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The prison guard ran his night stick along the bars of the small cell, “Hey, shithead, you got a visitor.  Gussy up….ya got thirty seconds.”
The young inmate glanced up from the paperback he was reading.  “No problem, chief!” he smiled mockingly.  Tossing the book aside, he pulled himself up with an audible grunt and donned the denim blue prison-issued work-shirt.  Propping himself on the edge of the lower bunk he slipped his feet into his boots and tied them securely, whistling a random tune all the while.  He stood and went to the reflective panel that functioned as a mirror above the small sink, and ran a comb through his hair and beard.  Turning to the guard, he smiled broadly and asked, “Am I pretty enough, Kaminsky?” 
Already unlocking the cell, the guard rolled his eyes and swung open the door.  With a curt nod of his head, he motioned for the inmate to step out of the cell.  Long used to prison protocol, inmate number TI999 took two steps outside the cell door and stopped while the guard slammed the door shut.  Turning to his charge, he did a cursory pat down and frisk to ascertain no weapons or contraband were being brought into the visitors’ area.  Satisfied, the guard motioned again for the prisoner to walk in front of him as he escorted him to where his visitor awaited.
When the two reached the cafeteria-style visitors’ room, the inmate paused in confusion.  Though not expected today, he had reasoned his “visitor” was his mother or perhaps, his soon to be ex-wife.  However, the individual awaiting him was a man whom he’d never seen before, yet who looked strangely familiar.  Filled with curiosity, the young man slowly moved to sit on the bench across from the mystery man, his eyes never leaving the man’s face.  The perpetual smile the old man wore unnerved him, though he couldn’t say why precisely.  All he knew for sure was that he knew evil when he saw it, and, despite the appearance to the contrary, he knew he was looking at evil now.
“Hello, Charlie,” the old man greeted him genially.

Scowling, Charlie asked, “Do I know you, man?”

The visitor chuckled.  “In a manner of a speaking, Charlie, yes, you do….though I am afraid we have never met in person.”

Something in Charlie’s head clicked, warning him.  “You a fed?” he peered intimidatingly.

“A what?  Oh!”  The old man gave a lighthearted chuckle.  “No, Charlie, nothing like that….nothing like that at all.  The name is Phleiss.  Doctor Moephet Phleiss.  You may call me ‘Moe.’”  Reaching into his pocket, the old man withdrew a pack of Pall Malls.  “Cigarette?”

Cigarettes were like currency among the inmates, so Charlie brazenly helped himself to two.  

The old man’s smile broadened, and he pushed the pack across the table.  “Here, keep them.  I do not smoke.”  Charlie’s brow shot up in surprise, but before he could ask anything, the visitor had struck a match and held it out to light the tip of Charlie’s cigarette.  Afterward, he shook the match to extinguish it and slid the book of matches toward Charlie as well.

Blowing a plume of smoke, Charlie leaned forward on both elbows and asked, “So what can I do for you, friend?”

Again, the old man chuckled, much to Charlie’s annoyance.  “The question, young man, is not so much what you can do for me, but rather, what we can do for each other.”
His suspicion aroused, Charlie regarded the visitor warily.  In his experience, you didn’t get something for nothing in this world.  If an offer was laid on the table, it was because you had something someone wanted.  So what’s he after?  In his best Brando imitation, Charlie said, “I think you better explain yourself, pal.”

Much to the prisoner’s chagrin, the old man didn’t seem at all intimidated.  In fact, he seemed quite amused by Charlie’s reaction.  “Well, Charlie, that is why I am here.  I have a…proposition for you.”  Cocking his head to one side, he asked, “Would you like to hear it?”
Charlie didn’t answer immediately, choosing to wait a moment or two for effect.  Then kicking a leg up on the bench seat, he reclined back against the wall, and said, “I’m listenin’….”

Twenty minutes later, Kaminsky returned to the visitor’s area to find a much more subdued, reflective man than the cocky, brash hoodlum he’d escorted there earlier.  Standing at the door, the guard called out, “It’s time to wrap things up.”
Charlie stood and started towards the guard before pausing and turning back to the old man who was still sitting at the table.  “But, how will I know when?”

