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The old man pushed himself up from the chair slowly, the grimace on his face indicating just how much difficulty and pain the movement caused him.  The bell rang insistently a second time as he shuffled toward the door, calling out to whoever was waiting on the other side, “Patience, friend…I’m not as spry as I once was!”

Fumbling to unlock the bolt with arthritic hands, he cursed the perils of old age under his breath.  As the bolt gave way, he blew a sigh of relief, and, twisting the knob, he opened the door a fraction to peer through the crack.  Seeing the young man on the other side, he smiled and opened the door wider.  “Ah, Alec!  Come in, come in,” he waved the visitor inside.

“Good morning, Nathaniel…how are you?” Alec asked as he removed his overcoat and scarf.

Flexing his hands, now deformed with the rheumatism which had plagued 
him for the past decade, the older man replied, “I’m afraid, Alec, that I did not anticipate the detrimental effect of the damp English weather upon my, er, condition.”

Alec frowned sympathetically.  “Are you in much pain, Nathaniel?”

Nathaniel dismissed the boy’s concern as he walked into the small kitchen.  “At my age, Alec, pain is the only thing informing each morning me that I yet live!  Only then do I drag myself out of bed to face the day!”  He smiled mischievously, his eyes twinkling with good humor.  Alec laughed politely.  Filling a dented aluminum kettle from the water tap, the old man set it on top of the small cooker.  Striking a wooden kitchen match, he lit the pilot, and asked unnecessarily, “May I offer you some tea, Alec?”

“That would be lovely, Nathaniel, thank you.”  Alec stood by awkwardly, watching the old priest shuffle about the tiny kitchen as he gathered the items to fix the pot of tea.  “Is there anything I can help with?”

“No, no, Alec, thank you, son.  I have it.”  With a nod toward the table, he instructed the younger man to sit and relax.  “I’ll just fix us a nice pot of tea with some biscuits I baked last night, and then you can tell me what’s on your mind, hmmm?”

“What makes you think I’ve anything on my mind?” Alec teased.  “Perhaps I’ve only stopped by to say hello.”

The old man grinned at him affectionately.  “One does not need to be blessed with your particular gift to know that you’ve clearly something of import on your mind, my dear lad!”

“No?”  Alec grinned in return.

“Not at all!  One merely need be observant.  Humans are quite consistent…as a rule, that is….there are always exceptions!”  

A short while later, the kettle whistled, and Nathaniel carefully poured some of the boiled water into the pot, swirled it about, and dumped it in the sink.  “The key to a good pot of tea is to preheat the pot first,” he lectured. Then, adding the loose tea leaves, he filled the pot, setting it on the table along with a pitcher of milk, the sugar bowl, and plate filled with assorted biscuits.

Alec looked on while Nathaniel slowly went about the ritual.  Not for the first time, a sense of sadness overwhelmed him.  The old man was not long for this world.  Alec had known that the very first time they’d met nine months prior at Heathrow Airport.  

The young psychic had been sent to meet the priest who was coming in on a flight from New York City.  Standing at the front of the crowd just outside the Customs area, Alec watched as a steady flow of arriving passengers came through the double doors.  As the flow became a trickle, he began to worry that he might have somehow missed the priest.  However, just as worry was giving way to panic, he was approached by an impish-looking old man, “I say, you wouldn’t perhaps be Mr. Bishop, would you?”

Glancing at the old man, Alec was immediately taken off guard as he perceived a familiar anomaly in the man’s aura….it was faded, almost muted…any trace of color was virtually undetectable.  Years of experiencing auras told the young psychic that the old man was not long for this plane…that he was dying.  The companion’s affirmation resonated deeply within the young man’s consciousness.  Struggling to hide his surprise, Alec stammered, “Y-Yes, I am Alec Bishop…and you are…?”

“Why, I’m Nathaniel Tremain, of course!” With a friendly chuckle, he extended his hand.  

The old man’s grin widened when Alec, feeling shocked and confused, looked him up and down before taking his hand and shaking it.  “You are Father Nate?” Alec asked suspiciously.  This is the “warrior” they’ve sent?

“I am indeed, young man!”

Fearing he’d offended the priest, Alec quickly apologized, “Father, I am very sorry!  It’s only that I --”

“You were expecting a priest who’d be garbed as a priest, yes?”  

“I…er…that is…well, yes, I suppose I was,” Alec admitted with a measure of embarrassment.

