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Chapter Sixty-One

"….Now I have more reason to stay healthy and bright.... And I want to be with my best friend. My best friend is [my] wife. If I couldn't have worked with her, I wouldn't have bothered... I consider that my work won't be finished until I'm dead and buried, and I hope that's a long, long time…."
John Lennon, Interview with RKO Radio, December 8, 1980

“Well I tried so hard to stay alive, but the angel of destruction keeps on hounding me all around….”

“Help Me to Help Myself” by John Lennon  ©1980
“It’s been too long since we took the time, no one’s to blame, I know time flies so quickly….”

“Starting Over” by John Lennon,  ©1980
For the fifth time in as many minutes, John checked the time.  Noticing this, Yoko gave him an inquisitive glare which he ignored.  The couple was in the control room with a couple of engineers listening to a playback of Yoko’s song, “Walking on Thin Ice.”  In addition to playing lead guitar on the song, John had spent literally hours the previous weekend working on the preliminary mix of the song, and, convinced that Yoko had a potential number one record, he single handedly was producing the final mix. His sudden disinterest worried Yoko for that very reason.  Until that afternoon, John had seemed so focused.  

When the playback ended, John stood up.  Giving the engineers instructions for some fine tuning on the mix, he turned to Yoko.  “Let’s take a bit of a break, Yoko.  Sam Hoffman’s in town, and I told him I’d meet him for a brief chat.”

As John suspected, Yoko was not best pleased.  “John, we’re in the middle of making a record here!”

“Actually, luv, we’re at the end of making a record here,” he replied sarcastically.  Then, feeling badly for his tone, he hazarded, “Do you want to join us?”

He felt a visceral relief when Yoko shook her head.  “I don’t want anything to do with those people, and I don’t know why you would either.”

“He’s a friend, Yoko….a friend who helped us out when nobody else could.  Sitting down over a cup of coffee with him is the least I can do.”  Leaning in, he gave her a quick kiss.  “I won’t be long.”

John had deliberately avoided telling Yoko that he was meeting with Cal as well.  Had Yoko an inkling he was getting together with both Sam and Cal, John knew that she would have known for sure that trouble had surfaced. 

Less than thirty minutes later, John was at a nearby diner, sitting in a booth across from Sam and Caleb. 
“It’s all unfolding as it was prophesized, John,” Sam explained.

“But I don’t understand!” John cried in frustration.  “I only just decided to record this summer!  How could --”  

“You’ve been away from this game for too long, friend,” Cal interjected ominously.  “You’re forgetting, John, this is all preordained.  We’re talking destiny here.”

“So, what are you saying?” John practically shouted in agitation.  “There’s nothing I can do that hasn’t be scripted already?  Then, why bother trying to do anything at all?”

“Look, John,” Sam reasoned gently, “I know it’s upsetting.  I mean, I can only imagine how you felt seeing your son holding the scarab, but, you can’t forget, even with regard to the prophecy, there was always an unknown factor….always a path that diverted two ways.  Even the stars foretold that, and no one, not even Phleiss, can predict which way you’ll go.”

“And that’s what you have on your side, friend,” Cal added.  “In the end, it’s you who chooses.”

“Chooses what?!  What the fuck am I supposed to do?  And why?  Why now?  In the sixties, I got it, I understood, but what the hell can I possibly do now?  Why is the bastard coming after me now?  I’ve no influence like that anymore!”

“You’re wrong about that,” Sam countered.  “You’re still John Lennon.  You’re an ex-Beatle – the lead Beatle….and there are still people clamoring for the Beatles to reunite.” Leaning forward for emphasis, he added, “The Beatles are still relevant….you’re still relevant.”
“Perhaps it has something to do with that…?” Cal suggested.

“I don’t know,” John shook his head in resignation.  “I used to believe it was about the whole Vietnam thing.  You know east and west….nuclear war….apocalypse shit.  Now, I’m not so sure.  For some reason, I think it’s more complicated than that.”

