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With a drink in hand, John milled about among the numerous representatives from the British press, posing for photographs and answering the occasional question.  Upon receiving the news the day before that the boys were selected to be made “members of the most honourable order of the British Empire,” Brian hastily arranged a lunchtime press conference at Twickenham Film Studios.  During the formal interviews, the group resorted to their usual clowning around to conceal the fact that they really had no idea why they were being accorded the honour.  Although, publicly, he played along, John remained cynical, insisting that the government’s motives were suspect…evidence of yet another attempt by Harold Wilson to vicariously co-opt the Beatles’ popularity.  

An hour later, the crowd of reporters and photographers had thinned out substantially, and John breathed a sigh of relief.  Spotting George preparing to leave, John approached him. “‘ey Georgie, give us a lift, eh?”

“You what?” George laughed. “How’d ya get here then?”

“Brian,” John answered, glancing in the direction of the manager who was busy talking with a representative from ITV.  

“Ah,” George nodded in understanding.  “That’s why you were late getting here!”

John grimaced and waved dismissively.

“Right then,” the youngest Beatle said as he slipped into a light jacket.  “Let’s get going.”

The two of them called out their good-byes as they left the room and walked out toward the lot.  While only a few feet from George’s Aston Martin, John heard someone calling his name.  With his hand on the latch of the passenger side door, he turned to find a familiar-looking young man trotting toward him.

“John!  Mr. Lennon!  Hold up, please!”  the young man shouted as he closed the distance.

Curious, John looked across the top of the vehicle at George and could tell immediately that George, too, recognized the man.  Before John could ask him if he knew who he was, however, the man drew up beside him, slightly winded.

Catching his breath, he nodded repeatedly and, smiling, said, “Th-Thank you for w-waiting!”

Bemused, John returned the smile and waited until the young man could speak.  “What can I do fer ya, mate?”

“I don’t know if you remember me or not,” he began amiably, looking from John to George and back again, “…we met…at your party the night of your film’s premiere…?”  He waited for either man to recall the meeting.

“Oh!  ‘ang on, yer the mind-reader, yeah?” George exclaimed with a snap of his fingers.  John nodded in recognition.

“Actually,  I’m more of a spiritualist than a clairvoyant…,” he started to explain until he saw the confusion of their faces.  “Er…yes, yes…Alec Bishop,” he reminded them.

“Right…well, what I can I do fer ya, Alec?” John asked, eager to be on his way.

“Well, I was rather hoping we might have a word…,” he asked, adding with an apologetic glance at George, “…in private.”

Although the smile remained, John’s eyes hardened.  “Actually, Alec, I’m just on me way home.  George here is giving me a lift, and he’s in a bit of hurry.”

“Oh!  Well, I’ve my car parked just there on the corner,” he replied optimistically, pointing to a rather sad looking Vauxhall.  “I’d be more than happy to drive you out to Weybridge….we can talk on the way.”

Now that’s interesting!  How does he know where I live?  Suspicious and uncomfortable, John shifted his weight from one leg to the other, and, with a furtive glance at George, replied, “Ah, yeah…see, Alec, George and I need to discuss some business about a recording we’re working on at the moment, so it’s not a good time --”

“Mr. Lennon!” Alec interrupted.  “John….I promise you, I wouldn’t be here asking if it were not vitally important.  I know how this must appear, but I assure you --”

“Sorry, Alec!” John cut him off, opening the car door. “…but we really must be going!  Perhaps another time, eh?”  Bloody lunatic!  George merely grinned at his friend’s discomfiture and slid in behind the wheel.

Alec frantically tried to think of something…anything…he could say to persuade John to talk to him.  Time was growing short.  John entered the vehicle and was just about to slam the door shut. With a pained expression, Alec took the risk of saying the only thing he thought would grab John’s attention….“PHLEISS!”

John froze.  Slowly he turned and looked up at the young psychic.  “What did you say?” he asked quietly in an even tone.

Alec felt panic rise, realizing the risk he’d just taken. “Phleiess. Moephet Phleiss.”

John stared expressionless at the young psychic for several seconds.  George watched and listened curiously.  Phleiss?  Why do I know that name?

