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Small talk and witticisms depleted, silence hung between the two men like a heavy fog.  They avoided each other’s eyes as unspoken words weaved their way in and around them.  Neither one, however, was prepared to open that door…to speak that name.  It was John who finally broke the stillness.  “Mal and Neil saw the Aston-Martin, ya know,” he began softly.
“Yeah?” Paul asked nervously.

Nodding slowly, John continued.  “Yeah….the police asked yer dad to see to some paperwork so they could have it hauled off proper-like….Brian stepped in fer him, and they went along.”

“I see….”

Leaning forward, John propped his elbows on his knees, pretending to take an inordinate interest in his hands. “Brian was so shaken by what he saw that he was actually ill.”
“Yeah, well, I reckon it was in bad shape….”  Paul’s laugh sounded hollow even to his own ears.
Raising his eyes to Paul’s, John threw down the proverbial gauntlet.  “Everyone, including the coppers, says that there’s no way you should have survived that crash, Paul.”

Paul squirmed uncomfortably.  “I was lucky,” he replied shortly.  He could feel the weight of John’s stare.
Keeping his voice low and even, John continued.  “You crashed head-on into a lamppost, the engine was practically left in the front seat, and the entire vehicle was little more than a burnt-out shell.”
“Yeah, well, it caught fire, didn’t it?” Paul offered weakly.

“Aye, it did, Paul,” John nodded.  “…instantly.” He watched Paul closely to gauge his reaction…but Paul gave none.  John knew him well enough to know that his silence was an answer in itself.
“Instantly,” John repeated.  “The firemen told the police that the car would have caught fire instantly.”

Paul seemed to hesitate before responding.  “Yeah, well, like I said, I was lucky.”

“You were more than lucky, Paul,” John said quietly.  “Are ya gonna tell me what really happened?”

“I have!” Paul shot back defensively.

“No, Paul,” John stressed, slowly shaking his head.  “You haven’t.  Ya can’t expect me, of all people, to believe the shite ye’ve told Brian an’ all.  Ya ferget who yer talking to!”

Growing indignant, Paul demanded, “And what makes ya think I’m not telling you everything truthfully?”

John waited a beat.  “Paul, the car doors...they were locked...from the inside.”

Paul silently stared at the opposite wall, nervously chewing his bottom lip.
“That crash should have killed you six different ways, Paul, yet you all but get up and walk away with just a few cuts and bruises from a twisted burning wreck with locked doors?  Nah, there’s something yer not tellin’!”
Sighing tiredly, Paul closed his eyes and said, “The truth is…,” he turned and looked pointedly at John.  “…I don’t know what happened.”

John turned away with a snort of disbelief.

Seeing this, Paul sneered in frustration.  “Ah, sod off then!”
John ignored the comment and asked, “What about this girl you keep insisting was in the car with you, eh?”

Swinging his head around, Paul exclaimed fiercely, “There was a girl, John.  Her name was Rita.  She went all barmy when --”

“When she saw who ya were, yeah, I know, Paul.  I was told.  Thing is,” he leaned forward toward his friend.  “…there was no trace of her in the car.  No body…no blood…nothing.  What happened, Paul?  Did she just get out and walk away?”

“I-I don’t know what happened to her.  I don’t see how she could have done…but she must have.  Either that or….”

“Or what?”

Paul raised a hand to shield his eyes.  “Ah, ferget it, John!”
Knowing there was something that Paul was on the verge of telling him, John laid a hand on his arm and softened his tone.  “No, I won’t ferget it.  Come ‘ead, what is it?  What were yer gonna say?”

“Listen, I was probably just dreamin’ or something….” Paul said dismissively.

“Dreamin’ about what?” John pushed.  
Blowing a sigh through pursed lips, Paul needlessly looked around the room and lowered his voice.  “It’s just that….well, what you said….I should’ve been killed.  I remember the crash, John.  I remember!”
“And…?” John prompted.

Paul looked at John uncertainly.  “That fuckin’ thing ya carry around….”

“The scarab?” John asked quickly, feeling his pulse increase.