“You will know, Charlie,” the old man smiled.  “You will know.  Remember to look for the signs.”

As Charlie passed the prison guard, Kaminsky noticed the glazed look in his eyes.  If I didn’t know better, I’d say he was drugged or…or…hypnotized.  Charlie took a last glance back at his visitor, and the old man nodded slightly. Giving his charge a slight nudge in his back, the guard prompted him, “Come on, Manson, get moving.”

“Christ!  Where the fuck are they taking us?” John seethed.  “And where the fuck are Brian and Neil?  Or Mal or any of the others?”

Glancing surreptitiously at the police “guarding” the pop group, George leaned forward and whispered frantically, “Or our briefcases?”  

Understanding, Paul’s face blanched, “Fuck!” he swore softly.  Like George and the other Beatles, he understood the crisis they were suddenly facing.  Hidden within their ‘diplomatic’ carry-on bags was their “stash” – bags of marijuana and hashish.  In a country practically under martial law, getting caught with illicit drugs would most certainly carry the strictest of penalties….even for a Beatle.

Nervously, Ringo leaned in and whispered, “What would they do to us, d’yer think?”

Looking out the window at the passing city, John gave a derisive snort, and, shaking his head said, “I don’t know, Rings, I don’t know.”

Approximately five minutes later, the convoy of police vehicles and the limousine carrying the Beatles stopped.  Straining to see out the windows, the four struggled to determine where they were.  “I see boats!” Paul said with surprise.

“Boats?!” John echoed.  “What are we --”

John’s question was cut off when the car door was suddenly pulled open.  The police officer in charge leaned down and explained to them in his broken English that they were going to be taken to a yacht in the middle of the marina.  It seemed to John that every abuse – every humiliation – was followed by insincere assurances that “it is for your own protection.”
“Pardon me, officer, our manager and our road managers….where are they?  We usually all stay together,” Paul ventured politely.

“Your people will join you on the yacht,” the officer answered brusquely.

“When?” John demanded, prompting Paul to shoot him a glance of irritation.

John could have sworn the cop was sneering at him as he replied, “Soon.  Come,” the man ordered the four, gesturing impatiently for them to move.
Having no choice but to follow orders, the group filed out of the vehicle one by one and followed the officer to the small tender that would take them out to the yacht.  Huddling close together, they exchanged anxious glances.  Ringo spoke for all of them when he murmured, “I don’t like this….something’s off.”

Two miles out in the choppy waters of Manila Bay, the group boarded the yacht from the tender, taking care not to misstep as they negotiated their way from the small craft bobbing precariously beneath their feet.  When all were aboard, they were led to a cabin, their anxiety increasing as they noticed the numerous policemen lining the perimeter of the yacht, guns at the ready.  Upon entering the room, they were greeted effusively by their “host.”
“Ah!  Hello, Beatles!  Welcome, welcome!” he cried, shaking the hand of each band member.  “Welcome to the Philippines, gentlemen….and to my yacht!  It is my pleasure to provide you with some peace and quiet after your journey, yes?” he smiled.  Glancing at John, George raised an eyebrow at the irony of the man’s misperception.  “My name is Don Manolo Elizalde.  “Please, gentlemen, sit, sit!  Relax!  Alonzo!” he shouted to a young man who apparently was the cabin boy.  “Kumuha ng inumin para sa aming mga bisita!”   The boy gave a quick nod and disappeared from the room.

“So,” Paul broke the silence, “Mr. El --”  

“No, no, my friend!  You will call me Don, please!”  the man smiled again.  Ringo was struck with the thought that there was something not only false about the man’s smile, but something downright dangerous.  That old instinct for survival – the same instinct that kept him in one piece in the Dingle and in Hamburg – started to kick in. He remained quiet, but alert.

“Don, then,” Paul smiled nervously. “Er, anyway, we’ve been wondering where our ma- friends are….our manager and such.  We were taken from the airport in such a hurry, nobody told us where they were going or when they’d be joining us.”

Elizalde waved dismissively, “No concerns, my friends, your associates will be along shortly.”

“They’ll be brought here, then?” John asked suspiciously.

