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Chapter Fifty-Six

"Instead of trying to amass money for the sake of it, we're setting up a business concern at Apple -rather like a Western Communism ... we've got all the money we need. I've got the house and the cars and all the things that money can buy." 
Paul McCartney - London Evening Standard, 24 February, 1968  

"My marriage to Cyn was not unhappy. But it was just a normal marital state where nothing happened and which we continued to sustain. You sustain it until you meet somebody who suddenly sets you alight.”
John Lennon on his relationship with Yoko Ono
John lay stretched out along the couch in the sunroom, chain smoking nervously while inattentively staring at the soundless images flashing across the television screen. He glanced at the clock on the wall and noted with mild surprise that only three minutes had passed since he’d last looked.  Sod it!  I should’ve had Pete stay up with me fer a bit.  
With Cyn off in Rome on holiday and Julian staying with her mother, John found himself alone in the large tudor home.  Only a day had passed before he was on the telephone, practically pleading with Pete Shotton, his old mate from Liverpool, to come and stay at Kenwood. Truth be told, he found himself relying more and more on Pete in recent months, despite the fact that the man had a wife and family of his own to tend to.  Nonetheless, John’s need for his childhood friend bordered on obsessive, and that, in itself, was somewhat strange since literally years had passed with little or no contact between the two.  However, as the events of the previous year left John’s equilibrium even more off-kilter than usual, he’d seemed to develop a need to return to a more innocent time in his life…an innocence that Pete Shotton embodied and helped John to remember.  

Pulling himself upright, John stubbed out the cigarette impatiently in the ashtray.  I must’ve been barmy doing this tonight!  What the fuck was I thinking?

He’d contacted Yoko earlier that night, insisting she come over, even offering to pay for the taxi, and, ever since, he’d been vacillating about the wisdom of the invitation. When he heard thunder reverberating in the distance, he groaned aloud.  She’ll think me mad for certain, dragging her out on a night like this!

On some level, it surprised even John himself that he was feeling so anxious about being alone with her, yet he’d put up no argument when Pete told him he was off to bed.  Now, again, John was having second thoughts. Time and again, he’d reminded himself that Yoko was just another bird, but, in his gut, he knew differently.  The invitation he’d extended to her was the equivalent of throwing down the proverbial gauntlet, and, he knew, that before the night was over, their relationship was going to change drastically one way or another
Standing, he walked over to the French doors that led outside from the sunroom and peered out the window into the rainy night.  The rhythm of the drops beating against the glass soothed his frazzled nerves a bit, and so, he leaned up against the jamb and slid his hand into the front pocket of his jeans.  When his fingertips brushed the metal of the amulet, he felt the familiar jolt of recognition.  Swallowing the lump forming in his throat, he pulled the item from his pocket and held it in the palm of his hand.  

The scarab had found its way home last August after Brian was found dead in his bed.  It was Peter Brown who’d told John about the curious charm Brian had clutched in his right hand that night.  In the midst of growing hysteria, John had demanded to know whether or not Brian had been found holding the talisman anywhere near his heart.  Eventually, Peter confirmed that he had. Though the coroner ruled that Brian’s death was due to an accidental overdose, John knew better…. Death due to Beatle!  he thought to himself, his smile wholly without mirth.  
The scarab’s sudden reappearance, coupled with Brian’s untimely death, had John helplessly speculating who would be next. The randomness of the way “it” selected Brian still shook him. Even now, he had no clue as to how his late manager came to have the talisman or how long he’d had it, but it seemed increasingly likely that the question would have to remain a mystery, despite Paul’s reasoning that Brian must have had retrieved it from the Aston Martin following the accident.  While John agreed that this seemed the most likely scenario, he was still left wondering why then it took several months before the cursed object finally worked its dark magic, claiming yet another “tribute.”  

Holding his hand in a shaft of light from the table lamp, John inspected the scarab, marveling at the way something so small and seemingly innocuous could have wrought such power and destruction.  Not for the first time, he fantasized about ways he could rid himself of it forever, remembering then that, for a time, he had allowed himself to believe he had done just that….until it killed the man who’d been both his manager and friend.  We’re one.  That’s what that jammy fucker Phleiss told me, didn’t he?  Me and the scarab are one.  

