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Chapter Fifty-Three

"I declare that the Beatles are mutants. Prototypes of evolutionary agents sent by God, endowed with a mysterious power to create a new human species, a young race of laughing freemen." 

   Timothy Leary, 1967

“I read the news today, oh boy….”

.

                                          “A Day in the Life” by Lennon/McCartney, 1967

Moving from room to room, Brian scanned the crowd, and, basking in the ambiance of good will and excitement, smiled with satisfaction.  Though early critical response remained somewhat ambiguous, the popular response so far to “Sgt. Pepper” was giving every indication that this would be the Beatles’ most successful LP to date!  Quite an accomplishment…especially when one considers that the LP hasn’t even been officially released yet!

He had to admit it….from its inception, he’d felt uneasy about the boys’ idea of doing an LP like this.  Musically, it was a radical departure from anything they’d ever done before, leading some critics to pan the group’s first musical effort since leaving the road.  Shifting from the simple “pop” of their early material to the heavily Dylan-inspired “folk-rock” found on “Rubber Soul” and “Revolver” was one thing.  As different as that music was, at least the group had stayed largely in the mainstream of popular music.  “Sgt. Pepper,” on the other hand, was in a class all of its own….a veritable musical menagerie.  

Of the greatest concern to Brian, however, was the cover they’d insisted upon.  In the spirit of the burgeoning pop art so much in vogue, they’d decided to depict themselves as Sgt. Pepper and his core band, sporting their new mustaches and dressed in fluorescent colored Edwardian uniforms.  Surrounding them were life-sized depictions of the famous and not-so-famous that, one was to assume, constituted the remainder of “the Lonely Hearts Club Band.”  Interestingly, the lads also borrowed the Madame Tussauds’ wax effigies of themselves from ‘64 to include in the crowd.  The cover was groundbreaking…along with the price tag, but what left EMI’s “Sir Joe” Lockwood hyperventilating was the potential litigation they could have invited upon themselves, the likes of which would have made Nuremburg look like traffic court.  To diminish the possibility, he’d insisted that each and every person depicted had to be officially approved first by EMI and then contacted for their written agreement.  It was a long, arduous process that kept Brian’s office tied up for ages and frequently pitted him against the group in a proverbial “tug-of-war.”

Now, however, the hard part was over, and. with the LP nearing public release, the signs were looking more than favorable. The success of the “by-invitation-only” press party only served to confirm that.  Looking out over the gathering, Brian smiled, and for the first time in a long time, his smile felt sincere.  Taking note of the way Paul seemed preoccupied with the blonde American photographer, Brian was growing vexed that Paul would allow himself to be so monopolized, when he heard someone calling out to him.

“’ey, Bri!”

He snapped out of his reverie to see John making his way toward him from across the room.  In his wake, a rather large man with an impish grin followed. Donning his “professional” demeanor, Brian waited for the Beatle to reach him.

Clapping Brian’s shoulder amiably, John said, “Great party, Brian! Looks like the LP is going to get quite the promotion, eh?”

“It does, indeed, John.  You boys should be very proud,” the manager replied, casting a furtive glance at John’s companion.

Noticing this, John said, “Oh!  Brian, this is my friend, Cal…Caleb.  He’s here all the way from America!”

Expecting more in the way of an introduction, Brian waited a beat before extending his hand and replying, “I’m very pleased to meet you, Cal.  I trust you’re enjoying the party?”

Cal smiled broadly as he shook Brian’s hand.  “It’s great!  You have a beautiful home, Brian!”

“Why thank you!  I only wish I had more time to actually enjoy it,” Brian replied.  “May I ask how you know John?”

“We met through another friend,” John interjected quickly.

“I see,” Brian commented cautiously, adding, “….and what brings you to London?”

There was a pause while Cal and John exchanged a quick glance that didn’t go unnoticed by Brian.  “I’m here on business, actually,” the large man answered.  

“Ah, you’re in the music business, then?”

Cal laughed genially.  “No, no….I’m afraid I’ve got too much a tin ear for that!  No, I’m an independent contractor….research.  I’m visiting one of my clients….an organization here in London…Tavistock….the Tavistock Institute.”  

