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Chapter Sixty-Two  [Epilogue]
"More than any ideology, more than any religion, more than Vietnam or any war or nuclear bomb, the single most important reason for the diffusion of the Cold War was…the Beatles….”
Mikhail Gorbachev, Last General Secretary of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union and the last head of state of the USSR
“You were the one who imagined it all, all those years ago….”
George Harrison, “All Those Years Ago,” 1980
“And if I say I really loved you and was glad you came along, then you were here today…for you were in my song….”
Paul McCartney, “Here Today,” 1982
“And in the end, the love you take is equal to the love you make….”
Lennon & McCartney, “The End,”  1969
The two elderly men sat in the back of the small café, huddled together, deep in conversation.  “Ah, Moephet,” the one man started wryly, “…you are just out of sorts because you were beaten yet again.  When will you learn that humanity possesses an uncanny propensity for redeeming itself?”

“It is not so much that humanity has the ability to redeem itself, Miyka’el,” Phleiss groused, “….at least have the integrity to admit that much.  As has been the case many times over, had you not interfered, I would not have lost John.”

“Now there, you see?”  Miyka’el chuckled.  “You still underestimate them!  My involvement, as it were, was not the reason John chose the way he did….it was for the love of his child.  When will you finally learn?  It is love that ultimately redeems them….it is always love.”
“’All you need is love,’  hmmm?” Phleiss asked sardonically.

Miyka’el smiled at the inference.  “It is paramount to redemption, Moephet!”

“Hmpf! I will say again, Miyka’el, redemption is over-rated!”

The old man smiled amiably.  “For you, perhaps, my brother!”

“Besides,” Moephet continued, “I offer and seal my pacts in good faith.  It’s Her who gave the glorified monkeys free will!”

“But you trick them!” Miyka’el cried incredulously.

“I most certainly do not!” Moephet countered.  “Take John, for instance….I promised the Beatles immortality, and so they have it!  Even now, their music is known the world over….their records break records…and their name shall be known for generations to come!”

“Ah….like Beethoven?”

Smiling coyly, Moephet replied, “Among others….and, may I point out, not all of my…patrons…come to regret their association with me.”

“Oh…?”

“Yes....as we speak, there is another musical group…also English…they initiated their career close to the same time the Beatles did, and they made a similar pact.  The Beatles sought immortality, while this group sought longevity.  Now, those are men who have always appreciated my efforts on their behalf.  Why, they even wrote a song about me!  Apparently, they felt compelled to pity me for the way I’ve been so misunderstood throughout history.  I was quite flattered!  After all, it is not often one feels sympathy for my plight….and, incidentally, the song itself was quite popular!”

“Mmmm…and what sort of tribute did your generous effort on their behalf ‘cost’ these musicians?” Miyka’el asked cynically.
“Merely one soul….the troubled life of their founder.”
“A human sacrifice, Moephet,” Miyka’el noted sullenly.  “How very outmoded.  Do you yet misunderstand the sanctity of human life?” 

“Sanctity!” Phleiss sneered. “Please!  This young man was on the path to self-destruction long before he made my acquaintance.  I gave his life and, consequentially, his death a modicum of dignity and meaning!  Furthermore, I charitably granted him a reprieve of several years.  In his short, drug-addled life, he at least enjoyed the fruits of his labor!  In doing so, I granted him a legacy he would not have enjoyed otherwise!”

“You rationalize, brother! You neglect to account for the souls you have ruined in the quest for your tribute.  What of his friends who were made complicit in his demise?  What of their souls?”

“They will be mine,” Phleiss replied flippantly.

The words and complete disregard for life angered Miyka’el, but, suddenly, his expression changed, and he smiled.  “Unless, they too seek and find redemption in the end…just as our friend John did.”

Phleiss’ eyes grew dark at the derision.  “Most do not, brother.”

“Alas, sad but true,” the other man sighed.  “However…many do, and where life yet exists so too does the hope of redemption,” he argued dispassionately, intentionally goading the other man.

Slamming his fist on the table, Phleiss growled, “Lennon was mine!”

