Tanz Mephisto

(© 2007)


by Terri
Chapter Forty-Four

“It was bloody ridiculous, if you ask me!” Paul complained loudly to anyone who would listen.

“Aw, c’mon, Paul.  You know they were only doing it fer our own protection!” Ringo reasoned.

From across the aisle, George laughed.  “It was like being in the soddin’ army, it was!  I’ve never seen anything like it!”

While Ringo and Neil shared George’s amusement, Paul stubbornly remained sullen.  “First time in Japan, and we couldn’t even see any of it,” he half-muttered to himself.

“Well, now, that’s not quite true, Paul.  You did convince those coppers to take you around a bit,” Neil reminded him.

“Yeah, a bit,” Paul stressed.  “Until the bleedin’ press saw me!  At least John there got to go ‘round and see the city proper-like.”

Upon hearing his name, John snapped out of his reverie.  “Eh?  What?”

Rolling his eyes in exaggeration, Paul snapped, “Oh, go back to yer sulking, John!”

Just as John was about to reply, Neil interrupted.  “Yeah, but even John only got as far as the Oriental Bazaar and only because he stole --” 

“Oi, Neil, he borrowed,” Ringo teased.

Eyeing Ringo purposefully, Neil stressed, “He stole some bloke’s press badge and camera and pretended to be a photographer.”

John stared out of the small oval airplane window, lost in thought and oblivious to the conversation and activity taking place around him. Had anyone known what had taken place back in London while the lads were still in Germany, they might have realized that John was in shock.  However, he had told no one.  Who is there to tell anyway?  Paul?  As it is, he already knows too much!  John hazarded a glance in Paul’s direction and suppressed a shiver.  Christ!  I can’t have anything happen to him!  Not because of something stupid I did!  But he knew it was too late.  Whatever was going to happen had already been set in motion long before he even knew what Paul had done.  

Since the night he rang London from Essen, it was all he could think about, even as he had to go through the motion of touring and just being a Beatle.  Time and again, he revisited that horrible conversation.

The group and their entourage left Central Station and went directly to the Grugahalle where they were scheduled to give two performances….one that afternoon, another that evening.  Following their last concert, they would board the train again and leave for Hamburg.  For this reason, they didn’t check in to any hotel. 

As soon as they arrived at the venue and settled in, John sent Neil in search of a telephone which he could use privately, but it had taken longer to find one than expected. Then, when John managed to get a call through, the operator informed him that Nathaniel’s line had been disconnected.  She couldn’t say why.  With an eye on the clock, John put through a call to Alec’s flat with no more success.  “Your party isn’t answering,” the operator informed him.  Seething in frustration, John let it go for the time being and joined the others for their afternoon performance.  A press conference was scheduled to begin shortly following that show, and John sat with the others, growing increasingly agitated the longer he had to wait.

By the time the conference ended and they had something to eat, it was time to prepare for the evening performance.  Dressing in record time, John returned to the phone, only a half-hour away from having to take the stage. He put another call through to Alec’s flat and breathed an audible sigh of relief when the call went through and he heard the young man’s voice on the other end.

“Alec?  Alec?  Christ!  Are ya there?”  John yelled down the line.  The static was terrible, making it almost impossible to hear.

“John?  Is that you?” Alec replied in surprise.

“Yeah, yeah it’s me, mate.  Listen, I tried ringing Nathaniel earlier and was told his line’s disconnected.  What’s going on?”  John heard nothing but static answer him.  Fearing he’d lost the connection, he yelled, “Alec?  Are ya still there?”

“I’m here, John.”  There was something strange about Alec’s tone, though John couldn’t quite say what it was.

“I need to speak with Nathaniel, Alec.  It’s very important.  I must ask him something.”

“That might be difficult, John,” Alec replied flatly.

Taken back, John asked, “Why’s that?”

“Nathaniel’s dead.”

Standing motionless, John was struck mute for several moments.  Finally, he echoed in horror, “Dead?”  In a husky whisper, he asked, “What happened?”

“It was a fire.  The entire building went up like a tinderbox,” Alec explained, adding softly, “Nathaniel was inside.”

“Christ!”

“The other residents made it out, thank God.  Nathaniel was the only fatality.”

“Did they say how it started?” John asked, his voice now barely perceptible.

