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Chapter Forty-Nine
Gingerly grasping the rim of the cup with his fingertips, Sam handed Alec the steaming mug of coffee, handle out. “Here you go….careful, it’s hot,” he warned.

“Ah, thanks very much,” Alec replied, quickly reaching for the mug and setting it on the end table to cool.  Returning his attention to the charts spread out before him on Sam’s coffee table, he gave a self-conscious smile, and, waving his hand over the display, said, “I’m afraid I can make nothing out of this, Sam.  Why exactly is this relevant?”
Scratching the back of his head thoughtfully, Sam looked at the charts.  “Well, back when Kennedy was assassinated, I did a bit of research…you know, just for the hell of it.  I figured that something that momentous had to have been somehow foreshadowed or reflected in the skies. Then, when all of this stuff about the 1766 chart and Lennon and the Beatles came up, I remembered the Kennedy chart, and I thought I’d go back and have a look…see if anything matched up from the same time frame.”
“And did it?” Alec asked curiously.

Sam gave a small laugh.  “Boy, did it ever!  Especially when Eastern Standard Time is juxtaposed with Greenwich Mean Time….so much so, it’s eerie.  And let me tell you, my friend, it takes a lot for me to find something eerie!”

Alec leaned forward and asked eagerly, “What did you find?”

Referring to the map, Sam explained, “Okay, tracking the rise of both JFK and the Beatles over the three year period of 1960 to 1963, what I found is that they seem to mirror one another.  For example, JFK was elected to the presidency in November of 1960 while the Beatles had their first experience with ‘Beatlemania’ at Litherland Town Hall that December.  The obvious difference, however, was November, 1963.  On the twenty-second, the day Kennedy was killed, the Beatles released their second album in the UK --”
“‘With the Beatles,’” Alec put in.

Nodding his agreement, Sam continued, “By that time, the boys had already sealed their success in both the UK and in Sweden.  They’d already played the Palladium and the Royal Variety Show.  In other words --”

“Beatlemania had already begun,” Alec finished for him.

Sam held up a finger. “In Britain, yes….but, ‘With the Beatles,’ the second album they released there became “Meet the Beatles,” generally recognized at the first album released here.”

“So, ‘Meet the Beatles’ became the album that catapulted the boys to fame in the US, starting Beatlemania on this side of the Atlantic!” Alec summarized.
“Well, that’s a bit of a ‘chicken or egg first’ type of question, but suffice to say that it was the album released at the start of the group’s success in this country,” Sam explained.  “Now, here’s the odd part….”

“You mean that wasn’t it?” Alec asked with a surprised laugh.
“No,” Sam smiled.  “….hang on to your hat!”  Pointing to various places on the chart as he spoke, Sam continued, “During the first three years of the new decade, ’60 to ’63, Pluto is in Virgo and Neptune is in Scorpio….the two outermost planets in a conjunction that is so rare, it had not been seen since around 7 B.C.”  Sam paused and looked at Alec expectantly.
Shifting uncomfortably, Alec gave Sam a blank look. “Er…and that’s significant because…?”

Sam smiled smugly.  “What do you know of our current calendar, Alec?”

The psychic experienced mental whiplash from what he perceived as the sudden change in topic.  “Pardon?” he asked, his confusion clearly evident.
Sam chuckled at his reaction.  “The calendar….what do you know of its origin?”

“Calendar…right…yes, well, let’s see…er, Gregorian…named for Pope Gregory XIII who decreed the reform to the Julian calendar….it orders its years from the alleged date of Christ’s Incarnation…and…that’s about it,” he concluded with a shrug.
Seemingly impressed, Sam nodded slowly.  “Not bad, not bad at all.  All true, but there’s a bit more.  You see, no calendar is precise.  With leap years built in, the Gregorian calendar comes close, but, if we’re counting off years from the supposed incarnation of the Christian Jesus, we’re off six to ten years.  It will vary depending on which scientist one speaks to, but the general consensus is that, according to Gregory’s calendar, Jesus was born in the year…7 B.C.”
Smiling at Alec’s expression of astonishment, he motioned that he had not yet finished. 

Sam pulled another chart from below the one facing them and laid the two charts side by side.  “Here is the chart from the three year period both Kennedy and the Beatles were on the rise together,” he pointed to the one chart.  “…and here is the chart of the sky as it looked in 7 B.C., the year most scientists accept as the year of Jesus’s birth.” 

Alec looked from one chart to the other repeatedly.  Finally, he looked up at Sam, his eyes wide, and exclaimed, “But these are identical!”

