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Chapter Forty-Six
July 17, 1966

SAIGON (AP)-U.S. Marines and government troops slashed at Communist units just south of the 17th Parallel Saturday and again Sunday while fresh waves of U.S. jets sought out missile silos, truck convoys and other targets north of the border.  Helicopters supported a task force of several thousand men in a sweep called Operation Hastings, launched at dawn Friday. 

July 24, 1966
LONDON (AP) — "Americans get out of Viet Nam!"  The familiar rallying cry continues to be shouted by chanting crowds as protest demonstrations increase both in the U.S. and around the world….The notable increase in protests, strikes and sit-ins this summer are believed to have been aggravated by the arrests of the ‘Fort Hood Three,” three army privates who were arrested following their refusal to deploy in Vietnam, calling the war "illegal and immoral" as well as the arrest of heavyweight boxing champion Muhammad Ali, formerly known as Cassius Clay, who has declared himself a ‘conscientious objector’ and has refused to go to war.
"Christianity will go. It will vanish and shrink. I needn't argue with that; I'm right and I will be proved right. We're more popular than Jesus now; I don't know which will go first - rock 'n' roll or Christianity. Jesus was all right but his disciples were thick and ordinary. It's them twisting it that ruins it for me."
John Lennon

Original interview March 4, 1966, The London Evening Standard

Reprinted July 29, 1966, Datebook
“Are you quite certain?” Brian asked despondently, his head in his hands.
Tony looked at Epstein sympathetically.  One couldn’t pay me enough to do his job!  the press officer thought to himself, suppressing a shudder.  After all, he knew how serious things had turned in America, he’d seen the articles and interviews.  “I’m afraid so.”

Pushing away from his desk, Brian leaned back in the chair, looking everywhere but at Tony, “Well, then, there’s only one thing for it.  I’ll have to go to America myself and see if I can’t put things right.”  He caught the other man’s grimace out of the corner of his eye.  “What?  Have you a better suggestion?”

Tony sighed heavily knowing that Brian wasn’t going to like what he had to say.  “Brian, I really don’t see this…situation coming to any sort of real resolution with anything less than a clear, full apology from John himself.”

As Tony suspected, Brian flew into a tantrum.  “Apology?!” he shouted as he shot up out of his chair.  “And precisely what is it he should apologize for, Tony?!  You heard him!  They’ve taken everything he’s said and twisted it.  Why should he have to apologize?!”
Choosing his words carefully, Tony struggled to keep his tone even as he answered, “Because they’ve a tour coming up in a matter of weeks, Brian, and their very lives are being threatened….that’s why.”

Brian stopped pacing and stood frozen as though someone had slapped him.  The reality of what awaited the boys in America finally getting through to him.  “Their lives?” he repeated in whisper.

Tony nodded.  “The publicity, the radio bans, the burning of LP’s and books and such….that’s all one thing, but we’ve received threats, Brian, and we can’t afford to pretend they’re not serious…not real.  It’s America, Brian!  Everybody is running about with guns there!  Why, the KKK has already made threats against the boys in no fewer than six cities on this tour…so far.”  Tony waited, gauging the manager’s reaction before continuing.  “It’s John they need to hear from, and the only thing they want to hear is ‘I was wrong, I’m sorry.’”

After a moment, Brian slowly started to nod his head.  “Yes…I understand what you’re saying, Tony, but….he won’t do it.”
“You must convince him that he’s no other choice, Brian.”

Brian gave a helpless laugh.  “How?”

Tony went and stood directly before him, and, keeping his gaze steady, replied, “Just tell him the truth.  If he doesn’t do this, he is risking not only his life, but the lives of the other three as well.  Tell him that, Brian.”

“I don’t see what all the fuss is about,” George said sullenly.
“Ah, fer Chrissakes, George!  It’s the south, isn’t it?  The same folks who insist on segregation…who lynch folks….who shot Kennedy!  They don’t need a reason!” Paul cried.