Miyka’el remained calm and confident.  “No, Moephet, he was never yours.  No soul is.  Each human is created in Her image and so retain a spark of their divine origin.  For that reason, they are Her’s and Her’s alone.”  Almost as an afterthought, he added, “Even you, brother, are Her’s…and always will be.”

“Never!” Phleiss spat.

Laying a hand gently on top of the other man’s, Miyka’el pressed gently, “Yes, my brother, you are, and, because you are, redemption is still yours, if you would only ask for it.”

Phleiss grinned coyly.  “And now we come to it, eh, my brother?  For how many ages will you attempt to entice me back?  Do you never tire of being Her lapdog?”
Ignoring the insult, Miyka’el  observed, “It can not be fulfilling, Moephet.  Forever walking the earth….seeking some sort of meaning and purpose --”

“I have my purpose,” Phleiss interrupted.  “….and I have no need of Her.”

“And that, my brother, will always be your downfall,” Miyka’el said sadly.  “You remain blind to the one thing that keeps you imprisoned.”

Phleiss looked at him quizzically.  “And what, pray tell, might that be?”
Miyka’el paused meaningfully as he looked deeply into his brother’s eyes.  “Your stubborn refusal to admit your need of Her.  She is our Mother, Moephet, and She lives in all Her creatures….John Lennon, Brian Jones…,” Phleiss’ head reared back in surprise, but Miyka’el ignored it and continued, “….and you, even you, my brother.”  Lightly squeezing the other man’s hand, he implored, “Come home.”

Phleiss silently stared off in the distance for a while before saying softly, “Do you remember what that fool Milton had written?  It was an exceptional line in an otherwise unexceptional story.  ‘It is better to rule in hell than serve in heaven.’  In his story, he’d attributed the line to me.  I’ve always rather liked it!”
Miyka’el slowly shook his head.  “You cannot win, Moephet, and, in the end, you will not win.  Surely you must know that!”

Rising from the chair, Moephet Phleiss reached down and picked up his walking stick.  Straightening, he regarded his companion thoughtfully. “What I know, Miyka’el, is that as long as humanity continues to burn with the quest for those things they can not easily obtain, their hubris will render them vulnerable.  When that happens, I will be there, as I always have been.”  Donning his cap, he added, “There are thousands of lost souls like John Lennon…millions, really…and they await my assistance.  You see, I might have lost the battle, my brother, but I may yet win the war.”  He shuffled his way around the table, then, turning back one last time, he said, “Be well, Miyka’el, we shall meet again.”

As the archangel watched his fallen brother walk out of the café, he murmured softly, “Yes, my brother, we shall…most certainly, we shall….”
Paul McCartney sat alone at the kitchen table.  His eyes were bloodshot and swollen from the torrents of tears cried for the violent loss his old friend and band-mate.  Spread all over the table in front of him were numerous newspapers, each proclaiming and lamenting the news that John Lennon had been assassinated in New York City while England slept.  Glancing at the date, Paul paused, suppressing an eerie chill when he noticed the date….December 9th.  Nine….Perhaps John was right when he said the number haunted him!
“Baby, you need to get some sleep.”  Paul looked up to find Linda standing in the doorway, appraising him with an expression of sympathetic disapproval.  “There’s nothing you’re going to read in those papers that you haven’t already learned.  Come on in the bedroom and lie down….get some rest.”

Sighing heavily, Paul rubbed his eyes with two fingers.  He stared distractedly at the newspapers, noticing a small article about the funeral for some London dignitary.  The deceased, one ‘Christian Spencer,’ the article stated, was a first cousin of Lady Diana Spencer, the potential bride, and therefore potential Queen, of Prince Charles’.  Realizing that his wife was waiting for a response, Paul said, “Christ, Lin, I can’t sleep right now!  Every time I close my eyes, I see his face in front of me.”  Struggling to control himself, he confessed in a choked whisper, “He’s gone, Lin….John’s gone…forever!”

Hastening across the room, she held him to her breast, and, gently rocking him back and forth, stroked his hair lovingly.  “I know, baby, I know….and I know how much it’s hurting you.  You’ll grieve for however long its going to take you, but, Paul…,” crouching down, she looked into his eyes, “...it will do no one any good for you to fall completely apart because you’re not taking care of yourself.  You need to sleep…and eat,” raising her hand, she quieted his protest.  “The kids need you.  I need you.  We’ll get through this together…I promise.”