“Precisely!” Sam proclaimed triumphantly.

Alec considered the revelation for several minutes.  “I’m not sure I understand the meaning of all this, Sam, but I don’t like where it’s pointing.  To compare the Beatles to Jesus?  Look at where that’s gotten John!”

Sam laughed appreciatively.  “Okay, let’s be clear about this….I’m not saying the portents somehow indicate the group is divine  - not in the sense that you Christians see Jesus, but even a good Jewish rabbi such as myself,” he smiled self-deprecatingly, “…can admit that the existence of this man, Jesus, certainly changed the world…sometimes for good, sometimes for ill!  Perhaps the group – or Lennon himself - has been chosen to change the world, too.  You know, as a sort of…catalyst.”

“Not divine…but…messianic?” Alec mused, adding excitedly. “Is that what you’re saying?”

The latent rabbi in Sam took over as he tutored, “Well, the ancient meaning of the Hebrew word ‘messiah’ was originally ‘anointed one,’ signifying one who is chosen by God for a special task.  When Christians refer to Jesus as the ‘Christ,’ they’re simply using a derivation of the Greek word for ‘messiah’ – ‘christos.’  However, there were several ‘messiahs’ identified in Scripture….King David, for example.  Even Cyrus of Persia was viewed by the ancient Jews as a messiah when he released them from captivity in Babylon and helped them to rebuild Jerusalem and the Temple…and he wasn’t even Jewish!”
Understanding dawned on Alec.  “So, it wouldn’t be at all far-fetched to conclude the John - or the Beatles as a group – are meant to fulfill some sort of messianic function for this age?”

“Well, it’s a theory, anyway,” Sam offered.

Both men went silent, each lost in his own thoughts.

“But, Sam,” Alec started thoughtfully, “….how can that be if all this was started by Phleiss?  It was he, after all, who chose John…who made the offer of immortality and success.”

“Perhaps it’s Phleiss’ intention to try to stop John and the boys from fulfilling their destiny.”

Alec considered the possibility for several moments before slowly nodding his agreement, “That would make sense.”

“Or,” Sam said, giving Alec a sly glance, “…try this one on for size….perhaps Phleiss was meant to choose John?”

“I’m afraid I’m not following you, Sam.”

“What if Phleiss wasn’t the first to ‘choose’?” Sam said cautiously.  “What if John and the Beatles had already been chosen by someone else, long before they went to Hamburg and met Phleiss?”
Confusion morphed into understanding as Alec’s eyes grew large at the implication of what Sam was saying.  “You don’t mean…?”

Again, the astronomer shrugged.  “The 1766 chart indicates not one but two possible trajectories for alignments and conjunctions of planets and stars extremely significant to the evolution of mankind.  Two opposite trajectories, I hasten to add.  Somehow, we know that John Lennon factors in to that trajectory, that ‘evolution.’”  Shifting forward, Sam added pointedly, “There’s a reason why Michael’s involved himself in all this, Alec. Obviously, someone very high up cares how this all turns out.”  He ran a hand over the two charts in front of him and added quietly, “Someone cares very much.”

John looked at the reporter in exasperation.  Apologize?  What the fuck have I been doin’?!   Struggling to keep his temper in check, he nonetheless couldn’t keep the frustration from his tone as he snapped, "I wasn't saying whatever they're saying I was saying. I'm sorry I said it really. I never meant it to be a lousy anti-religious thing. I apologize if that will make you happy. I still don't know quite what I've done. I've tried to tell you what I did do but if you want me to apologize, if that will make you happy, then OK, I'm sorry."
A few minutes later, he heard Tony Barrow wrapping up the press conference – the first of many he had to look forward to.  Fatigued and fed-up, he rose with the others as, one by one, they shuffled out of the press agent’s room on the twenty-seventh floor of the Astor Towers Hotel. Chicago was only the first leg of the fourteen-city tour of the U.S., and, as the boys and their closest friends knew, their last tour…ever.  John groaned inwardly as he imagined the same scene repeated in each city – endless questions, accusations, condemnations, and threats – and all in addition to wondering and worrying when and where Phleiss would make his next move…and what that move would be.  Instinctively, he glanced back at Paul, who, looking up to find John looking at him, arched his brows in question.  John merely shook his head and continued on out of the room and toward their own rooms.
Upon entering the suite, he heard Brian say from behind the group, “Well done.”  Briefly, John wondered if he was addressing all of them or him alone.  

Plopping into the nearest chair, Ritch put his feet up on the coffee table, grousing, “I won’t be sad to see the back end of all this, I’ll tell ya!”

