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Chapter Forty-Three

Nathaniel shuffled slowly and painfully up the last flight of stairs leading to his flat.  His arthritis had been flaring up badly, frequently rendering even the most ordinary task a challenge.  Reaching the landing of his floor, he paused, and, balancing the small bag of groceries on the banister, stood a moment, catching his breath.  As he glanced in the direction of his flat, he was startled to see a shaft of light coming from his door.  Perplexed, he hoisted the bag back into his arms, and very quietly made his way further down the hall.  As he drew nearer to the flat, his suspicion was confirmed – the door was slightly ajar.  Stepping back a bit, he paused and considered his next move.  I could just pop ‘round to one of my neighbors and ring for the police, I suppose. Certainly, I’m in no condition to fend off a physical attack, if it comes to that.  But…why would anyone want to break into my flat?  Unless….
Taking a deep breath, he braced himself and started creeping back toward the open door.  As quietly as he could, he bent and set the bag of groceries down outside the door.  Then, keeping just to the side of the doorway, he reached out with one hand and slowly pushed the door open wider.  He waited nervously for any response from within, but when none came, he cautiously leaned in and peered inside.  When he saw the man sitting in the overstuffed chair, holding a drink in one hand and a pipe in the other, he gasped in surprised.  His uninvited guest smiled at him and said, “Good afternoon, Father Tremain, please…come in….I have been expecting you.”
Nathaniel struggled to regain his composure.  Affecting an air of indifference he replied as he entered the room, “I rather imagine you would be, considering this is my home.”

“Ah, yes.  I apologize most profusely for the lack of decorum, Father, but I found the notion of waiting in the corridor most…unseemly.  This,” he said as he lifted the glass and pipe, “…seemed a much more agreeable way to pass the time while I awaited your return.”  He regarded the elderly priest for several moments before continuing.  “But…where are my manners?  I should introduce myself properly,” he stood without effort and walked over to where Nathaniel stood.  Extending his hand, he said, “I am --”
“Oh, I know who you are,” Nathaniel interrupted.  “…Phleiss.”

With a bemused expression, Phleiss lowered his hand and said wryly, “I take it my reputation has preceded me!”

“You could say that,” Nathaniel answered casually.  

“You have an interesting home here, Father Tremain,” Phleiss changed the subject conversationally.  “I would have thought that the Fraternity would have found you more – shall we say – suitable lodgings?  I mean no offense, mind you, only that I am surprised the brethren did not consider your advanced age and infirmity when they chose to house you in this firetrap.  A man of your considerable stature in their organization deserves a ground floor flat at the very least! Tsk!  A shameful way to treat an elder!”

Nathaniel sighed impatiently, trying not to show the other man any fear.  “Why are you here, Phleiss?  What do you want?”

“Dear me!  Has civilization sunken so low that we are to dispense with social graces all together?  You know, I recall a time when conversation was an art,” he said as he walked about the flat, picking up and inspecting the odd knick knack or book before laying it back down.  “….rhetoric, debate, persuasion…people would actually spend years studying these methods.  Why, I remember a young French girl – Jeanne-Antionette Poisson – she had incredible talent, a natural ability.  History places her at the court of Louis XV due to her beauty.  Hmpf!  The truth was, she was not exceptionally beautiful.  In fact,” he laughed, “she was really rather homely, poor child, but, what she did have was the ability to converse.  Why, she could convince you the moon was blue!  It is for that reason, no other, that Louis had the good sense to take her as his mistress, install her at his court, and make her a marquise…. forever to be remembered as Madame de Pompadour…courtier extraordinaire!”
“Splendid,” Nathaniel commented flatly, unimpressed.  “So, have you come only to reminisce then?”
Phleiss spun around and glared at the old man, leading the priest to wonder if the apparent offense was due to a lack of appreciation for his story or because Nathaniel had refused to be intimidated by the fact that Phleiss was evidently alive and well in the mid-eighteenth century.  After a moment, the other man smiled.  “Very well, Father…Nathaniel….if you prefer, I will come directly to the point.”
“Please do.”