Nathaniel laughed genially.  “It’s quite alright, son!  It’s not the clothes that make the man, and it’s not the collar that makes the priest.  These clothes are far more comfortable for traveling, and, most interestingly, I find that people tend to be considerably more genuine when they don’t realize they’re talking to a priest!”  He gave Alec his trademark mischievous wink for the first time.

Alec gave a hesitant smile, uncertain quite what to make of this unusual man, but warming to him nonetheless.  “And that is alright with the Church?” he asked in friendly challenge.

 “Who knows?” Nathaniel shrugged. “Perhaps, among the many reforms of the Second Vatican Council now, the Church may very well join the rest of civilization in the twentieth century!”

Alec stared in amused shock at the old man.  Raised as a Catholic himself, he’d never known a priest to talk and behave quite like this.  “Well, Father Tremain, why don’t we retrieve your luggage.  The Brothers have secured a flat for you, and I’ve been asked to see that you get settled in comfortably.”

“Well, that is certainly very kind of you, Alec!”

Alec took the lead as they walked away. “I believe the baggage area is this way.  I thought perhaps we could stop for a bite to eat before I take you to your flat, Father.”

“Ah, that would be splendid!  But please, Alec, let us not stand on formality….call me Nate.”

The young man looked at him in surprise.  Since the time he was recruited by the Fraternity, Alec had developed several close friendships with the priests and brothers he’d worked with, but never had he referred to any of them by their Christian names…or been invited to.  

“Oh! Well, any preferences for lunch…Nate?”  The name felt awkward as he spoke it, and it felt somewhat impertinent to address the priest so informally.  

Over time, Alec came to a sort of compromise with himself….while he was never comfortable addressing the older man as simply “Nate,” in deference to the priest’s desire to “…not stand on formality…,” he had taken to calling his new friend “Nathaniel.”

Smiling wistfully as he considered the question about lunch, the old man responded, “You know, Alec, I haven’t enjoyed real fish and chips…soaked in vinegar and wrapped in newspaper…in nearly twenty years!  Would that be possible?”

“Of course!” Alec grinned at the priest’s enthusiasm.  “Anything else?”

The twinkle reappeared in Nathaniel’s eyes.  “Well….a pint of Guinness would be…heavenly!”

“Alec?  Did you hear me?” 

Hearing his name being called, the younger man snapped back to the present. Looking around the tiny kitchen, he found Nathaniel staring at him quizzically, “Hmmm?  I’m sorry, my mind was wandering I’m afraid.”

The old man smiled indulgently and repeated, “I said you should try these biscuits.  They’ve just a dash of ginger, and they’re simply heavenly!”  

Alec obliged the old man and sampled one.  “Delicious …,” he offered through a mouthful of crumbs.

Nathaniel smiled proudly.  “Ah, if you enjoy the biscuits, I should have you try my strawberry-rhubarb pie!  Pies are my specialty!  I’ve often considered that, had my life diverted down another path, I should have been a chef!”  He seemed to ponder the possibility for several seconds. His smile fading a bit, he added, “Ah, but then, well…who knows, hmmm?”  

“Have you ever regretted your…path, Nathaniel?” Alec ventured cautiously.

The old man lapsed into an extended silence as he deliberated his answer.  Decisively then, he replied, “My choice? No.  I have merely regretted the necessity of my work.”

Alec nodded in understanding.  

“Now, tell me, Alec….What news have you brought me?”

Alec seemed to swallow the biscuit with some difficulty.  Taking a sip of tea to wash it down, he met Nathaniel’s gaze and answered, “The Beatles have completed their world tour.  They’re back in London.”

Nathaniel looked at Alec in surprise and laughed.  “This is not news, Alec!  I’ve only to switch on the telly or open a newspaper to know this!  This is what you’ve come to tell me?”

“No,” Alec said slowly.  “Here’s something the telly won’t tell you….So is Phleiss.”

The priest’s head reared back.  “Phleiss?  Here in London?  Are you quite certain, Alec?”

“I am….What’s more, there’s been a temporal shift…something is about to happen.  It is why Phleiss is here, Nathaniel.  I am certain of it.”

“Have you been able to discern anything specific?”

Alec’s brows furrowed in confusion.  “Only this….The companion whispers the same words repeatedly, but I don’t yet understand their significance….”

“What are they?”

Alec paused a second time before answering, “MK Ultra.” He searched the old man’s face for any sign of recognition, but saw only confusion. “Does it mean anything to you?”