“I agree,” Sam replied.  “I think that, to understand it all, we need to go back over everything.  Think about the role the Beatles played in history, the role that you yourself played.  What’s the larger picture?  What was accomplished?  That’s where the answer lies.”

“Christ!  I’ve only about a half hour, guys.  If I’m gone any longer than that, Yoko will start to ask questions.  As it is, she didn’t want me coming to meet Sam.”

“I don’t doubt it,” Cal said.  “The girl’s probably frightened.”

John smiled at Cal’s choice of the word, “girl.”  Though not much older than him, Cal just always seemed more mature, more wise.  “She doesn’t know,” John confessed quietly.

Sam and Caleb exchanged a look of surprise.  “What?!” Sam exclaimed.  “John, you have to tell her…if only for her own protection!”

“I know,” the ex-Beatle admitted.  “It’s just that things had been going so well what with the LP and all….”  Sighing, John blurted out, “You have to understand, this is her worst fear come true!”

“She was afraid this would happen,” Sam observed.

“Yeah,” John replied.  “It’s why she didn’t really want to do the record.  I was the one who pushed fer it.”

With her hands on her hips, Yoko glared at her husband balefully.  “Have you lost your mind?!”

“If I ever had one to lose, ya mean?” John replied with a rueful grin.

Not in the mood to be humored, Yoko sighed as she took a seat at the kitchen table.   “John, you can’t go through life playing the clown.”

“Who says I’m playing?”  he quipped with a laugh.

Leaning forward, Yoko laid her hand on top of his and, looking into his eyes, said, “I’m serious, John, it is a risk too large to take!  Do you really want to invite Phleiss back in our lives?”

“We won’t be, Yoko,” John stressed plaintively.  “Listen, things are different now, yeah?  We’ve moved on, Yoko….the world has moved on.  It’s not the sixties anymore….fuck, it’s not even the seventies, thank Christ!  Vietnam is over, the Beatles are over.  Phleiss has no need of us now.  It’s a changed world.”

Yoko was shaking her head even as her husband was speaking.  “John!  Think, please!  You weren’t a Beatle when he very nearly had us deported!  And I still say it was him behind all of the spying and phone tapping,” averting her eyes briefly, she added sadly, “…and what about Kyoko?”

John’s tone softened.  “Nah luv, that wasn’t Phleiss, that was just Tony….and us, if we’re to be honest about things.”

Yoko shrugged dismissively. 

“Listen, if there was any power left to the Beatles, then Phleiss would already have tipped his hand.  Yet, we had George with his quadruple LP’s and his Bengali concerts – now, there was a chance for Phleiss to work his hocus-pocus!  And we have Paul and his Wings flapping all over the place with his silly love songs….he’s fine --”

“Ah John!” Yoko yelled in frustration as she jumped to her feet and started pacing the kitchen floor.  “It was never about George or Paul – or even Ringo!  It was you who made the pact with him!  The Beatles were just a vehicle he used, but you were always the driver!”

“I’m telling you, he’s no need of me anymore!”

“Don’t be so fucking foolish!  Look at my father!  He thought he’d served his purpose many times over, only realizing his mistake when his children were forced to assume his debt as well!  It’s never over with Phleiss, John, never!”

Sighing heavily, John removed his glasses and rubbed his eyes, giving the situation a few moments to diffuse.  Finally, he said softly, “We’ll go into the studio and cut a few tracks.  Nobody is saying we’re going to release them.  Maybe they’ll just be fer us to listen to in our golden years,” he grinned facetiously.  “The first sign of Phleiss or Tavistock….that’s what we’ll do.  But….if nothing happens, then we’ll talk about cutting an LP.”  He looked at Yoko expectantly.  After a few moments, she shrugged in reluctant agreement.

Pushing his chair back from the table, John rose and went to her.  Wrapping his arms around her, he gently kissed the top of her head.  Then, pulling back so he could better see her face, he smiled and said, “C’mon, mother, let’s go make some beautiful music together, eh?”
“Well, she always was a smart girl!” Cal offered.