“You and your psychic friend are interfering in my business.”
“Oh?  How so?” Tremain asked, feigning ignorance.

Phleiss smiled again, and shook his finger slowly at his old enemy.  “You have not changed, Nathaniel.  In all these years, you have not changed one bit.”

“Now, how could you possibly know that given the fact that, as you yourself indicated, we’ve never met?”

“‘Keep your friends close and your enemies closer,’” Phleiss quoted.  “True, we have never met per se, but I know you Nathaniel.  I know you the way you think you know me, and I am here to tell you that your interference ends today.”

“Is that so?” Nathaniel asked facetiously as he moved further into the room.  Taking a seat on the couch, he said, “You’ve still not told me what business of yours I am allegedly interfering with, Phleiss.”
The smile disappeared.  “Lennon.  John Lennon, Nathaniel.  He and I have a business arrangement that he is attempting, with your influence, to renege upon, and that simply will not be tolerated.  I have fulfilled my part of our arrangement, and now, it is time for our young friends to begin fulfilling his.”

Pretending to pick lint off his jumper, Nathaniel said plainly, “He won’t though.  The benefits of your arrangement are extremely one-sided.  He couldn’t possibly hold his own against the likes of you.  We, therefore, are helping him to level the playing field.”
“I see….and how do you propose to accomplish this…‘leveling of the playing field,’ hmmm?” Phleiss asked, amusement twinkling in his small eyes.

“Knowledge, Phleiss.  It’s a powerful weapon.  The boy now knows things that will empower him to throw off the yoke you imposed upon him back in Hamburg.  As frightened as he may be, you will not find him as compliant and passive as he once was.”  Looking the old man straight in the eye, the priest boldly asserted, “He will resist you, and together with Fraternity’s guidance, he will help stop you, just as I helped stop you back in ’45.”
Phleiss said nothing for a while.  Staring at Nathaniel with a strange, knowing smile, he began, speaking in soft voice.  “I will tell you something, Nathaniel….consider the information a gesture of good faith.  I am not concerned about young John resisting me.  In fact, arrangements are already in place to assure that John will rue the day he met you.  I can assure you, my old friend, when he returns from his world tour, he will be every bit as compliant and passive as I need him to be.  He will seek me out and beg to do my bidding.  You see, he will discover firsthand the consequences of crossing me. You see, our young friend is not without intelligence….like Pavlov’s dogs, he will learn from his mistakes.  All of your knowledge...all of the Fraternity’s knowledge…can not compete with the most fundamentally primal human instinct for survival.  John Lennon is mine, and I will not lose him.” 

Nathaniel understood….hadn’t Michael foretold it in that diner in New York?  “You, better than anyone, Phleiss, should know that no one is indispensible.  Rid yourself of me, and there will be another to take my place.”
Phleiss replied amiably, “True, my friend, but you alone are the proeliator  - the warrior…mentored by Michael himself!  No, Nathaniel, you are neither dispensable nor replaceable, regardless of what the Fraternity would have you believe.  Why, it will almost sadden me to lose such a worthy opponent…almost.  Unfortunately, you have proven yourself to be quite the nuisance, and there is far too much at risk – we are too close to attaining our goal - to have it jeopardized now.…I simply cannot afford to have my attention so divided, you see.  So, you have sealed your own fate.”
The priest sat in silent reflection for several moments.  Then, deciding to change tactics, he declared solemnly, “You will not succeed, Phleiss. Neither the Soviets nor the Americans have any desire to initiate global nuclear war.  I should think this would have become painfully obvious after your latest defeat in ’62.  So, using the conflict in Vietnam to bring annihilation to the world is nothing more than an exercise in futility.”
Phleiss’ smile broadened.  “Soviets?  Americans?  Global annihilation?”  He laughed, adding, “My dear Father Tremain, yet again you have grossly underestimated my intentions!”  Growing serious, he explained, “I will tell you this much….my plan is far more reaching in scope, far more insidious in nature.  Having a planet blow itself to smithereens?  Where is the skill in that?  The challenge?  No, no….humanity will ultimately destroy itself, but not by any mere bomb.  That’s far too simplistic.” 
Nathaniel considered Phleiss’ words.  Recalling all the evil Phleiss caused in World War II, he had to admit that the demon was right.  They had underestimated him.  Believing at first that his goal was the domination and subjugation of Europe, the Fraternity was taken off guard when they realized he was attempting to genetically create the perfect race…the Aryans….the Übermensch of Nietzsche’s philosophy.  Then, later, yet again, they were horrified to learn of the holocaust of the Jews, the elderly and infirmed, homosexuals and gypsies – anyone who threatened the racial purity and perfection of this “master race.”  Oh yes….we underestimated him then on several accounts.  So, what aren’t we seeing now?  He slowly raised his eyes to meet Phleiss’.  Again, the fiend smiled knowingly, and Nathaniel suppressed a shiver.  Dear God in heaven!  Deliver us from evil!
“You did what?!” John shouted with incredulity.  “Are you fuckin’ mad, Paul?!”