Without looking at his friend, John said, “I’ll see yer later, George.  Thanks anyway, mate.”  Without another word, without looking back….John left the car, slamming the door shut behind him.  Stunned, George sat behind the wheel, struggling to remember where he’d heard the name before.  Just as saw John sliding into the passenger seat of Bishop’s car, it struck him.  

Phleiss!  He was the prat in Hamburg who wanted to sign us!  No…that’s not quite right…he said he wouldn’t manage us, but.…I don’t think he ever did say what he would do.  John told him we’d do it, but, when he came to senses, he told him to bugger off….Didn’t he?  

George watched in bewilderment as the Vauxhall pulled out onto the street and drove off.  Didn’t he?

The two young men sat in the back of the café, heads bent closely together, their tea, untouched and cooling in the cups in front of them.  John’s face was a pasty sick color, and his hands shook noticeably.  “How?” he asked in astonishment.  “How can you know all this?”

“As I’ve already explained, John, I have a gift --”

“That’s shite!” John hissed.  “Ye were doing fuckin’ parlour tricks fer a bob or two when we met ya that night!  Ya might have had Brian fooled, mate, but not us…not me…not fer a minute!  Ya think ya know something? – fine! – so what’re ya after, eh?  Money?  Is that it?  Is this blackmail?”

Alec sighed tiredly.  “If you will be patient, John, I will explain everything.  We don’t want money…we’re not trying to harm you in any way.  Quite the contrary…we want to help!  Indeed, we may very well be the only people who can!”

John snorted cynically and sat back in his chair.  “Who’s this ‘we’ anyway?”

“The Fraternity,” Alec replied simply.

“Fraternity?!” John repeated.

Alec sipped his tea and shook his head.  “Well….that is, I know them only as The Fraternity, although I’ve been told they are known by other names as well and have been for ages.”  He shrugged as if to say, “who knows?”  Looking out over the crowd in the café, Alec struggled to find the right words.  “You are not wrong in your assessment, John.  I haven’t always used my gift with…shall we say, integrity?  However, I had debts to meet, and it seemed harmless enough telling people that their loved ones are existent and well on another plane….to pass along a message or two from the other side….but I don’t lie to them….I’ve never lied to them!  On the other hand, the brothers helped me to understand that I was being called to a higher purpose.  There is something happening, John.  It’s happening as we speak, and it has been planned for ages.  Somehow, you are the channel…the center of whatever it is that Phleiss and his cohorts are planning.  Whatever it is, it begins with you!”  Seeing John’s reaction – or lack of one – Alec continued, “I do not blame you for your doubt….but look at it this way….if you trust me and you’re wrong…what will you lose?”

John mulled over Alec’s words.  He has a point, I reckon.  And what if he…or they – whoever they are – really can help?  No more nightmares…no more deaths…no more scarab…no more Pheliss….  

With a heavy sigh, John looked at the other man and said, “Right….I’m listening.”

“Marvelous work, Christian, truly exemplary!  I knew my faith in your abilities was well-founded!” Quinn gushed.

“Why, thank you Dr. Quinn.  I cannot tell you how very much your support and encouragement has meant to me over the years!”

With a wide grin and a twinkle in his eye, Quinn opened the bottom drawer of his desk, withdrawing a bottle of Macallan’s eighteen year-old single-malt scotch and two cut crystal tumblers.  “I daresay, my boy,” Quinn whispered pseudo-conspiratorially, “…it’s past time for a celebratory toast!”

Christian smiled broadly.  I just knew this would be my year!  The year I finally came out from under the substantially wide shadow of my uncle!  He watched with great pride as his supervisor poured two fingers worth of the golden elixir into each glass.  Capping the bottle, he set it aside, and, handing one glass to Christian, he raised the other in salute, “To a long and successful career here at the Institute, Christian!  Keep up your momentum, and I do believe this office will one day be yours! To your success!”  The two men tapped the rims of their glasses.

Sipping from his glass, Christian’s eyes widened in appreciation of the fine Highland liquor.  “Exquisite!” he exclaimed as though he were quite the connoisseur of fine single-malt liquor.

“Indeed!” Quinn agreed heartily.  Walking behind his desk, he took a seat and bid his protégé to do the same.  “Now then, tell me of your progress, and spare no detail!”