Nathaniel slowly shook his head.  “I’m afraid not, Alec.”  The two mulled over the mystery in silence for a bit, then Nathaniel asked, “What does the companion tell you?”

Alec answered with hesitation, seeming somewhat embarrassed, “Well, that’s the thing, you see….the companion remains silent.”  The two men looked at each other in bewilderment.  Alec’s shrug was almost apologetic.

With great effort, Nathaniel pushed himself up off the chair and began to slowly pace the small kitchen as he thought aloud.  “MK Ultra?”

Alec nodded as the old man paced the short length of the small kitchen again.  “And, the questions is….what does ‘MK Ultra’ refer to?”

“Indeed…,” Nathaniel replied distractedly.  “One thing is certain, however….it – whatever it is - is related to Phleiss…and to his presence here in London. That he has arrived just as the group has returned is no mere coincidence….I’m sure of it!”

“So, what madcap zany adventures will the Beatles have to suffer in this film?” John asked dryly.

“’ey, whatever it is, at least we’ll be in colour, eh?” Ringo put in optimistically, prompting John to roll his eyes. 

“I just want to know how long this bloody thing is going to take to film?”  George half-complained.

“Aw, c’mon fellas, at least we’ll get to travel a bit!” Paul offered, trying to appease John and George.

“We travel more than enough, Paul, ta!” George quipped in irritation.

“Honestly, boys, it’s your film!  I should think you’d be more excited about it!” Brian cried in exasperation.

John looked at the manager and shook his head derisively.  “Well, that’s what yer get fer thinking, eh Brian?  From what I’ve heard, it’s a joke…a bad joke…and it’s on us!  We’ll come off looking dead soft fer Chrissake!”

“It’s really quite hip, John!” Brian argued defensively, causing John to snicker in response.  “It is.  It will be a spoof of the Bond films.  I assure you…it’s the perfect vehicle for you lads!”

“I don’t care,” George said in resignation.  “We’ve got to do a film anyway.  We were lucky with the last one, so perhaps we should just do this and have done with it.”

Brian stood and sighed heavily, trying to keep the anger and frustration from his tone.  Speaking softly, he asked the four, “What would you have me do?”

The group grew quiet.  “Sod it, Bri,” John answered for them all.  “We’ll do the bleeding film, just make sure they don’t make us out to be bigger fools than you’ve already made us!”

Brian glared at the Beatle.  He blames me!  He’s fair miserable, and he blames me for it!  As if I somehow have let them down.  Perhaps I have…perhaps I shouldn’t have pushed for more films.  George is right there….they did get lucky with “A Hard Day’s Night.” No pop film had that sort of success before.  Perhaps we should have stopped there!  If this second film fails, they’ll blame me for it for sure.  They’re already questioning my decisions as it is.  Time was when they trusted my judgment implicitly…now it’s as though they don’t trust me at all!  It will be my failure…my fault!  My boys….I’m losing them!   “You’ll want to make certain you have the songs ready for Dick on time, yes?”  he ordered coldly before his emotions could break through the cool demeanor he struggled to project.  Without glancing back, he walked purposely from the room.

“Fuckin’ wanker!” John murmured at Brian’s retreating back.

“C’mon, John!” Paul tried again.  “It’ll be a larf, ya know!  Skiing in Austria….swimming in the Bahamas…. -- ”

Ignoring Paul altogether, John looked at Neil, and instructed, “Just make sure we have plenty of tea!  I don’t want to have to endure this shite sober!”

“Sure, John,” Neil agreed nervously.

Sitting up, John told the others, “I’m going home, then.”

Pulling himself up off the couch with a grunt – Christ!  If I gain much more weight, I’ll need a soddin’ crane to lift me lard-arse….Fuck! –  he got up and headed out of the office.  “Ta-ra, lads!” he called over his shoulder without looking back.

In the early hours of the following morning, John bolted upright in his bed with his heart hammering against his chest and his breath coming short staccato bursts.  The realization dawned on him that he was safe in his own bedroom, and the disorientation passed, allowing his body to gradually adjust itself back to normal.  Snapping on the small reading lamp over his side of the bed, he glanced at the clock, registering the fact that it was 3:33 a.m.  Reaching out for his pack of cigarettes, he lit one and exhaled the first intake of smoke with an audible sigh.  He jumped when he felt a hand on his shoulder.

“Christ, Cyn!  Don’t do that!”

“Not another nightmare, John?” Cynthia asked worriedly. Her young husband nodded his head.