A silence fell over the three men sitting at the back booth in the diner. After several minutes, Sam perked up.  “That may be it!”

“What?” John asked curiously.

“What Yoko said.  Her involvement with Tavistock came through her father.  It was him who made the pact with Phleiss, not Yoko.  She said it….’it’s never really over.’ Maybe that’s what Phleiss meant when he gave Sean the scarab and told him it was his now.”

John went white as the full implication of what Sam was saying hit him.  “So, I may not be of any more use to Phleiss, but Sean may…?”

“‘The sins of the father,’” Cal quoted grimly.  “It’s an old, old, story.”

“I’ve got to end this,” John said resolutely.

“But how?” Sam questioned.

John grew thoughtful.  “The scarab….”

“What about it?” Cal asked.

John looked away as he explained, “A long time ago, Phleiss told me that the scarab wasn’t just connected to me….it was me.”

“So?” Sam pressed. “What does that mean?”

John hesitated a moment before answering quietly, “I think it means that I’m the only one who can destroy it.”

The other two men considered the theory.  “But John…,” Cal said slowly, “…if that’s true, if you and the scarab have some kind of symbiotic connection, and if you do destroy it, then wouldn’t it follow that you’d destroy yourself as well?”

Years from that night, both Cal and Sam would look back and recall how John didn’t seem surprised at the question.  Sam, in particular, would remember noticing the sad and haunted expression that overtook John’s face as he answered simply, “Perhaps.”

“Er…ya can just let me off here, mate,” John instructed the cab driver.

In the front seat, the driver glanced furtively at the ex-Beatle in the rearview mirror.  “Ya sure ‘bout that, Mr. Lennon?  This ain’t the greatest area, ya know?”  The cab driver asked in a thick New York accent.  Making a show of looking around, he added, “There ain’t even nobody out should ya find yourself in some kind of trouble!”

John smiled distractedly, “Yeah, I’m sure….I just have a bit of business at that jewelry store.  I called the owner, and he’s expecting me.  I’ll be fine, thanks.”  

Pulling the car over with a shrug of indifference, “All I can do is warn ya, man!”

“Right,” John answered shortly.  Leaning forward, he gave the driver a fifty dollar bill for a fare that registered only $4.50.  “Keep the change,” he instructed with a smile.

The man’s face lit up when he saw the bill, “No shit?!  Thanks, Mr. Lennon!  Thanks a lot!

Giving the driver a single pat on the shoulder, John added, “Merry Christmas!”

The driver called out as John exited the vehicle, “Ya want I should wait for ya, Mr. Lennon?”

Taking a more thorough look at his surroundings, John suppressed the urge to take the cab driver up on the offer, especially since he wasn’t sure how long his errand would take. “Nah, I’ll find me way back.  Thanks, though!”  

“OK, then….good luck with the new album!”

The car was already making a u-turn when John waved in acknowledgement. 

Approaching the small storefront, John stood at the door and cupped his hands around his eyes as he peered past the mesh gate and the glass door behind it into to the darkened jewelry store.  Seeing no light or movement within, he pressed the buzzer located on the side of the stone building, as he was instructed.  It wasn’t long before he saw a door open in the back of the room and an older man limping to the door.  The man peered through the glass, and, after ascertaining John’s identity, he unlocked the door and the gate and deftly rolled the gate up to let John pass, closing and locking both once his customer was in the store.  

“Mr. Feinbaum, I presume?” John joked nervously.

“Yes, yes,” the man said with a heavy East European accent.  “Feinbaum, Miyka'el Feinbaum.  But since you are a goya, you will call me ‘Michael,’ hmmm?”  The old man chuckled, and John felt himself warming to him.

“Alright… Michael.  I’m John, as you may or may not know.”