The Beatle didn’t know if it was his imagination or if Alec truly did hesitate before answering.  “That’s still undetermined.  It will be a few days yet before any ruling is made….but John?  There’s something you should know.”

“What?  What should I know?”  he asked nervously.

“Nathaniel’s neighbors recall seeing a man waiting for him.  He claimed to be a friend visiting London and told them that he was expected.  They thought no more about it as he was apparently able to unlock the front door and gain entrance to Nathaniel’s flat while he was as yet out and about.”

Alec paused and John prompted, “And….?”

“John, the man they described?  It  sounds like…him.”

John didn’t need to ask Alec to explain.  He could only be talking about Phleiss.  John couldn’t keep the defeat from his tone when he asked, “He killed Nathaniel, didn’t he, Alec?”

“Yes, John….I’m almost certain he did.”  A few moments passed while John sorted his thoughts.  The time for the concert was drawing precariously near.  Quickly, he said, “Alec, I need yer help.  Do you think you can meet me in Hamburg tomorrow?”

“What?!”  It was Alec’s turn to be surprised.

“I’m serious.  Something’s happened….and something worse may happen.  I need yer help.”

“What’s happened, John?”

“I can’t talk about it now, and certainly not over a telephone line.  Please, Alec.”

“Alright.  Look, here’s what we’ll do.  Ring me after your concert --”

“I can’t!” John practically whined.  “We’re going straight back to the train after the next concert.  It’ll be Hamburg before I get another chance to ring!”

“Alright, John, alright.  Calm down.  I’ll be there.”

But he wasn’t there….nor was he answering his telephone back at his flat.  The NEMS secretary John asked to be dispatched to Alec’s address returned with the news that his flat had been cleared out and was empty.  No one knew where Alec had gone.  Upon arriving in Hamburg, John had left word with the hotel management that he was to be notified immediately if Alec showed up….but he didn’t, and John still hadn’t heard from him by the time they’d left for Tokyo.  When a typhoon forced the boys’ plane to be re-routed to Anchorage overnight, John spent hours on the telephone, spending a small fortune in long distance charges trying to track Alec down, but with no result.  

Closing his eyes against the fear and anxiety, John tried to calm himself.  Where is he?  Unbidden, a thought invaded his psyche.  You know where he is, John.  You’ve known from the moment he failed to arrive in Hamburg.  John’s eyes sprang open.  Avoiding eye contact with anyone, he went back to gazing out his window.  Again, the feeling of intrusion swept over him.  He’s dead, John….Alec is dead, and you’re all alone now.

The young man accepted the third bowl with the customary bow of thanks, and added three spoonfuls to his plate before passing the bowl along.  The food, though not what he was used to was flavorful, filling, and, as was the custom, completely vegetarian.  Turning to his host and benefactor, he said, “I am most grateful for all of your assistance, Master.”

The older man stroked his beard and giggled lightly – a musical sound that never failed to bring a smile to Alec’s face.  Leaning over, he laid a hand on Alec’s arm.  “Later, we must speak privately.  You have a most difficult and challenging path before you, my friend. ‘He who seeks wisdom, shall find it,’” he quoted.

Alec nodded.  “’Knock and the door shall be opened,’” he quoted from the Christian gospel.  “It would be an honor, Master,” he replied respectfully.  “However, I am most concerned about my friend.  He is the midst of a crisis and was expecting me when the adversary set upon me.  He does not yet know that I am alive and well.  I should like very much to get word to him.”

“It is not yet time for him to know, Alec,” the yogi replied enigmatically with a kind smile.

“How’s that?  Why?”

“Your friend has set foot upon a dangerous path, but it is a journey he must make alone for the time being.  Along the way, he will be faced with familiar choices.  Will he choose differently this time or will he repeat his error?  This is his karma.”

“With all due respect Master, do you not think it prudent that he have an ally, someone of positive influence to keep him from making the same mistakes?”

The man’s eyes reflected a deep compassion as he answered, “It is difficult to accept, Alec, I know, but John must make this part of his journey alone.”

Alec started at the mention of John’s name, knowing full and well that he didn’t mention it.  Ah, but of course, this is a brother in the Fraternity….they would already know who he is…who we all are! Alec continued to try to persuade the yogi. “Master, it is just that his mind is clouded with confusion and fear, and he is therefore extremely vulnerable.”

