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Chapter Fifty-Four

We had been told we'd be seen recording it by the whole world at the same time. So we had one message for the world-- Love. We need more love in the world.
Paul McCartney on the worldwide satellite-broadcasted recording session of “All You Need is Love,” 1967

John picked as his nails while the Maharishi droned on from his perch on the makeshift stage at the front of the room.  Bored and hungry, the Beatle huffed loudly, drawing a look of consternation from George.  Smiling with mock-innocence, he waved at his band-mate.  For his part, George was not at all amused and his expression told John so.  With one last dark glare, the lead guitarist turned his attention back to the small Indian.  

Christ, George!  Taking this all a bit too seriously, aren’t we?  Yer becoming a bit of a drag, man!  Leaning over to Mal, he whispered, “What time did ya say this was over?”

Checking his watch, the minder answered in kind, “’bout another half- hour, John.”

“Wonderful!” he muttered sarcastically.  Keeping his voice low, he leaned Mal’s way again and ranted, “Don’t know how the fuck they expect us to pay attention without a bite to eat or sommat!  They could even do with a bit of a buffet in here, ya know?”

Noticing the looks of irritation from those around them, Mal replied, “Listen John, I’m sure they’ll have something after.  If not, I’ll even go out and get ya something, okay?  Now, I think these folks would like to hear the Maharishi.”

John rolled his eyes.  “Sod it!” he exclaimed quietly as he rose from his seat.

“Where ya goin’?” Mal whispered up at him nervously.

“Fer a ciggie. I need to move about a bit.”  Then, pointedly ignoring the look of displeasure George was emanating in his direction, John stepped over the crowd and made his way out of the room.

Out in the corridor, John saw a guard and politely inquired as to where he could go to have a smoke with a bit of privacy. 

Just as the guard started to answer, John heard a familiar voice say from behind him, “Here, I’ll show you, John.”

Turning abruptly, he saw Alec step from the shadows.  “Bloody fab party ye’ve brought us to, Alec” John baited dourly.

Stepping in front of John, Alec led the way down the corridor.  Over his shoulder, he replied, “Well, if you’d actually listen, you might learn something helpful.”
“I was listening!” John whined defensively.

“Right, that’s why you were sneaking out of the room!”

“I wasn’t sneaking, and besides, me arse was sore!  I needed to stand and walk….and perhaps even find something to eat!   Is that alright with you, mother?”

Grinning indulgently, Alec shook his head as he opened the door to a darkened room.  Leaning in, he flicked on the lights.  “There we are!  There are machines with drinks and snacks in that corner if you’re feeling peckish.”

“Peckish?!  I’m fair starvin’, but I’ve no money,” John answered, waiting for the usual response to this common dilemma.  It wasn’t long in coming.

“Right,” Alec sighed.  “What will you have then?” This was not the first time he found himself victimized by John’s “I have no money” ruse.

“Tea…with, er….a package of biscuits.”

Alec walked over to the machines and went about the business of getting their drinks and snacks.  As he worked, he said, “The seminar’s drawing to a close tomorrow, John, but before it does, the Maharishi wants to speak with you…alone.”

Accepting the hot cup of tea with a nod of thanks, John joked in a falsetto voice, “Ooohhh….do I dare trust him?  I mean, what if he gets fresh?”

Alec glared at him meaningfully.  “This is serious, John.  You know who he is and how he helped me after Nathaniel was killed.”
“Aye, I also know that it was him that told ya not to ring me when I was pissin’ me pants waiting on ya in Hamburg…or talk to me at all!  Ye’ll pardon me if I don’t quite see how he’s done us any favors,” John replied harshly.

“The man had his reasons.  He said that you needed to experience some things on your own for a while.”  In truth, Alec remained unconvinced of his own argument.
“And just why would that be?  I’m not in this bloody Fraternity!  I knew fuck-all about what Phleiss was up to, yet he saw fit to leave me on me own…and just after learning that Nathaniel was killed!  Yeah, I’d like to have a word alone with him as well!”

Alec wasn’t particularly worried that the guru wouldn’t be able to deal with John’s anger, but he didn’t want John meeting him with such a myopic view of the situation, either.  “You know, John, it might have seemed rather cruel at the time, but look at how things have turned out.  You have me, and Caleb, and even Sam, for that matter…as well as the power and expertise of the entire organization behind you.”

Misunderstanding, John shot Alec a curious look.  “Organization?” 

“The Fraternity,” Alec clarified.

Blowing on the tea to cool it, John gazed off in the distance thoughtfully.  After a minute or so, he said, “Ya know, Alec, we’ve put an awful lot of trust in this Fraternity.”
“Yes?” Alec prompted, knowing there was more.