John watched Brian’s reaction as closely as he dared without giving himself away.  Blinking rapidly, Brian said, “I’m afraid I’ve not heard of your client – Oh! There’s Peter….I’m afraid I must excuse myself….business to see to, I’m sure you understand,” Brian made his excuses in rapid succession as he backed away.

“Sure, sure.  Listen, it was nice meeting you,” Cal said, offering his hand.

Taking the proffered hand, Brian gave it a single shake.  “Likewise, Cal….Please do enjoy the rest of the party.”  Glancing at John, he said, “John, I’ll see you later.”

“Sure, Bri,” John answered as Brian walked away hastily.  The two men watched until he’d disappeared in the crowd.  Just then, John saw Peter Brown enter the room from the opposite direction. “’ey!” he said softly, nudging Cal’s elbow and nodding to where the assistant stood.

Seeing this, Cal’s brow shot up.  “Interesting…..”

“Well, he denied even hearing of Tavistock.  It was as good as an admission of guilt,” John said seriously.

Nodding his agreement, Cal replied, “Yes, but of what?  Is he a player or a victim?”

Looking back to where he last saw Brian, John shook his head.  “Don’t know….victim, I hope.”

Cal shrugged.  “You know him best, John.  What’s your instinct tell you?”

John blew a sigh and leaned back against the wall.  “That’s just it, Cal!  This whole thing has me turned inside out, ya know?  I don’t know who to trust!  Brian’s always been such a good friend….I’d hate to think he has any part in this.”

“Well, maybe he doesn’t,” Cal offered logically.  “Just because he lied to us about not hearing of Tavistock doesn’t mean he’s a part of anything….it just means that he doesn’t want us – or you – to know.”

John grew frustrated.  “Yeah, but that’s the thing, Cal.  Why?  Why lie about it?”

“Well, now, John….maybe we didn’t plan this out well enough.  After all, I just said they were a client of mine.  He doesn’t know me.  What’s he supposed to say?  ‘Oh, Tavistock!  Yes!  They’ve been blackmailing me for years!’”

Despite himself, John had to smile at Cal’s imitation of Brian.  “Not bad, that!” he chuckled.  Growing more serious, he said, “But I see yer point.  Yeah, we need to find a better way to suss out what Brian knows – and what he’s doing with them!”

“Yeah, and soon,” Cal agreed.

Suddenly, John gave a coy smile and said, “By the way, I found a few of the, er, clues you fellas planted on the cover.”

Cal’s characteristic grin was back in place.  “Oh yeah?  I haven’t seen the finished product myself yet.”

“No?” John asked in surprise. “Well, hang on, let me grab a copy.  I’ll be right back….wait here.”

“Okay,” Cal replied, picking at a small plate of poached salmon.

John returned in a few short minutes.  Good as his word, he held a copy of “Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band” in his hand.  “’ere ya are then,” he said, handing it to Cal.

Setting the plate down on a low table, Cal took the LP with a grunt of thanks and began studying the cover.  Although he’d offered some input, he didn’t personally work on placing the “clues” concerning Paul’s “premature demise” on the album cover.  Still, looking at it for the first time in its totality, he immediately scouted for those few specific suggestions he’d made.  He smiled as he found one….the flowers in the shape of Paul’s bass guitar, emerging from freshly turned earth, reminiscent of a freshly dug grave.  Then there were the wax figures of the Beatles, pondering the “grave,” looking very somber.  The third of his suggestions was the inclusion of the burnt toy car.  He noticed several other clues inserted by the Fraternity and had to admit, some of them were really rather clever.  

“There’s also the audio clues on the record itself, don’t forget,” John added, sounding very pleased with the result.

“I’ll have to be sure to give a listen,” Cal replied while he continued to peruse the cover.  “Someone is supposed to send me a list of all the clues they included.  I’ll be sure to send you a copy when I….”  Abruptly, he stopped talking and his brows furrowed.

“What?  What is it?” John asked, sidling up next to him, trying to see what Cal was reacting to.

“Shit,” Cal swore softly.

“What?  What’s wrong?” John asked in confusion.

“This isn’t good,” Cal murmured.

John was getting increasingly nervous.  Cal was a paragon of reason and calmness.  If he was upset, then it must be bad.  “What?  What isn’t good?  Cal!  Please, mate!  What is it?  What did you see?”