“Is iron not forged in fire, Alec?” the yogi asked sympathetically.  “What appears at first glance to be cruel and unfair, will be revealed to be - upon closer inspection - just and wise, and yes, even benevolent.  Why, even your Christian saint - John of the Cross? -  he wrote of this solitary journey in his famous treatise, “Dark Night of the Soul,” did he not?  And remember too, that Jesus himself went out into the desert without food or drink for forty days and nights.  So too, in Hinduism, does the spiritual initiate seek enlightenment and God-consciousness alone and unencumbered.  In almost all major religions there is such a practice, and it is so because it cleanses us…prepares us, body and soul.  A vessel must be emptied of the vinegar before it can be filled with the new wine.”

“I understand,” Alec replied humbly.  “….but I fear for him, Master,” he admitted.

“Ah…you see?  This is where one’s faith is tested, my friend.  The most you can do now is to send him loving energy to strengthen him for the trials to come.”

“I see,” Alec murmured, realizing then that he had no choice but to do what the yogi said.  He only hoped the companion would not fail him, that he would keep Alec informed as to how John was faring.

Leaving the matter alone for the time, Alec smiled genially and said, “I must tell you how surprised I was to learn that a Hindu yogi is part of the Fraternity!  I thought it was all Catholic priests!”

The small Indian giggled again.  “A common misconception,” he indicated his dismissal of the idea with a slight wave of his hand.  “The Fraternity is constituted, Alec, by those who serve the Divine Light.  Some are Christian, many are not.  Some, my friend, profess faith in no particular religion at all!  But what we share in common is a sacred trust to keep those who would see the Divine light of love and life extinguished from attaining their goal.  To that end, it matters not by what name we call our Lord and Master.  For, in this, we are one…united, even in our diversity.  Of all different races and yet all members of one…the human race.  Likewise, does God go by a multitude of names, but united in one Godhead, one Divine Light.”

“Makes sense,” Alec concurred.  “Well, I thank you, Master, for offering me shelter and food, and, most especially, sanctuary and protection.”

“We will do all we can to keep you safe, Alec.  You, too, in your own way, are a servant of the Divine Light.”  Then, steepling his hands, the yogi bowed slightly in acknowledgement.  “The gift graces the bearer equal to the recipient, my friend.”

Alec grinned affectionately and toasted the guru with his glass of tea.  “Indeed.”

 The yogi smiled widely in response, and, bowing a second time, proclaimed, “Jai Guru Deva.”

Kitt Peak National Observatory

Sonoran Desert, Arizona  

“Eddie!  What the hell are you doing?!  You were supposed to have those readings sent out to Carl an hour ago.  What’s the hold-up?”

The young scientist made a rude gesture in response.  “Sagan can kiss my ass, Sam!  Jesus!  You’d think that if those fuckers in Cambridge are smart enough to build a super telescope, they’d be smart enough to figure out a way to transmit remote readings, but I guess they’re all too busy kissing each other’s asses to actually do something logical!”

“Talk that way, my friend, and you’ll never get that post at Arecibo!” Eddie’s friend and colleague laughed.  “So, what are you doing?” he asked curiously as he took the seat next to his friend.

Eddie tried to cover the paper in front of him, asserting, “Aw, it’s nothing really.  Just some bullshit my girlfriend told me about.”

“Yeah?  Which one?” Sam laughed.

“Fuck you, Hoffman!” Eddie smiled in embarrassment.

“So, come on, share.  I’m bored as hell and we still have five hours left on our shift, man!”

Fidgeting awkwardly in his chair, Eddie tried to dissuade his friend’s interest.  “Nah…it’s just some hippie astrological shit, you wouldn’t be interested.”

Sam popped another Milk Dud in his mouth and, putting his feet up on the half-million dollar console, said, “Try me.”

“Really?”  Eddie questioned in surprised disbelief.

“Sure, why not?  Doesn’t much look like the aliens are invading tonight.  We’ve got time.”

“Well, okay….but – look, man – this has got to stay between us.  Fuck, if Chris finds out I’ve been using the equipment for this, I’ll be a grad student the rest of my life!”

Sam laughed and swore a solemn oath he’d tell no one.  Eddie laid the paper flat against the console.  Sam thought that it resembled one of those fake antique maps he saw for sale in a tacky tourist shop on a recent trip to San Francisco.  