The youngest Beatle shrugged.  “Then I think we just should cancel our concerts there.  To tell yer the truth, I wouldn’t mind canceling the whole bleedin’ tour!”

“What about the money, George?” Ringo asked pragmatically.  The group had the very same discussion on the flight from Manila to New Delhi.  The cost of paying off the promoters would be astronomical.  Canceling the American tour simply wasn’t a viable option.
George waved dismissively.  “I’d pay!  It would be worth it just to have done with it all!”

“It’s not right,” Paul said quietly.
“Yeah, well it’s not right that these nutters are threatening us, either!” George shot back.

“That’s not what I mean,” Paul corrected him, slowly shaking his head.  “I mean, it’s not right that we three have to pay fer something John said when he was running his mouth!”

“That’s not fair, Paul,” Ringo gently chastised, “John didn’t know all of this would come about, he couldn’t have done.”

“I know, I know,” Paul acquiesced.  “It’s just….well, it feels like things are going from bad to worse, ya know?  Ever since Germany.”

The other two Beatles nodded in agreement.

“But that’s not John’s fault either, Paul,” Ringo reminded him.

Paul stared blankly at his friend, saying nothing.  As yet uncertain whether or not he believed any part of what John had told him about Phleiss and the agreement they’d made, but also unable to explain so many things that had happened to them all over the years, Paul thought to himself,  Isn’t it? 

George broke the quiet that had descended upon the small group, “I’ve told you, it’s time to stop…past time, really.” 

“And I’ve told you, George, you can’t possibly promote an LP without a tour,” Paul answered with exaggerated patience.

“Why not?” George pushed stubbornly.  “It’s not like they can hear us at the concerts anyway!”

“They don’t come to the concerts to hear us, though, George,” Ringo said adding, “They come to see us.”

George gave a short laugh, devoid of humour.  “Well Ritch, they can’t see us, either!  The cops keep the fans so far away from the stage now, they couldn’t possibly see us…not really.  We might as well send those wax dummies of ourselves from Madame Tussaud’s on tour fer all the good appearing live does!”

Ringo and Paul had to smile at the absurd suggestion.  “It could work,” Paul observed jokingly.

“Ya wouldn’t hear me complainin’,” Ringo added with a grin.

“Yeah….touring used to be a laugh, but now….,” George shrugged again, leaving the thought unfinished.  He knew he didn’t need to….they understood.
“What time did John say he was meeting us?” Paul asked, changing the subject.

“Half-four, Ringo answered as he drained the last of his tea.

“He’s coming here, right?”  Paul asked, gathering up the used teacups and bringing them to the sink.

“Ah…I don’t know, Paul.  He may just go straight to the studio.”

Paul glanced at the clock, noting that John was a half-hour late.  “Right.  Well, we’d best head over then.  He may actually already be there waiting.”
“Not bloody likely!” George laughed.  “If John had been there even five minutes waiting on us, he would have rung already!”

Paul smiled appreciatively as he slipped his jacket on.  “Yeah, yer right there!”  He opened his front door and stood back, allowing both Ringo and George to pass ahead of him.  The moment the two Beatles became visible in the doorway, a cry went up outside from just beyond Paul’s front gate.  Just as he was about to pass through the door himself, a flash of something on the floor caught his eye.  “I’ll meet ya there, lads,” he called out to the other two just as they were getting into George’s vehicle.  George waved in acknowledgement.
Bending down, Paul reached back through the bars of the hallway table, retrieving the object.  “How did this get here?” he murmured to himself.  “Reckon John must’ve dropped it last night.”  Slipping the item into the front pocket of his blue jeans, he left the house, jiggling the doorknob from the outside to make sure it was locked.  As he emerged from the house, the “gatebirds” squealed and shrieked, calling his name and snapping photos.  Obligingly, he waved to them before sliding into the behind the wheel of his Aston-Martin.
“John?  I thought you said you were meeting the boys before five, luv?” Cyn asked as she watched him frantically pulling their bedroom apart.