The old man grinned and shook a finger at John.  “Oh, yes, yes, I know you!  I remember the Beatles.  A mind like a steel trap,” Michael said emphatically, pointing to his head.

“Come, come,” he said, waving as he led John to the back of the store.

The two men entered the small room from which Michael had emerged.  Looking around, John could see that the room functioned as Michael’s workspace.  There were several odd looking machines of varying sizes and numerous pieces of jewelry and watches in various states of repair lying about.  “You have the piece?” Michael asked.

“Hmmm?  Oh!  Yeah, right…here,” John said, withdrawing the scarab from his pocket.  “Er…you don’t want to put it anywhere near yer chest.”

Michael’s eyebrow shot up in response to the strange instruction.  Then, pulling his glasses from his head down to his face, he brought the scarab over to the light and inspected it.  “It is a very unique piece…beautiful,” he commented as he turned it over in his hands.

As John watched the scarab glittering in Michael’s hands, his eyes traveled up the old man’s forearm where his rolled up shirt sleeve revealed a strange marking.  Peering as unobtrusively as possible, he saw that it was a series of numbers tattooed onto the skin.  Christ!  He’s a survivor of the Nazi death camps….he was in the Holocaust!
Straightening, Michael regarded John apprehensively.  “This piece….it is very old, yes?”

“I believe so, yes,” John replied.

“And if you do not mind my asking, John, why is it you want it destroyed?”

“It’s a bit difficult to explain,” John started, but, seeing the numbers on the old man’s arm, he felt compelled to tell the truth….or as much of the truth as he could.  “Do you believe in evil, Michael?”

Michael held John’s gaze for several seconds.  Raising his arm, he pointed to the tattoo, “Do I believe in evil?  Yes, John, I do,” he said sadly.  “I ate and slept and toiled with evil for twenty-eight months.  Why do you ask?”

Nodding in understanding, John answered the old man’s question with another.  “Would you believe me if I told you that scarab is evil?”

“A cursed ‘scarab,’ hmmm?  Well, I would not doubt you.  After all, why would you tell me that if you did not believe it to be true, yes?  So…you want I should destroy it because it is evil, yes?”

At first, John thought that Michael was mocking him, but he found, much to his surprise, that the man simply accepted John at his word.  “Yes, that’s it.”

Removing his eyeglasses, the jeweler looked at John pointedly.  “And destroying this…scarab…this will destroy the evil?”

Smiling nervously, John answered, “That’s what I’m hoping.”

Growing quiet, Michael appeared to contemplate the talisman lying near the kiln.  “In my life, John, I have found that evil, like goodness, is not outside of us….it is not beyond us.  This scarab, as you call it, it is a symbol, you understand.  A symbol much in the same way the swastika is a symbol.  For centuries, before the rise of the Third Reich, the swastika was actually a symbol for good.  Why, the word itself is Hindu Sanskrit word that means ‘to be good.’  Other cultures, too, used the symbol for their own use…the Chinese, the English, the Greeks, and others - even the 45th Division of the US Army wore it on a shoulder patch of their uniform! - but it was a good symbol, you see.  Only when Hitler chose it as a symbol for the flag of the Nazi Party in 1920 did the swastika come to symbolize hate, violence, and death, and the world will never see it as good again. Think on it!  Since 1000 BC, the symbol had been good, and in a mere three or so decades, the hatred and evil of one man, along with those who embraced his vision and philosophy, changed the meaning forever more.”  Sighing deeply, Michael concluded, “Evil, John, is not found in a thing….it is found in men’s hearts.  You can destroy this scarab, that is easy enough, but…,” he paused and looked intensely into John’s eyes, “….will you choose to destroy the evil that empowers it?”

He knows!  I don’t know how, but he knows!  As John continued to look into the old man’s eyes, he saw not only a deep abiding sadness there, but a wisdom….the kind of wisdom that John found familiar.    “I’ve seen you before, haven’t I?” he was prompted to ask.