“Certainly!” he assured them.

“It’s only that, you see, Don, we usually don’t go anywhere without them and --”     

Paul was startled by Elizalde’s laughter. Glancing at the other Beatles to see if there was some joke he missed, he smiled nervously.
“You all seem big enough to look after yourselves, my friends!  I understand you need protection from the little batang babae – you know…. ‘aaaahhhh Beatles!!!!’” he demonstrated with his best imitation of Beatlemania.  “….but you have nothing to concern yourselves with here.  After all, very few of them have boats, I imagine, and even fewer can swim this far!”  he smiled widely at his henchmen as he said this, and they all laughed on cue.  Their laughter only served to increase the boys’ sense of uneasiness, which they communicated to one another with a quick exchange of worried glances.
Just then, the cabin boy returned with a tray of glasses.  Going to the Beatles first he offered the drinks of chilled lemonade all around the room.  For the first time since arriving in Manila, the boys found themselves appreciative. Unused to the tropical humidity, and the swarms of mosquitoes that were eating them alive, they’d been growing dehydrated without even realizing it.  When their host noticed how quickly they were downing their drinks, he snapped at the boy, “More inumin!”
The boy left and returned again within minutes, the tray fully restocked with fresh glasses.

“Er, Don, is there a…er, ya know…toilet I can use?” Ringo asked with a measure of embarrassment.

“Ah, yes, yes!  Forgive my lack of manners, I should have mentioned it before!  Just beyond that door is the head.  Toilets on boats are somewhat different than on land, so there are instructions posted to the back of the toilet.  It is not difficult, but just ask Alonzo for assistance should it give you any difficulty.”

With a quick nod, Ringo set his glass down and went through the door Don had indicated.  Once the door had closed, Paul returned to the subject of the group’s missing associates.  “Do you know just when Brian and the others will be arriving, Don?”

“Mmmm….it shouldn’t be long now,” he replied disinterestedly, the omnipresent smile never wavering.  

“So, are you the, ah, promoter fer the concerts at Rizal?” John asked.

“The promoter?” Elizalde asked in confusion.

“The fella who arranged fer us to come here to Manila,” Paul explained.

“Ah,” he nodded in understanding.  “No, I am not.”  He offered no further information, causing the three Beatles to look at one another questioningly.  One of the policemen came in and whispered something to their host. 
Just then, Ringo returned to the room.  Picking up his glass, he went and stood by John, and, while Elizalde was distracted, he murmured, “That small boat we were on is coming back this way.”

“Are they on it?” John asked quietly.  

“Hard to say,” Ringo answered.

After a brief exchange with the officer, Elizalde smiled graciously and informed them, “Gentlemen, I apologize, but I have some urgent business that requires my immediate attention elsewhere.  Alonzo will be laying out some food and further refreshments for your enjoyment.  Please make yourselves at home.  If you wish to have something a bit stronger than lemonade, please avail yourself of the bar, it is fully stocked, and if you require something beyond what Alonzo can offer you from the galley, Joe and Cesar will be most happy to accommodate you.”  
At the mention of his name, Joe smiled ingratiatingly, but Cesar looked the lads as though he would just as soon use them for target practice as lift a finger to “accommodate” them with anything.

“As I informed you, your associates will be along, but, if you would perhaps enjoy some female company for a while, the boys here will see to the arrangements.”  With a lecherous grin, he added, “I assure you, it would not take long.  The ladies can be here with ten minutes.”  Clapping his hands loudly, he continued, “So….I must be on my way.  It has been a pleasure making your acquaintance,” he said as he once again shook each Beatle’s hand, “….and perhaps we will meet again soon. In the meanwhile, relax and enjoy my hospitality.”

Not feeling especially grateful, but suspecting that it would only make matter worse to convey that feeling in any way, Paul answered for the group, “Yeah, er, thank you, Don.”
The other man grinned with satisfaction.  On his way out of the cabin, he leaned in and said something to the two men being left behind.  Observing them, John knew Elizalde must have been giving some sort of instructions to them regarding the four of them since both men glanced up at them as their boss was talking, and nodded.
Their host left the cabin, followed by Cesar and Joe.  Turning back, Joe said pleasantly, “We will not be long, but if you need anything, I will be right outside.”  