Taking a deep breath, Cal struggled to calm himself.  “John, does Brian have a copy of the list of the people on the album that you boys came up with?”

“I’m sure he must!”

In an even tone that broached no argument, Cal instructed, “Get it.  Get it now.”

“Cal --”

“After I’ve seen the list, John,” Cal said pointedly.

“Yeah….yeah, okay….”  John answered hesitantly before heading off to find Brian and get the list.  

Taking a seat on the far side of the room, Cal passed the time waiting for John’s return by closely inspecting the cover – back and front, inside and out.  This time, however, he wasn’t looking for the “Paul is dead” clues.  He was looking for something far more insidious….something that could very well indicate that Phleiss was on to them….something that could mean that Paul remained in danger.

“I’ve got it,” John called out as he approached Cal several minutes later.  

Taking the paper from John, Cal quickly scanned the list, looking for one name in particular.  “It’s not here,” Cal mumbled.

“What?  What’s not there?” John pressed.

Cal sat back in the chair and stared out absently before speaking.  Picking up the LP cover, he pointed to a face and asked John, “Do you know who this is?”

John took the LP from Cal and leaned toward the light, peering closely at the face that Cal asked about.  Slowly, John shook his head, “No, I don’t.…but I assume you do?”

“Have you ever heard of ‘Aleister Crowley’?”

John thought for a minute.  “Ya know, the name sounds familiar, but I can’t say I know who he is.”

“Think, John,” Cal stressed.  “Perhaps you heard one of the other guys talking about him.  Maybe one of them originally wanted him included on the list.”

Again John considered the name.  “I don’t think so.  I mean, George wanted all of these Indian gurus, Paul wanted all movie stars and such, and Ringo – he didn’t put anyone on the list.  That only leaves me, and I don’t know this guy!”

“You’re sure?” Cal asked, his voice tinged with desperation.

John only huffed in annoyance and glared at the other man.

“Okay,” Cal sighed heavily in resignation.  “Aleister Crowley was an occultist who referred to himself as “the Beast” – as in “the Beast” of the Book of Revelation --”

“The Bible, ya mean?”

“Yes….Critics and supporters differ in their take on Crowley.  Some say he was satirist who used satanic language as a metaphor for sex and sexual acts while others say he was a depraved psychopath.  The newspapers of his day referred to him as ‘the wickedest man on earth.’  Whatever else he may or may not have been, he practiced and advocated ritual magick, usually involving sex, both hetero and homosexual.  His entire hedonistic philosophy of life can be summed up in his short directive to ‘Do what thou wilt.’  Generally, he’s viewed as bad news, and….he’s on the cover of your LP.”

“So, I take the Fraternity didn’t put him there…?” John asked mockingly.

Cal grimaced.  “Highly unlikely, my friend.”

Growing serious, John observed, “Which begs the question….how did he get there?”

Cal just stared at John meaningfully, letting him work it out.  It didn’t take long.

Visibly paling, the Beatle croaked, “Phleiss?”

“I can assure you, sir, everything is prepared just as you instructed.”

“Splendid, Christian,” Phleiss said, stretching his legs out in front of him as he sipped from a snifter of brandy.

“Everyone is in place and those who are directly under our auspice have been apprised of their responsibilities,” Christian continued.

Smiling pensively, Phleiss regarded the young man.  In many ways, the Spencer youth reminded him of a puppy constantly seeking positive reinforcement.  It was wearing thin, but Phleiss knew that the lad wasn’t long for the position.  Even now, at this critical juncture in the project, others were being considered as his replacement.  It surprised Phleiss that it didn’t appear to occur to Christian that he only held the position now because of Quinn’s unanticipated suicide.  Christian Spencer was never seriously considered a candidate for Quinn’s successor.

“I’m pleased to hear of it, Christian.”  
Leaning forward, Christian lowered his voice unnecessarily and asked excitedly, “This is it, isn’t it, sir?  The ‘aestas verto’ – the ‘summer of turning’ from the prophecy?”

Phleiss glared at Christian as he swirled the brandy in its glass.  Evenly, he responded, “You would do well, Christian, not to place too much stock in antiquated prophecies.”  Seeing the young man grow pale at his response, Phleiss added with a smile, “After all, the only difference between prophecy and rumour is the passage of time.”

