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Chapter Fifty-Two
Several minutes passed in silence while John gazed thoughtfully out the villa’s window upon the Spanish landscape.  The film he was in Spain to make was his first endeavor without the other Beatles, and, that alone, left him feeling somewhat off-kilter. For that reason – among others - he was more than grateful that Caleb had flown out to Spain to join him for a while. Alone in the rented villa for the afternoon, the two men took the opportunity to catch up.  Caleb waited patiently for the Beatle to gather his thoughts.  At last John spoke, admitting softly, “It’s not the first time I’d heard of this place.”

Caleb looked at him in surprise.  “You’d heard of Tavistock before?”

John didn’t answer right away.  Removing his glasses, he rubbed his eyes and sighed tiredly.  Propping his hand against the windowsill, he replied softly.  “Yeah.  Even before Cyn told me about what her and Alistair found out.  On the train….heading for Essen, one of Brian’s assistants – a fella named Peter….Peter Brown – he mentioned it to us.”

“Us?” The southerner peered suspiciously.

“The lads….ya know.”  Straightening, he turned toward the other man.  “Well, come to think of it, it was only me and Paul in the room when Phleiss was brought up.”
“And what did this Peter Brown say?”

“He’d gone there…to Tavistock….spoke to a fella named Quinn.  He asked what Tavistock’s business was with the Beatles….”

“What was he told?”

“That they were studying the mania.”

Caleb snorted in disbelief.  “More likely they’re responsible for the mania!”

“D’yer think so?” John asked curiously.
“It’s possible.  With those folks, you learn that anything is possible!  Shit, they make the CIA, MI6, and the KGB - put together - look like amateurs!  In fact, look behind those agencies….you’ll find that the bastards have a hand in all of ‘em! So, what else did this assistant tell you?”
John gave a heavy sigh and continued, “Nah, that was about it, really …except fer the part where he told us about Phleiss ringing Quinn. Peter said he had the feeling that Phleiss was the one running things there.”

“This Brown fella is very astute, Pheiss is behind Tavistock, John.”
Caleb took a minute to consider what he’d learned while John watched his expression closely.  Several seconds passed before the American shook his head and said ominously, “I don’t like the idea that your guy there tipped his hand, though….it could be dangerous.”

“What d’yer mean, Cal?” John asked worriedly.
“What I mean, friend, is that now they know for certain that we know who they are.  That can’t be good!”

John attempted to mask his anxiety with sarcasm…failing miserably.  “And who do you reckon is ‘we’?” Are ya saying that they’ve sussed out that yer here…that yer helping me?”

“Aw, come on, John!” Caleb countered with a derisive laugh. “You don’t strike me as a fella who just fell off the turnip truck!  Of course they know about the Fraternity’s involvement!  They knew enough to figure out Nate was working with you to defeat Phleiss.  Hell, son, that’s why sonuvabitch had him killed!”

“Right,” John replied demurely.  Fuckin’ fab!  Another death I’m responsible for!  “I don’t know….perhaps I should just have it out with Brian.  Make him tell me how all this came about and what his role has been.”
“I wouldn’t advise it, John,” Caleb warned.

“Why not?  It’s him who dragged us into this Tavistock to begin with --”

“Now, you don’t know that!  Tavistock is Phleiss’ baby.  Your manager could very well have been duped by their lies and manipulation.   Anyway, regardless of the extent of his involvement, I’d like to make sure that they learn no more than they have.  They already know too much as it is!”
Frustration and fear getting the better of him, John stood and started pacing the room.  “What is it Phleiss wants from me?” he cried.
The large man, appearing to dwarf the couch upon which he sat, shrugged and replied blithely, “Could be anything, John!  For all we know, you could be doing what he wants as we speak….or you could’ve already done it, friend!  It could be a song you’ve written, a film you’ve made --”

“An interview I’ve given?” John turned toward Caleb with an arched brow.