“Yeah, that.  It was in my car.  Right before we crashed.  It came flying out of nowhere and cut me here,” Paul pointed to a two inch gash on his upper right cheek.  “After we hit the lamppost, I-I couldn’t move, John.  I couldn’t move anything.  I remember thinking at the time, ‘I must be paralyzed!’  but, just then, I smelled something burning.  I knew the car was on fire…that I had to get out before it exploded…that the girl must have been out cold beside me…but there was nowt I could do.  My head was against the steering wheel, and, when I looked down on the floor, that fucking…scarab….it was between me feet….but how could it be?  I gave it back to you, and there was no way, no time when you could have put it in me car!  So…how?”
John sat frozen, stunned by what Paul was telling him.  The scarab did go after Paul, then!  But…how is he still here?  An’ where’s the scarab?  Suddenly, another question popped into John’s head, and he asked it immediately.  “This girl you say was with you – Rita? – would you say she was what caused you to crash?”

“Yeah, of course!” Paul readily agreed.  “She was all over me, I couldn’t see the road!  Why?  What are ya thinking?”

John stood and started to slowly pace the floor.  “I’m thinking that it was no happy coincidence she was out in the pouring rain at dawn that morning just as you were driving by.”

“Ya think she meant fer me to pick her up?”

“Oh, yes” John laughed mirthlessly.

Bewildered, Paul asked, “But then why pretend at first that she didn’t know me?”

“Would ya have let her in yer car had she done otherwise?  If she’d been going daft on the side of the road, ya would have left there, wouldn’t you?”

“I s’pose…,” Paul answered haltingly.  “But I still don’t see what yer getting at.”
“I don’t think this ‘Rita’ was a fan at all.  I think Phleiss put her there.”

Paul’s head reared back in surprise.  “Phleiss?!”  John nodded.  “’ang on, yer saying Phleiss had this girl arrange to have me pick her up and cause the crash, knowing she herself could very well be killed?  It doesn’t make sense!”

John stopped pacing and looked at Paul silently for several moments before answering calmly, “It does if she was already dead.”

“I appreciate your seeing to this…matter, Christian,” Quinn nervously commended his young assistant.  “Epstein gave you no trouble?”

Christian gave a derisive snort.  “Certainly not, sir!  Oh, he was convinced they were going to somehow be found out, but I put him right.  He’ll make no trouble.  You have my word.”

“And the police?”

Christian looked at his superior apprehensively.  It wasn’t like Quinn to second guess these things, yet, clearly, the events earlier in the week concerning McCartney had left him feeling very uneasy.  Now, I wonder why that is?  “Once again, sir,” he stressed slowly.  “…the chief inspector has given me his every assurance that anonymity will be protected.  Among the police, everything is on a need-to-know basis while the press has been told nothing more than there had been a single-vehicle, weather-related accident resulting in the unfortunate death of the driver whose identity is being withheld pending the notification of his family.”
Quinn nodded his head jerkily. “And what of the fire brigade?  Is there any chance any one of them recognized McCartney?”

“There were comments about the vehicle being an Aston-Martin accompanied by conjecture as to who was behind the steering wheel, but I’ve been told there was no mention of the McCartney at all,” Christian replied, eyeing the other man curiously.  He’d never seen Quinn so unnerved.  The older man was very nearly jumping out of his skin. 
Impatiently, Quinn repeated, “So, I am to take it, then, that no one recognized the boy?”

Christian looked at Quinn with a mixed expression of bewilderment and worry.  “Sir, McCartney was quite unconscious and laying out on the road by the time the fire brigade arrived on the scene.”  Leaning forward, he spoke slowly, as if to a young child.  “The chief inspector told me that his face was covered with a policeman’s jacket….probably belonging to the poor bastard who pulled him from the wreck. For all appearances, he looked quite dead, and, I assure you - as I myself was assured - there was not one person present who had any desire to look upon the face of the man who was pulled from that inferno. So, no, Dr. Quinn, no one recognized Paul McCartney.”
The supervisor made a grunt of assent and tuned back toward the window.  Lighting his third Gitane in a row, he blew the smoke noisily, visibly agitated.