Christian leaned back in the overstuffed chair and crossed one leg over the other.  Propping the glass on his knee, he grinned confidently at his supervisor.  “I could not have asked for better results!”

“How fares the MK Ultra testing?”

“They have taken to it like a duck to water!”

“They?”

“Well, Harrison and Lennon most especially, but Starkey has been exposed as well.”

“Hmmm…,” Quinn sipped and savored the scotch.  “McCartney?”

“No….not yet, that is….although I don’t envy him his reluctance!” Christian chuckled.

Quinn smiled, “And why is that?”

“Based on what I’ve learned about John Lennon…?  He can be – shall we say – very persuasive.”

“Ah!  So….”

“I believe it is merely a matter of time and opportunity.”

“Splendid….and how goes things in the U.S.?”

“Let’s see….Stanford is focusing the testing largely in California and New York….mostly pop groups….communes….and the like. Gottleib’s sub-project - Operation Midnight Climax -  is starting to wind down though.  Earman’s ’62 report put too much pressure on the CIA.  The San Francisco houses are shutting down this year, New York’s will follow next year.”

Quinn sighed contentedly, “Ah, it’s just as well….it was a mad idea!”

“Do you think so?” Christian asked in surprise.  “I thought it was rather creative!  Securing safehouses under the CIA’s budget and establishing them as brothels?  How else were they to test the mind-controlling aspects of LSD on unwitting subjects without arousing suspicion?  I mean, it’s not as though these men were going to go to the police and tell them they’d been drugged by a prostitute, were they?  It was sheer genius!”

“I disagree, Christian, it was disingenuous…and dangerous.  That is the reason why CIA’s Inspector General recommended their disbanding three years ago.”

“Well,” the young man added cockily, “…even you must admit the trials provided us with valuable information.  After all,” he paused and lit a cigarette, “…it made Phleiss’ project with the Beatles possible!”

Quinn smiled enigmatically.  “It did…that, it did.”  He appeared lost in his own thoughts for a few seconds, then, brightening, he concluded, “Well, there you have it!   I have been suggesting for years that they needed to expand the subjects from prisoners, mental patients, and military personnel to the general public.  At least we now know how to manipulate the mind-controlling properties of the drug.”

“Oh yes, and an excellent suggestion it was, Dr. Quinn!”  Christian responded ingratiatingly.  “To that end, Stanford has secured the services of a former Harvard professor, a Dr. Timothy Leary.  His expertise and reputation will be invaluable for research and promotion of the drug.”

“How very proactive of them,” Quinn sneered sarcastically.  

“Just to be sure, however, they have also secured the services of a strange, quirky little fellow by the name of Kesey…Ken Kesey.  He and his bohemian group of followers have plans to travel the U.S. documenting their experiences under the influence on film.  They call themselves ‘The Merry Pranksters’!” 

“How on earth did Stanford come by these people?” Quinn laughed.

“Huxley, sir.”

“Aldous Huxley found these people?”  the supervisor asked disbelievingly.

“Not only did he find with them sir, but made certain they became known to one another…Albert Hoffman, Ken Kesey, and Timothy Leary….I suppose he knew he was dying and wanted to make sure each link in the chain was readied.  He did well, sir.  Their respective roles in the project will be integral to its success.  The Beatles will be the catalyst most certainly, but who will convey that to the masses, sir?  Certainly the group themselves cannot risk condemnation by ‘the establishment’ - as the younger people call them - blatantly promoting the use of these substances…not yet, at least.  In that respect, they will need mediators…well placed, influential mediators.”

“Ah!  These so-called mediators….This is where Leary and Kesey and his friends come in, yes?  Most clever of Huxley, I must say!  And Stanford may prove its worth yet!”

“Yes sir!” Christian agreed with a laugh.  

Almost as an afterthought, Quinn asked, “And these fellows – this Leary and Kesey - they will be protected…permitted to do their work unencumbered?”

Christian was already nodding in affirmation before Quinn finished speaking.  “Yes, Dr. Quinn.  They will left alone by the authorities….not so much as to raise suspicion – there will be an arrest here and there, but no convictions.  The CIA will ensure they remain unmolested.”

Inwardly, Quinn was near giddy with excitement, but outwardly, he maintained the cool, professional demeanor he was known for.  “Dare I ask if we established a target date, Christian?”