Paul nodded in agreement then stared at the floor, quiet and still.  Keeping hold of his one hand, Linda slipped into the chair beside him.  “I always thought there’d be time, ya know?” he said plaintively.  “I mean…we made our peace long ago, and thank God we did, but….there were things…things that needed to be said….thing I needed to say to him, but I was scared.  I didn’t want to risk starting all the ugliness over again, so I just kept my mouth shut.  I always thought there was no hurry, that there’d be time.  The thing is, though…yeah, I wanted to tell him how all the stuff that he said really hurt me, and I wanted him to know the real reason why I had to do what I did…that it was for him…to save his life….but most importantly, I wanted him to know that, despite all that….I loved him.”  He looked up at his wife helplessly, his eyes filled with tears.  “And that’s what kills me Lin.  He’ll never know now.  He died still believing that I was just a selfish prick who announced I was leaving the Beatles just to get one over on him.  He’ll never know that I did for him, that I did because I loved him.  He’ll never know….”  Erupting in sobs, he allowed the tears to come.
Sliding the chair closer, Linda held him and let him cry.  “He knows, baby.  I’m sure he knows.”
After a while, Paul calmed down and the tears abated.  Handing him a napkin from the holder on the table, Linda asked, “How about we try getting some sleep, huh?”

Wiping his face with a napkin, he replied, “In a few minutes, okay?  I just want to get some air.”

“You want me to come with you?”

“Nah, I just need to be alone fer now.  You understand, don’t you?”

She lovingly ran a hand through his long brown hair.  “Of course I do.  Just promise me you’ll throw a jacket on first.  It’s freezing out there.”

“Yeah, okay.”

Standing, the two walked to the threshold, and, reaching up, Linda gave Paul a quick kiss.  “Don’t be long, huh?” she instructed softly.

Paul nodded and watched as she walked toward their bedroom.  Ignoring his promise to wear a jacket, he walked to the back door, and, swinging it open, stepped outside.  The country sky looked wide and open and it sparkled with stars.  Standing with his hands in the pockets of his jeans, Paul inhaled deeply, welcoming the sensation of cold air filling and chilling his lungs.  It felt refreshing, cleansing.  Staring up at the stars, a memory surfaced unbidden from long, long ago, and though it pained him at first, he let it come.
Oblivious to their friends standing nearby, the two youngsters sat in the hall of St. Peter’s Church, staring at each other appraisingly.  
“Ya play well,” the fifteen year old offered amiably.

Squinting, the older boy peered down his narrow nose at him.  “Ta...,” he replied.  “You play?” he asked, hoisting the guitar up in demonstration.

The younger boy grinned.  “Yeah, a bit.”

“Right, then, let’s hear something,” the seventeen year old said.  It was hard to tell if he was serious or just taking the piss.

Confidently, the younger boy took hold of the neck of guitar, and, lowering himself to sit on the step, lifted the instrument onto his lap.  Running his thumb over the strings, he grimaced.  The older boy’s brow lifted in guarded surprised when the other proceeded to tune the guitar, an ability he himself lacked.  His surprise and esteem only increased when the lad launched into a perfect rendition of Eddie Cochran’s “Twenty Flight Rock.”
When the boy finished his impromptu performance, his small audience applauded enthusiastically.  Though the older boy clapped his hands as well, the wheels were turning.  Before him, he knew, was a lad who could play, sing, and look good doing it.  He considered asking the boy to join up right then and there, but, grudgingly admitting to himself that the youngster’s musical ability exceeded his own, he feared the potential competition.  Still….

“What’s yer name, whack?” he asked off-handedly.

 “Paul McCartney,” he answered, handing over the guitar.  

Taking the guitar, the older boy gave a nod of acknowledgment.  “I’m John….John Lennon….”

With his face still tilted up toward the stars and the echo of that first fateful meeting reverberating in his memory, a single heartfelt tear rolled slowly down Paul’s cheek.  Sighing deeply, he whispered, “Rest in peace, Johnny….I’ll miss you.”  Then, turning, he walked back inside, softly closing the door behind him.
THE END