Christian Spencer watched the other man closely, growing increasingly alarmed.  Something about this accident wasn’t right.  There was more to this story than he was being told, and, since his promotion, there was very little at Tavistock he wasn’t privy to, especially where this operation was concerned.  His curiosity getting the better of him, he asked, “Sir, I’ve told you all of this already, yet you appear to remain unconvinced that it’s all been seen to.  If I may be so bold, Dr. Quinn, may I ask why?”

Quinn was about to lie.  He was prepared to tell the boy that he was more that satisfied with the way the incident had been handled….that his anxiety was due to nothing more than a continuing struggle with insomnia….but, when he turned and looked at Christian, his smile faded, and he dropped the façade.  What’s the point, after all?  I am going to need his help to untangle this mess, and, for that, I will need to tell him…everything.
Quinn took a last glance at the vista spread out before him.  He recalled the many times over the years that he stood at that very window, looking out upon the very same streets and buildings of London, feeling as though he owned the city.  Power will do that, won’t it?  Give you a sense of entitlement…of privilege.  Ah well, I’ve enjoyed it while it lasted….  But the grey, foggy streets now seemed menacing and foreboding as though danger lurked around every corner and hid in every crevice.  His time was coming to an end, and it was nearing the point where someone younger and more innovative would take over the reins.  Christian.  It’s what I’ve primed the lad for all these years, isn’t it?
Quinn sighed tiredly.  Although he dreaded what was to come, he knew it had already begun, and he was helpless to stop it now.  There had been signs, subtle at first, leaving him uncertain so he couldn’t be sure at the time.  He had been so cocky.  He dismissed – mocked even – the very idea that such a thing could be possible, much less come to pass.  Hadn’t Phleiss said so himself?  But Phleiss had been wrong…or lying.  The events of the past week erased all doubt from Quinn’s mind.  It was possible….it had begun.  McCartney’s survival left little doubt of that.  Now, he needed to explain this all to Christian.  The boy must believe…must understand…must be prepared.  The prophecy was unfolding.  HE has come.
Brian practically ran up the few steps to his front door.  Upon entering, he slammed the door shut and, leaning back against it, took slow, deep breaths, trying to calm himself.  Running a hand through his hair, he debated whether or not to just head upstairs for a lie-down.  After several minutes, he pushed off from the door and headed toward the bar in the sitting room.  Taking a cut crystal tumbler, he filled it half-way with eighteen year old Macallan scotch.  Foregoing the ice he usually added, he took a deep swig of the fine liquor, and refilled the glass.  With the glass and bottle still in hand, he made his way over to his favorite chair and plopped down unceremoniously.  Raising the glass to his lips again, he noticed the tremor in his hand and gave a scornful laugh.  Taking another pull, he leaned his head back against the chair, and, despite his attempt to drown the memory, his earlier conversation with John replayed in his mind.

“When’s our last scheduled concert, Bri?” John asked conversationally.

“Hmm?  Oh!  Yes, well, let’s see….I believe it’s San Francisco, John --” 
“This tour?” John interrupted, squinting at his manager.

“Erm…yes,” Brian replied nervously, wondering where the question was heading.  “However,” he added quickly, “when you boys return, you’re due for a tour here --”
“No,” John interjected quietly but firmly.

Brian repeatedly shifted his eyes from the road to John’s face, uncertain if he understood him correctly.  “S-Sorry?”
John had been looking out the window at the passing scenery, but now turned to face Brian.  There was neither humour nor anger in his eyes…just resolve.  “No more tours, Brian.  Not here…not anywhere.  We’re through with all that.”

Nervously, Brian glanced in the rearview mirror at Cynthia in the backseat, who only stared out the window in complete silence.  “John, we’ve been through this,” he began.  “You can’t hope to sell an LP without a tour to promote it.”

John shrugged.  “So be it, then.  If it’s the end of the Beatles, then perhaps it’s bloody time.”

Brian felt the ire rising.  “You would see the Beatles over…just like that?”

“Just like that,” John answered with an insincere smile.

Behind the wheel, Brian fumed inwardly.  “Listen, if you’re afraid of the controversy --”

“It’s got fuck-all to do with ‘the controversy,’ Bri!  D’yer realize Paul was almost killed?”
“Of course I do!  But what has that to so with --”

“Everything!” John shouted, causing Brian to swerve the car slightly.