“What do you mean?” the jeweler asked.  John could have sworn he detected a small enigmatic smile playing at the old man’s lips.

Michael.  It struck John like a thunderbolt.  Michael….the name of the caretaker at the bombed-out church in Hamburg….the name of the young priest at Sacré-Cœur….How many “Michael’s” have I encountered since meeting Phleiss?  He remembered Alec speaking of Michael, the Archangel…defender of humanity whom tradition credited with the defeat of Lucifer.  Can this be him? Has he been with me the entire time?  Is it even possible?  There was no point in pressing the question, John knew.  The old man wouldn’t confirm what John knew in his heart to be true.  He was here now.  It was enough.  “I promise you, Michael, you destroy the scarab, I’ll take care of the rest.”
“Alright!” Michael exclaimed with a loud clap of his hands.  “Destroy it, we will!”  Picking up a small, sharp tool, he first used the tool to pop out the jewels inlaid in the talisman. Next, he donned a pair of goggles, and, laying the scarab in a graphite kiln, he picked up an acetylene torch, asking as he worked, “Since you want this destroyed, John, it will not matter if the temperature is hot enough to decrease the alloy…?”

“Make it dust,” John ordered, glaring hatefully at the object.

“Hmpf!  Gold-dust, yes?  Well, it will be liquid - and some of that will evaporate - but dust?  That takes a bit more time,” he joked then set himself to the task he was charged with.

Standing several feet away from the worktable, John looked on while Michael used the acetylene torch to melt the jewel at a temperature in excess of 1500 degrees Fahrenheit.  When the jeweler had successfully rendered the scarab into an unrecognizable blob of viscous metal, he turned to John, and, waving his hand over the kiln, asked, “So, John, what would you like to do with this?”

John thought for a moment.  As an idea emerged, he asked reflectively, “Would it be possible to shape it into something else, Michael?”

“Yes, yes, if I do it while it is still malleable, it can be.”

Decisively, John said, “Right then, here’s what I’d like you to do.…”

Less than an hour later, John stood with the old man in the doorway to the small shop.  Seeing the black limo pull alongside the curb just out front, he turned to the old man, extending his hand.  “Thanks, Michael, for everything,” he said meaningfully.

Taking the ex-Beatles’ hand in both of his, Michael replied, “No thanks is necessary, John.  It’s my job!” he shrugged, smiling warmly.  “I wish you the very best of luck with your…task.”  Pausing then, he asked, “Since you say you are doing battle with evil, if you would not mind, I would like to give you a special blessing…?”

“Well, I won’t say no!” John laughed uneasily.

Raising his hands above John’s head, the old man spread his hands so that they formed the Hebrew letter “shin,” symbolizing the word “Shaddai,” one of the several Hebrew names for “God.”  Michael then lowered his eyes and intoned the Nesiat Kapayim, a priestly blessing upon one going forth…. “Veyish merekha Adonai yevarkhekha ratson  yehi ken….vichuneka eleykha panov Adonai  ya’er ratson yehi ken….shalom lekha veyasem  eleykha  panov Adonai ratson yehi ken….”

When John raised his eyes to meet Michael’s, they glistened with tears.  “Thank you, Michael,” he said softly.  The old man just smiled in reply.  John knew that the words held power, a power he was going to need to do what he now knew he had to do.  “Can I ask what the blessing means?”
“May Adonai bless you and guard you….May Adonai make his face shine upon you and be gracious unto you….May Adonai lift up his face onto you and give you peace…,” the jeweler translated.

“Peace….perfect,” John whispered.

“I think so,” Michael agreed with a chuckle.  Giving a nod in the direction where the limousine waited, he added, “I believe your friend is growing impatient waiting for you.”

John’s eyes widened anxiously, thinking at first that Michael was referring to Phleiss.  Following the old man’s eyes, however, he saw that he was referring to Fred Seaman, who was standing beside the vehicle, awkwardly waiting for John to finish his good-bye, and no doubt wondering what had just transpired between the two men.