“Understood, Dr. Phleiss,” Christian replied with proper contrition.  “However, the entire Aquarian Project is built upon this prophecy, so surely it must have some credence!”

“Indeed, Christian, but, even so, there is much that is undetermined, so we must be vigilant and do all we can to ensure its success, yes?  Do not assume our goal is that providential.”

“Oh, most certainly, sir,” Christian readily agreed.

Finishing the last of his brandy, Phleiss stood, prompting the young supervisor to follow suit.    “Well, I must be on my way.  I’ll leave everything in your capable hands.”

“Yes sir….thank you, sir!”  Christian replied nervously, clasping his quivering hands behind his back to hide them.

While he was turned away from the younger man, Phleiss rolled his eyes derisively, even as he said, “Then a good evening to you, Christian.  Please pass along my regards to your uncle, won’t you?”  

“I’ll do that, Dr. Phleiss,” Christian replied.  “Have a good evening yourself.”

At the door, Phleiss offered Christian a fleeting smile before turning and walking down the corridor toward the bank of lifts.  When Phleiss was out of sight, Christian quietly closed the door to his office, and, leaning up against the jamb, blew a heavy sigh.  Loosening his necktie, he went to the liquor cabinet and poured himself a generous glass of brandy, taking two large swallows while he yet stood there.  Then, walking to the chair behind his desk, he plopped down and swiveled around to look out of the now-enlarged window.  Well, I rather made a mess of that, didn’t I?  I suppose that’s my reward for attempting to be clever!  I wanted information, and all I succeeded in getting was a slap on the wrist. “Aestas verto,” indeed!   As if I truly needed Phleiss to explain the prophecy to me!  

Leaning back, he rifled through the stack of files on his desk, carefully slipping out from underneath the pile a familiar beige file, thick with pages now yellowed with age.  Pulling the file into his lap, he opened it and looked over the first page….the prophecy itself.  Believed to have originated sometime just past the mid-eighteenth century, it was written in flowery script - in “the language of privilege,” that is, Latin.  Consisting of nine lines, it foretold of a future time when the human race would take the next evolutionary leap; an evolutionary leap that would be evidenced in art and music, the sciences, theology, and society itself.  It spoke of new ways of relating….among the races and between the genders.  An age that would alter cultures…a true paradigm shift.

Scanning the lines, he found the “aestas verto” phrase:  “…aestas verto ero exordium mutatio….”   As he read, Christian mentally translated: “….the summer of turning will be the beginning of change….”  

Raising his eyes from the paper, he looked down upon the twinkling lights of London, and mused, Could the coming summer be the aestas verto? Phleiss seemed to hint as much!  It was the following phrase, however, that had Christian really perplexed, and it was this that he’d hoped to have Phleiss clarify when he first mentioned the aestas verto:  “….et divinius filius cruentus pectus pectoris ero suus monstrum….”  “….and the divine son’s bleeding heart will be its portent,” Christian translated softly.  “What the hell does it mean?” he asked aloud.

He shuffled through the other papers included in the file – attempts by others at translation and interpretation of the prophecy over the years.  He pulled out the last sheet – the last interpretation.  He’d read many times already, each time hoping to see something…anything…he might have missed before.  As always, his heart quickened upon seeing the name at the top of the page…. “C.G. Jung.”  

Unlike his predecessors, Jung did not believe the “divine son” to be a reference to Jesus.  He reasoned that the Freemasons, from whom the prophecy originated, were essentially Gnostics, believers in apotheosis – that is, that man’s ultimate destiny was to become God. “Believe ye not that ye are gods?” he quoted from the Book of Psalms, and again from the Gospel of John, “Is it not written in your law, I said, ‘Ye are gods’?”  Instead, Jung believed that the “divine son” would be a messianic figurehead of his age…a prophet...a leader.