“Indeed you may, sir!”  Christian answered, pausing for effect. “The project will be primed by the summer of ’67.”

Quinn reared his head back in surprise.  “As soon as that?  Are you certain?”

“Oh yes,” he answered confidently.  “By that summer, marijuana will be as common as sweets on a Sunday, and LSD will be as revered as a religious experience!  If Lennon and the Beatles follow through on their part, MK Ultra will be in full operation by then.”

Quinn considered the project he’d facilitated for the past twenty years, recalling how he’d nurtured it from infancy in the aftermath of World War II.  Its goal back then was to provide western operatives with a more effective means of interrogation.  After all espionage and counter-espionage was running rampant throughout the world – a much despised, but necessary evil.  With funding and direction from the Illuminati, the MK Ultra project – and all the sub-projects that were its progeny – was placed in the experienced, trusted hands of the Tavistock Institute under the auspice of Dr. Reginald Quinn.  As time wore on, however, and each success was followed by another, a greater, more ambitious goal arose.  It seemed only logical, and they held the power to make it a reality.  Never again would the world be threatened with war on a global level….the Communist threat would be eliminated once and for all….religion and partisan politics – the most fundamental causes of conflicts everywhere - would be eradicated….people all over the world would enjoy peace and prosperity….a homogenous, universal human race….truly Huxley’s vision of “A Brave New World” realized….and he, Reginald Quinn, would forever be remembered and celebrated as the midwife who birthed it into being!  Phleiss will have kept his end of the bargain….this will be my legacy for all time!  Certainly, there are worse legacies than to be remembered as “The Father of World Peace”!

Quinn rose from his chair and went to the window, speaking softly, “And imagine it….four mere boys – from Liverpool of all places! - will have made it all possible!  They will have delivered the minds and hearts of the largest generation ever right into our hands!”

When they reached the landing following the climb to the third floor, John stopped and leaned on the banister.  “How much further?!” he asked between gasps.

Appearing only slightly winded, Alec smiled, “Only one more John, we’re almost there.”

“Christ!” the Beatle swore to himself as he pulled himself up the remaining flight of steep, worn stairs.

He followed the psychic to the end of the narrow corridor until Alec paused before a door and rapped his knuckles loudly against the faded wood.  The metal piece indicating the flat number that had once been affixed to the door was long gone, but, peering closely, John could just make out the outline it left behind:  “9”….he smirked at the irony.  When the door still hadn’t been answered more than a minute later, John said, “Perhaps yer friend isn’t at home.”

“Oh no, he’s in there.  It just takes him a while to get to the door,” Alec assured him.  No sooner had he said this than they heard the distinct sounds of the chain being removed from the door on the other side and the bolt being thrown open.  The door opened only a crack.  From John’s vantage point, he was unable to see the man on the other side, but noticed Alec lean forward and smile.  “I’ve brought a visitor, Nathaniel.  I’m sure you’ll want to meet him, and he…er, he has quite a few questions.”

The door then swung wide open and John found himself looking down upon a wiry old man with an infectious grin.  “Mr. Lennon!  This is indeed a surprise!  Come in, please! Both of you!  Here, Alec, take Mr. Lennon’s jacket please.”

“Er…it’s John,” he corrected, then, handing Alec his jacket, murmured, “Ta.”

“John it is, then….and, as our young friend here no doubt has already told you, I am Father Nathaniel Tremain….‘Nate’ or ‘Nathaniel’ as our mutual friend here prefers to call me,” the old man smiled as he introduced himself.  Despite his instinctive distrust of any and all authority – especially clergy - John regarded the priest with affectionate amusement. “Come, let us sit in the kitchen.  Have you had your tea yet, gentlemen?”

“Ah, no….I haven’t,” John replied.

Alec merely shook his head while he saw to the jackets.

Nathaniel clicked his tongue in disappointment.  “Well, let’s see what we can come up with, hmmm?  I must apologize, my friends,” Nathaniel talked over his shoulder to the two men as he led the way into the kitchen.  “….I wasn’t expecting guests so I fear it will be sparse board!”

“Whatever you have and can spare, Nathaniel, I’m sure will be just fine,” Alec declared.

“I didn’t come fer tea, it’s fine if we do without it,” John spoke sotto voce to Alec.