Slipping the talisman back into his pocket, John tiredly leaned his forehead against the cold glass of the window.  Christ, I’m so sorry, Bri!  I should have talked to you about all this when I had the chance.  Cal says it would have made no difference, but I’m not so sure.  If I’d been less of a coward, then perhaps you’d still be alive today!  You’d be here and we wouldn’t be mucking things up the way we are.  I knew we’d had it.  I knew it, and I’d said so right there while we were still in Bangor.  Bangor….the Maharishi….meditation….ah, fuck, Brian!  Things were finally starting to look up.  Fer the first time since all this began, I’d felt truly hopeful that I might find peace in my life.  We were all talking earlier about making the trip to India.  I could escape it all….the Beatles, the mania, Tavistock, Phleiss.  You were going to come with us...to Bangor and to Rishikesh.  Just like our idea for the Greek island – we’d all be together…but then, the telephone rang…and Janie answered it….and it all changed….forever.
Sighing heavily, John allowed himself the rare luxury of tears.  His melancholia deepened as the steady drizzle of rain outside the glass doors gave way to a proper downpour.  The storm was moving closer, and, just as he did when he was a child, John measured distance by counting the seconds between the flash of lightening and the rumble of thunder.  One…two…three…four…five…six…seven….then he heard the thunder.  The game provided him with a brief reprieve from his somber thoughts, and John waited for the next flash of lightening.  It wasn’t long coming, and, when it did, he started the count again….  One…two…three…four….the thunder now sounded like it was almost directly overhead, and John watched in bemusement as the cats scattered out of the room, running for safety.  He turned back to the window just as a bolt of lightening flashed.  Startled, he leapt back from the glass doors.  “What the fuck?!” 
He stood in the middle of the small room, willing his heartbeat to slow.  Lifting the round NHS glasses he’d taken to wearing, he rubbed his eyes, and waited for reality to catch up.  Then, stepping cautiously back up to the French doors, he squinted his eyes and peered into the darkness.  Another bolt of lightening, a bit more distant this time, briefly illuminated the figure standing on his back lawn.  Although John saw her only for a moment, the long hair plastered against the figure’s head and the shapely pair of legs that were visible beneath the dark trench coat indicated clearly that the person standing in his backyard and staring into his home was a woman.  The fact that she was doing so in the midst of a mid-spring thunderstorm told him that she was most likely a fan….an obsessive fan.  Who else would be out there in this weather!

Fear morphed into anger as he yanked the one door open and stalked out onto the back portico.  Standing under the protection of the roof above, he yelled at the girl.  “’ey, you!  Girl!  What the fuck d’yer think yer doin’?  Ya can’t be here….this is private property, luv!”  The term of endearment lost its sweetness in the onslaught of John’s temper.  
The girl remained where she was, silent and unmoving, though John had the impression she was taking his measure.  How’d she even get back here?  I know fer a fact that gate is locked…always is! Fer that matter….how the fuck did she get back here so quickly?  I’d only looked away fer a moment.  One second she wasn’t there, and, the next…Bob’s yer uncle!  Nobody could have moved that fast!  Even if she’d been hiding among the trees – not too clever in a thunderstorm! – she still would have had to have run across the lawn to get where she is.  I’m sure I would have seen her.  So, how --”
John’s musings were abruptly ended when he saw the girl ambling toward him.  As he watched her approach, he fought the irrational urge to turn and run back inside, locking the door behind him.  By the time she’d reached the steps, he could make out her features by the light cast from within the house.  Stopping at the bottom step, she gave him a saucy grin and said, “Good evening, John.”
Her voice was deep and sultry, touched with just a tinge of an accent – German, perhaps? Relief flooded through John as he realized that she really was just a fan.  “How did you get in here?” he demanded, albeit with considerably less antagonism.  
Shrugging, she gave a light laugh.  “I climbed over the gate!”  
John looked at her doubtfully.  She’s just a wisp of a girl, and that gate is five foot high!  
He appraised her uncertainly for several seconds before sighing in resignation.  “Well, yer here now.  Ya’d best come in and dry off fer a bit.”  He continued to talk as he led the girl inside.  “I’ve a friend arriving soon in a taxi.  You can just hop in when she arrives.  I’ll have the driver take ya back home…wherever that is.”