“Ya just did tell us,” George answered dryly.

Paul sidled up to John at the bar.  Keeping his voice low, he asked, “Y’alright, John?”

John nodded without sparing a glance as he continued fixing his drink.  Giving it a quick stir, he took a long pull from the glass, his grimace indicating the extra scotch he’d added.  Noting this, Paul laid a hand on his friend’s shoulder supportively and said, “Brian’s right, ya know.  You handled it well.”
Taking another, smaller sip, John shook his head and seethed, “I didn’t, though.  In the end, I gave the bastards their fuckin’ apology, didn’t I?”
“No, John.  You explained yerself is all.  You apologized if what you said upset folks, but you told ‘em how what you said got all twisted ‘round.  Ya made a good job of it, really.”

John glared at his mate appraisingly, wondering where the pat on the back was coming from.  “If you say so,” he replied shortly before walking away.

Needing to be alone for a bit, John took his drink into the bedroom.  Lying back against the pillows on his bed, John nursed his scotch and coke and replayed the press conference in his head. Perhaps if I’d been more prepared….if I’d had the time to think about it all properly, I might have come up with a better explanation and not ended up being backed into a corner, apologizing like a fuckin’ lackey!  But I hadn’t the time, had I?  There was Paul to worry about.  An’ the scarab…the fucker is still missing!  What if Phleiss isn’t done? What if he comes at Paul again?  Or one of the others?  Or me family?  All this going on, and I have to think about making apologies fer something I’d said months ago….something they’ve misunderstood an’ want to crucify me for!  No…not me…us.  It’s them who’s payin’ ….Paul, George, and Ritchie….and it’s all my fault!
He ruminated over all the threats – both public and private - that had been made against the Beatles.  He’d been assured that no expense had been spared in hiring extra security for the band.  Giving a derisive snort, he thought, But all it takes is fer just one of these nutters to get close enough with a gun….
He bolted upright in the bed.  Christ!  What if that’s it?  What if that’s what Phleiss has in mind?  Using this as an excuse to kill one or more of ‘em?  
Jumping up from the bed, he started to pace the room, his agitation increasing with every lap.  The more he thought about it, the more convinced he became that this was what Phleiss was planning….that this was the reason the scarab hadn’t reappeared.  
Frantically, he tried to brainstorm ways to protect the others.  After a while of developing and dismissing various ideas, though, he dropped onto his bed in resignation.  That’s it then.  If that’s what the fucker’s going to do, there’s nowt I can do about it.  I can’t save Paul…or George or Ritchie, either.  Sod it, I can’t even save meself!

From where he sat on the bed, he looked out the window at the clear blue sky, the sunshine belying the menace and evil that dogged him.  He’d convinced himself that was exactly what was going to happen.  After all, he reasoned, hadn’t this world tour been getting increasingly violent?  They’d be on stage somewhere, probably the south, maybe Memphis even…the hometown of his hero…the rock and roll god who inspired him as a lad to pick up the guitar for the first time and follow in his wake….Seems rather fittin’, that.  
Resigned to his fate, drained of prayers and wishes, John pictured the group on stage somewhere, one of them framed in the crosshairs of an assassin’s rifle.  He could see, in slow motion, the rifle fire, the bullet’s trail deadly accurate. The image insisted on playing out to completion as he saw a bullet pierce first Paul…then another one, George…then the third, Ritchie…and, there, among their prone and blood-soaked bodies, he saw himself standing alone and unharmed, looking around at his dying friends…with one pervasive, relentless thought in his mind….I did this!! 
He squeezed his eyes shut against the image as a single tear escaped and rolled down his face.  “Oh fuck!  I’m so sorry! Christ, lads, please forgive me!” 
“I just don’t see why it has to be now!  I mean, come on, you have a young daughter to care for!”

“You can care for her,” the woman answered tersely.  “You are her father.”
“She needs her mother!”  The man insisted plaintively.
“She’s had her mother.  Now I need to leave for a while. You need to take over.”  The woman stopped what she was doing and, with her hands on her hips, looked at her husband disdainfully.  “Why are you doing this, Tony?  I have an opportunity to show my work at a legitimate London gallery.  It could be a real turning point for me.  Why are you trying to ruin it?”