Caleb paused before nodding his agreement slowly and sadly.  He didn’t need to ask what John meant….he knew the Beatle was referring to the scandal elicited by his comment that the Beatles were more popular than Jesus.  As much as he wanted to, Caleb couldn’t, in all good conscience, dismiss the possibility that might have very well been it.  Who knows the damage John might have caused with that comment?  Misconstrued or not, a young man of his considerable influence making such a claim may very well have led some of his young fans to reject their faith, their values, their family – God knows what, really! – and perhaps prompt some to even go as far as to embrace the other side!  Surely that’s something that would have pleased Phleiss!
“Except…,” John began pensively, “…except that when Nathaniel, Alec, and I talked about this, we found a direct connection to the shit happenin’ in Vietnam.”

 “Vietnam?”  Caleb repeated in bewilderment.  
John recounted the time both he and Alec were receiving messages and visions about “Rolling Thunder,” both involving a war taking place thousands of miles away.  He concluded, “So, Nathaniel thought that Phleiss might be using the war in Vietnam to try to get the US and Soviets to use the bomb on each other, destroying the world in the process.” 
Caleb gave a low whistle.  “You know, that does make sense!  We’re sure it was him who was behind the mess down off Cuba in ‘62!  So that makes it twice that the s.o.b. tried this tactic, the chances are better than average that he’s trying again!”  
Twice….right, Cuba and Germany.  Hesitantly, John asked, “I assume then that you already know who Nathaniel believed Phleiss to be?”
“Ah, I take it you’re referring to the infamous Hitler death certificate?” Caleb asked, smiling wryly.

“You don’t believe it?” John asked dubiously.
“Oh no!  There’s no doubt it’s true!  There’s far too much proof.”

Appearing viscerally relieved, John asked, “Then you also know just how close the Nazis came to inventing the bomb before the west…?”

Nodding, Caleb loosely clasped his hands in his lap.  “Oh yeah, and they would’ve used it, too!  You can be sure of that!”

“Right, well, Nathaniel seemed to think that this is what Phleiss is hoping to try and pull off….ya know, have the world just blow itself to pieces!  Only thing is, I can’t reckon how I fit in with his plans!”  Plopping back down on the couch, John added in resignation, “….and it’s driving me mad, Cal!”

The older man nodded sympathetically.  With all the global facilities and personnel of the Fraternity at his disposal, Caleb was trying to help John stay one step ahead of Phleiss - most recently with regard to the subterfuge concerning Paul McCartney’s recent “demise.”  Overall though, the brethren were working overtime to ascertain Phleiss’ intended purpose for John.  Unfortunately, they were no closer to an answer than John was himself.  In that respect, at least, the prophecy shed little light.  

Caleb knew that he had to tell John about the prophecy – he was a part of it, after all - but the young musician seemed so overwhelmed by everything that had already happened, Caleb feared that the knowledge would break John.  Time, however, was not on their side.  The prophecy was already unfolding, and HE had come.  Caleb knew he would have to tell John soon, whether he was ready or not.
“Cyn can’t know,” John said softly in a quivering voice, interrupting Caleb’s thoughts.  “She knows too much fer her own good as it is.  I mean, Peter and Alistair shouldn’t know, but Cyn….she can’t know, Cal!  If Phleiss were to come after me family….”  Leaving the thought unfinished, John sighed shakily.  “I need to know what the prick wants from me!”
Caleb clapped a hand of encouragement on John’s shoulder and squeezed gently.  The two men then lapsed into an extended silence again as they each mulled over the puzzle.  Suddenly, an idea began to dawn on Caleb.  “Hey John?”

“Hmmm?”

“Have you been following the news at all?”

“As often as I can, ya know.  I read the newspaper just about every day.  Why?”

“Then you’re aware of the momentum the anti-war movement is gaining?”

“In America, ya mean?”

“America, yes, and elsewhere….”

“What about it?”

“It consists primarily of young folks – like yourself.  Students and so on.  Probably a lot of them are Beatles’ fans.”

“Okay…?”  John prompted the man to continue.
“Well, if Phleiss wants an escalation of the war in Vietnam to force the hands of the US and the Soviets, then any attempt to end the war would be contrary to his agenda!”