Paul sat, nervously chewing the nail of his thumb and glancing at the door to his suite, hoping like hell they couldn’t be overheard.  He knew John would be angry and upset, but it was the abject fear he heard in his friend’s tone that unsettled him so.  “Listen John, I just thought I could talk to him, ya know?” he reasoned.  “….find out what it would take to get him to bugger off.”

John glared at him in disbelief before launching into a rant, stomping back and forth in front of where Paul was sitting.  “You arrogant prick!  You daft bastard!  Did ya hear none of what I’d said?!”

“I did, John, yeah, but – I mean, c’mon – it’s a bit tough to swallow, yeah?”

John snorted in derision.  “Oh aye?  An’ do ya swallow it now, Paul?”

“I-I don’t know --” he waivered.
John threw his hands up in frustration.  “Even now?  Even after all ya just told me?  Yer investigator murdered in Hamburg?  A dead girl turning up on yer doorstep pretending to be Phleiss’ grandaughter?”

“Well now, John,” Paul countered, attempting to placate his friend, “….we don’t know fer sure she was ever really dead, do we?”

Once again, John just stared at Paul in disbelief.  “I don’t believe me ears!” he muttered.

“Well, it seems like it would be easy enough to find out if she actually did top herself --”

“Oh, I’ve no doubt of it,” John declared ominously.  “Unfortunately, Paul, she’s the least of yer worries now.”

“What do yer mean?” Paul asked in confusion.
“Paulie,” John stressed adamantly.  “He knows.  Phleiss knows now that yer on to him.  Christ!”
Paul wanted to dismiss the whole conversation as a symptom of John’s paranoia, but there were too many unknowns for him to comfortably do so.  The two men lapsed into silence, each lost in his thoughts….John, holding his face in his hands; Paul, staring out the out the train window, watching the German countryside pass as they made their way from Munich to Essen. 
What was I thinking?!  It was a mistake to tell John now.  It’s just that – well, God knows what’s going to happen when we get to Hamburg….Still,  I should’ve told him before we left for the tour.
After several minutes, Paul gathered the courage to speak what was foremost on his mind.  “You think he’s going to be coming after me now, don’t you?” he asked softly, the quiver discernable in his voice.

John didn’t move.  “No,” came the muffled response.

“No?” Paul echoed in surprise, disturbed at the relief he felt flood through him.

“No,” John repeated decisively.  Raising his head and looking directly into the other Beatles’ eyes, he clarified, “I don’t think he’s coming after you, Paul, I fucking know he is.”
Paul couldn’t tear his eyes away from John’s until the two were interrupted by an insistent knocking at the door.  “Who is it?” Paul called out.

“Brian!”

John leaned over and opened the door, stepping aside to allow Brian to pass. The surly expression he wore told them that whatever news he was there to share, it wasn’t good.
“’lo, Bri,” Paul quietly greeted him.  John merely nodded at the manager.