Straightening from where he was kneeling beside the bed, he ignored her question in favor of his own, “Did you look in the kitchen?”

Cynthia was starting to feel very uneasy.  “John, I know you think that – thing – is some sort of good luck charm, but, really, it’s just…well, it’s yer mind --”

“It’s not,” he hissed angrily.  “Ye’ve no fuckin’ idea, Cyn, not a friggin’ clue!  Are ya sure it’s not downstairs?  The couch?  I was laying on it only this afternoon.”

She wanted to ask, “When aren’t you?”, but bit her tongue.  He was coming apart before her very eyes, and it scared her.  “I’m sure, John,” she answered calmly.

He groaned and plopped onto the floor, running a hand over his eyes.  “Fuck! Oh fuck, Cyn!  Where is it?” he cried desperately.
She quickly checked down the hallway to make sure that Dot was still with Julian.  She had asked the housekeeper to stay with the child after John had burst into Julian’s room looking for the charm he’d lost.  He had scared the boy badly with his mad behaviour.

Closing their bedroom door, she went to husband and knelt down beside him.  His head was on his arm, propped on the bed.  Stroking his hair, she spoke softly, afraid of setting him off again.  “Listen to me, luv, please.  Just because you’ve misplaced that charm --”
“It’s not a charm.”  He said quietly, his voice muffled by the bedding.

“What did you say, John?”

Suddenly, a vision flashed in his memory, and he jumped up the moment it registered.  “Paul!” he shouted.

“Paul?” Cyn echoed in confusion, but John was already dialing the telephone.  

After four rings, John hung up and dialed another number.

It was answered on the third ring.  “EMI Studios, may I direct your call, please?”

“Ann?  Annie?  It’s John.  Is Paul there?”

“Oh!  Hello, John.  Hold the line, and I’ll check.”

After a minute, the receptionist came back on the line.  “No, John, I’m sorry, but none of the lads are here yet.  I do see you’re scheduled for Studio 2 for this evening, however.”

“Yeah, yeah, I know.  You haven’t heard from him then – Paul?”

“No, sorry.  Is there a message I can give him if does turn up, John?”

Message?  What message can I leave? “Listen Paul, if a gold scarab should show up, don’t touch it, it will kill you”?   “Ah, no, no message, Ann.  I, er, I’m on me way in just now.”

“Alright John.  I’ll see you when you arrive then.”

He replied distractedly.  “Yeah, okay, Annie.  Cheers!”  Fuck!
After a moment’s hesitation, he started to gather his things, readying himself to leave.  Cyn followed him. “Are you going to tell me what’s going on, John?” she asked in exasperation.

Turning back to his young wife, John kissed her, and said, “If you see that – charm – don’t touch it.  Ring me at the studio immediately….and keep Jules away from it….far away from it.  Understand?”  
She threw her hands in the air.  “No, John, I don’t!  I don’t understand a bloody thing!”

For a moment, Cyn thought he almost looked remorseful.  “Just promise me, Cyn.”

“But why, John?  What is so import --”

“Cyn!” he shouted, startling her, but added softly, “Just promise me, eh?”

She looked into his eyes questioningly for several moments.  Then, in resignation, she said, “I promise, John.”

He smiled gently and kissed her again.  Then, he headed down the stairs and out the door.
Cynthia cried, “John, wait!”  But he was already gone.  Staring at the closed door, she slowly lowered herself onto the step at the top of the sweeping stairway, and, for the very first time, Cynthia Lennon seriously considered leaving her husband.
Alec was strolling through the ashram, enjoying the balmy day, when he heard someone calling out to him.  Turning around, he saw Prajit running toward him.  The psychic’s curiosity was aroused when he noticed that the boy carried a rather large envelope with tell-tale air mail stamps posted all over the front. Now, that’s odd.  Who else knows I’m here?  Alec waited for him to catch up, smiling at the seemingly boundless energy the boy possessed.  “Hello, Praj!  What do you have there?” Alec asked.
“It’s for you, sir.” The lad said with a slight bow, holding the envelope out with both hands.