“That’s true….and it’s all well and good, but what has any of it to do with me or the Beatles?”

“Think about it, John!” Caleb exclaimed, growing more animated as he went on.  “You boys are touted as leaders - prophets even - for your generation!  If you and the others came out and publicly denounced the Vietnam War while also supporting the anti-war movement, that might not only strengthen the movement, it could possibly help us stop Phleiss’!”

Upon seeing John fidget uncomfortably, Caleb’s smile faded from his face.  “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know ‘bout that, Cal.  See, Brian doesn’t want us discussing politics at all --” 

“What?!” Caleb practically shouted.  “Just a few minutes ago you were ready to fire him! Now you’re worried about upsetting him with talk of politics?!”
“I know, I know,” John said, attempting to placate the other man.  “But it’s not just Brian, ya know….and it’s not like we haven’t spoken out against the war already!  Fuck, we did it this past summer, during a press conference just before we played Shea Stadium, and I thought the bastards were going to lynch us fer it!  They had to end the conference because of all the arguing!  Perhaps if there hadn’t already been all the problems over that interview I’d given Maureen Cleave – I don’t know – but anyway, it got folks all riled up. So I don’t know that we should go running our gobs about Vietnam right now….we’re already being called communists in America…or I am, at least.”
“I understand your concern, John, but I really think we’re heading in the right direction with this!  I think this is it!” Caleb insisted.
“And I’m not saying it’s not, mate!  But that only makes sense if there is also a way Phleiss could use me or the group to – what’s that word you used? – escalate the war.  I don’t see how he could!”

“Aw shit, John, catch up, will ya!” Caleb countered in frustration.  “I just told ya how covert and underhanded Tavistock is!  Do you really believe they’re not capable of using the Beatles to intensify the war in Vietnam?  These are the same folks who initiated projects on remote viewing --”

“Eh?”

“Remote viewing….the ability to psychically see a place or a person!”
“Yer joking!”

“I’m not!  John, the Fraternity’s entire purpose is to keep an eye on Phleiss and Tavistock! Considering what we know they’ve done in the past, we can only guess what they might be capable of!  Things like – oh, I don’t know – initiating trigger words into society….I mean, how certain are you that Tavistock hasn’t hijacked words like ‘fab’ and ‘gear’ and that, when heard or said, these words don’t have kids thinking or behaving a certain way? Or, like we’re planning to do, they could even be planting subliminal messages in your records --” 

“Planting what?”

“Never mind,” Caleb said dismissively.  “The point is, Tavistock has means and methods available to do things you can’t possibly imagine!  If Phleiss wanted to use you to escalate a war, you can be damn certain there’s a way to do it...perhaps even without your knowledge or cooperation!”

John’s eyes went wide in disbelief.  Giving a nervous laugh, he exclaimed, “Christ, it sounds like science-fiction!”

“Yeah, but see, John, that’s exactly what they want people to think!  That’s how they operate…how they’ve gotten away with doing what they do for so long!”

“Incredible,” John murmured with awe.  Just as he was about to speak again, the front doorbell rang.  Knowing they were the only ones currently in the house, the two men froze at the sound, looking at each other questioningly.
“You expecting anyone?” Caleb asked quietly.

“No,” John answered in the same quiet tone.

Wordlessly, Caleb gestured for John to answer the door.  Much to John’s relief, Caleb fell in step closely behind him as he made his way toward the front door.  Pausing only for a moment, John listened for any sound coming from the other side, but could hear nothing.  With one last glance at the large man by his side, he pulled open the door.

On the other side, two men waited.  One, John didn’t recognize, but the other….Shit! I’m fuckin’ seeing ghosts again! 
The young man stood with his hand raised, poised to knock.   Stunned, John gaped at him in disbelief, utterly speechless.
“H-Hello, John!”  the visitor stammered nervously.
Finding his voice at last, John whispered, “Alec?”
“Quinn’s dead?” Yoko asked in surprise.

“I’m afraid so, yes,” Christian replied.