Her steady stare seemed to penetrate him to the core of his being.  Looking in her eyes, he knew immediately that she knew the truth.  It wasn’t jealousy, at least, not the romantic kind.  It wasn’t long ago that he had been her biggest fan, her greatest source of support….managing her career, maximizing the potential for exposure of her work, be it still art, performance art, films, you name it.  In truth, he’d been in awe of her, even going so far as to follow her back to Tokyo where she returned when her first marriage failed.  Tony, who had known her in New York, pretended he was there to study calligraphy with the young artist.  Unfortunately, he had discovered that she had been committed to a psychiatric institution by her family following a suicide attempt.  It was Tony who secured her release, and it was Tony she married later that same year, giving birth to their daughter, Kyoko, the following year.
Though things had gone well for the couple at first, their marital relationship had soured irreparably by ’64.  All that remained was a working relationship, but Tony was beginning to believe that Yoko wanted to cut him out of that picture as well.  When she announced that she was relocating to London alone, he was certain of it.

“I’m not trying to ruin anything for you.  I’m concerned about our little girl…and you, Yoko!”

She shot him a withering look as she continued to pack.

“Okay, how about this?  How about if we come with you?” he asked enthusiastically.

“We can’t afford it,” she replied shortly.

Sighing, Tony leaned back and watched her for several minutes before asking quietly, “You don’t want us there, do you?”

“No, I don’t,” she answered as she bent over and snapped the latches shut on her suitcase.

Giving a derisive laugh, Tony said, “You could have at least pretended to think it over, Yoko.”

Straightening, she finally looked at him.  For a moment, he could have sworn he saw a flicker of compassion, but, in the end, he dismissed the possibility as the result of wishful thinking.  “Look, Tony, I’ve never been very good at pretending or at bull shit of any kind.  You should know that better than anyone.  I’m going to London, and I’m going alone.  I’ll be in touch while I’m gone.”  With that, she turned back to her large suitcase and, with both hands, lifted it from the chair and walked it down the hall, leaving it by the front door.

The chivalrous part of her husband considered helping her, but then he remembered just why the large bag was packed.  “Why now, Yoko?  Your exhibition at the Indica isn’t until November.  Why do you have to leave now?” he pushed.

Growing frustrated, Yoko exhaled noisily.  “Perhaps so I can have a chance to make more of a name for myself there so people will actually come to the exhibition, Tony!  Even now, there’s a possibility I could get a show at the Africa Centre in Covent Garden…next month!  They’ve been in touch about it.  Why are you acting as though you don’t know how this works?”

Before he could answer, a horn blared loudly just outside their building.  “That’s my cab now.  Look, you’re going to have to pack up the apartment….unless you and Kyoko plan on staying here.”  She hoisted the suitcase that was half her size, and, turning back, added, “It will be alright, Tony.  I know what I’m doing.”  When he gave no response, Yoko shrugged, “I’ll see you.”

Arriving downstairs, she handed the cab driver her suitcase.  “Put that in the trunk for me, will you?  I’ll be right back.”  With a quick glance upwards, she saw Tony looking down from one window and Kyoko from the other.  Giving a sigh, she headed for the small store on the corner.  Walking to the very back of the store, she approached the Western Union counter.  “I’d like to send a telegram.”

The old woman grabbed a form and a pen.  Popping her gum, she asked indifferently, “Recipient?”

“Doctor Reginald Quinn care of the Tavistock Institute.”

“It really is awfully nice of you to come all the way out here, Alistair, but really, it could have waited, ya know,” Cynthia laughed as she opened the front door wider, allowing the assistant to enter.

“Ah, no worries, Cynthia!  I’m happy to do it.  Besides, it gives me a reason to get out of that office!”

“Mmmm…it is a lovely day fer a drive at that,” she observed. Leading the way down the hall, toward the kitchen, she called over her shoulder, “Fancy a cuppa, Al?”

“That would be lovely, Cyn, ta.”  Noticing the quiet in the house, he asked, “Where’s wee Jules then?”

“With me mum, thank God!” Cyn laughed as she filled the kettle and lit the burner underneath.  “I love the boy with all me heart, but, Lord, can he exhaust me!  It’s heaven when Mum gives me a bit of a break.”

Al smiled appreciatively.  Pulling the tape recorder from the bag, he asked, “Where shall I put this, Cyn?”

Glancing at the machine he held, Cyn gave a nod toward the sunroom. “Oh!  Ya can leave it on one of the shelves in the bookcase in there, Al, thanks very much!”

Before setting the recorder down, he held it up for Cynthia to see.  “Funny to think that there could be a hit song on this bugger, eh?”

Cynthia smiled.  “Or two!”

Leaving the machine where Cynthia indicated, Alistair walked back into the kitchen and asked mischievously, “D’ya ever just give it a listen?”