“So, what do we know about them anyway?  I mean these folks keep popping up claiming to be from the Fraternity, but who are they?  Nathaniel, Cal, Sam, and now, the Maharishi….what do we know about them, really?”
“Well….they’re the ‘good guys’ I suppose,” Alec replied half-jokingly, but John didn’t even crack a smile.

“Says who?” John asked pointedly.

Alec’s smile faded.  “John, what are you saying?”

“I reckon what I’m saying is that we’ve nowt but their word to tell us they’re the ‘good guys.’  What if they’re not?  What if they work fer Phleiss?  What if this is how he gets me and the fellas to do what he wants?”

“You can’t believe that!” Alec laughed in astonishment.
“Why not?” John challenged.  “What proof have we they’re who or what they claim to be?”

A heavy silence permeated the small the room as Alec considered John’s point.  Beyond John and the Beatles themselves, he was the only “non-Fraternity” person involved in the situation, and he now realized that he, too, just blindly accepted these men at their word…without question.  “I’m certain they’ve your best interest at heart, John.  They must have!  They’ve done nothing but help you.  Why, we wouldn’t know half what we know without them!” he countered earnestly.
“That’s just it, Alec?  How do they know so much, eh?” John argued.
“Because this is what they do, John!  They’ve been tracking Phleiss for ages now.  They know him better than anyone, and they’re using that knowledge to help you!”

“How do you know that?” John pushed.  “How do you know they’re not really working for Phleiss?  How do you know that everything I’ve been advised to do hasn’t been exactly what Phleiss wanted?”

Growing frustrated, Alec nearly shouted, “I trust them!”

John stayed oddly calm, even as he pressed on.  “But why?”

“I-I don’t know….instinct?”

“Ye’ve had a vision then?”  John asked excitedly.
Alec waved dismissively.  “No, nothing like that --” 
“Then you’ve no more reason to believe ‘em than I do,” John stated with finality.

What’s brought this on?  Why does he suddenly suspect the motives of the Fraternity?  Of Cal and Sam…and Nathaniel!  Jesus, the poor man got himself killed over this business!  Perhaps he’s just jumping at shadows. Still, his question isn’t completely without merit….
Struggling to calm himself, Alec lowered himself into the chair.  “So, what would you like to do about this, John?  What would convince you?” he asked quietly.
“I don’t know….” After thinking for a minute, John eagerly offered, “Perhaps we could hire an investigator, ya know, to look into the Fraternity…?”

Alec gave a hapless laugh.  “Do you really believe an international organization like theirs wouldn’t be able to diffuse any investigation?  They’re masters at subterfuge!”  Even as he spoke the words, he was struck by the coincidence.  

By the look on John’s face, it was obvious that the same thought occurred to him.  “And what other international organization do we know of who are masters at subterfuge?” he asked drily.
The two of them spoke at the same time, “Tavistock.”

Alec bolted up from his seat and shook his head vehemently.  “No, no….I refuse to even entertain the thought that the Fraternity can be related in any way to Tavistock!”

“It doesn’t seem impossible though, does it?” John asked as he waited patiently for the other man to answer the only way he could.

“No, it doesn’t,” Alec finally relented grudgingly.

The two laspsed into silence, each lost in his own thoughts.  Suddenly, John turned Alec’s way.  “Yer a psychic,” he stated simply.
“What?” Alec replied in confusion.

“Yer a psychic!” John repeated firmly.

“Your point, John?” Alec asked with a tired sigh.
“Can’t you do…well, whatever it is you do…and find out?”

Alec averted his eyes guiltily, a move that wasn’t lost on John.

“What?  What is it?” John demanded.

“I didn’t want to say anything --”

“You didn’t want to say anything about what?”  John pressed, peering closely.

“The Companion….he’s been oddly silent these past weeks,” Alec confessed in a near-whisper.

“And what does that mean?” John shot back.
“That’s just it….I don’t know!  It’s never happened before.”

Uncertain how to respond, John asked, “Well, what was the last thing he…it…whatever…said to you?”

Alec slouched against the wall, and it seemed to John that he was purposely avoiding his eyes.  “You wouldn’t understand,” he murmured.

There’s something off about this.  Look at him! He’s hiding something!  “Try me,” John ordered evenly.

“I can’t do it!” Alec moaned as he pushed off the wall.
The answer confused John even further.  “You can’t do what?  You can’t tell me?”

Swinging around to face John, Alec finally looked him in the eyes and stressed, “I can’t do what he wants me to.”

“Who?  The Companion?”

Alec nodded.

“Why?  What did he ask you to do?” John asked innocently.

Alec gave a derisive laugh.  “He wants me to access the akasha.”

“The what?  What is that?”

“The akasha.  They’re more widely known in some places as the ‘Akashic Records.’  Legend purports that they are a sort of metaphysical library where the entire history of the cosmos and its souls on every plane are recorded...past, present, and future.”
John let the information sink in for several moments before saying, “Well, it sounds as if there are answers to be found there.  So, what’s the problem?  You don’t believe it really exists?”