“Lads…alright?”  Brian responded, uncharacteristically terse.
Paul was about to reply when John anxiously interjected, “What is it, Brian?  What’s wrong?”
Ignoring the question, Brian informed them, “I’ve asked Peter to fetch George and Richard as well.  They should be along momentarily.”

John interrupted the ensuing silence.  “So?”  John prompted the manager.

“Let’s wait until the others are here, John.”

John grunted his dissatisfaction, but made no protest.  

Within minutes, the tumult of noise in the outside corridor announced that Peter had arrived with the remaining Beatles in tow.  Brian opened the door even before they’d had a chance to knock.  Peter walked into the room, greeting both John and Paul quietly.

“Pete,” Paul acknowledged with a curt nod.  He looks even more grim the Brian!  What the fuck is going on?  .  

Peter approached Brian and said, “I’ve got the dispatch, Brian.”

“Splendid….thank you Peter.”  
Once all four Beatles were settled, they looked at their manager expectantly.
Brian wasted no time.  “I’m afraid I’ve received some rather disturbing news, boys.  While in Munich, I received notification from our office that we’ve received a telegram forwarded from the British Embassy in Tokyo concerning your scheduled appearance at the Nippon Budokan Arena.”  He paused and extended his hand toward Peter who pulled the dispatch from his attaché.  The boys used the moment as an opportunity to look at one another in bewilderment.  
“The telegram was originally sent to Whitehall from the Charges d’Affaires, Dudley Cheke – I imagine we’ll be meeting him in Tokyo, especially under the circumstances --”

Growing impatient, John snapped, “And what ‘circumstances’ are those exactly, Brian?”

“If you’ll just listen, John, I’m trying to tell you,” Brian came back with exaggerated patience.  Waiting for a sign from John that he should continue, Brian did just that when John waved for him to go on.  “At any rate, it appears that there are certain, er, people, who do not want the Beatles playing the concert at Budokan.”
Suddenly, he was assailed with a barrage of angry questions.

“Why the fuck not?”

“Oi, it’s them who invited us!”

“Fuck ‘em, I say let’s cancel then!”

“What problem can they possibly have with our concerts being scheduled there?”

Peter furtively glanced at Brian.  Knowing the man better than most, he recognized all the signs pointing the fact that his friend - and sometimes lover - was caving to the stress of his responsibilities.  This latest controversy could well prove to be Brian’s undoing.  Peter knew that the young manager was already riding the roller coaster of drug use just to function…uppers, downers, and everything in between. Too many more, and he may very well do himself in!  Stepping up, Peter attempted to explain to the boys the precise nature of the conflict.  “Since the hall was constructed two years ago for the Olympics, it has been viewed as a sacred place of traditional Japanese martial arts.  There are certain…er…groups who feel that bringing something as frivolous as a pop group – and a foreign pop group at that – is an insult…a sign of disrespect.”
“You must be joking!  It’s them who asked us!  We didn’t ask to go there, we just agreed!”  George asserted to the others’ agreement.

Removing a clean white handkerchief from his pocket, Brian nervously patted his forehead and offered, “Well, yes, and I have already contacted Mr. Nagashima – the promoter – and he has assured me that every precaution is being taken to safeguard you all against any potential harm.”
“Pardon me?” John asked mockingly.  “‘Potential harm’ from what?”

The other three turned their heads in unison from John to Brian, waiting for an answer with eyes wide.

“Er, from these…well, these groups of which Peter has spoken.”

“An’ who are these groups, Brian?  Why come after us?” Paul asked seriously.

“Fanaticists, Paul….pro-military, Japanese purists who feel that a foreign rock and roll group – especially one of your popularity – would desecrate what they regard as a sacred shrine.”

“There is also some clamouring that you will corrupt the Japanese youth,” Peter added with a sly smile.  It wasn’t the first time the group had heard that charge before.  

“Well, I say fuck ‘em!  Let’s just pull out then,” George reasoned, reclining back on Paul’s bed.