Finally, the boys were alone.  “What the fuck is going on?  I’m sure there was no mention of yachts on our itinerary!” George cried irritably.

Shaking his head in disbelief, Ringo added, “Yeah, well, if the look on Brian’s face meant anything, he was as confused as we were!” 

Shaking his head slowly, Paul replied, “I’ve no idea!”

John plopped onto the padded bench seat he presumed functioned as a couch.  “So, if this berk isn’t the promoter, who the fuck is he?  And what are we doing here?”

“And where is Brian and Neil and Mal?” George added hotly.  “I mean, are we under arrest or kidnapped --”
“Kidnapped?!” Ringo repeated fretfully.
“Well….I don’t know!  Do any of us?!” he asked rhetorically.

Paul chewed his nail apprehensively and offered, “Well, now, Don did say that Brian and the others would be here shortly,” but even he didn’t buy into his optimism.

It was nearly two hours later when Brian arrived with the promoter and Neil.  The manager was already shouting angrily before he’d even boarded the yacht.  Once they’d ascertained that the boys were unharmed, they herded them together and prepared to leave the craft.  John hung back from the small group.  To his right, he noticed a glass cabinet filled with numerous trophies, certificates, and photographs.  Each photograph depicted Elizalde together with various military and – John guessed – political officials.  Many John didn’t recognize, but a few, he did.  Elizalde with Marcos himself…Elizalde with Castro…Elizalde with…it can’t be!  John moved in closer and peered at the photograph.  There was no mistaking it….the eyes, the smile, the stature.  John knew that face as well as he knew his own….Phleiss!
“No, Cyn, I can’t say that I have heard the name before….not from George and not from anyone else either…sorry!”  Pattie poured the steaming tea from the pot into the two cups, sliding one towards Cynthia and the other towards herself.  “So, who is he anyway?” she asked as she added the sugar and milk to her tea.

Cynthia sighed tiredly.  “That, I don’t know.”

Pattie giggled lightly.  “Well, that doesn’t make sense, Cynthia!”

Cyn smiled patiently.  She like Pattie well enough and, in the nearly two years she’d known her as George’s girlfriend, she’d even grown quiet fond of the girl, but, whether because of youth or fate, Pattie didn’t seem capable of taking anything much seriously.  Cyn hid her smile as she recalled the time that Maureen rather unkindly summed up her impression of Pattie Boyd:  “Christ!  That girl couldn’t come up with a deep thought if she had two men on a shovel!”  Still, Cynthia needed to know if Pattie had ever overheard the boys talking about this Phleiss and, if so, how much she knew. 
“It’s just a name I’ve overheard,” Cynthia said dismissively.

“Oh!” Pattie commented and, after a second’s thought, added, “Are you sure it wasn’t Weiss.  You know…like ‘Nat Weiss’?  He’s an American….has something to do with the boys,” she appeared to consider this.
Again, Cyn had to hide her smile.  “He’s their attorney there.  No, I’m quite certain I’ve the name right.  Oh well, I just thought you might have heard, no worries.”  The last thing Cynthia wanted was Pattie going back to George and it somehow getting back to John that she asking questions about the inscrutable Mr. Phleiss.

As it was, John was growing more and more distant from her and Julian, and she had an imminent sense that time was running out.  She loved her husband and desperately wanted to keep her family intact, but she was at a loss as to what more she could do.  Since they first started coming around to Kenwood, Alec and Nathaniel remained as much a mystery as ever.  John had finally broken down and introduced them to her, and they’d even had dinner in her home several times.  Alec, a quiet boy…very polite, but a bit on the nervous side….Nathaniel, charming and gregarious…an interesting conversationalist….she’d often enjoyed his company.  However, all else aside, she still had no idea what these men had in common with John nor why the three of them should be spending so much time all together, locked away for hours at a time.   The only information, the only hint she’d ever been able to pin point was a name….Moephet Phleiss….and, try as she might, she’d been able to find little else.  Then, one morning the previous week, she’d been flipping through the newspaper when she came across a photograph of Nathaniel.  With increasing shock and sadness, Cyn read how the old man had been found dead in his burnt-out flat.  The article went on to describe how the entire building had been gutted in the conflagration, and that there was little more to do than to just raze it.
Pattie perked up and asked, “Have you any idea what his relationship to the boys is?  You know, how it is they know him?”