“Alright…see this?  This is what they call an astrological map, okay?  What I was doing was checking the placement of the planets, stars, and constellations….seeing if they match up with this here chart and tracking their trajectory.”

Sam looked from the map to the main console screen and back again.  “Okay, so they match up….so what?”

“Well, now, take a look at what’s written at the bottom.”  Before Sam had a chance to look at it, Eddie started to explain, “Last October, there was a conjunction of Uranus and Pluto – something that only happens every two hundred years.  Now, look here…this conjunction?  It takes place in the sign of Virgo.  Look at what it all means, Sam.  Uranus…it represents ‘freedom’…‘destroying the old to make way for the new.’  And Pluto?  Look at what Pluto means….‘to transform’ or ‘to regenerate.’  Whenever two or more planets conjoin, the effect of their power intensifies and focuses.  This happens in the sign of Virgo.  And look what it says about that….‘analysis,’ ‘communication,’ ‘service,’ and here, Sam….‘conducive to revolutionary ideas and activities, or to revolution itself.’

Sam stared at the chart for several moments longer.  Then, leaning back, asked, “I don’t get it.  So, what’s it supposed to mean?”

Eddie huffed in frustration.  “Come on, Sam!  Are you kidding me?  Look around, man!  Vietnam, JFK’s assassination, Selma…Mississippi…the whole Civil Rights Movement, the Cold War, the Watts Riots last summer….”  He stopped and stared at his colleague in exasperation.  “Jesus, man!  We’re on the brink of a revolution and even the stars are telling us!”

Sam said nothing for a moment, but, seeing how seriously Eddie was taking it all, he burst out laughing.  “Come on, Eddie, you don’t believe this crap, do you?  It’s all superstitious nonsense!  Some hippie sitting there drawing a map of the sky and saying it means this and that!  You’re a scientist for crying out loud!”

Eddie squirmed in embarrassment.  “Yeah, I know, I know, and I’ve thought of all that, Sam….I would agree with you….but there’s just three things I haven’t figured out.…three things that still bother me.”

“Yeah? What?”

Eddie cleared his throat and paused, wondering if he’d made a mistake sharing the information.  After all, it took him a week of researching and cross-researching to become convinced.  Can I reasonably expect Sam to believe this all in one night?  Keeping his eyes glued to the chart, Eddie said, “Well, the first thing is that, in all the astrology books I looked at – the serious ones, at least – the significance assigned to the planets and constellations are the same as what’s here on this chart.”

“You actually spent time researching this?”  Sam asked in astonishment.  When Eddie nodded, Sam urged him to continue.

“The second thing is that when I tracked the trajectory of each of the planets, I found that Pluto would be moving into Scorpio within a couple of months.”

“And that’s significant?”

Eddie nodded.  “The sign of Scorpio, Sam, is the sign for ‘destruction.’  Eddie surveyed the chart silently for a few seconds, then said quietly, “A revolution that ends in…destruction.  That’s where we’re headed.”  

The scientist was lost in thought when his friend asked, “And the third?”

“Huh?” 

“You said there were three things that bothered you.  What’s the third?”

“Oh, right, the third.  The third thing is….well….see for yourself….look at the year on the chart.”

Sam got up and leaned over the chart, bringing it closer to the light in order to better see what was written.  At first he didn’t see it at all.  It was difficult deciphering any of the writing at all due to the elaborate calligraphy.  Suddenly, though, he saw it and gasped.  “1766?!” he whispered and looked at Eddie in awe.  “But how…?”

Eddie was nodding his head.  “I know…I know.”

The two men silently stared at the chart.  “So, this isn’t a fake?  You’re sure?”

“I had it dated by the lab over in Tucson.  It’s for real, alright.”

Sam wasn’t laughing now.  Instead, he continued to regard the map, as he methodically tapped his pencil against the console.  After a few moments, he asked, “Did I ever tell you what I used to do?  Before becoming an operator, I mean?”

The young man blinked repeatedly.  “Uh, no, I don’t think so.”

Sam grinned wryly, “I was a rabbi.”

Eddie gaped open-mouthed, then started laughing.  “Get the fuck outta here!”

Sam continued to smile, knowing it was hard to believe.  “No, really, I was….had my own synagogue and everything.”