“Right then,” John said reluctantly.  “I’d best be going.”

As he walked away, he indeed felt an odd sense of peace envelop him.  For the first time since he could remember, he was certain of his path, and the certainty both empowered and encouraged him.  In the car, he watched the streets of Manhattan pass by and recalled what Sam, Cal, and Alec had told him about the end of the prophecy….There’s a diversion….it’s a choice, John….there’s no way of  knowing which path will emerge, not even Phleiss knows….it’s uncertain….“Not any more,” John murmured to himself.

“Did you say something, John?” Fred asked.

Not realizing he spoke aloud, John was taken off guard.  “Er…it’s nothing.  Listen mate,” he said to the driver, “…just pull up in front of that church, yeah?”

Surprised by the strange request, Fred half-jokingly asked, “What’s going on, man?  You find God or something? First, you’re praying with jewelry store guy and now you want to stop off at a church…?”

John grinned indulgently.  “I just have to run in for a moment.  I’ll be right back.”  

“John, you’ve been gone from the studio for nearly three hours….Yoko is gonna be pissed off!” 

“I’m sure she already is,” John replied indifferently. He started to get out of the car.

“Do you want me to go with you?” Fred called out to him.

“Nah, just wait here,” John called back over his shoulder, leaving Fred to ponder the mystery of his employer’s odd behavior.

Inside the dimly-lit church, John looked around uncertainly.  Spying the Sacrarium , the vat which held and dispensed holy water, John smiled.  He gave furtive glance around the church to ensure no one was watching then quickly, he removed the lid.  Reaching into his pocket he withdrew the cloth that held the newly-fashioned cross created from the melted scarab and the crushed gems Michael had removed prior to torching the talisman.  Holding the open cloth over the vat, John allowed the contents to slide into the holy water, carefully making sure that nothing fell outside the container.  Just as he was about to fold and pocket the cloth, he thought better of it and tossed that into the water as well.  

He stood there for a moment, staring at the cross that shimmered eerily in the light from the nearby rack of flickering votive candles.  Replacing the lid, he stealthily made his way to the exit.  As he reached for the handle of the arched wooden door, something caused him to pause and look back.  Peering down the center aisle toward the altar, he saw the large, lifelike crucifix.  Fear coursed through his body when he saw that the figure hanging on the cross was Brian Epstein.  “Oh Christ!” he whispered shakily.  When the apparition raised his head to stare straight at him, John fled from the church.

“John!  Are you alright?” Fred cried as John jumped in the car, slamming the door.

Ignoring the assistant, John addressed the driver, “Go!  Get us the fuck out of here!”

The driver peeled away from the curb, leaving a strip of rubber behind in the process.  When they were a couple of blocks away from the church, John ventured a cautious glance backwards.  Seeing nothing untoward, he breathed a sigh of relief, and, closing his eyes, leaned his head back against the seat.

“John?  What the hell happened back there?  You look like you’ve seen a ghost!” Fred pushed.

John gave a strangled laugh.  “Yer spot on on that one, mate!”

“What?” Fred asked, clearly confused and more than just a bit frightened by John’s behavior.

Taking in his companion’s expression, John muttered a dismissive, “Forget it.”

“Are we heading back to the studio, Mr. Lennon?” the driver asked with a glance at John in rearview mirror.

Praying he’d have the strength and courage to finish what he started, John answered, “Yeah, if you would, thanks.”

Yoko had plenty to say when John finally returned to the Record Plant.  However, even she noticed that it was a much more subdued man who returned than the one who left, leaving her to wonder just what had happened during John’s meeting with Sam Hoffman.  When she asked John about it, he remained purposely vague.  After all, he reasoned, she’ll find it all out soon enough.

It was close to 10 p.m. when the couple, along with the engineer, sat down to listen to the final mix of Yoko’s, “Walking on Thin Ice.”  When John was finally satisfied, he instructed the engineer to box the tape so that he could take with him when they left.