“What about the fans though, George?” Ringo asked sympathetically.  “It’s them who’ll be doing without.”
“Sorry, Rings, but no fan is worth me life or limb, mate,” George replied with a sardonic laugh.

“I don’t think we should,” Paul said slowly.

George shot up half-way to see Paul past where John sat.  “How’s that, then?” he challenged.
Paul shrugged.  “It’s what they want, isn’t it?  They want to scare us off.  I say we don’t give in.”

“John?” Brian asked the only Beatle who hadn’t weighed in yet.  

Looking at Paul thoughtfully, John slowly nodded his head.  “I think Paul’s right.”  He could hear George whistling his frustration through his teeth as he laid back down.

“Well, George?” Brian turned to the youngest Beatle.  “What do you say now?”

“I say I’ve fuckin’ well had enough of this touring shit!” he griped.  After a moment, he huffed audibly and said, “If you want to do it, I’ll go along….but if I get killed, I’m never speaking to any of ya again!”

It was enough to break the tension in the room.  “I can live with that,” John answered with wry grin.

“Right, then!” Brian exclaimed with a clap of his hands and a small smile.  “That’s it….we go.  I’ll let the promoter know.”
Peter had to smile to himself at the relief he saw on Brian’s face.  I s’pose he really was worried that they would back out of their contract.  Well, five shows could cost a considerable amount, I reckon.  It took a few minutes for Peter to realize that he was finally alone with the boys.  There might not be another opportunity, so he decided to take his chance.  With a nervous glance at the door, he pulled a chair closer to the large bed where the four were sprawled out.  It was one of the perks of this German tour that the lads and their entourage were permitted the use of the train used by the Queen the previous year.  In a rare treat, each boy was given his own suite, decorated luxuriously with every amenity one could possibly think of.

Seeing what Peter was doing, the group stopped talking and looked at him expectantly.  “Listen lads, there’s something I want to ask you, but it’s, ah…a bit sensitive.  I wouldn’t want Brian knowing I was asking, you see?” he stammered nervously.

“What is it, Pete?” Paul asked in an equally soft voice.

“Er, have any of you ever heard of a fellow named Quinn?  Reginald Quinn?” he asked haltingly.

They each looked at one another, shaking their heads or shrugging.  “No, Pete, I don’t think so.  Why?”  Paul continued to speak for the four.

Instead of answering, Peter pressed, “How about “Tavistock”?

Once again, the group came up empty.  “Here, Pete, what are ya on about?” John demanded.  “Whose this Quinn and what’s a Tavistock?”

“Yeah, and why don’t ya want Brian to know?” Paul added.

Peter looked dismayed.  Shaking his head, he told them as much as he dared.  “Reginald Quinn works for Tavistock.  It’s a sort of center that studies human behaviour.  The thing is, there’s rumours that some of the things they’re doing there is about controlling human behaviour --”

“Brainwashing, ya mean?”  John asked.

Peter nodded and went on.  “Anyway, Alistair came to me very concerned about this Quinn bloke, claiming his hand was in all of your business from the start --”

“Our business?!” George exclaimed.

Again, Peter nodded in confirmation.  “Not everything, mind you, but the important things --”

“Like what?” John interrupted again.

Peter ticked off the list.  “Oh, well…let’s see….your appearance at the Palladium and the Royal Variety Shows, Sullivan’s, the MBE’s, Shea, among others.”
Speechless, the boys looked at one another in shock and confusion.  “What does it mean?” Paul wondered aloud.

“There’s something else…,” Peter said.  “….I’m fairly certain Quinn is somehow involved with this tour as well….well, the Philippines, at least.”

“Why d’yer say that?” Ringo asked.

“Alistair.  He overheard a telephone conversation between Brian and someone he believes to have been Quinn.  Lads, the Manila wasn’t originally on your tour schedule.  Brian was ordered to add it.”

Four pairs of eyes started blankly back at him.  Paul had reached his limit.  This was one mystery too many.  It was time to come back to reality and reason. “Ah, but Pete, what proof do you have fer all of this?  I mean, it’s just Alistair saying it, yeah?”