“It’s easier to just accept his hospitality,” Alec informed him with an exaggerated roll of his eyes.  “Believe me!”

After scouring his cupboards and refrigerator, Nathaniel threw together a meal of chicken broth, watercress and cheese sandwiches with sliced tomatoes, a bowl of mixed orange and apple slices, and, of course a large pot of tea.  It was a simple but pleasantly filling fare.  Over the meal, the discussion quickly and inevitably turned to Moephet Phleiss.

“How do ya know him?” John asked the other two men.

“I don’t,” Alec answered.  “I know of him, but I have never seen nor met him in person.  Nathaniel has, though, haven’t you?”

The grin had faded from the old man’s face.  “Only the once…and that was one time more than I should have liked!” he explained with an obvious revulsion.  “It was shortly after I had taken my final vows….I’d received my first post….a teaching post.  I was quite happy about it as well since it brought me back to Heythrop College where I’d spent many happy years in formation for the Society of Jesus – the Jesuits, as we are more popularly known.”  Nathaniel’s expression turned wistful.  “It was a wonderful period in my life….but then,” he added with a sigh, “…war started rumbling throughout the continent, and it wasn’t long until we, too, were at war.”

“So you met Phleiss while teaching at uni?” John asked.

“No, no…not then…not yet.  You see, after the war broke out, I received orders from my Provincial to report to the Fourth Light Calvary Division of the French Army.”

“You were drafted by the French?”  John asked in mild amusement.

Nathaniel chucked and clarified, “Not quite.…you see, the Jesuits, like many other religious orders, are global.  Unlike diocesan priests, who answer to the local bishop, we are ultimately under the auspice of our Provincial, the master of our order.  As such, we can be sent anywhere in the world, regardless of our nationality.  For me, as with many of my Jesuit brethren, it was France….largely because I was fluent in the language. The French Army was suffering terrible casualties, and sadly, chaplains were no exceptions.  In fact, my orders came precisely because the chaplain of the division was killed in action….a Frenchman…by all accounts, a likable young fellow by the name of Bardot.  Father Michael Bardot --”

John’s blood ran cold at the mention of the priest’s name.  “You replaced Father Michael Bardot?  Père Michel Bardot?”  

Alec and Nathaniel exchanged a worried glance.  “I did, John, yes.  Why do you ask?”

John gave a mirthless laugh.  “I’m going mad!” he exclaimed, jumping up out of his seat.  “That can be the only explanation for all this – I’m bleedin’ nutters, I am!” He frantically paced the tiny kitchen like a caged animal.

“John, please, calm yourself,” Nathaniel entreated.  “Sit and explain to us why this concerns you so.”

“Ha!  Concerns me?”  His tone bordered on hysteria.

Standing, Alec went to John and paced his hands on the other man’s shoulders.  Looking into his eyes, he spoke calmly, “John, I know you have been struggling with things that don’t make any sense.  You are trying to make all of these experiences fit your concept of reality and, understandably, you’re finding they don’t – they can’t, John, because they are not natural at all…they are supernatural…beyond nature as most people know it.   You are not mad, and we will not think you mad for anything you tell us.  In fact, we may very well be the only people you’ll come across who will believe you…who will understand.  This is why I’ve brought you here.  So, please, John, sit and have your tea.  When you’re ready, tell us then what it is about this dead priest that frightens you so.”

As Alec spoke, John stood with his eyes cast down and his arms hanging limp at his sides.  The cadence of the psychic’s voice – if not his words – served to lull John into a sort of stillness.  Mechanically, he moved to the chair and did as the other men bid him.  Taking a deep breath, he closed his eyes and said, “I met Father Bardot.”

“Met?” Nathaniel automatically asked in surprise.

John nodded.  “At Sacré Coeur – while we were playing at the Paris Olympia before the American trip.  We smoked ciggies and talked fer a while.  It wasn’t until later, when I went looking fer him, that I found out he was…you know…”

“Dead,” Alec finished for him.  Again, John nodded.

Nathaniel pondered the mystery for a minute, then asked, “What was it you talked about?”

Raising his eyes to the ceiling, John gave a smirk, and answered, “Good and evil…redemption…oh, and whether or not the devil was real!”  He gave a small laugh as he finished, shaking his head in disbelief.  “I actually had felt great after chatting with him….that is, until I found out he was a ghost or sommat!”