“Really?” Alec asked quizzically as he took the envelope.  “Well, thank you very much Prajit.  I appreciate your coming to find me.”

“My pleasure, sir.  I must go now,” and that said, the boy took off running.  Alec watched him go for a moment, wondering with some amusement if the boy ever simply walked anywhere.  Sadly, there were many children like Praj at the ashram.  Orphans were what they really were.  Or, if a mother was there with her child, it was unlikely she would be able to support or provide for her child outside the ashram.  Alec surmised that maybe these small communes fulfilled a purpose on many levels.  He had developed a strong affection for the boy, and it bothered him beyond the telling of it to imagine Prajit trying to survive on the streets.
Remembering the envelope, Alec walked over to the shade of a tree and sat on the ground.  Once he was settled, he allowed himself to have a proper look at the unexpected mail.  The first thing he noted was that the postmark was stamped, “London.”  The second was that there was no return address written anywhere on the envelope.  Curious!
He opened the envelope carefully and withdrew the items inside.  There was a short note written on a small piece of plain white paper and another, smaller envelope posted to Nathaniel from Tucson, Arizona.  Alec felt a pull at his heart upon seeing his friend’s name.  He opened the note and read:


The following was received by this office as Father Tremain’s



effects and correspondence continue to be forwarded to our community.  



It is believed that you may benefit from the information enclosed.
That was it.  No signature, no letterhead, no hint at the identity of the individual who had sent him the envelope.  However, only someone who was a member of the Fraternity would know where to find Alec, and, he knew, it was the Fraternity who had retrieved what was left or salvageable of Nathaniel’s possessions.  He had to assume, therefore, that his unknown benefactor was forwarding the information on behalf of the Fraternity.

Setting aside the note, he turned his attention to the envelope from America.  Again, there was no name or other hint as to where or who the material was from.  Finding the envelope still sealed, Alec wondered how the Fraternity would have thought to forward it to him without first ascertaining what information it contained.  With a shrug, he tore the envelope open and withdrew the papers.  
Alec first opened the larger paper, folded in four.  Spreading it out on the ground before him, he looked it over.  It took him a while to figure out what it was he was looking at.  It was a map of the stars and constellations…or, more appropriately, it was a copy of a map.  Clearly, this was not the original, which, according to the postscript at the bottom, was drafted in 1766.  Even more intrigued than when he sat down, he picked up the typewritten note and read:



Dear Nate,



      I hope you are well and enjoying being home in London.  I 



      have enclosed something that I believe may be of particular



      interest to you.  Be sure to refer to the key – it’s rather remarkable!



      I have tracked the trajectory of these conjunctions as far as I can.



      It is not conclusive, but there is a possibility that the “destruction”

signified by the current alignment may be tempered in September by a       sextile of Uranus and Neptune.  If so, then we have hope.  It’s no coincidence, Nate.  The future is not always, as they say, “written in the stars,” but the stars may simply reflect what happens here….“As above, so below”?  Perhaps the opposite, I think.  Let me know.

      S.H.
“S.H.?”  Alec repeated as he read the initials.  Squinting and tilting the paper, he struggled to make out the incredibly small print at the bottom of the memo page that the note was typed on.  Finally, holding the paper “just so,” he could read:  Kitt Peak National Observatory, Tucson, Arizona.  “An astronomer?” Alec murmured to himself.  He read and re-read the note, trying to fathom what this “S.H.” was trying to tell Nathaniel.  Clearly, Nathaniel would have had to have some knowledge of astronomical or astrological events, but, unfortunately, Alec didn’t.  He gathered all the papers together and placed them back in the large envelope.  Then, leaning back against the tree, he said to himself, “It looks like I’m going to Tucson.”
“Yeah, I’ve got it.  It must’ve fallen from yer pocket when you were over last night,” Paul said, withdrawing the scarab from his jeans pocket.

John shouted, “Don’t touch it!”