Cynthia leaned forward and put a hand on her husband’s shoulder.  “This may not be the best time to discuss this, John.  We don’t need another accident this week.  Save it until we’re safely home, eh?”

Waving dismissively, John grumbled, “Yeah, fine.”

But the conversation remained the same once they were all safely ensconced in the Lennon’s kitchen at Kenwood.  John remained resolute, and nothing Brian said would sway him.  A half-hour later, the manager drove off, feeling frustrated and depressed.  

Having made a spur-of–the-moment decision not return to the office, he poured himself another drink, succumbing to its anesthetic properties.  Reaching into his jacket pocket, he withdrew a small brown prescription bottle and shook out two tablets.  Popping them both into his mouth, he washed them down with the single-malt scotch, grimacing at the taste as they partially melted on the back of his tongue.  Returning the bottle to his pocket, he searched for a second.  Not finding it in his jacket, he stood and checked his trouser pockets.  Finding nothing but some loose change in his right pocket, he slipped his hand into the left, his fingers wrapping around an object he was certain shouldn’t have been there.  Slowly, he withdrew it and held his palm open, inspecting it curiously.  

He had found it in Paul’s car – or what was left of Paul’s car – and recognized it immediately.  John had carried the strange talisman with him wherever he went for as long as Brian had known him.  Assuming that John must have lost it in Paul’s car without knowing it, Brian had retrieved it and slipped it in his pocket.  Later that night, as he readied himself for bed, he left it on the dresser with the intention of returning it to John.  So, how did it get in my pocket?  
Had he been sober and not in the state of crisis he was in, he might have been a bit more concerned about the mysterious reappearance of the gold piece.  Instead, he shrugged off the question of how it found its way into his trouser pocket, and, in his maudlin frame of mind, made the decision to keep it.  If he was about to lose “his boys,” he would at least have something of John’s that had meant so much to the Beatle.  With a sad smile, he propped the talisman on the table beside his chair and saluted it with his glass.  “Cheers, my friend!  I suppose it’s to be just you and me, then!”  He drained the glass in one go.  Within minutes, the combined effects of the alcohol and drugs lulled him into a deep sleep while on the table beside him, the scarab glistened brightly under the low light of the lamp.     
“Alright, son….yer sure there’s nothing we can bring ya then?”
“Nah, but ta, Dad,” Paul replied with a sincere smile.  
Jim McCartney stared at his eldest son, and slowly shook his head.  “I’m not a religious man, Paulie, never have been one much fer that sort of thing….I left that to yer mam ….but, Christ, son, it’s a miracle yer even alive!”

If you only knew!  Paul thought.  Seeing how shaken up his father had been when he first arrived, Paul did everything he could to assure him that he really was fine.  He made a mental note to thank Brian for sparing his father the even greater shock of actually seeing the car.  “Yeah, Dad, I know.  I was lucky,” Paul quietly agreed.
“Ach, it’s just that he’s too ugly fer heaven and too much trouble fer hell!” Mike joked, breaking the tension.

“Oi, you!” Paul laughed.   “The morgue is just down the hall, y’know!”
Jim pulled a face.  “I still don’t understand why they put ya down here, Paul!  It’s gruesome!”

Rolling his eyes, Paul explained, “I reckon they thought it would be easier to keep this all secret if hardly anyone knew I was here.”

“So, what’s all this secrecy about anyway?  Why do they care if everybody knows you had an accident?” Mike asked as he hoisted himself up on the built-in desk.

Paul’s brow furrowed.  “I’m not quite sure….”  He hated lying to his family, but he knew better than to ignore the warning he’d been given.  Forcing a smile, he added, “It does make things easier, though.  Can ya imagine if the press and fans all knew?  This place would be crawling with people!”

Paul could tell that his brother bought the story, but his father seemed pensive and unconvinced.  “I still think they could have put ya somewhere a bit more…more…”

“Lively?”  Mike asked, sending both Paul and himself into a fit of giggles.  Even Jim cracked a smile.
“Ah, Dad….It’s not like this is where I’m being kept anyway.  They’ve given me a room on the other end of the opposite hall.  They just brought me down here coz John was comin’.”