“Oh, that won’t be necessary,” the girl said breezily, watching as John disappeared into a small room just off the kitchen.  When he emerged, he was holding a beige bath towel.

“No worries, luv.  I’ll pay fer it, eh?” he explained as he offered her the towel.

Accepting the towel, she murmured, “Thank you.” 

He leaned back on the kitchen counter top and crossed his arms in front of him, looking on while she toweled the excess water from her face, neck, and hair.  “So it’s settled then,” he said.
“No, John. What I meant is that I don’t live far from here.  It’s much easier and faster to walk than to drive,” she explained, adding with a wry grin, “…but it’s quite chivalrous of you to offer.”

Glancing down, John noticed her spiked stiletto heels, several years out of fashion, and wondered how comfortable she could possibly be walking anywhere in them.  Seeking to hasten the girl’s departure, however, he said nothing.  “At least let me offer ya a brolly to take with yer.”
Handing the towel back to him, she smiled sweetly “That’s very kind of you, John.”

“Ya have a bit of time.  Before ya go, would ya like a drink to warm ya up a bit?” he offered.

“Have you any cognac?” she asked disinterestedly as she walked around the kitchen, inspecting various items – large and small – that caught her attention.

John went to the globe bar that had been a gift from Brian, and, sliding the lid back, searched through bottles stocked within.  “Cognac, eh?  I’m  not sure….ah, okay, found it!”  He poured two fingers of the liquor into a cut crystal glass.  “Ice?” he asked, turning toward the girl expectantly.

“No, thank you,” she replied while she continued her inspection.  

As John handed the girl the glass, he spotted the time on his watch. “Er…listen” - Christ!  Yoko will be here any minute!  I’ve got to move this along! - “So….sorry I didn’t catch yer name,luv.”
“I didn’t give it,” she quipped as she completed her circuit around the kitchen, coming to stand before John.

John forced a smile, but was growing increasingly impatient.  “Right then.  Well, before ya leave, Miss Whoever-Ya-Are, I’d be happy to autograph something fer ya.”

The girl seemed to be aware of John’s discomfiture and apparently found it very amusing.  For his part, however, John wasn’t amused…not in the slightest.  “Right, luv, no offense or anything, but, as I said, I’m expecting someone any moment now.  So, what’ll it be?”
She said nothing at first, but simply stood there grinning.  Then, leaning in toward John, she placed her glass on the counter top behind him, her eyes never leaving his – her grin never wavering.

When she pulled back, John took his first proper glimpse of her.  Squinting – a habit he acquired from years of nearsightedness – he cocked his head to the side and asked, “Do I know you from somewhere?  Ya look rather familiar but I can’t place ya.”

Giving a silent snicker, she answered enigmatically, “Perhaps.”

He continued to stare at her, feeling that he was close to pinpointing just where he’d seen her before – much in the way one searches for a word that’s right on the tip of his tongue.  Before he succeeded, however, she said, “I didn’t come here for an autograph, John.”

“No?”  

“No,” she purred, stepping in toward him closely and running her finger down his chest.

Something about her…about all it…felt very familiar to John, and he was certain it wasn’t a mere case of déjà vu.  “I…do…know…you, don’t I?” he asked haltingly, sensing he really didn’t want to know the answer.  …but why?
“Hmmm…but that is not why I am here, mein leibling.  I am here on behalf of a mutual friend.”

John’s countenance – and tone – hardened.  “And just who might this ‘mutual friend’ be then, oh-nameless-one!”

Turning from John, she resumed her walk around the room.  “I could tell you, John, but….how about if I show you instead?”  As she said this, she turned back toward him from where she stood across the room, and held her hand out, palm up.

John gaped at the object that sat glittering in her hand.  Instinctively, his hand went to his pocket.  It’s gone!  “W-Who are you?” he asked in a strangled whisper, unable to tear his eyes from the scarab mocking him from her outstretched hand.
Affecting a pout, the girl replied, “I’m so disappointed you don’t remember, John!  That hurts, truly!”  Sauntering back over to where he stood, she said, “You know, I always did admire you…even more than I liked Tony.”