As Yoko slipped into the jacket John held out for her, she asked, “So, what do you want to eat for dinner?  Where do you want to go?”

Checking the time, John replied, “Ya know, Sean’s still up, but he won’t be for long.  What do you say we just go home so we can say goodnight?  We can take care of dinner afterward.”

Yoko considered the idea.  “Yeah, okay.  I’m rather tired anyway.”

“Here you go, John,” the engineer said, handing John the box with the tape inside.

“Ah, thanks, Lee.  You’ll see that Jack gets a copy?”

“Sure thing!  Goodnight, guys,” Lee replied, grabbing his jacket and heading out the door.

“Ready, Mother?” John grinned.  

There was something about the way the smile didn’t quite reach his eyes that alarmed Yoko.  However, not in the mood for John’s usual teasing about her “superstitions,” she said nothing about it. “Yes, I’m ready.”

In the car, making their way uptown, John was unusually quiet.  It seemed to Yoko that he had something weighing heavily on his mind.  From the very start, she had been worried about John’s return to the limelight, and, although he said nothing to indicate that trouble had started, her instincts told her something was wrong.  Perhaps the fact that Sam is here in New York is no coincidence. She pondered the possibility.

“I love you, Yoko.”  He’d had been looking out the window and said it so quietly, she wasn’t sure he’d said it at all.

“Did you say something, John?”

Turning to face her, he repeated, “I said….I love you.”

Stunned at the declaration coming out of nowhere, Yoko replied, “I love you, too, John.”  Responding with a sad smile, he turned his face back toward the window.  “John…,” she began tentatively, “…has something happened?”

While his demeanor remained unchanged, inside John felt the rush of adrenaline.  Fighting to keep his voice even, he asked, “What do you mean, luv?”

Yoko stared at her husband, trying to see his eyes through the tinted glasses, but it was too dark for her to determine anything unusual about his expression.  He doesn’t sound insincere.  Perhaps it really is just my imagination.  As the vehicle rolled to a stop in front of the Dakota, Yoko said, “Never mind.”

The two emerged from the limousine, and Yoko proceeded to walk toward the entrance in front of John.  Casting a glance around, John wasn’t surprised to see that there were hardly any fans waiting.  Not only was it nearing 11 p.m., the temperature had also taken another dip, and the winds buffeting throughout the streets made the night feel absolutely frigid.  Out of the corner of his eye, John recognized the young man standing near the archway.  The rather reticent young man had approached him as he was leaving earlier.  Without a word, he had held out a copy of new LP fro John to sign.  When John had completed the autograph, he asked the man, “Is that all you want?” to which the fan answered, “Yes, thanks, John.”  So, why is he still standing out here on a cold night this late?  John glanced furtively at the young man as he passed by.

Just as John crossed the entrance to the courtyard, he felt something hit the left side of his back so hard, it took his breath away.  Before he could register what it was, he felt another…then a third, higher, on his shoulder.  By the time the fourth bullet struck him, John was too much in shock to feel anything at all.   Staggering up the stairs and into the security area, John was aware of another loud pop.  It sounded like someone hitting a metal trash can with baseball bat, and that’s when he realized what had happened.  Collapsing to the floor, he told the Concierge, Jay Hastings, “I’m shot.”

As he lay on the cold tiled floor, he knew his life was ebbing away, and the last conscious thought he had was that, when all was said and done, he’d defeated Phleiss not because he was a Beatle and not because he sought to save the world from annihilation.  When it came down to it, Phleiss was defeated for no more complicated of a reason than a father’s love for his son.  With the sound of Yoko’s sobbing slowly fading away and the image of his two sons etched in his mind’s eye – the one older lost son with whom John had only begun to reconcile and the small younger son, now forever safe from the evil that had haunted his father for most of his life - John Lennon let go of the last tenuous thread of his earthly existence, and, once and for all, “surrendered to the void”….  