Irritated, she demanded, “Why didn’t your secretary just tell me that then when I phoned in?”
Christian stood and walked around his desk, taking the chair next to Yoko’s.  “We anticipate that this change of regime here at the Institute may be rather…well, off-putting to some people, Mrs.Cox --”

“It’s Ono – Yoko Ono, not Cox.”

Christian smiled deprecatingly.  “My apologies….as I was saying, we understand that our clients may feel somewhat anxious about such a significant change.  After much discussion, we felt it would serve everyone’s best interests to discuss this transition face-to-face, something not likely to happen if we simply informed these individuals of Dr. Quinn’s passing over the telephone.  I’m sure you understand.”
“I do,” Yoko replied shortly as she rose from her chair.  “My association with Tavistock is now over.”  

She turned to walk out of the office, but stopped when Christian informed her nonchalantly, “I’m afraid not, Miss…Ono.”

“My business was with Reginald Quinn, not you, Mr. Spencer.”  she stated emphatically.

 “Actually, your business is with neither of us.  The debt of your family is owed to Tavistock.  Therefore, that debt is not eradicated by Dr. Quinn’s death….it is yet owed to the Institute.”

“With interest compounded indefinitely!” she responded hotly even as she retook her seat.

“Well, Miss Ono, the services rendered to your family in the aftermath of the war were rather substantial!” Christian baited, remaining calm and collected.  “Your family’s aristocratic status notwithstanding, you would most certainly not have been safely sheltered in that Azabu bunker during the fire-bombing had it not been for Tavistock.”
Yoko moved to interrupt, but Christian held a hand up, effectively stopping her while he continued, “Nor, I imagine, would your family have been offered refuge at that mountain resort in Karuizawa, along with members of the royal family….”  
He could see the fire in her eyes extinguish, but, leaning toward her, he went on relentlessly, “….and your father, no doubt, would have rotted in that Saigon prison.”
Sitting back in his chair, knowing he’d made his point, he added unnecessarily, “….among other services rendered.”  

Christian’s smile chilled Yoko.  This man is evil…plain and simple.  “What do you want?” she asked in defeat.
Brightening, Christian responded, “Tell me what Quinn instructed you to do.”

With a shrug of forced indifference, she replied, “All I was told was that I was to come to London early so that I could make contact with one of the Beatles.”
“Which one?” Christian asked with great interest.

Noting his lack of surprise, Yoko briefly wondered what interest a place like Tavistock could possibly have in a pop group. “John Lennon,” she answered.
“I see,” he commented thoughtfully.  Standing, Christian returned to his desk and withdrew a file from a locked drawer in the cabinet behind him.  Peering over his shoulder, Yoko squinted to read the label on the drawer.  Just before he turned back her way, she was able to make out the typewritten words that read, “Aquarian Project.”

“Aquarian Project”?  The Beatles? What the hell are they up to?
“Have you initiated this contact yet?” he asked as he flipped through the file.
“Not with Lennon, no….with McCartney….Paul McCartney.  It was very brief.”

“McCartney?  Really?” he tapped a pen against the file as he thought quietly for several seconds.  “When you saw him – McCartney, I mean – did he seem…different to you?”

“Different in what way?”

“In any way….looks, speech, gait, mannerisms…any way at all.”  Seeing her confusion, he restated the question.  “In other words, did he come off the way he did in photos and films taken before last year, or did he seem…different? ”

Yoko couldn’t fathom why he was asking her such an odd question.  “I don’t know him well enough to say.  I’m not really a fan of pop music.  Why do you ask?”

“Ah, no reason particularly,” he answered with a nervous smile.  “Just some rumours circulating, no doubt.  Forget I mentioned it!”

Yoko knew he was lying, but nodded her head in agreement, filing the incident away for later consideration.

Sitting back in his chair, he folded his hands across his abdomen and smiled.  “Now, tell me about your visit with McCartney,” he ordered amiably.

Paul whistled through his teeth and mentally cursed John Dunbar for exploiting their friendship and putting him in such an awkward position.  Looking everywhere but at the diminutive and unusual woman before him, Paul said, “I’m not sure I understand what it is yer asking, luv.  You want me to write a song?”