“T-Tony?”  John’s mind was a mass of confusion.  What’s Bramwell to do with any of this?

Grimacing then, she said haughtily, “Tony made promises, you know….and then he broke them when the time demanded he honor them.  He broke his promise, and he broke my heart.”  Smiling at John, she added, “…but you…you came along….made me feel beautiful again…beautiful and desired.  I will always be very fond of you for that.  Too bad your girlfriend had to show up and ruin things.  That was most disappointing.  Still….I had hoped that once she left, we might have resumed our affair.  Pity.”

Every fiber of John’s being warned him that something was wrong….that this strange girl should not be standing in his kitchen right now. Desperately, he tried to connect the words and references to their alleged shared past.  At the mention of his girlfriend showing up and ruining things, he knew immediately the girl was talking about Cyn…and Hamburg. Cyn….Hamburg….affair….Tony – right, but Sheridan, not Bramwell…he broke her heart…we’d had an affair...’til Cyn showed up….  
John’s eyes went wide as the familiar rush of adrenaline coursed through is body.  “It’s not possible!” he whispered, staring at the girl in shock and disbelief.  “It’s not bloody possible!” The girl’s smile widened.  “Anna?” he croaked.
She squealed and clapped her hands together in delight.  Hands?!  How?  She’s holding the scarab!  
Still staring at the woman across from him, he put his hand in his pocket, withdrawing the scarab.  Slowly, his eyes slid from her face to the talisman he held and back again.  “How the fuck did you do --”  
Just then, the warning his body flashed made sense….the “something wong” that had him so frightened.  He said it aloud then as a mere declarative statement – a fact.  “Yer dead.”

The smile disappeared all together, replaced by an austerity that would have scared him had he not already been on the verge of panic.  “Phleiss sends his regards, John.  He has instructed me to inform you that he is most pleased.  ‘It is coming,’ he says.  Be alert.  You have much work yet to do.  Ready yourself.”

“F-For w-what?” John asked, unsure what scared him more – the fact that the dead girl in his kitchen was a minion of Phleiss or the message itself.

The smile had returned, but there was no humor or cordiality in it.  “You will know when it is time, John.  You will just know.”

“But --”

Just then, the doorbell rang and John jumped. Yoko!  Moving hesitantly toward the front door, he sensed that Anna was right behind him.
As they stood at the door, she started tying her belt around her coat, saying, “Perhaps I will take your girlfriend’s taxi after all, John.”

“She’s not me girlfriend,” John corrected her distractedly.

Anna put her hand to John’s cheek while reaching up to kiss the other.  Before pulling back, she whispered in his ear.  “She will be.”  
As she stepped back, John could see the twinkle of amusement had returned to her eyes. Stretching past him, she reached for the doorknob.

“It was you in Paul’s car that morning, wasn’t it?  You were the one who tried to kill him.”

Her smile widened.  “Don’t be silly, libeling.  I’m dead, remember?”  

Before John could formulate a response, Anna, pulled open the door.  “Good evening!” she gushed like a perfect hostess.

Taken back by the appearance of the woman opening the door, Yoko looked to John and said accusingly, “I thought you said you were alone.”

“I was – I am – er, she’s just leaving,” he stammered to explain.

“I was, indeed,” Anna confirmed exuberantly.  “I had to come all this way in this terrible weather to deliver an important message, and John had kindly offered the use of your taxi once you’d arrived.”

Yoko hesitated uncertainly, not sure if she believed the explanation.

Laughing lightly, Anna reached for Yoko’s arm and gently pulled the woman inside.  “Come in, come in….wouldn’t do having you catch a chill standing out there on a night like this.”

The artist allowed herself to be pulled indoors, raising her eyes only to glance at John, who smiled weakly.

“I will bid you a goodnight, then!” Anna called over her shoulder already heading out the door.

