s just as much in thick of it now as we are.”

“You off to bed, then?”  Paul asked.

“Aye,” John nodded as walked to the door.  “There’s nothing else fer it now.  It’s over.”

“Is it?” Paul replied, seemingly more to himself than either to John or Brian.

Looking at his old mate dispassionately, John stressed, “Yes, Paul…it is.  There’s no point dwelling on it.  Just let it be.”

Paul gave a sardonic half-laugh.  “Let it be, eh?  Me mum always use to say that to me.”

A glance, pregnant with worry, passed between John and Brian.  Paul was taking this hard…very hard.

Rising from the chair, Paul drained the contents of his glass and set the tumbler on the coffee table.  Following John toward the door, he added, “That would make a gear song title…‘Let it Be.’  Do yer reckon?”

John shot Brian another look of worry before answering, “Sure, Paul.  Sure.”  

“Goodnight, lads,” Brian said as they left the room.  Neither Beatle responded.

In the suite shared by the two roadies, the two men were preparing for bed.

“They are right, ya know Neil,” Mal started.

“Right about what?” Neil asked flatly as he continued his preparations.

“About not ringing the coppers.  ‘Sides, the girl will be found soon enough.  That fella at the pub – er...the bar, said that was one of the worst areas of Washington, DC.  He also said that the police send a patrol car through the neighborhood regularly.  It will be alright, Neil.  They’ll find her, and no one will trace her back here.”

Neil gave a mirthless half-laugh  “Aye, and did it occur to ya, Mal, that this fella who was so helpful in telling us where the worst area in the city was might just remember a very distinctive English bloke asking him that very question when he hears or reads about a young woman’s body being found there?”

Mal froze and stared at his friend.  After a few moments, he appeared to dismiss the concern and resumed undressing for bed.  “Nah…first off, the fella was legless.  He’s not even going to remember talking to me.  And second, from what he said, people turn up dead there quite often.  Yer just on edge, mate.  Ye’ll feel better after a few hours’ kip, eh?”

Neil paused and rubbed his tired eyes, “If you say so, Mal.”

Mentally shrugging to himself, Mal thought a moment and added, “Funny though….”

“What’s that?” Neil asked as he slid between the crisp sheets.

“John.”

“What about him?”

“Well, I was ready to hold him back when you started in on Brian….”

“Were you?” Neil asked disinterestedly as he reached over and turned out the nightstand light.

“Yeah, but….”

“But what, Mal?”  Neil asked, growing exasperated with the conversation.

“Well, he said nothing.  Nothing.  The whole time.”

“So?”

“I’m just saying, it’s not on….ya know, that’s not like John, is it?”

“I suppose not,” Neil said with a yawn.  Fer Chrissakes, shut yer gob and go to sleep, Mal!

Mal turned out his light and climbed into his own bed.  Laying back on the pillow, he replayed the conversation in his mind.  “No, not like John at all.” he murmured, and the room went silent.

John and Paul entered the suite shared by the four Beatles.  Off the sitting room were two bedrooms, two Beatles to each room….John and George shared the one, while Paul and Ritchie shared the other.  Keeping his voice low, Paul broke the silence, “’ey John?”

John stopped and turned toward Paul, “Yeah?”

“Do ya think we should…ya know…tell the others?”

“Tell what others, Paul?” 

“George and Ritch.  Should we tell ‘em what happened?”

John considered the question for a moment.  “Nah…what’s the point?”

“I don’t know.  It’s just…well…it could…affect them, too, don’t ya think?”

“Affect them how?” John asked curiously as he walked across the room to stand closer to Paul.

“Well, what if the police do find out that girl was here?  Shouldn’t they know what’s happened?”

“Right there is a very good reason why they shouldn’t know. It had fuck all to do with them, Paul.  Why involve them?”

“Wouldn’t that be like…well, like lying to them?”

John stared at Paul for several long seconds.  “I don’t know what yer on about, son!  We won’t tell them because they don’t need to know.  Why upset and worry them over nought.  It’s done with…over…like I said.”

“Mmm….I s’pose yer right then,” Paul acquiesced. 

John gave a nod of his head.  “Get some sleep, Paul.  And leave off biting yer thumb nail – ye’ll have it a bloody stub if ya keep at it that way!”

Paul pulled his thumb away from his mouth, wiping it dry with a swipe against his blue jeans.  “G’night John.”

“Get some sleep,” John ordered paternally before disappearing inside the room he shared with George.