“No.  I am only asking you for an original score for one of your songs….even an older one.  It doesn’t matter.  Again, I’m not planning to do anything more than use it in a piece I am producing for a friend’s birthday.  He’s a collector, you see.  He collects scores of modern music.”
“And who’s this friend?  Is he also an artist?” Paul asked coyly, suspecting the woman could have an ulterior motive for her odd request.
“Have you heard of John Cage?” she asked.

In fact, Paul had heard the name before, mostly associated with experimental music, and he told her so.  His earlier concern regarding the legitimacy of her request now resolved, Paul nonetheless answered, “Sorry, luv, but I don’t do that sort of thing…giving out original scores and such.  Not that I don’t trust you, mind, it’s just that I’m a bit paranoid when it comes to my music.”

The artist looked down at her feet as he spoke, prompting Paul to feel a bit sorry for her. “Tell ya what, though….”  She looked up at him, and he was struck by the impassive expression she wore, leading him to think that perhaps she wasn’t as upset as he’d originally thought.  “Ya can try me mate and songwriting partner,” he smiled wryly.  “He’s a bit of an artist himself.  He’d probably get what yer doing better than me and feel more comfortable giving ya a music score to work with.  Not that I’m promising, though!”
“Great,” she replied unenthusiastically.  “If you’ll write down his name and contact information, I’ll go see him.”

Paul smiled, thinking she was joking until he realized she was serious.  “You don’t know who I’m talking about?”

“Should I?” she asked with no hint of a smile.

“Er, I reckon not,” Paul answered slowly as he picked up a pen and wrote out John’s name and address.
Yoko took the paper he held out to her.  Glancing at it, she made sure she could read it before giving a curt nod and slipping it in her pocket.  “Okay, thank you, Paul.”

“Yeah, no problem,” he replied, still amazed that she apparently didn’t know who John Lennon was.

He walked her to the door and politely wished her well before saying good-bye.  Yoko was halfway to the gate before she allowed herself to smile.

“And that’s it, that’s all that happened,” Yoko concluded.

“Interesting that you sought out McCartney before Lennon,” Christian noted pensively.  “Why is that, Miss Ono?”

Sighing, Yoko crossed her legs and replied, “Because it was easier to get to Paul.  He was more….” She fished for the right word.

“Accessible?” Christian offered.

“Yes….accessible.  Besides, I was able to use Dunbar for an introduction to Paul.  I have an upcoming exhibition at the Indica Gallery, you know, and Paul, I’ve been told, is a regular customer and investor.  I just figured once I’d met him, I could then use him to meet Lennon.”
“Splendid!” Christian exclaimed in an eerie imitation of his predecessor.  “You show great ingenuity, Miss Ono!”  he lauded.  Waiting a beat, he expected her to be pleased by his praise, or, at the very least, to say thank you.  For her part, however, Yoko continued to look at him silently, her expression stoic.  His smile fading in response, he instructed, “Right, well, carry on then.  I’ll expect you to contact me when you’ve succeeded.”
When no further instructions followed, Yoko asked, “When I’ve succeeded at what, exactly?  Quinn never told me why I was to make contact with John Lennon…what am I supposed to do then?”

Christian thought for a moment.  What did Quinn have in mind?  Why Yoko Ono?  Why now?  What advantage would it give the project to have her in the Beatles’ camp?  Given what I know about Lennon, he’s not about to befriend a woman, artist or not.  If the idea was to have a woman working for us to go out and seduce him, surely Quinn would have chosen someone other than Yoko Ono!  He could have even set up Jayne Mansfield to do that – with considerably more success, no doubt!  What the hell did Quinn have in mind?
Glancing at the woman sitting on the other side of his desk, he said, “Get as close as you can to him.  Keep an eye on him….what he’s doing, who he’s associating with, things of that nature.  Let me know what you find out.” He was at a loss for any further directions….he simply couldn’t fathom why Quinn ordered Ono to London early with the vague dictate to “make contact with John Lennon.”