“Yeah?  So, how’d ya end up here?”

“Well,” he said, stretching in his chair, “…that’s a bit of a longer story.  Suffice to say that when my wife, Miriam, died, I had a…uh…crisis of faith, I guess you’d call it.  I’d always been fascinated with astrophysics…was even an amateur astronomer.  So, I went back to school.  Now, I have a doctorate in theology and a masters in astrophysics.”

“Damn!  You’re serious?”

Sam nodded, “I am.”

“Well, shi-it!” Eddie exclaimed.

“Listen, Ed, I have an idea.”

“What’s that?”

“Why don’t you let me make a copy of your map here.  See, I have a friend in London who I think would be really interested.  He might even be able to give us some further insight into its meaning and validity.”

“No shit?”

“Yeah.  He’s a really good guy….I think you’d like him.  So, what do you say?”

Eddie thought for a moment.  “Nobody here’s gonna find out, are they?”

“No!  No, of course not!  Why would they?”

Eddie shrugged.  “I guess that’d be okay…but I can’t let you take the original.”

“Oh, no, I know that.  We’ll just make sure we make a really clear copy.”

Just then, a low chiming sound let the two scientists know that the large telescopes outside were automatically modifying their positions as scheduled.  Sam noted the movement in the logbook while Eddie checked the screen to make sure the degrees were reflected properly.  

“So, who is he?” Eddie asked as he adjusted the screen.

“Who?” Sam asked, continuing to make his notations.

“Your friend in London.”

“Oh!” Sam exclaimed as he closed the log.  “He’s a priest…a Jesuit.  Tremain, Father Nathaniel Tremain.”

“A priest?!” Eddie laughed.  “Man, you are full of surprises tonight, Hoffman!  First, you tell me you’re a rabbi and now, you’re friend turns out to be a priest!  Jesus!  How do you know him anyway?”

Sam grinned indulgently.  “Ah, well, I guess you could say that we’re both members of a…brotherhood.”

Eddie seemed satisfied with the answer, and Sam grinned at the irony of the description he chose.  After all “brotherhood” is just another word for “fraternity.”

The Hamburg leg of the tour went even better than the boys had hoped.  They got to see most of the friends they were hoping to, and didn’t see the several acquaintances they were hoping not to.  The audiences, numbering just over five and a half thousand at each of the two shows, were enthusiastic and contained many familiar faces.  They’d heard there was a small riot outside the Ernst Merck Halle, resulting in the arrests of forty-four youth, but, beyond that, everything came off swimmingly.  By the time they’d returned to the Schloss Hotel for the night, they were all in high spirits.  Even John was able to suspend his usual melancholia and enjoy himself.  When Paul approached him in the early hours of the next morning, suggesting the two of them take a walk around the Reeperbahn district to revisit their old haunts – if only from outside – he was more than game.

He’d thoroughly enjoyed rambling nostalgically through the streets of Hamburg with Paul, trading stories, prompting each other to “remember when.”  When they’d finally decided to return to the hotel, John was feeling a renewed sense of camaraderie with his old mate, a feeling that had been muted by the years of their unparalleled success and Beatlemania.  As they walked the last block to the hotel, having drunk themselves sober and feeling exhausted but content, John looked over at Paul and thought, I love this guy!  I really do!  He briefly considered telling Paul, but was stopped by images of Paul mocking him as a poof.

Once inside, they’d gone to the room they shared, and, not wanting to be bothered to look for their pajamas, stripped to their underwear and fell into their respective beds.  Within minutes, they were both soundly asleep, snoring quite loudly.

Just as the sun rose, a shaft of light peeked its way through a gap in the curtain and right into John’s eyes.  Waking abruptly, he cursed the intrusion and turned over to go back to sleep.  When he turned over towards the side where Paul slept, the sunlight briefly flashed upon something, catching John’s attention.  Raising up on his elbow, he was about to move what he’d thought was Paul’s watch, but froze when he saw what was propped there on the nightstand, not even three feet from where Paul lay, blissfully unaware.

John’s eyes went wide as he threw off the covers and slowly rose from his bed.  It was no mistake…no trick of the light….it was there.  The scarab.

Unable to tear his eyes away from the cursed object, John didn’t even realize his legs had given out until he was on the floor, the tears running down his face.   Oh Christ, no!  Please….not Paulie!