Paul froze and stared at his friend.  George and Ringo stopped what they were doing and looked on, wondering what caused John to shout.  Softly, Paul asked, “Well, how d’yer reckon I remove it from my pocket, John?  Besides, it’s not as though I haven’t already touched it.”

John ran his hands through his hair in frustration, crying, “Ah, fer fuck’s sake, Paul!”

Keeping his eyes on John, Paul removed the scarab and set it on the piano bench beside his friend.   “Y’alright, John?”

John sighed heavily.  “I’m sorry, Paul.  I really am, mate.  I tried.”

Paul looked at George and Ringo before looking back at John.  “Sorry fer what, John?”

“You know…or you will, at any rate,” John replied enigmatically.

“Sorry?” Paul asked in confusion.

Lowering his voice, John said pointedly, “Stu, Paul….what I said.”

Paul’s head reared back in surprise, any trace of a smile had disappeared.  “That’s enough, John.”

“You know what I’m telling ya is the truth,” John responded tiredly.

“I said enough!” Paul shouted angrily.

Paul continued to glare at John who just shook his head sadly.  Knowing something was amiss with their two friends, but also knowing they were better off not asking, George and Ringo went back to what they were doing without comment.
After several minutes, Paul said, “Right, let’s get started, eh?  We’re already behind schedule.”

“We have a schedule?” Ringo asked, breaking the tension in the room.  Even Paul grudgingly smiled, but John remained lost in a world of his own.  

Years of experience taught the boys that, no matter what else was going on, they were alright when they were playing, George reached down and handed John his guitar.  “C’mon, Johnny.  Let’s make an LP,” he said softly.

Taking the proffered instrument, John joined the other three, and they went through two songs that night from start to finish.  It was past four in the morning when they all gathered around George Martin upstairs and listened to the playback on both.  Satisfied with the end result, one by one they prepared to leave.
“Christ!  I’m knackered!” Ringo exclaimed with a stretch and yawn.

“Long night,” George agreed as he snapped the lid shut on his guitar case.

“Ya heading out?” Ringo asked George as he rose from the ground.

Rubbing his tired eyes, George replied, “Yeah, I’ll drop ya at Paul’s to get yer car, eh?”

“Yer a right gentleman, Harrison!” Ringo joked.

George grinned.  “When the mood suits me.”

The two Beatles called “goodnight” to John and Paul and headed out into an early morning downpour.

Straddling the piano bench, Paul played a few random notes and blew a sigh.  “Are ya staying at mine tonight then, John?”

John was bent over his guitar case, attempting to untangle some loose guitar strings he had tucked in the pockets.  “Wasn’t planning on it.”

“It’s late…or early, depending on how ya look at it.  That, and the sky’s opened up out there.  It’s miserable.  Yer not really going to make Alf come out and get you, are ya?”
“No, I reckon not, mother,” John replied sarcastically.  “I’ll stay then.”

Paul nodded, but said nothing until a couple of minutes later.  “Listen, John, I, er….about earlier --”

“Ferget it,” John snapped.

“No, really, I --”

“Leave it!”

“John, I’m worried about you,” Paul said, raising his voice.  John went to say something, but Paul held up his hand, silencing him.  “I’m worried about you,” he repeated, more softly.  “I know ye’ve got it in yer head that I’m in some sort of danger from this Phleiss bloke, but I’m not, John.  What’s more, you have to believe that what happened to Stu wasn’t yer fault --”

“It was,” John insisted quietly.

“No, John, it wasn’t,” Paul stressed.  “And yer not responsible fer anything that happens to me, either.  So, you have to stop this.  Yer driving yerself mad with all this nonsense!”

“I wish it were nonsense, Paul,” John said, his voice so low Paul had to strain to hear him.  “I wish it all really was in me head…but it’s not.  And what’s worse, there’s nowt I can do about it.  I know ‘cause I’ve tried.  Ye’ve seen what happens, Paul, ye’ve seen it with yer own eyes….The dead come back to haunt us…people end up mysteriously dead…bad things start happening --”
“What ‘bad things,’ John?”