Knowing she was caught out, Cyn giggled, “Sometimes, I do, yeah,” she confessed.  “But the demos can sound terribly different from the finished record.”  She poured the boiled water into the waiting teapot, and placed the milk, sugar, mugs, and spoons on a large tray.  “Why, I can remember one song - now, which one was it? – not one the lads did themselves….it was done by Jane’s brother and his mate--”
Alistair offered the title of the one song he knew John himself had written and given to Peter and Gordon to record.  “‘Nobody I Know’?” 

“Aye, yeah, that’s the one!  Well, I’d listened to John’s demo of it and thought he’d just been messin’ about….it sounded bloody awful!” she laughed.  “But, when the song came out, it was lovely!  I think it made it to number one, didn’t it?”

“Yes,’ Alistair smiled in return.  “Yes, it did.”

Cynthia joked, “Well, now, Al, don’t go tellin’ John I said his song was awful!”

“Yer secret’s quite safe with me, Cyn, I assure you!”

Turning her attention back to the tray, Cynthia suggested, “Since it’s such a nice afternoon, I thought we’d have our tea outdoors, alright?”

“That would be splendid Cyn!  Here, let me get that tray fer ya,” he offered, taking the tray from her hands.

Once the two were settled outside, each with their cup of tea, Alistair considered how best to broach the real reason for his visit to Kenwood. What with Paul’s accident and the subsequent cover-up, followed by the fiasco in the US over John’s comments regarding the Beatles’ being more popular than Jesus, he and John had never did manage to have that talk before the boys were off and away to America.  Knowing what little he already knew about Tavistock, he couldn’t very well just sit back and leave things be until the lads returned.  Anything could happen!  Perhaps even right there in America!  Deciding he would continue his investigation, he came to Cynthia first in the hope that John might have told her something, or that she might have even overheard something that would shed further light on the mystery.

Looking around the perfectly manicured backyard, he began tentatively, “Ya know, Cyn, I was going through some old records and files from earlier in the lads’ career, and I came across some names I didn’t recognize.”
“Oh?” Cyn prompted politely, softly blowing on her mug of tea to cool it.

Al cleared his throat nervously.  “Yes, yes, I did.  I thought perhaps you might remember John talking about some of these folks….perhaps you might recall hearing a name or two.”
Though Cynthia didn’t let on, her curiosity was piqued. “Well, I don’t really pay much mind to John’s business, Al.  For that matter, I’m not certain John himself pays much mind to his own business,” she added with a laugh.  “But I’ll have a go, if you like.”

“Right then,” he grinned appreciatively.  “Have you ever heard John - or any of the boys, for that matter - mention a place called Tavistock?  The Tavistock Institute, to be precise.”

Slowly, Cyn shook her head.  “No, Alistair.  I’m sorry, but I can’t say that I have.”

Alistair felt his heart sink a bit.  Ah, this was a daft notion!  Cyn’s not going to be able to tell me anything.  She’s right!  John has no clue himself about the goings-on at NEMS, and, even if by some outside chance he’d heard these names, he’d lose interest, and the information would be out of his head before he’d ever think of passing it along to Cynthia….not that he would at that.

Figuring he had already driven all the way out there and had nothing to lose, he ventured a second name, “How about a fella named Quinn….Doctor Reginald Quinn?”

Cynthia gave every appearance of giving the name some serious thought, but, again, she shook her head and looked at him apologetically, “No, sorry, Al.”

“I see,” Al murmured, disappointment permeating his tone.

Feeling badly that she could be of no real help, Cynthia asked, “Were there any others?”

Feeling every bit as dejected as he looked, Alistair replied with a sad smile, “No, not really.”

“Oh,” Cyn commented quietly.

The two drank their tea in silence, an air of defeat weighing heavily upon them.  Cynthia could tell that these people Alistair sought information on were more than just some random names he’d come across.  It was obvious that the information was important to him for some reason, even if he felt he couldn’t divulge that reason.  She could relate to that drive.  After all, it wasn’t that long ago I’d been every bit as eager to find out about….

“Phleiss?” 
Alistair’s face blanched.  “Dear God, yes!  Phleiss!  Doctor Moephet Phleiss!  He’s one of ‘em, Cyn!

Recalling the hours her husband sat behind locked doors with Nathaniel and Alec talking in low urgent voices, hearing Phleiss’ name repeatedly intoned, Cynthia Lennon struggled to suppress the instinctive anxiety that fought to emerge, and asked in a small, quivering voice, “God in heaven, Al, one of who?”