Cynthia started to grow uneasy with the way Pattie was taking too much of an interest and sought to squelch it.  “No, none. …as I said Pattie, it was just a name I’d overheard, that’s all.”

The other woman just shrugged in response, and Cynthia hoped that meant an end to any further mention of the subject.  In an attempt to capitalize on Pattie’s distraction, Cynthia pointed to a book lying open on the edge of the counter top.  “So, what book are you reading?” she asked, nodding toward the book.
“Oh!”  she exclaimed. “A friend of mine loaned it me….“Science of Being and the Art of Living”….it’s a about ‘TM’ – ‘Transcendental Meditation.’”  With another giggle, Pattie added conspiratorially, “It’s supposed to be better than LSD!”
Cynthia gave a half-smile.  She could never conjure the same enthusiasm for the drug as John, George, and Pattie.  “Sounds interesting,” she commented diminutively.

“Oh, it is!  It’s written by a maharishi – a teacher.  Maharishi Mahesh Yogi – he goes about the world lecturing and teaching how to meditate.  I’d love to meet him in person!” 

“Well, if he travels the world lecturing, the chances are probably good that you’ll have the chance one day.  I imagine London must be on his schedule,” Cynthia noted politely.

Pattie flipped through the pages of the book, nodding her head in agreement.  “You know, Cyn, I’d wager you’re right about that!”  Then, brightening, she added excitedly, “Hey!  Perhaps you can even come with me!” 
Oh yes!  This sounds exactly like something I’d like to do!  Cyn thought sarcastically. Still, if it’s better than LSD, perhaps it wouldn’t hurt John to look into it!  Smiling sweetly, Cynthia answered, “Mmmm, yes, perhaps,” and she finished her tea.

“So, do you understand your responsibility?” Quinn questioned authoritatively.

The young man rolled his eyes scornfully.  “It is not exactly – how do you say? - ‘rocket science,’ yes?”

Quinn found himself near a boiling point.  From the moment the young Greek had entered his office, he had displayed nothing but disrespect and contempt.  Had it been up to him, the Director would have given him the boot five minutes into the meeting.  Unfortunately, this was yet another of Phleiss’s arrangements, meaning that Quinn’s hands were tied.  All he could do was see that the boy was given his instructions and then monitor the progress of his assignments, moving him where the optimum use might be made of his particular talents.
“You’ll be working with Dunbar on this until --”

“When do we discuss my compensation, Dr. Quinn?” The young man interrupted rudely.

The older man glared at him disapprovingly.  Grinding his teeth so hard it made his jaw ache, Quinn lowered his voice menacingly, “Now you listen to me you filthy, long-haired, spoilt ingrate.  You will get nothing if you do not carry out your assignment to specifications….specifications, I might point out, that I am in the process of attempting to explain.  So, you’ll just shut your mouth and listen to what I am saying very carefully.  Do I make myself understood, Yanni?”
Tilting his head, “Yanni” squinted his eyes and regarded the Director closely.  With a wry grin, he asked, “When exactly was the last time you had it off, Quinn, eh?  With any woman?  Or man, if that’s your bag,” he laughed.

“Get out of my office! Get out before I have you thrown out!”  Quinn kept his volume down, but the rage communicated itself more than adequately in the tone of his voice.

The young man was moving, even as he continued to taunt Quinn, as much with his laughter as with his words.  “I’m only saying, good Director, that you appear to be incredibly uptight.  Perhaps a shag would serve you well.  No?  Ah well, if you change your mind….”

“You have your instructions….now GET OUT!” Quinn shouted, pointing at the door.