John watched a moment then suddenly headed that way himself.  “I reckon I’d best pay the fer the taxi!” he said anxiously, excusing himself, and inwardly thanking Pete for leaving more than enough cash to cover the two trips and a generous tip for the driver..
The rain had subsided once more to a steady drizzle and John felt his clothes getting soaked through.  Shivering, he stood outside the taxi and leaning in, he took care of the expense of both women’s trips, thanking the very-surprised driver who apparently had no idea just whose house he was taking his previous fare to.  After complying with the young man’s request for an autograph, John stepped to the rear seat where Anna sat.  Quietly, he asked, “Can you tell me anything about what’s coming, Anna?  Anything at all?”
For the first time that night, she looked at John with something akin to sympathy.  Softly, she replied, “Nein, libeling, I can not.”

His tone hardened by fear and frustration, he asked, “You can’t or you won’t?”

The girl only shrugged in response, prompting John to shake his head derisively.  After slamming her door shut, he stood there a bit longer and watched while the taxi reverse out of the drive.  The driver had put the vehicle in gear and just started pulling forward slowly, when John noticed something that made him gasp.  Under the glare of the streetlamp above, he could make out the silhouette of the driver in the front seat, but, in the back seat, there was no sign of the passenger.  One part of his mind speculated, I reckon she could just be reclining in the back seat…?  The other part knew better….she could be – but she’s not. Sighing, John said aloud, “I really should be used to this shit by now!” 
Breathing in the damp night air deeply, John tried to clear his mind of the past half-hour’s turmoil.  Remembering the woman who was waiting in the house, he tried to recall why he’d felt compelled to have her over to begin with.  When she’d first appeared in his life, Yoko Ono was a curiosity – an oddity – much the same as many others who had passed through his life.  For some reason, he’d always been drawn to those who were marginalized in society – people who were “different” from the norm.  Perhaps it was because John himself identified with this group on a personal level.  Yoko was an artist….touted as part of an avant-garde group of artists, the Dada-inspired Fluxus Movement, although Yoko would claim she was more of an independent artist.  It was art that made their initial meeting possible when John was invited by Paul’s friend, John Dunbar, to an exclusive viewing of Yoko’s work the day before its premiere exhibition at his Indica Gallery.  Although John was impressed by her work, after that day, the Japanese artist seemed to turn up anywhere John went, either with or without Cynthia. It had, in fact, become a bit of a joke between husband and wife.

As time wore on, however, John became intrigued.  It wasn’t that he was especially attracted to her physically, though, he’d admitted to himself, he’d had worse…much worse.  Instead, it was like finding a kindred spirit where he least expected to find one.  Truth be told, he’d been unhappy for a long time…unhappy in his marriage, unhappy with the Beatles, unhappy watching Paul’s influence within the group and with fans grow, while his seemed to wane.  He felt impotent – as a Beatle, an artist, and a man.  He had grown tired of feeling - as he put it – like a “performing flea.”  In short, he was miserable.  He found himself opening up to Yoko more and more about these things….
“So, leave.  Just stop it,” she advised.
John laughed at her naiveté  “It doesn’t work that way, luv.  There’s contracts and lawyers and agents and such. Now, on top of it all, we’ve gone and started this new company to oversee all the shit I don’t want to be doing!”

“But it’s your company?” she asked thoughtfully.

“Yeah…,” he replied, wondering where she was going with the point.

“Well, it seems to me that, if it’s your company then you should be able to use it to do something you want to do,” she observed logically, adding before he could interrupt, “I understand you have these other commitments Beatles need to see to, but why not also do what you really want to do?  You want to be an artist?  Be an artist!”

John looked at her silently for several seconds, thinking about what she said.  “Yer right, Yoko.  I could do that, couldn’t I? 
After that conversation, it was virtually all that John could think of.  Sadly though, he had neither the courage nor the confidence to make the attempt.
If he had to name it, he supposed that was the genesis of his attraction to Yoko….her confidence….and her belief in him.  It wasn’t long before he started wondering what it would be like to be with her…to be her lover.  Both of them were married, and they each had a child with their respective spouses, so John didn’t intend for their relationship to be anything more than an affair.  He laughed to himself.  Putting the cart before the horse there, aren’t ya, mate?  She’s said nowt about wanting ya yet!