Peter was shaking his head before Paul had finished speaking.  “No, Paul.  I don’t think so.”  Pausing for a moment as if he were mentally debating with himself, he continued, “I went to see this Quinn myself.”

All four boys exploded with questions simultaneously.  Looking at the door nervously, he anxiously hushed them.  The last thing he wanted to do was to alert Brian and have him return.  Thankfully, the lads realized this and calmed down.  When the room was quiet again, Peter stressed, “Listen, Brian mustn’t know any of what I’ve told you.  It would be my head and my job as well….along with Alistair’s.  I’ll answer your questions, but we must stay quiet.”
“Right.  What did ya say to this Quinn?”  Paul asked.

“More than that, what did he say to you?  Who he fuck is he, and what has he to do with us?”  John asked.  In the back of his mind, a growing fear had taken root that “Quinn” could very well be an alias for “Phleiss.”

“I went to the Tavistock Institute and got in to see Quinn.  He was about to send me away as I had no appointment, but – listen to this – the moment he heard that I was there to talk to him about Brian, he not only agreed to see me, he told his secretary that we were not to be interrupted.”  Shifting forward in the chair, Peter grew more and more animated as he continued with his story.  “So, I get in, see?  And after exchanging all the pleasantries --”
“As you do --” Ringo prompted.

Peter nodded and kept speaking.  “He asks me what he can do for me?  I tell him straight off that I want to know what his involvement with Brian and the Beatles is all about, and he looks at me really queer-like and asks me, ‘Who are you exactly, Mr. Brown?’  So I tell him I’m Brian’s friend and business associate at NEMS, and do you know what he asks me next?”
The boys shook their heads slowly, engrossed in the narrative.

“He asks me if Brian knew that I was coming to see him.  Now, doesn’t that seem rather off to you?  As though it’s all a big bloody secret and all.  Anyway, making a long story short, he tells me that Tavistock approached Brian because they wanted to study the effects of Beatlemania upon British youth or some nonsense like that!  Lads, I’m telling you, Quinn was lying through his teeth.  Why should he lie if he’d nothing to hide?”

The boys said nothing for several minutes, then finally, Paul offered, “Well, Pete, I reckon it’s not out of the question that they might be doing exactly what they said.  I mean, ya said yerself that they study behaviour, right?  It doesn’t seem all that unusual that are studying the mania, right?”  He looked around at his band-mates who all seemed to be in agreement.  “So, there ya are!” Paul concluded almost apologetically.
George stood and stretched.  “I say there’s nothing to worry yerself over, Pete.  Alistair has got ya convinced things are happening that aren’t, ya know?”

Peter didn’t know, but kept his thoughts to himself and just nodded dejectedly.  George patted his shoulder as he left the room.

Ringo shortly followed suit.  “I’m knackered fellas.  I think I’ll have a bit of a kip before we arrive…might be the last chance I get.”  Passing Peter, he added, “We appreciate ya looking out fer us, Pete, we do.”  Then he, too, was gone, leaving only John and Paul.

Paul breathed a sigh of temporary relief.  He still had the thugs in Hamburg to worry about.  How many of them are going to show up wanting special ‘favors,’ I wonder?  Also, there was now the concern over what they could expect to happen in Tokyo, and, of course, there was still the uncertainty about Phleiss.  But at least this Tavistock business looks like it’s nothing to worry over!

John wasn’t so sure.  Some nagging doubt remained.  His worry wasn’t so easily assuaged, even though he’d gone along with the other three.  I’ll ring Nathaniel from Essen and see what he makes of it.  If anyone would know, he will.