“That’s it?” Yoko asked, rising from her chair.

Christian rose and, smiling uncertainly, extended his hand toward her, “Yes, that’s it…for now.”

Yoko couldn’t hide the smirk.  He has no idea!  She looked at his extended hand with contempt, but, deciding not to push her luck, loosely shook it before turning on her heel and striding from his office.

Christian lowered himself back into his chair. Propping his chin on his hand, he mulled over the mystery of Quinn’s intent.  After a while, he leaned forward and through the intercom, ordered his secretary to hold his calls and not disturb him.  Turning his chair toward the file cabinet, he pulled out the drawer labeled, “Aquarian Project.”  Everything Tavistock did….everything it was….connected to the success of this one project. Quinn had made that clear…but Phleiss made it essential. Running his hand over the numerous files, he sighed in resignation.  “It’s going to be a long day!” he murmured to himself. Removing the first five files, he opened the first, and started reading.

As summer gave way to autumn, Brian’s depression worsened.  The boys had made good on their promise to give up touring for good, and, without tours to schedule and plan, he was left feeling irrelevant and vulnerable.  No matter that he had commitments to artists other than the Beatles, the threat of losing “his boys” was more than he could bear.  Like a vicious cycle, his anxieties over the lads contributed to his chronic insomnia, which, in turn, kept him on edge, affecting his ability to think clearly.  His money and celebrity made it possible for him to obtain legally prescribed medications – barbiturates to help him sleep, amphetamines to keep him awake – but his tolerance to the drugs over time had developed to the extent that he was taking both in dangerously high quantities.  
The American tour had been a nightmare from which Brian was still recovering.  Fortunately, his worst fears weren’t realized – all four of the lads ended the tour alive and relatively unscathed.  Unfortunately, for Brian personally, it had been trouble from start to finish.  Beyond his worries about the boys’ safety, during the last days of the tour, he had met up with his former lover, Diz Gillepsie.  That evening, things had progressed deceptively well.  Brian and Nat Weiss met Diz at a house in Beverly Hills, and, by the next morning, Brian felt confident that he and Diz could reconcile and have a chance at a lasting relationship.  Those twenty-four hours were bittersweet for Brian as he continued to grieve the boys’ decision to give up touring while also believing he might very well have finally found happiness and true love.  His world came crashing down around him hours later when it became clear that Diz had set him up and stolen both his briefcase and Nat’s with the intent of extortion.  While Brian remained in L.A. and to deal with the blackmail, the Beatles were on stage in San Francisco, giving their last concert ever.  Brian knew he would never forgive himself for not being there that night.

When the precarious American tour ended, the group returned to England, and the four went their separate ways for an extended near-two month break. Two weeks after their return, Brian, along with Neil and Paul, met up with John in Paris.  Although he’d quite enjoyed himself, he still could not shake the malaise that had settled in his soul.  Even the news that Reginald Quinn had killed himself brought Brian little comfort.  As his mother, Queenie, used to tell him, “The devil you know is better than the devil you don’t.”  While no one at Tavistock had contacted him, he knew it was only a matter of time.  To the Institute, Brian Epstein might be expendable, but the Beatles – and John Lennon, specifically – were not.  He knew better than to think that Quinn’s death released him from his servitude.  While he waited for that proverbial “other shoe to drop,” he did what he felt he could to stay on top of business at NEMS, but, as September progressed, it became more and more of a struggle as his emotions careened out of control along with his drug use.
On a rainy Monday evening later that month, Brian had taken one pill too many and was found unconscious.  A frantic trip to a London clinic saved his life that night, and his subsequent stay in the facility was reported in the press as being only for a “check-up.”  The day after he was found, his housekeeper, Maria, changed the sheets on his bed.  As she pulled the used sheet away, she felt something fall from the bed onto the floor, hitting her shoe in the process.   Reaching down, she picked up the scarab and inspected it.  Unable to identify what it was, she shrugged and, slipping it into the drawer of Brian’s bedside table, forgot completely about it.