“Oh no, I believe it alright,” Alec replied direly.

“Alright, then….if the Companion told ya to do this and you know how, why won’t you do it?”

“John, there are some things we’re not intended to know.  The akasha has tremendous power, and it takes someone of incredibly disciplined psychic ability to handle such a mystical experience, much less know how to responsibly use the information learned there.”

John’s brow furrowed in concern.  “Are you saying it could kill you, Alec?”

“Not necessarily kill me, but it could overload my nervous system if I’m not properly prepared.  It’s similar to overloading an electrical circuit.”
“Christ!  Why would the Companion tell you to do something so dangerous?”  

With a shrug, Alec replied, “He must feel that whatever is coming is even more dangerous than the risk.”

Suddenly, the two men heard a woman’s voice echoing in the corridor outside, calling for John.  Both of them stood and listened.

“That sounds like Janie,” John said.  Poking his head out of the doorway, he called to her, “Jane!  I’m in here!”

A moment later, Jane rounded the corner.  “John!  There you are!  We’ve been searching all over for you!” she exclaimed breathlessly.  As she entered the room, John could see that her eyes were red.  Has she been crying?

Giving Alec a nervous glance, he smiled uncertainly at the girl.  “Well, you’ve found me now, luv.  What is it?”

Throwing her arms around his neck, Jane cried, “Oh God, John!  It’s Brian!  He’s dead!”

The shock of her words hit him with breathtaking force.  Over her shoulder, his eyes met Alec’s and John was certain they were thinking the same thing….
The drive back to London had seemed interminably long, and walking through his front door, John heaved a sigh of relief.  As he’d suspected, a gaggle of reporters awaited his return, gathered together just at the end of his drive.  It was a blessed relief when Cyn shut the door, leaving the noise and shouting of his name on the other side.
He walked into the kitchen with Cynthia following in his wake.  “Fancy a cuppa, luv?” she asked gently.

He nodded his head.  “Yeah.”

“Right.  Why don’t you go into the other room and try to relax.  I’ll bring it to you when it’s ready,” she instructed.

John found it felt good to be told what to do….to not have to think for himself.  His thoughts were in such a muddle since learning of Brian’s death.  Tea, yes.  Tea is good.  Relax.  I’d like that, thank you very much.  I’ll relax, and you’ll bring me tea, and things will be fine.

As he passed by the television, he flicked it on out of habit.  The volume, as usual, was muted, but the images flickering across the screen caught his attention.  That’s us!  And there’s Brian!  What are we all doing on the telly?  His head reared back as BBC played the interview with him, George, and Ringo recorded earlier that day in Bangor.  Christ!  Brian’s dead….he’s really gone!  And there we are all talking about it.  He watched in morbid fascination, noticing how the lights from the camera eerily illuminated the three Beatles’ faces a ghastly white.  Wide-eyed and in shock, the trio answered reporters’ questions as best they could.  We shoulda told ‘em all to fuck off!  Fuckin’ parasites is what they are!  Why did they want to talk to us just after we found out that…that…
“John!  For goodness sake, turn that bloody thing off!”  Cyn gently chastised as she did the job for him.  “You don’t need to be watching that now.  Yer tea’s just about ready.  I’ll bring it in here, yeah?”
“Yeah, if ya would, Cyn,” John replied tiredly.  Removing his glasses, he rubbed his eyes.  Uncertain if he was crying, Cynthia went to her husband, and, sitting beside him, put her arm around him and asked, “Y’alright, luv?”

John froze.  Why does she keep asking me that question?  She must’ve asked it at least three times in the car, now here she is asking again!  Turning to face her, John replied evenly, “No, Cynthia, I’m not alright.  Not at all.  My friend is dead, ya see.  That has a way of spoiling a bloke’s day.  So, no, I – am – not – alright.  Now, ya can stop asking, eh?”
It was all Cynthia could do to keep the exasperation from her expression and voice.  Lowering her eyes, she focused on her hand in her lap.  It hasn’t been easy fer me, either, but, of course, John wouldn’t think of that, now would he? First, I’m left behind coz my husband couldn’t be bothered making sure I hadn’t fallen behind and now I’ve lost a dear friend.  I loved Brian as well, but why should John concern himself with my feelings at all?  After all, his are the only ones that matter!  Raising her eyes to meet his, she forced a small smile.  “Sorry, luv.  I’ll just get the tea.”  Rising, she left the room.

It was nearly an hour later that John heard the telephone ring. He had fallen asleep on the couch in the sunroom until the familiar shrill sound had awakened him.  He heard the murmur of Cyn’s voice followed by the sound of her footsteps walking toward him.  “John, it’s Peter.  He’s coming ‘round fer a bit.”