John rolled his eyes in response.

“Okay, I’ll give ya that what happened with that German bird was off, and I’ll even admit that it was a weird coincidence what happened with Asch in Hamburg, but, even there, those things can be explained rationally, John…especially if Phleiss really is out to fuck yer head up….but what ‘bad things’ have happened that yer blaming Phleiss for now?” 

John looked at Paul incredulously.  “Are ya fuckin’ joking, Paul?” he asked, his voice rising in near hysterics.  “Are ya joking….or are ya just daft?  What the fuck d’ya think has been happening these past months, eh?  The fuckin’ scarab showing up on yer table in Hamburg, the storm that laid us up in Alaska, the protests and threats in Tokyo, the shite that went on in Manila – or did ya ferget how we barely got away with our lives? – and now all this ruckus over some shite I said months ago in a lousy interview with Maureen Cleave!  Ya can’t tell me that’s all coincidence, Paul!  Ya can’t be that fuckin’ blind….not after everything I’ve told ya!”

Paul laughed in disbelief. “An’ yer saying this is all Phleiss’ doing?  That he’s coming after us all just because you and yer new best mates were trying to beat him at his own game?  Is that it, John?  Is that what you really believe?!”

“That and more!  Nathaniel, Paul…he was murdered!”  John yelled.

“He fell asleep with his cooker leaking, John!  It was an accident!  Even you said that he was forever having trouble with it!”  Paul yelled back.

“Don’t ya see, Paul?  That’s the way Phleiss does things!  It’s him behind all this!  It always has been!”

Paul stood silently staring at his partner.  Shaking his head slowly, he said, “Yer off yer head, John.  This fella has got you jumping at shadows.  You need help, John.  I mean it…professional help.”

John looked – and felt – like crying.  In a quivering voice, he replied quietly, “Fuck you, McCartney.”

Standing, Paul sighed and fished his keys out his jacket pocket.  Taking a single key off the ring, he laid on top of the piano.  With a nod toward the key, he said, “The house key.  I’m off fer a drive to clear me head.  Just leave the door unlocked.”  He walked out without saying anything more.

John pulled the scarab from his pocket and turned it over in his hand.  Allowing the tears to finally come, he whispered, “Ye’ve won, ya prick.  Is that what ya want to hear?  Ye’ve fuckin’ won.  Nathaniel’s dead....Alec probably is as well.  There’s no one else to help me, and I can’t fight you on me own.  So….ye’ve won.  Now leave off, ya bastard!  Leave Paul alone!  Please….leave Paul alone!”

Paul felt his heart sink when he opened the door and saw the deluge.  “Fine day fer a drive,” he muttered.  Uselessly, he pulled his collar up around his ears and ran from the steps to his car.  Sliding in behind the wheel, he slammed the door shut.  Only then did he turn around to check for any of the usual fans hanging about outside the studio, but the lot was empty.  Grinning, he joked to himself, “Hmpf! Now that’s rather fickle of them.  Letting a bit of rain keep them away!”  He ran a hand through his hair, shaking off the excess water, and then, starting the car, turned the heater on.  As he blew on his cupped hands to warm them, he felt a momentary pang of guilt at the thought of forcing John to walk the short distance to his house on Cavendish Avenue.  Nah!  Might be just what he needs to snap him to!  ‘Sides, he knows he can dry off and find dry clothes in me room.
Though already early morning, the rain had darkened the skies even more than usual.  Turning his headlamps and windscreen wipers on, Paul checked his watch and saw it was already 4:48.  There wasn’t another car on the road or in the lot.  Throwing the Aston-Martin into reverse, he backed up, shifted into first gear, and spun his tyres pulling out of the lot onto Abbey Road, heading toward Grove End Road.
He had no real direction in mind, and, although not the best weather to be out in, driving was usually an activity that helped Paul relax.  More than ever that morning, he keenly felt the need to relax.  I don’t know what else I can say to him!  I can understand why he might find it all a bit unnerving….there have been some weird things happening lately.  I mean, I still haven’t sussed out that whole scene with “Ingrid,” or whatever the fuck her name really is!  Still, ya can drive yerself barmy thinking too much about it….John’s proof of that!  Perhaps I should just have a word with Brian.…see what he says.  Or maybe it’s best to just tell George and Ritchie…just keep it among ourselves.  I’ve got to tell someone else.  I can’t handle this all me own.  Hang on, what’s this?
There on the corner, standing in the downpour, was what looked to be a young woman.  Paul looked around nervously, but saw no other vehicles.  Chivalry getting the best of him, he signaled and pulled over to the curb.  Leaning over, he wound down the passenger side window and called to her, shouting to be heard above the rainfall.  “Excuse me!  Miss!”  She moved closer to the car, fruitlessly struggling to keep her hood up.   “Can I offer you a lift somewhere?”
“Oh God!  I’d be ever so grateful!” she said, sounding as though she meant it.