At the door, the young man stopped and turned back to face Quinn.  “One other thing, Doctor Quinn, if your sources are so impeccable, then they should have known that I am known as ‘Alex’ not ‘Yanni.’  You might want to have a word with them,” he said with a wink.  Then, the Greek made a show of bowing exaggeratedly at the door before he turned and left.  Standing at his desk, struggling to regain control, Quinn muttered to himself “Cocky bastard!”  After a moment, he reached out across his desk, and pressed the intercom buzzer for his secretary.  

“Sir?” came the scratchy voice.

“Yes, Branson, will you kindly get John Dunbar on the line, please?  You should be able to locate him at the gallery.”

“Yes sir!”

Quinn stood back and waited for the telephone call to go through.   I shouldn’t have lost my temper that way….I was only doing precisely what he was baiting me to do!  Foolish of me.  Still, I don’t like this arrogant little prick!  He’s trouble, a loose cannon….and now more than ever, we need people who can follow directions.
Not even two minutes later, the buzzer sounded from the intercom box on Quinn’s desk.  Leaning over, he pressed the button to talk.  “Yes, Branson?”

“Mr. Dunbar on the line, sir, as you requested.”

“Splendid!  Thank you, Branson.”  Then, pressing the illuminated button, Quinn picked up the receiver, and said, “Dunbar!  Your friend Mardas was here just now and is on his way back to you, I presume.”
“Yes, well, I expect him back this afternoon anyway.  Why?  Is there a problem?”
“Yes, I should say there is!  Mardas, himself!”  Quinn heard John groan softly and realized that the gallery owner obviously had some issues of his own with the brash foreigner.  “I don’t need to point out the importance of bringing him into line, do I, Dunbar?”

“No, no, you don’t Dr. Quinn.  I’ll just er, have a word with him.”

“You do that!” Quinn snapped.  Once the greater portion of his irritation subsided, Quinn switched the topic to another matter, no less important.  “I understand the final arrangements for the exhibition have been made.”

Relieved to discuss something other than Alex Mardas, Dunbar confirmed, “Yes.  We’ve heard back from the artist and the exhibition is set for November.  There should be no problems.”

“Splendid, John!” Quinn replied, sounding genuinely pleased.    “Your responsibilities are nearly fully discharged.”
“Can I ask, Dr. Quinn, what there remains for me to do?” Dunbar ventured nervously.

“Hmmm?  Why’s that?  Are you not enjoying the patronage of Tavistock, Mr. Dunbar?” Quinn asked facetiously.  

“It’s not that, sir, it’s just that, well….may I speak candidly, Dr. Quinn?”

“You may,” Quinn consented, curiosity getting the better of him.

“It’s just that I would like to know when this will all end….when I’ll be well and truly finished with all this…business.”  He paused, then added, “I’ve earned the Indica Gallery, Dr. Quinn…earned it by doing all that’s been asked of me and then some!  Now, you tell me that I’ve yet one more thing to do, and I --”
“Now, come, come, Dunbar!  One more task – a fairly straightforward task, at that - and you are done….The Indica is yours….and perhaps your former wife as well, hmmm?”
Quinn knew the buttons to push….John had never really come to terms with the fact that Marianne had left, and that she had since taken up with Mick Jagger.  He heard Dunbar sigh on the other end.  “Alright,” he spoke softly.  “What is it then?”

“An introduction,” Quinn responded shortly.
“An introduction?” Dunbar repeated quizzically.  “And just what introduction is so vitally important that Tavistock feels the need to go to such lengths to orchestrate it happening?”
Quinn paused to consider the wisdom of offering an honest answer.  Concluding there was no harm in it, he explained, “While she is here in London in November for the exhibition at the Indica, you will see to it that Yoko Ono has the occasion to make the acquaintance of our friend, Mr. Lennon.  That is you task, Dunbar.”
“And Mardas?  Is he to be part of this task, as well?”

Quinn grimaced at the mention of the Greek’s name.  “No.  He will fulfill another role if and when the need arises.  For the time, just keep him busy and out of trouble.”

By the time Quinn and Dunbar concluded their discussion, Quinn felt confident that things were proceeding well, although he still made it his business to track the activities over at NEMS, monitoring with special attentiveness both Epstein and Peter Brown.  Never again would he underestimate the ability of any interested party to make a connection back to Tavistock…or to him.