Jim nodded his understanding, but it was obvious he was still bothered by the whole situation.  “Well, yer alright, Paul, and that’s what really matters.”

“Yeah,” Paul answered softly.

Jim rose from the chair with an effort.  “Well, we should be going and let you get some rest.”

“Alright, Dad.  Are ya staying on in London fer a bit yet?”

Jim nodded.  “Until yer home, yes.  I want to be sure ye’ll be settled and looked after.”

“Aw, Dad, Janie looks after Paul just fine,” Mike said with a wink at his older brother.

“I know, I know….still, just to be sure,” Jim insisted.

“Well, give Angie and Ruthie my love, yeah?” Paul said.

“I will, son,” Jim assured him as he leaned over and gave him a quick embrace and gentle pat on the shoulder.

“And I’ll give Janie yer love,” Mike added with a grin.  “Every chance I get!”
“Keep that wanker away from me girl, Dad, yeah?” Paul laughed.

“’fraid she’ll not have ya back once she’s been with a real man, eh, Paulie?” Mike teased back.

“That’s enough, lads!” Jim chastised good-naturedly.  It made him feel world’s better to see his sons carrying on as usual.  “Get some rest, son,” he said to Paul.  “C’mon, you,” he jokingly ordered Mike, pulling him from the room by his earlobe.

Paul smiled affectionately as he watched his small family leave the room.  Cautiously, he shifted his body on the gurney, trying to stretch out the stiffness and kinks.  Although he escaped serious injury in the crash, he wasn’t entirely free from all injury, and the combination of hours spent on the hard gurney and the decreasing pain medication in his system contributed to an escalation of discomfort.
“Mr. McCartney?  I’m Doctor DeAngeles.  Are you ready to go back to your room?”  Paul looked up and saw the outline of the doctor in the dimly lit doorway.  
Christ!  Yet another doctor?!  “More than ready….like laying on concrete, this!” he grimaced as he tried to pull himself up.

“Well, let’s give you your injection for pain now.  That way, it should be well into your system by the time you’re settled back in your own bed, alright?”

“I won’t say no!” Paul joked.  Funny accent he has!  Wonder where he’s from?
The young doctor entered the small room and walked over to the side of the gurney.  “If you’ll just turn a bit to your left…,” he instructed, helping Paul to move as he directed.  Paul felt him pull the elastic waistband of his pajamas down to expose his upper hip.  After wiping the area with an alcohol-soaked cotton ball, the doctor informed him apologetically, “I’m afraid this will sting just a bit….”  Paul gasped as the needle was jabbed in and the syringe quickly emptied.  Closing his eyes, he gratefully felt the warmth of the medication course through his body just as the doctor readjusted his pajamas and covered him with the blanket.  “There you are!  I’ll have a couple of orderlies come in and wheel you back to your room now.  I’m sure you feel more comfortable once in you’re in a regular bed again, yes?”
Surprisingly, it took Paul somewhat of an effort to flutter his eyes open as he said, “Thank-you, doctor!  I’m already feeing ever so much bet --” Words failed him suddenly, and he rapidly blinked his eyes, forcing them to focus.  The medication….it must be the medication!  I’m hallucinating is all!  But….I thought I was hallucinating then, too!  Can one hallucinate about another hallucination?  Oh shit!  The doctor smiled gently and leaned down close to Paul’s face, whispering, “Listen to me, Paul….”
“It’s you!  You are real!  You were there!” Paul slurred.  Inwardly, he felt as though he was on the verge of hysterics.  How can this be happening?  Any of it?  He struggled to make sense of what was happening, but the medication he’d been given made it impossible to link any thoughts together coherently.

Patiently, the “doctor” stressed, “Shhhh….be still and calm yourself….listen….you must take care, Paul.  You were saved for a reason.”

Saved?  Yes, you saved me.  But how?  I was…dead...or as good as!  I was…burning.  I remember….Oh Christ!  I know you!

“But there are those who would see you harmed.  They know they failed, Paul.  They might try again or they might not, but it’s John they’re truly after.  You must help him, Paul.  This is why we…intervened.”
The young man’s voice seemed to be growing more and more distant as Paul laboured to stay conscious.  He tried to talk, but his tongue felt as though it was too big for his mouth.