The three men sat silently, lost in their own thoughts for several minutes.  “Funny thing, that….”  John murmured.

“What’s that, John?”  Alec asked curiously.

“I recall thinking at the time – the time before I knew a dead man was giving me advice – that he was the second ‘Michael’ who helped me out after a go-round with Phleiss.”

Nathaniel leaned forward in anticipation, “The second ‘Michael’?”

“Yeah, there was an old German groundskeeper in a Hamburg cemetery who helped me out a bit after a bad night of Phleiss’ games.  I remember his name precisely because it din’t sound at all German, ya know?  It surprised me.”

The old man smiled, patted John’s hand, and sighed.  Leaning back in his chair, he said, “That’s the way our friends work, John….covertly.  They can not be too obvious or they risk impeding free will.  They can only advise and comfort in the guise of humans.  However, among the hierarchy, each one is endowed with a unique gift – a power, if you will - that can be called upon when needed…much in the same way some physicians specialize in their practice.  Beyond that, though, they can only be what they were created to be…messengers.  That’s what the word means, you know.”

“What word?” John asked in confusion.  “I don’t know what ye going on about, mate!”

“Angels, John!” Nathaniel exclaimed as though it were obvious.  “Angels and archangels. It would seem as though my old friend Michael has been paying you visits!”

“Michael.” John repeated dryly.

“Yes, that’s right,” the old man replied.

“An angel.”

“An archangel,” Nathaniel corrected.

“Ah…archangel, then,” John repeated.  “…and just what is his unique gift or power that he’s visiting me?”

Nathaniel looked at him in surprise.  “Don’t tell me you’re not familiar with the legend of Saint Michael!”

“Oh, he’s a saint now as well, eh?” John quipped sarcastically.

“Well, he’s recognized by the Church as part of the Communion of Saints, yes,” Nathaniel explained, ignoring the sarcasm.

“Communion of Saints?  Sorry Father…er, Nathaniel….but, ya see, I sagged off Sunday school quite a bit as a kid.”

“I see…,” the old man replied nonplussed.  “Well, the tradition is that it was Saint Michael the Archangel who bound Satan and cast him into hell….that it is Saint Michael to whom one turns when confronted with evil…there is even a very ancient intercessory prayer in the Church for Michael’s intervention in the battle against evil.”

“You seem to know a lot about this stuff yerself, Nathaniel!”

“Mmmm…I should,” he answered distractedly.

“Oh yeah?  Why’s that?”

“It’s what I do, John.  I’m a demonologist.”

“A dem --,” John started to repeat the word, but paused and stared disbelievingly at Nathaniel.  “Yer fuckin’ serious?”

“I am, John, yes,” he answered quietly.

John groaned and covered his face with his hands.  Running his hands through his long hair, he then leaned back in his chair, looking tired and defeated.  “Ya know, if I hadn’t seen things -  fuck, done things – that I have, I’d reckon yer were both barmy….but then I’d be barmy as well….Christ!  Perhaps I am!  I don’t know….”

The other men let him ramble until he quieted.  When several minutes passed and he’d said nothing more, Alec said, “We want to help you, John.”

“And why is that, Alec?  What do you care?”  Turning to Nathaniel, he added, “Or you,  fer that matter?” 

Alec and Nathaniel exchanged a knowing look.  It was Nathaniel who answered, “Because this isn’t solely about you, John.  It’s bigger than you know.  Much bigger.  You are only the beginning…the catalyst…the Adam, if you will.”

John looked at the old man quizzically.  

“When a demon of Phleiss’ ability gets involved, it’s not for the gain of a single soul…even if it’s the soul of someone of your considerable influence.”

“Well, what then?  What’s the bastard after?” John asked desperately.

It was Nathaniel’s turn to stand and pace.  “I told you I’d met Phleiss only the once.  In France.  During the war….”

“Yeah?” John prompted him to continue.

“The demon who calls himself Moephet Phleiss…?”  the old priest paused and looked at each of the two men sitting at his kitchen table.  “It was he who started it all.”

Glancing at Alec to see if he shared his confusion, John asked, “Started what?”

Nathaniel answered solemnly, “World War Two.”