He looked back at the house and saw Yoko standing in the doorway watching him.  Probably reckons yer barmy standing out in the rain like this!  Lifting a hand, he waved at her in acknowledgement and started back for the house.
“Sorry about that!  Business an’ all, ya know,” he offered lamely.

Yoko said nothing, telling John she didn’t buy it.

John laid his hand loosely on her arm.  “Really, luv.  I didn’t know anyone would be popping by tonight.”

“It really doesn’t concern me, John.  What you do privately is your business,” she said in a clipped tone that nearly made John smile.  He knew it did concern her….it concerned her greatly.  In that respect at least, Yoko was a typical woman.  He knew jealousy when he saw it.

Noticing he was dripping all over the wall to wall carpet, he suggested, “Here, why don’t we go into the kitchen so I can dry off a bit.”  As she followed him out of the sitting room, he said, “Would ya like a drink or sommat?”

“Tea, if you have it.  Do you have any grass?”

John grinned, toweling himself off with the same towel Anna had discarded a short time before.  “Of course I do!  Fab idea, luv!  I could do with a bit meself, actually….been a strange night.” Suddenly, he remembered that the last person to use that towel was, in fact, dead, and he tossed it aside with a shiver. 
Fifteen minutes later, he had a pot of tea brewing on a tray fixed with two mugs and spoons, milk, and a sugar bowl.  Hefting it, he said, “Let’s take this up to my music room, Yoko.  I have a stash up there.  We can roll a couple, eh?”
Nodding, the woman followed him up the two flights of stairs to the room where John spent most of his time when he wasn’t laying on the couch in the sunroom, stoned or tripping.  The silence of his visitor was making him feel awkward and self-conscious.  He thought the idea of bringing her up to the music room was a stroke of genius.  Although she was an artist, she was a performance artist, and he knew from previous conversations that she had a great interest in incorporating music into her art.  This should take some pressure off! he thought in relief.
He wasn’t wrong.  When Yoko saw that John had constructed a makeshift studio in the large space, she smiled for the first time since arriving.  They drank tea and smoked while John, recently introduced to the work of Stockhausen, played tape after tape of him experimenting with different sounds.  Of special interest to Yoko was a tape he was working on, entitled, “Revolution #9.” He could tell that she was duly impressed and jumped at her suggestion that they create some tapes of their own.

All through the night they recorded, stopping only to discuss each other’s ideas for their next endeavor.  John marveled at the way they seemed so totally in sync…like two sides of the same coin.  He should have been exhausted, but, instead, felt energized and electrified as he immersed himself in the creative process.  The fact that he was sharing that experience with this unique woman, his intellectual and artistic equal in every way, only served to deepen his attraction to her.  By the time the sun rose over Weybridge, the two were taping the sounds of their lovemaking.
*Pete Shotten awoke uncharacteristically early the next morning.  Rolling over and looking at the clock, he groaned when he saw it was only eight a.m.  Since he’d been summoned to Kenwood as John’s full-time chauffeur, playmate, and all-around companion, he’d tried desperately to keep up.  However, after the third night without sleep, he’d begged off keeping his old friend company, grateful that John had invited Yoko over and would thus already have someone to keep him occupied.  Pete had only met the Japanese artist once before at the Maharishi’s London headquarters, where a group of John’s friends and associates had gone along to be initiated and receive their mantras.  At that first meeting, Pete had not taken too much notice of Yoko as she sat quietly, her solemn expression never faltering.  When John mentioned to him the previous night that he felt like having a woman around and suggested he’d ring Yoko, Pete was bowled over.  “So you fancy her then?” 
“I dunno,” John replied, “…but there’s something about her.  I’d just like to get to know her a bit better…and now’s a good time to do it,” he cackled, “…with the wife away and all.”