Closing the door behind him, John carefully negotiated his way toward his bed in the dark, making every attempt not to wake George.  When he finally felt the edge of the bed, he sat and removed his boots.  Not bothering to undress, he lay back against the pillow, willing his body to relax.  Though he was beyond tired, he struggled to find sleep.  Every time he closed his eyes, the girl’s face would appear before him.  Who was she?  I didn’t even bother to get her name!  I wonder how old she was…or what sort of job she had.  Perhaps she was a student.  In the darkness, John gave a wry half-smile.  What a prick I am!  I knew nothing about her beyond that she was willing.  That’s all I ever needed to know.  If I ever knew more about a girl, it was only because she might have told me, not because I wanted to know.  Nah…I never wanted to know.  So why do I want to know now?

Because she’s dead, A voice answered from another part of his consciousness.  Because she’s dead.

Tears slipped from the outer corners of his eyes, wetting his hair where they fell.  Reaching down, he felt for the scarab in his trouser pocket.  Never again would he forget it was there.  Never.

Christian hung up the phone, and, leaning back in his chair, gave a satisfied smile.  He was enjoying his new position and what he was learning about Tavistock’s plan for the Beatles pop group fascinated him.  Engineering the direction of an entire generation…the project was sheer genius and entirely plausible.

Gathering a few loose sheets of papers, he divided them and placed them into two separate files.  Then, placing one of the files inside a drawer, he withdrew a set of keys and locked it securely.  Pushing the chair back from the desk, he rose and made his way toward his supervisor’s office, the other file in hand.

Rapping on the door, he waited then heard Quinn invite him to enter.

Without looking up from the papers he was signing at his desk, Quinn asked, “Yes, Christian, what is it?”

Unable to suppress a grin, the former secretary replied, “I thought you would like to know, sir, we have selected the individual who will launch the initiation of the next phase of the project.”

Quinn’s head shot up.  “Already?” he asked in surprise.

“Yes, sir.”

“And you are certain he is qualified?”

“Quite,” he replied simply, handing Quinn the dossier.

“Well done, Christian!  Very well done indeed!” the supervisor exclaimed enthusiastically as he flipped through the pages.

“Thank you, sir,” Christian replied modestly, attempting but failing to hide his pleasure at the compliment.

His task all but forgotten now, Quinn focused his entire attention on his former secretary.  “So, tell me, Christian, what is it about this man that leads you to believe he can of service to us?”

Clearing his throat a bit, Christian began, “Well, first of all, he is a fan of the Beatles….”

Quinn smiled, “Ah, yes, I can see how that would be convenient.  Go on.”

“He is the appropriate age to befriend any one of the four or a member of their entourage.  Also, as a well known figure at the most popular clubs and party circuit, access to the group should not be a problem.  Most significantly for our purpose, his profession justifies not only his possession of the substance, but the use of it as well.  In short, his recruitment would be most advantageous for our purpose.”

“Splendid, Christian!” Quinn clapped.  “He is not, however, already acquainted with any of the Beatles?”

“Only cursory, sir, one of the group…eh, George…George Harrison…is a patron and social acquaintance.  That alone should allow him enough of an opportunity to get closer to the group.”

“No, Christian,” Quinn ordered decisively.

“No, sir?” Christian echoed apprehensively.

“Not the group…perhaps one, two at the most.  It will make his task easier and more likely to succeed.  It is imperative that he succeed, Christian.”

“Yes, sir,” Spencer answered in relief.

“He should also be advised to take his time.  This is not something that should be rushed.  The Beatles, now having won over America, need the time to establish a strong cultural foothold.  Allow them time to expand their influence in other areas of the world and strengthen their impact here and abroad.  After all, once this next phase is initiated, we want as many youth following the Beatles’ lead as possible. That, then, is not something to be rushed.”

“I understand, Dr. Quinn.”

“I don’t imagine your candidate will object much.  From what you’ve told me, I am certain he enjoys a bit of hedonism, hmm?”

“Most likely, sir,” Christian chuckled.

“Well…this will give him time to make the most of that.”  Growing serious, Quinn added, “However, Christian, take care to explain to him his role in the project.  What he is told, he learns only on a ‘need to know’ basis.  He must never mention Tavistock, Stanford, or the brotherhood…to anyone.  Make certain he understands the consequences if we even suspect he has betrayed that oath.  We can make an execution appear as anything we want…suicide, homicide, even an accident.”

Unnerved a bit by Quinn’s uncharacteristic bluntness, Christian merely nodded.

“Very good, then!”  the supervisor resumed his “kindly-uncle” demeanor, leaving the younger man feeling a bit of psychic vertigo.  

“Th-Thank you, sir,” Christian said, turning to leave the office.

“Christian?”

“Yes, sir?”

“What is this fellow’s name?  Perhaps I’ve heard of him.”

“Riley.  John Riley.”

Quinn thought for a moment, then, shaking his head, said, “No, common though it is, I can’t say I recognize the name….What does he do?”

“He’s a dentist, sir.”