Sitting up in the bed with her back against the headboard, Cyn cautiously suggested, “Perhaps you should see a doctor, luv.  You can’t go on like this!  It’s been weeks since you had a proper sleep!”

“I’ll be alright, Cyn, just go back to sleep,” John said quietly.  The cigarette that shook in his trembling hand belied the truth of the statement.

“But John, there might be a reason why --”

“Fucking leave it be, Cyn!  Fer Chrissake, all a doctor’s going to do is dope me up on downers!” he said, raising his voice.

Undeterred, Cyn pushed, “You can’t know that, John!”

“I can!”

“How?”

“Because I’ve already been to three doctors!” he shouted, immediately regretting the confession.  

Cynthia stared silently at John in shock and fear.  “Three?  When?  What did they say?”

John huffed.  Well, the cat’s out of the bag now!  Me and my big mouth!  I may as well tell all of it.  Experience taught John that his wife’s imagination would create something far worse than the truth….usually.  “The first two gave me sleeping tablets.  The second one at least did some testing before prescribing yet more of them.”

“And the third?” she asked haltingly.

John gave a sardonic laugh.  “Ah, the third!  Well, the third suggested I consult a psychiatrist.”

Cynthia waited for him to say more.  When he didn’t, she ventured, “And did you?”

“No,” he replied softly.

Again, the couple lapsed into an awkward silence.  Finally Cynthia said, “Perhaps you should, luv.”

John shook his head slowly.  “It’s not a psychiatrist I need, babe.”

“Well, who then?”

Stubbing out the butt of the cigarette, John immediately lit another.  Blowing a plume of smoke, he answered, “I don’t know, Cyn….I don’t know.”

Cynthia watched as John stared off into space, chain smoking and silent.  It broke her heart to see him so lost.  She’d known him since they were kids practically, and, in all that time, through all the triumphs and tragedies in his young life, she had never seen him so desperate.  She wanted to reach out to him, but it was becoming more and more difficult.  It didn’t help that he spent so much time away from her and Julian.  When he wasn’t touring, he was recording, but, even the times he did spend at home, he spent in isolation.  “I’ve a song I’m working on” was the usual excuse, but Cyn couldn’t shake the feeling that he was really hiding himself away…away from her, away from their son…and, for the life of her, she couldn’t understand why.

Suddenly, John stood, wearing only his pants and vest, and slipped into his blue jeans.  As he stuffed the cigarettes and lighter in the front pocket of his jeans, she noticed the familiar outline of the strange charm he carried with him at all times.  “John, where are you going?  Come back to bed and lie down….really, you must try to sleep at least!” she pleaded.

Placing one knee on the bed for balance, John leaned down and kissed her quickly.  “It’s no use, Cyn.  I’ll not sleep tonight, but there’s no reason why you shouldn’t.  I’m sorry fer waking you, luv.  Go on, go back to sleep.  I’m just going to go read or sommat.”

“But John --”

“Good night, babe,” he said, switching off the light and heading out of the bedroom.

Left alone in the dark room, Cyn let the tears come.  Until that moment, she hadn’t realized how frightened she’d become.  What had John told that doctor that he suggested seeing a psychiatrist  Would he suggest that just because of the nightmares?  Or…is there something else?  She slid back down the bed and pulled the covers over her.  As she closed her eyes, she promised herself that she would find the name of that doctor somehow and speak to him.  She drifted back into a fitful sleep in the large, empty bed.

John padded down the stairs, his path lit only by the dim nightlights woven strategically in outlets along the way.  Moving carefully, he made his way through the dining room and on into the sunroom. Lowering himself onto the couch, he sat in the dark room for several minutes, deeply immersed in thought.  He was worried…very worried.  The dreams were so vivid….too vivid, really, to be only nightmares.  Had he been anyone else, he might have heeded the doctor’s advice and sought out a psychiatrist….he might haven been able to convince himself they were only dreams….but…he was John Lennon….and years ago he been chosen, and then….he made a choice….  

“Choice”….the one thread of commonality that wove his dreams together….In these dreams, he was always being reminded that he’d made a choice ….that he’d been “chosen.”  This time, he asked for proof.

“What do yer mean I’ve been chosen?” he shouted at Phleiss.  “Yer lying!” 

He looked at John sadly.  Funny thing, that.  One would expect the evil bastard to be glad I was losing me mind, eh?  But, no….there was sadness in his eyes and smile.  