It had taken quite a bit of persuasion getting Yoko to come out that late in that weather.  She only gave in when John offered to pay her cab fare out to Weybridge.  Of course, the moment he rang off, he turned to Pete and asked for the cash to do so.  Knowing John, Pete always had extra cash on hand for just such moments, and so, he’d handed him a £5 note, enough for the fare, the tip, and more, then said “goodnight” and left John to wait for his visitor alone.
Realizing that going back to sleep was going to be an impossibility, Pete sat up and slid his feet into his slippers.  Reaching for his robe at the bottom of the bed, he stood to don it, musing the whole while about what surprises John had in store for him that day.  Well, yesterday will tough to beat, Pete thought with a giggle, After all, how many blokes can claim Jesus Christ is their best mate!  His smile broadened, recalling the expression of the other Beatles, Derek, and Neil at John’s announcement that he was “Jesus Christ come back again.”  It was definitely the strangest, most comical twenty-four hours Pete had ever spent with John.  The lad needs to lay off the LSD before he ends up taking a trip he’ll never return from!  ‘Sides, Pete thought affectionately, he’s mad enough sober!
Believing he’d have several hours yet before John awoke, Pete headed downstairs to fix some tea and a bite to eat.  As he entered the kitchen, though, he was startled to find John already up, sitting at the table in the sunroom, eating a soft-boiled egg, with a cup of tea at his hand.
“Hiya John!  You’re up early, aren’t you?”

“I haven’t been to sleep,” he grinned.

“Fuckin’ hell,” Pete laughed, “…not another night up!”

“Yeah, I was up all night with Yoko.”

Raising his brows suggestively, Pete asked, “Did you have a good time then?

Pete was bewildered that, rather than share in the joke, as John would usually do, he kept a serious – almost wistful – expression.  “Yeah, Pete, it was great,” he replied, his tone bordering on reverent.
Pete took the chair across from John.  Putting his feet up on another chair, he waited for John to explain.  When John did speak, however, it wasn’t at all what Pete was expecting.

“Are you doing anything today, Pete?” John asked.

“Nothing in particular. What do you want to do?”

“Listen, Pete, will you find me a house?”

“A house?!” Pete cried incredulously.  “What do you want a fucking house for?  You’ve got a house here, you’re sitting in it!”

John laughed at Pete’s reaction.  “I want another house!”

Still grinning, his friend asked, “Why’s that, then?”

John turned serious then, and, setting his teacup gently back on his saucer, looked directly at Pete.  “I want to go live in it with Yoko.”
Pete gasped at the revelation.

Pensively, perhaps more to himself than to Pete, John repeated, “Yeah, I want to go live in it with Yoko.”

“Just like that, John?  Just like that?” Pete whispered in awe.

“Yeah, just like that.  Just like that,” he repeated more vehemently.  “This is it, Pete.  This is what I’ve been waiting for all me life.  Fuck everything else.  Fuck the Beatles, fuck me money, fuck all the rest of it.  I’ll go and live with her in a fucking tent if I have to.”*
The two men chatted a while longer, while, upstairs, in the bed John and Cynthia had shared sporadically over the four years since moving to Weybridge, Yoko waited for John to return.  In the time he’d been downstairs, Yoko agonized over her next move.  By Tavistock’s standards, she’d succeeded at her task beyond their wildest hopes.  However, unbeknownst to Christian Spencer, in the process of completing her mission, she had genuinely, hopelessly, and helplessly fallen in love with John Lennon.  
Slipping into the robe John provided for her use, Yoko lit a cigarette and went to stand by the window.  Looking out on the trees and greenery of the suburb, she desperately reached for ideas that would allow her and John to stay together, but each idea led to the same dead end.  Tavistock will never allow it.  Phleiss will never allow it.  No, it’s impossible to remain with John without putting him, my family, and myself at risk.  We’d be too vulnerable.  Where Tavistock’s concerned, love is a liability.  So, that’s it.  I’ll just tell Spencer I’m through, and I won’t see John again….and yet….
“What are ya thinkin’ so hard on?” John asked softly from where he stood in the doorway, watching her.

Yoko forced a smile.  “How long have you been standing there?”

“Not long.”  He crossed the room to her and slipped his arms around her.  “I love you, Yoko,” he whispered in her ear.
Pulling back, she looked deeply into his eyes and answered, “I love you, too.  No matter what else, please remember that,” she added sadly.