We?  Who is “we”?  I know you.  I know your name.  Your name is….

“You rest now, but when you have recovered, there will be work to do, Paul.  So, take care….”
The man was fading from Paul’s sight.  Your name….his eyelids were becoming too heavy, he could fight it no more….you told me….then he heard the strange sound again, and it made no more sense to him than it did that morning when he slipped from consciousness laying on the side of the road….Your name is….but unmistakable, he’d know that sound anywhere, especially growing up hearing the sound of seagulls in flight up and down the Mersey….It’s….the sound of wings beating….Michael.

Hours later, Paul opened his eyes again.  He was back in the private room the hospital had hastily arranged for him down the hall from the morgue.  He had gotten past cringing at the idea after the first day when he discovered it wasn’t so bad.  The room, though small, was clean and bright. Best of all, it had a small window just near the ceiling that afforded him a view of the grassy grounds of the facility, but, from the outside, it was so low to the ground, that no one would think to peek in.  He had to laugh at the idea that people by the dozens passed by with no idea who was lying just beyond that pane of glass.

When he awoke early that evening, he had only one thing on his mind….Michael.  Maybe it was all drug-induced dream.  There was only one way to know for certain.  He reached over and pressed the call button for the nurse.
Within minutes, a matronly-looking sister stood in his doorway.  “Yes, love?  Is there something you need?”

“Er, yes, sister,” he began, donning the most charming smile his rattled nerves would allow.  “The doctor who gave me my last injection – Doctor DeAngeles? – I was just wondering if he was still about?”
The nurse looked a Paul quizzically.  “Doctor DeAngeles, you say?  Well, now, I don’t recognize that name, dearie.  Are you quite sure that was his name?  Perhaps you’re mistaken.”

Paul felt his heart pounding against his chest even as he tried to keep his tone light and friendly.  “No, I’m sure that’s who he said he was.  Perhaps you could check, you know, just to be certain?”

The nurse sighed her resignation.  “Alright, love, but I’ve a feeling that perhaps it was someone from the press or some such thing and they found you out.”
“Well, I certainly hope not!” Paul forced a laugh.  “He gave me an injection for pain!”

That was enough to get the nurse moving.  Ten minutes later, however, she came walking back into his room, looking even more puzzled.  “Paul?  Are you absolutely certain this so-called doctor gave you an injection of your pain medication?  I mean, is it possible that perhaps you were asleep and just dreamed that he did?”

“I’m absolutely positive….why?”

“Well, first off, I was right.  There is no Doctor DeAngeles at this hospital – or at any neighbouring hospitals for that matter.  Also….I checked the medicine closet – we keep it tightly secured and closely monitored, you understand.  If there was any medication taken out for administering, it would have to be logged.”

“There’s no log of the injection I was given?” Paul guessed.

“Well….no, there’s not….,” she hesitated before continuing, “…but, more than that, Paul, there’s no medication unaccounted for!”

“I-I don’t understand.”

“Whatever you were given, Paul….if you were given anything….it didn’t come from here.”  Seeing Paul’s confusion and anxiety, she looked at him with a mixture of uncertainty and sympathy.  “Tell you what, love….if you see this bloke again, you ring me immediately, alright?  And, whatever you do, do not allow him - or anyone you don’t know – to administer any medications to you!”
“Yeah, okay,” he answered in a daze.  “Thank you, Sister.”

Indulgently, she smiled in response, then left the room.  He could hear the padding of her rubber soled shoes against the tiled corridor as she walked away.  Keeping his eyes trained on the grounds visible from the small window, he rehearsed the events of the afternoon.  Possibly, he could have imagined this doctor and the whole conversation, but there was no way he could have imagined being medicated.  Without that injection, he would have been in agony, especially after spending so much time laying on the hard gurney.  Turning himself just so, he pulled back the waistband of his pajamas and checked the site where he was given the injection.  He smiled with satisfaction and relief when he saw the red raised skin with the tiny hole in the center.  “I didn’t bloody imagine that,” he murmured to himself. 
He jumped when he heard a racket at his doorway.  “Afternoon, mate!” the orderly greeted him enthusiastically.  “I hear you’ve had a busy day, eh?”