“No, John, I’m not lying.  You know that.  You’ve always known.  Even as a lad you knew.  You knew you were always special….always unique.  Even then, you saw the connections….”

“What connections?”

“Think….”

“What fucking connections?!”

“Remember…,” Phleiss’ voice echoed even as he faded away.

“TELL ME!!!” John screamed.

And that’s when he’d felt it….he felt the answer...the connection which had always been there….

Returning to the present, John looked around, temporarily forgetting where he was.  I came down here to do something….something I’m afraid to do.  But if I don’t go through with it, how will I ever know?  

As if in answer, he felt a stinging sensation radiate from his chest.  He leaned over, and flicked on the low lamp, and, with only the shadows to bear witness, he lifted his cotton shirt with trembling hands and looked down.  A small whimper escaped his lips when he saw incontrovertible evidence that his dream was no mere nightmare.  Just as he had dreamt it…there, carved into his chest, was the unmistakable shape of the number “9.”

“You have been chosen….”

The following morning, Cynthia woke early.  The crumpled sheets and blankets on her husband’s side of the bed confirmed he’d never returned to bed that night.  She felt her heart sink until she remembered her resolution made hours ago….she would contact this doctor and see what he would tell her.  Rising with renewed determination, she slipped into her dressing gown and slid her feet into her slippers.  Peeking in Julian’s room she made certain he was still asleep before heading toward the front door.  Opening the door, she peered out at the drive.  Satisfied that Dot, their housekeeper, had not yet arrived, she then went to check on John.  As she’d suspected, he was laying on the couch in the sunroom, sound sleep.  Moving into the kitchen, she stood at the kitchen worktop, thinking, Now what?  

Fortunately for her, Cyn’s detective skills didn’t have to be very creative….John was far too predictable when it came to practical things.  She made her way up to third floor and entered the room John used as a space to write, rehearse, and disappear when the mood struck.  Going to the desk in the corner, she shuffled through the countless papers and scraps that littered its surface.  Buried underneath, she spotted the familiar brown leather folio containing John’s address book and appointment calendar.  Removing it with great care, she flipped through its pages, looking first at the calendar.  Her husband wasn’t the most organized of people, so it surprised her when her hunch paid off.  In the column for the pervious week, John had written in green ink, “Dr. Tynedale, 2:30.”  Cynthia chewed her bottom lip thoughtfully.  Could this be the third doctor?  The one who had recommended a psychiatrist?  She realized with some frustration that she couldn’t know for sure.  After all, she didn’t know the name of the second doctor and wasn’t all that certain as to the name of the first doctor, either.   Still…this appointment was only five days ago.  Maybe this is the one I’m looking for.  

Moving her attention to the address book, she looked under “T” hoping to find a telephone number or address for “Tynedale”…she found neither.  Before she closed the book, some of the pages flipped back to the “G” heading.  There were several entries John had made and scratched out, one after another.  Looking at the latest entry, Cyn smiled when she saw George’s name, followed by his most recent address and telephone number.  Isn’t that just like John?!  Instead of writing the information under “H” for “Harrison,” John had written it under “G” for “George.”  Praying he remained consistent with the method, Cyn flipped to the “D” heading, and, sure enough, there was an entry for a Dr. Martin Tynedale - in addition to no fewer than five other doctors.  Puzzled, she took a discarded envelope, and wrote the information not only for Martin Tynedale, but for the five additional doctors listed and stuffed it into the pocket of her robe.

She descended the flight of stairs back down to the second floor and re-entered the bedroom, closing the door behind her.  Slipping the envelope into the drawer of the night table on her side of the bed, she set the task aside for the time being, planning to resume her investigation once the family’s morning preparations had been seen to and John had either returned to the bedroom or left the house.  She disliked spying on her husband and wished she could have just asked John for the details of the doctor visit, but she knew he would only continue to be vague and evasive.  As his wife, she felt she had a right to know why this doctor advised John to seek psychiatric help.  Is he suicidal?  Is he mad?  Are we in danger?  I have to know!  By the time she reached the first floor for the second time that morning, Julian was awake, Dot had arrived, and Cynthia Lennon had convinced herself she was doing the right thing.

As the couple readied themselves for an evening out, John took care to keep his chest covered so as to conceal the strange marking from his wife.  His nerves were on edge all afternoon thinking about its sudden appearance.  What does it mean?  How did it get there?  Could I have scratched myself in my sleep?  If not, what does this say about the nightmares?  The questions were endless, but John didn’t know if he was really ready to know the answers.  