For his part, Peter felt deflated.  He had failed to convince the boys that his concern – and Alistair’s – was legitimate.  He prided himself on being a good judge of character, and every instinct he possessed told him that Quinn had been lying.  It wasn’t merely my imagination….the prick seemed relieved to discover I didn’t know more than I did!  He’s hiding something, he is! Perhaps I should just confront Brian.  Shifting his gaze out the window he noted that they were well into a more urban area.  It wouldn’t be long now before they arrived in Essen.  Sighing, he stood and addressed the two remaining Beatles.  “Well, thanks for listening, boys.  I really would be grateful if you wouldn’t say anything to Brian….not just yet anyway.”
“Of course not, Pete,” Paul assured him

With a nod, Peter headed for the door, but stopped short when overheard Paul saying to John, “Fer a moment, I thought he was talking about Phleiss.”
John nodded distractedly.

Turning back slowly, Peter asked, “Did you say ‘Phleiss’?”

John sat up slowly, and peered intensely at the assistant, and it felt like an eternity before Paul could find a voice to answer.  “Y-Yeah, why?”

“As I was leaving Quinn’s office, another young man – not the secretary who announced me – someone else….he approached Quinn and said, ‘Phleiss wants you to ring him immediately, it’s vitally important’ or something to that effect. This young man appeared to be quite insistent…and nervous. I had the feeling that this Phleiss must be Quinn’s superior or something.”  
Neither Beatle spoke, nor did they look at him or one another, but sat in stunned silence.  Noticing the way they’d both blanched, Peter felt a sense of growing panic.  Everything changed at the mere mention of this Phleiss’ name.  But why?  “Who is he?” he asked anxiously.
Paul looked at John and something seemed to be communicated across the silence.  John shook his head slowly.  “Just someone we used to know in Hamburg,” John replied curtly.
He’s lying, Pete thought.  Look at the way Paul shifted his eyes…as if he knows John is lying and feels guilty.  Still, if this Phleiss is connected to Tavistock, and the boys know him, why should they be lying to me now? More hurt than angry, Peter nonetheless acted indifferent to the response. “I see,” he replied coolly.  “Well, lads, I’d best find Brian and see what needs taking care of before we arrive.  You should get some rest, we’ll be arriving in Essen soon.”  
He was out the door before either one could respond.  “We could have told him, ya know,” Paul said hotly.

“We couldn’t,” John countered quietly, unable to keep the resignation from his voice.

“Why not?”

Turning toward the other man n exasperation, he cried, “Paul, do ya still not understand?”  

John couldn’t bring himself to say the words, so Paul said it for him.  “Right.  ‘Things happen to people who know.’”

John didn’t respond, but just glared at him pointedly.

Paul’s fear translated itself into anger.  “Fer Chrissakes, John!  Nothing’s going to happen to me!  Just as nothing would happen to Pete if we’d just told him the truth, or are ya really so ignorant as to think that he doesn’t know yer lying?!  I’m sick of this, ya hear?  Just because there are some things that we don’t understand because we don’t know the facts, doesn’t mean this Pheiss is the dev-- …who ya say he is!  He’s fucking with yer head, mate, and yer letting him!”

John stood and walked to the door.  For a moment, Paul thought he was just going to leave, but, with his hand still on the doorknob, John turned back and said, “I know yer scared, Paul.  I am too, but don’t give up.  We haven’t lost the fight yet.”

Paul stared at his old friend with incredulity.  John went through the door and shut it softly behind him.

Entering his own suite just next door, John went and leaned up against the wall, gazing out the window.  Checking his wristwatch, he calculated how much time remained before they arrived in Essen.  In his vulnerability, he felt a desperate need to get to their destination, find a telephone, and ring Nathaniel.  Perhaps, I should even ask him and Alec to join us. I don’t fancy going to back to Hamburg on me own.  Shifting his gaze back to the window, he absently touched the scar through the thin cotton of his shirt with one hand, while he felt for the scarab in his pocket with the other.  
There was no denying it.  Even before Paul had told him what he’d done, and Brian told them about the trouble Tokyo.  Even before Pete’s revelation about Tavistock, he sensed that something had changed…grown darker…and was beginning to converge, and he felt helpless in the onslaught of whatever it was that was coming.  With thoughts of Stu and Paul, John hung his head and did something he hadn’t done since he was just a young lad…he prayed.