“Er, yeah.  Visitors, ya know,” Paul answered.

“Well, there you are!” the man said as he removed the cloth from the tray of food set before Paul on the bedside table.  “Looks like lamb stew…I think!  Enjoy!  I’ll be back for the tray in thirty minutes.”

As the orderly turned to leave, Paul had a sudden thought.  “’ang on, Harry!”

“Something else you need, Paul?”

“Nah, just a question.”

“Oh!  Alright then, what is it?”

“When you came to fetch me from the other room, were you told to do that by a Doctor DeAngeles?”  He waited the orderly’s answer with more nervousness than he would have cared to admit to.

Harry glanced at the floor thoughtfully.  “DeAngeles?  Can’t say I know the name, Paul.”  Looking back up at the Beatle, he added, “Besides, no one told us to fetch you, Paul.  It was a standing order that we were to move you back to your room by half-three.”

“A standing order?” Paul repeated slowly.

“Yeah.  That was the order even before you were brought down there.”

“I see,” Paul uttered with a slight nod.  Giving the other man a faltering smile, he said, “Well, thanks, Harry, that clears things up a bit.”
Harry hesitated at the doorway. “Y’alright, Paul?”

Paul pretended to be surprised at the question. “Yeah, sure!  A bit tired, ya know…busy day an’ all that.”

Harry nodded.  “Yeah, okay.  Well, as I said, I’ll be back for the tray.”

“Ta, Harry!” Paul called after him.

Paul pushed the dinner tray away from him untouched.  Lying back against the pillows, he once again turned his gaze out the window.  Twilight was descending, and it wouldn’t be too long before it was dark.  In the dying rays of the early evening sun, he saw a group of young nurses gathered together around a small café table. Two pots of tea sat on the table between them as they each sipped a cup and talked animatedly.  The few whose faces he could see were rather pretty he thought.  The twitch beneath the sheet covering him indicated that his body agreed.  Perhaps I can get Harry to push me ‘round in a chair after it gets dark enough!  I wouldn’t mind making the acquaintance of one or two - or four – of these lovely young nurses!  It felt good to think about something so normal for a moment.  Of course, just that realization brought back the mystery of the strange doctor with his own supply of medicine and his cryptic messages and warnings….“Take care, Paul….”  Paul frowned, feeling world’s away from the pretty young nurses with their lovely smiles and girlish laughter.  
Suddenly, it was happening again…the pounding in his chest, the shortness of breath, the cold sweat, the churning in his bowels….  Something about this seemingly innocuous group of young women was setting off warning bells and whistles in Paul’s body.  Something his body recognized that his mind hadn’t caught up with yet.  What?  What is it?  He peered as closely as he could, looking from one face to another.  There!  Just there!  D’yer see it?  Paul could feel his entire body quivering.  She was in profile, talking…smiling… laughing ….  The shoulder length dark hair was pinned up according to the regulation of her profession, but everything else – the large dark doe-eyes, the full lips, the petite, almost pug nose with the scattered freckles across its bridge – was the same….albeit dry as opposed to that morning when the girl first entered Paul’s Aston-Martin soaking wet from standing in the pouring rain.
He stared at her in disbelief, recalling his earlier conversation with John:  

“Thing is.…there was no trace of her in the car.  No body…no blood…nothing.  What happened, Paul?  Did she just get out and walk away?  I don’t think this ‘Rita’ was a fan at all.  I think Phleiss put her there.”

“Phleiss?!....’ang on, yer saying Phleiss had this girl arrange to have me pick her up and cause the crash, knowing she herself could very well be killed?  It doesn’t make sense!”

“It does if she was already dead.”
Paul suppressed a shiver at the memory.  Once again, he looked the girl over, desperate to find something…anything that would prove she wasn’t the same girl from that morning….the same girl who caused him to crash…the same girl who almost killed him…the same girl who managed to escape the fiery wreck on her own….
In shock, he continued to stare, his lips silently forming her name….Rita….

Incredibly, impossibly, he saw her turn his way, and, looking right at him, she smiled.