Earlier that day, he sat in his music room, drafting the many ways that the number nine was significant in his life.  Instinctively, he knew that this was the “connection” of which Phleiss had spoken….but what had it to do with Phleiss or the scarab?  When Cyn came in to tell him it was past time to get ready, he slipped the pad of paper with the incomplete list written on it under his amplifier, and walked downstairs to bathe and dress.  

After last night, the last thing he wanted to do was to go out and socialize, but the dinner had been planned for several weeks, and it was too late to back out.  Resigning himself to the inevitable, he forced a brighter countenance and went about his preparations as though he hadn’t a care in the world.

“Shake a leg, Cyn,” John said as he passed his wife.

With a huff, Cynthia stopped applying her make-up and glared at her husband’s reflection in the mirror before her.  “And just what does it look like I’m doing, John?”

Sitting on the end of the bed, John slipped into a pair of socks, and grinned back at her reflection.  “Moving very slowly.”

“Once I finish my make up, and step into my dress, I’ll be ready, luv…no more than ten or so minutes.”

“Well, George and Pattie will be fetching us in five, so don’t be long,” he said as left the room.

Cyn rolled her eyes at his back and went back to her task.  They, along with George and his girlfriend, Pattie, were invited to dinner by George’s friend and dentist – a fellow by the name of John Riley.  The thought of the dentist brought to mind her conversation earlier with the receptionist at Dr. Tynedale’s office. I just can’t believe it!  Now, I’ll never know what John told Dr. Tynedale!  That poor man!  Who would ever expect a man of only thirty-eight to just drop dead of heart attack like that?!  How terribly tragic!  She desperately wanted to tell John what she had learned, but realized she had no way of explaining how she even knew of the man.  So, for the time being, she kept the news to herself.

Later that evening, the three couples sat together in the living room enjoying conversation over their after-dinner coffee….George and his girlfriend, Pattie Boyd….John and Cynthia….and their host, John Riley and his girlfriend, Cindy Bury.  Looking at his wristwatch, George said to their host, “’ey, John, it’s been a fab night, but we’ve really got to get going now.  Our mates are due to perform soon, and we’ve promised we’d be there.”

“Oh, I do wish you didn’t have to leave so soon,” Cindy pouted prettily, while her boyfriend maintained an agitated silence.

“Sorry, luv, but we did promise,” John stressed.

“You see, one of the lads in the band is an old mate from Hamburg.  Christ knows he suffered through enough of our performances,” George joked, then stood and drained the remainder of his coffee.  

“It was a lovely dinner, though,” Cynthia said, and, taking her cue from George, stood, ready to leave.  Unlike the others, she wasn’t especially keen about being there in the first place.  It was growing tiresome watching her husband gape at and flirt with other women.

“Yes, thanks ever so much for having us,” Pattie added politely.

“Another time --” John started to explain.

“You can’t leave!” their host exclaimed, startling everyone into a stunned silence.

“What?  Why?”  John asked in surprise.

“It-It’s just that…er, well….”

“’ere…what are ya going on about?  What is this?” George demanded suspiciously.  Bloody wanker thinks he’s going to get something started, he does!

“The coffee…you see…,” their host fumbled to explain.

“Just tell them straight out, John!” Cindy ordered in irritation.

“Right…,” the dentist agreed nervously.  “Well….you see….you’ve just each had a dose of LSD.”

Over the next several hours, the two Beatles, accompanied by their women, ran from one club to another and then drove all the way to Esher, experiencing sights, sounds, smells, tastes, and feelings unlike they had ever experienced before in their lives.  At turns, the experience terrified them and exhilarated them.  As the effects of the drug increased, the couples sought more familiar surroundings, believing it would alleviate some of the more unbearable anxiety when it hit.  The two couples sat in their usual area of the Ad Lib club, watching reality shift substantially in and out of focus without warning.  In the corner of the club sat an older man who watched the four young people very closely.  By the dim illumination of the discothèque, one could not really make out his features very well, but, if one could have, they might have been curious about the satisfied little smile he wore without wavering, even as he sipped his brandy.  “Splendid,” he whispered to no one else.  “Everything is just as it should be….splendid.”  A few minutes later, he stood and casually strode toward the lift.  Bidding the doorman a “good evening,” Moephet Phleiss took the lift to the first floor and exited the building, whistling a happy tune as he walked the near empty streets of London.  