“What, now?” he asked in surprise.  
“Yeah, he’s not staying long, he says he just has something he wants to show you,” she explained.

Pulling himself up on the couch, John swung his legs over the edge and tried to wake up.  “He wants to show me something?  Barmy bastard!” he muttered, more to himself than to Cynthia.

Thirty minutes later, Peter was at the front door.  Predictably, it was Cynthia who answered.  “Peter!  I’m so sorry!” she said, reaching up and giving him a slight hug.  A flash from the end of the drive told her that there were reporters still watching the house.  Gently, she tugged on Peter’s sleeve to urge him inside and shut the door.  Smiling apologetically, she said, “They’ve been there all night.  Cor, it’s enough to drive one mad!”

Peter nodded understandingly.  “They can be terribly insensitive.  Is John about?”

“Yeah, just inside,” she said, pointing toward the sunroom.  “He’s expecting you.”

“I’m terribly sorry about the hour, Cynthia.  I give you my word, I shan’t be long,” he offered.

“Not at all, Peter.  Take all the time you need.  Would you like some tea…or perhaps something a bit stronger?”

“No, no.  Nothing for me, thank you,” he declined graciously.

“Alright then, I’ll leave you and John to it.  I’m off to bed, goodnight, Peter.”

“Yes, please don’t let me hold you up.  Goodnight Cynthia.”  He watched as Cyn started up the stairs, then made his way through the dimly lit corridor and kitchen, and on toward the sunroom.

Hearing Peter walking his way, John reached up and flicked the table lamp on. “’lo, Peter,” he greeted the man somberly.

“John,” Peter replied in acknowledgement.  “My condolences.”

John nodded imperceptively.  “Make yerself comfortable,” he offered with a wave towards the chair.

“Thank you,” Peter answered as he sat.

“Did Cyn offer ya tea or sommat?”

“Yes, she did, but I’ve really come only to ask you about something.  I won’t be staying long.  It’s been a…difficult day.”

“Alright then.  What d’yer want to ask?”
“Well, when we…found…Brian, he was holding onto something.  We hadn’t noticed at first, you see, because his arm was laying across his chest and his hand was closed…but, when he was moved, it was discovered that he held this object clutched in that hand.  It may mean nothing at all, but he was holding it to his chest, which could mean that it was something special. I don’t know….I’m just trying to understand why this happened, you understand.  Anyway, I can’t recall having seen it before, so I just wanted to check with you boys to see --”  

John all but physically recoiled in horror upon seeing the object Peter extended toward him.  “How the fuck did he get it?!”  he rasped.
Confused, Peter looked from John to the object and back again. “This, you mean?  I-I don’t know, John!  You’ve obviously seen it before….what is it?  Do you know why was Brian holding it?”
Ignoring Peter’s questions, John rapidly fired back his own, “You said he held it against his chest, Peter.  Was the scarab over his heart?”

“The what?  John, what is this?  Why does it upset you so much?”

John shot to his feet and started to frantically pace the room.  “Of course he held it over his heart! It’s why he’s dead!” he said with a half-laugh that prompted Peter to fear for the boy’s sanity.

“Alright John, let’s calm down,” he said, trying to settle the Beatle.  “Just take a moment, then tell me what’s going on.  Why does this frighten you so?”

John ran a hand through his hair and stepped back from where the other man stood.  “Why does it frighten me?” he repeated, nearly hysterical.  “Brian didn’t top himself…and it was no accident either!  He was murdered, Peter, he was fuckin’ murdered!”
Peter stared in disbelief.  “Murdered?” he asked, his voice a near-whisper.  “By whom?”

John made a strangled sound, something between a laugh and a cry.  “Me!”
Their long vigil nearly at an end, a small contingent of reporters still lingered outside the Lennon home an hour later when they were forced to make way for yet another vehicle.  As a lone figure emerged from behind the driver’s seat, the cry of several voices could be heard, one over the other….

“Who’s this now?”

“Can you see?  Do you know him?”

“Pardon me, sir?  Are you a friend of the family’s?”

“Look at the way he’s dressed?  Do you suppose he’s copper?”

The young woman stood apart from the small crowd and looked on dispassionately.  It wasn’t until the mystery-man approached the front door and stood under the light that she could tell for certain.  Oh yes, that’s him….John’s physician. Lovely!
Another curious cry swelled up from the reporters when a very solemn-looking Peter Brown opened the door.

“Oi, where’s John’s wife?”

“Why is Epstein’s assistant answering their door?”

“Here, wouldn’t you say they know each other?  It certainly looks as though that man was expected, wouldn’t you say?”

“It’s a bit late for all this activity.  What’s going on?”


“Bloody good question!”
Bloody good question, indeed! The young woman thought with an enigmatic smile.  Turning her collar up against the damp night breeze, she turned and walked away.