John gave a little laugh.  “Well, you needn’t look so glum about it!  I realize I’m no great shakes, but I am a Beatle!” He batted his lashes, trying to get her to laugh.  She’s really quite lovely when she laughs.  Brightening, he told her, “I’ve just seen Pete downstairs, and he’s going to look for a house for us.”  

“John….”

I reckon we can stay in a hotel until we can move in.”

“John….”  

“A nice place, ya know, posh-like.  That should be alright, eh?”
“JOHN!”

“What?”

“I-I can’t.”

Taken back, John asked softly, “Ya can’t what, luv?”

“I can’t stay with you…be with you,” she said shortly.

John stared at her, at a loss for how to respond.
The pained look in his eyes was more than Yoko could bear.  Moving back toward the bed, she slipped off the robe and started dressing.  It’s the only way.  Just get myself out of it…quick, clean, and permanent. I must not look at him…just dress and leave.

“I don’t know what to say…,” he said quietly.

“You don’t need to say anything, John.  It was a great night, but it’s over, and we have our lives to get back to --”

“Is it because I’m married?” he asked.

“No, it’s --”

“Then is it because yer married?”

“John, please, you must understand --”

“Well, I don’t!” John yelled.  “I bloody-well don’t understand, Yoko!  I thought we had something real here!  All me life, I’ve been feeling like a part of me was missing, empty.  I thought it was because I kept losing the people I loved….me mum and dad, Uncle George, Stuart, and now Brian.  Everybody leaving, but nobody comin’ along to fill that space…until you, Yoko.  Now, I’m just s’pposed to let you walk out of here…out of me life…without any idea why?  I can’t do it, luv!  I just can’t fuckin’ do it!”
Yoko said nothing for several minutes.  It broke her heart to know she was breaking his, but he had no idea of what was really at stake.  She, on the other hand, had spent her entire life pushing people away…keeping others at bay…fearful that, should Tavistock discover someone she cared about, they’d use that individual for leverage, just as they’d done with her father.  No, far better to put a stop to all this before it goes too far.
“I should have never told you how I felt, John.  I’m sorry.  This would have been easier for us both had I kept my feelings to myself.”  She stood and started making her way to the door.
John moved quickly to intercept her.  Grabbing her arms gently, he demanded, “Yoko, luv….whatever it is, we can handle it…together.  Please…please give us a chance.”

“I wish I could, John,” she admitted forlornly.

“Why can’t you?”

“I-I can’t say….”

“Why the fuck not?”

Raising her eyes to his, she ventured a partial truth, “Because I’d be risking your future…possibly even your life.”

John mulled this over, still holding onto her, afraid she’d bolt given the first opportunity.  “Are you involved in something illegal?  Something dangerous?”

She gave a derisive snort.  “Something illegal? I’m sure there have been plenty of times.  Something dangerous?  Yes, John, very dangerous.”

“Gangsters?  The Mob or sommat?” he pressed, thinking that, if it were something like that, perhaps he could buy her out.

“There is no name for what these people are or do.  They’re bad, John, and yes, dangerous.  You can never be rid of them, not for good.”
Seeing his confusion, she decided to be as forthcoming as she dared.  “John, I did not meet you by accident, you know.”

“Paul sent you to me,” he recalled.
Yoko shook her head.  “Even before I’d met Paul…sought him out….I was sent to meet you.  Paul was no more than a means to you, John.”
“You were sent?” he questioned.

“Yes.”

“D’yer work fer the press?  Is that it?  Or a private investigator?  Is this over that remark I made about Christianity?  Or is it the Philippine --”

“JOHN!” she yelled to get his attention.  “It’s nothing like that.  These people, as difficult as it is to believe, they have a hand in everything.  Every government of every nation, big corporations, schools and universities, hospitals and research centers, every major social entity links back to them.  Like puppeteers, they pull the strings for every important event in the world...elections, mergers, wars, assassinations…all of it.  They control it all…and behind them, you’ll find one man – if you can call him that – who controls them --”
“Moephet Phleiss.”
Yoko sat gaping at him, speechless.

*  Quotes taken from The Beatles:  Lennon and Me .  Pete Shotten and Nicholas Schaffner.  Briarcliff Manor, N.Y.:  Stein and Day, 1983, pages 324 – 335.