“But who?” Christian seethed in frustration as though the paper would give him an answer.  His ‘bleeding heart’ – will this person be a martyr?  Might he have already come….Kennedy, perhaps? He continued to postulate theory after theory until, as usual, he so thoroughly confounded himself, he gave up.  “Christ!” he hissed as he roughly shoved the papers back into the file and tossed it carelessly on his desk.  Grabbing the half-empty glass of brandy, he turned back toward the window.  How the hell am I supposed to oversee this aestas verto if I can’t make out its omen?  Taking several swallows of the amber liquor, he grimaced as he thought, Phleiss won’t be pleased….he won’t be pleased at all!

“What?!” Alec gasped in disbelief.  “Are you quite certain, Sam?”

Sam shifted uncomfortably in his seat.  “Yeah, unfortunately, I am.”

“But how?  Why?  John must be told….and immediately!”

Sam held his hands up in surrender.  “Hey, man, you’re preaching to the choir.  I agree.  As to why neither Nathaniel nor Caleb had told him about the prophecy, your guess is as good as mine!”

“But don’t you see, Sam, if John is who you say he is, then he has to know what has been foretold…if only to be prepared.”

Sam tried to placate the young psychic.  “I know, Alec…but I can’t imagine there not being a reason he hasn’t been told yet.”

Growing indignant, Alec exclaimed, “Well, I for one don’t care what reason Nathaniel or Caleb had for keeping John in the dark, he needs to know, and, if Caleb isn’t going to do it, then I think we should.”

“Whoa, my friend!  Just hold up a second.  We can’t do that, not without talking to Cal first anyway.” Sam cautioned.

“Why on earth not?” Alec demanded angrily.

“Because, Alec, we’re not the Fraternity.  This is their territory, and, as hard as it may be, we just have to trust that they – and Caleb – know what they’re doing.”

Alec regarded Sam appraisingly for several seconds.  “You know, Sam, I find it most strange that for a former Fraternity member, you’d be so supportive of their methods.  I’m certain you must have had your reasons for severing ties with them, so what’s with the fan club now?”

Sam paused thoughtfully, tapping the carbon copy of the prophecy against his leg. Frowning, he explained, “My choice to leave the Fraternity, Alec, had nothing to do with ill will.”  Brightening, he grinned coyly and added, “It might have had everything to do with free will, perhaps, but there were no hard feelings.  I trust them.”

Alec sighed tiredly and ran a hand over his face.  “I don’t know, Sam.  I wish I could say the same, but it’s getting more and more difficult to,” he confessed, thinking of his own strange sanctuary at the Maharishi’s ashram in Rishikesh.  What was the point of all that?  Of leaving John all on his own, believing me to be dead?

Sam gently clapped the other man’s shoulder, “I get it, Alec, I do.  Just give it a bit of time.  We’ll talk to Cal about this.”

“Alright then, Sam, I’ll defer to your experience with these people for now, but John must be told about his role in this prophecy.  It’s only right.”

The next morning, Christian was back at his desk after passing yet another sleepless night.  In front of him, he had the newspaper spread across his desk, and he read while he sipped his morning coffee.  Suddenly, he bolted straight up in his chair.  Grabbing the edges of the newspaper, he brought it closer to re-read the small article that had caught his attention.

The BBC has announced that it has banned the song, “A Day in the Life,” by the Beatles from its stations due to alleged drug references.  A spokesman for the BBC stated, “We listened to this song over and over again, and we have decided that it appears to go just a little too far and could encourage a permissive attitude to drug-taking.”  The song is part of the group’s latest LP, “Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band.”

Jumping up from his chair, Christian began pacing frantically in front of his desk.  “Christ!  That’s it!  That’s bloody-well it!”  His thoughts ran together, taking on a life of their own, as though a bolt had been thrown and a door opened….The Beatle’s latest LP….“Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band”….Lonely Heart, bleeding heart….and it was Jung who said that “Liverpool was the ‘pool of life’”….Lennon’s a Beatle….and Lennon’s from Liverpool….and Phleiss chose Lennon! It all fits….It all fucking fits!

Pausing at the window, Christian could feel his heart pounding in his ears.  His voice low and quivering with excitement, he stated to the empty room, “John Lennon is the ‘divine son,’ and this new LP is the portent of the aestas verto.  It’s begun….”  Never in his wildest dreams could he have anticipated such a destiny for himself.  As he stood at the window, looking out over the city of London, he could swear he felt the power pulsing through his body.