Paul unlocked the door, saying, “Sure!  Get in!”

Opening the door, the girl slid into the sports car, slamming the door shut again once she was safely inside.  “Goodness, what a mess!  I really can’t thank you enough!  It was sheer misery standing out there!”

Cautiously, Paul pulled away from the curb and back out onto the road.  “Well, you’re very welcome, er…?”

“Oh!  Rita….my name is Rita.”

“Ah,” Paul said nodding.  “Well, yer very welcome then Rita.”  She’s a bit of alright, I reckon!  Perhaps….  Suddenly, Paul’s imagination was filled with images of yet another activity that helped him relax, and he felt his body responding.  “Er, my name is Paul,” he said with sly grin, all but certain she hadn’t recognized him yet.  “Paul McCartney.”

She turned toward him, looking as though she was going to laugh, but the smile froze on her face as recognition set in.  “Oh my God,” she whispered.
Paul’s grin grew.

“Oh my God,” she squealed, putting her hands to her face.

Paul’s smiled faltered a bit.  “Now yer not going to go all barmy on me, are ya,” he asked, only half-teasing.

“It’s you!  It’s really you!  Oh my God!” she was practically screaming.

Christ!  “Ah, listen, Rita luv --” 

She threw her arms around his neck, repeatedly yelling, “I can’t believe it!”

Fuck!  “Rita! Leave off, will ya?!  I can’t see the road!” he shouted.
The vehicle swerved as Paul struggled to maintain control of the steering wheel while also trying to push the hysterical girl away. As the car swayed from one side of the road nearly to the other, something flew off the dashboard and struck his cheek before clattering to the floor.  He glanced down and saw it…inexplicably…impossibly…the gold scarab.  His eyes widened.  “What the fu --”  
The girl screamed his name in terror, and he looked up to find that he was careening through a red traffic light.  Instinctively, he hit the brakes, throwing the car into a skid that sent the Aston-Martin through the traffic light and into a lamppost across the street.    
Following the impact, Paul lay with his head propped against the steering wheel, unable to move, and the last thing he saw before losing consciousness, was the gold scarab lying between his feet.  In his muddled mind, he thought it looked as though it were mocking him.
The telephone rang again.  John grumbled, covering his head with the antique throw pillow.  The shrill sound was relentless.  
“Paul!” he yelled.  “Paul!  Yer fuckin’ telephone is ringing off the hook!”  No answer.  
Swearing with fatigue and frustration, John bolted from the couch and grabbed the receiver, yelling, “What?!”
“John?  Is that you?  Where the fuck have you been? We’ve been trying to get a hold of you fer ages!”

He sounds funny….  “Right, George….well, ye’ve found me.  Now what the fuck d’yer want?  I want to go back to sleep.”

“Christ!” George swore softly.  Had he not known better, John could have sworn he’d been crying.  

Coming more fully alert, John felt as though every fiber of his being was electrified.  “George?  What is it?  What’s happened, mate?”

“It’s Paul.  There’s been an accident….”

Almost subconsciously, John’s hand went to his pocket.  The scarab was gone.
