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Chapter Fifty-Seven

And it’s one, two, three – what are we fighting for?

Don’t ask me I don’t give a damn; next stop is Vietnam

And it’s five, six, seven – open up them pearly gates

There ain’t no time to wonder why – Whoopee!  We’re all gonna die!
                “I’m Fixin’ to Die Rag” by Country Joe and the Fish, 1967
“All we are saying is give peace a chance….”

                                   John Lennon June 1, 1969
“Paul,” John called, irritation coloring his tone.  “What the fuck are ya doin’?”
Paul sat on the curb, fazed by neither his band-mate’s annoyance nor the curiosity of fans and onlookers gathered near the crosswalk.  “Taking me shoes off.  I’ll be there in a mo.”

Leaning up against the short cement wall surrounding the studio, George and Ringo smoked their cigarettes in silent camaraderie, neither one particularly wanting to be there, but both anxious to have the shoot done and over with.  “Is ten a.m. earlier than it used to be?” Ringo asked sardonically as he rubbed his still-sleepy eyes.  George just grinned in response.
Propping his sandals by the wall, Paul gave a smile and a half-hearted wave to the crowd before walking over and joining John at the curb.

In the middle of the street, Iain cautiously descended from the ladder, two cameras swinging from their straps around his neck.  As he approached John and Paul from one direction, the other two Beatles stubbed out their cigarettes and joined them from the other.  “Right lads, the copper’s given us the all clear now.  He’ll ensure that traffic is cleared while we shoot the photo, but he’s encouraged us to make short work of it, okay?”
All but Paul grunted their assent.  Struggling to light a cigarette, he nodded his agreement wordlessly.

“Brilliant!” the photographer exclaimed, secretly grateful that he didn’t have to shoot portraits of the ill-tempered quartet.
While a policeman began the process of stopping all traffic on the street, MacMillan ascended the ladder and, in a mere ten minutes, snapped six photographs of the band as they crossed Abbey Road three times.  
When the shoot was over, it struck John as rather appropriate that the photo should have been shot with the Beatles walking away from studio where they’d made their name.  For in his heart, he knew that, as the sixties faded into history, it would be taking the Beatles with it. 
Eighteen hours later and more than fifty-four hundred miles away, a young hippie couple stood at opposite ends of the living room in the house on Cielo Drive. Straightening, the girl stood back, and, flashing the young man across the room a grim smile, she surveyed the result of the night’s terrible work.

“Beautiful, man! Just fucking beautiful!” she exclaimed gleefully.  
“Yeah,” her companion grinned in agreement.

“You know what would be cool?  We should string them both up out front, man!” she suggested enthusiastically.

“Maybe later….we could come back,” he replied from where he stood at the window. “Right now, we gotta get the fuck out of here,” he ordered, eyeing the surrounding grounds warily.  In the distance, he spotted the two other girls who comprised the rest of their small group.
Glancing back, he was surprised and irritated to find that the girl in the room with him hadn’t moved.  With her eyes cast to ground, she appeared to be in a state of a deep contemplation.

“Sadie!” he urged impatiently.

“Shut the fuck up!  I’m trying to think!” she replied heatedly.

“Think?  Think about what?” he seethed.

Gradually, bright smile spread over her face, and she launched into action.  Peering through the dimly-lit room, he could barely discern her form crouched near the front door, the stained towel in her hand.  Curiosity getting the better of him, he precariously stepped around the carnage and walked up behind her to see what she was doing.  Just as he reached her, she stood, and, smiling proudly, pointed to the door.  “Charlie said to make sure we left a message…something ‘witchy.’”
Tex Watson lowered his eyes to find that, there on the front door, using the towel soaked with Sharon Tate’s blood, Susan Atkins had painted a single word:  “PIG.”

“Look, Cal, I appreciate what yer trying to tell us, mate, but we’ve given this a lot of thought.  If Phleiss is going to come after us, he is, ya know?  And there’s fuck all we can do it about it, but we don’t have to make it so easy fer him.  We can fuck with him right back!  He wants war?  Then we’ll give him a war!” John explained.  Though Yoko remained silent, she nodded periodically throughout John’s rant.

“I’m telling you - both of you – you’re doing this all way too publically.  I’m not saying you should stop your activism, I’m just warning you to tone it down some.  Right now, it’s like you’re both daring him to take you on!” 

“So what if we are?” John laughed with no trace of humor.  “Does it really make any difference?  I mean, isn’t that what that blasted prophecy is all about?” he sneered.
Sam and Caleb exchanged a look of guilt while Alec averted his eyes from everyone.  The matter of the prophecy – and the fact that Alec took it upon himself to tell John – was as yet unresolved.  There was no shortage of anger amongst the four men, but, out of all of them, John knew his was the most valid, and he lost no opportunity to remind them of that fact.
“Look, we all know what Phleiss and Tavistock are capable of!” John continued.  “If they want to do us in, Cal, then we’ll be done in….and they’ll do it in such a way that there’ll be no questions afterward --”

“We know he might bring us down, it’s just that we’re just ready to go down fighting --” Yoko interjected calmly.

“…for peace,” John clarified.

“….and against the war…against everything Phleiss is trying to do and has done, using John and the Beatles,” she finished.

Looking from Yoko back to Caleb, John slid his arm around her and added a simple, “Yeah.”

Cal stared at the floor for several seconds before sighing noisily.  “I just don’t like it,” he reiterated.  Turning to Alec, he asked, “What do you think?”
Alec slowly shook his head.  “I think we’re all making a huge assumption that we’re right about Phleiss’ motives.”
“What d’yer mean?” John asked.

Shifting forward on the couch, Alec looked around at everyone in the room….John and Yoko, Caleb, and Sam.  “What I mean, John, is that we are all of us going forward based on the assumption that Phleiss was somehow using you and the Beatles to escalate the war in Vietnam.  What if we’re wrong?”

“Why would you think there’s even a possibility that we’re wrong, Alec?” Sam asked.  “Everything points to Vietnam, and it makes sense --”

“Frighteningly good sense,” John added.

Nodding, Sam continued, “Get the Soviets and the Americans more actively involved and – voila – the Cold War now becomes a real war!”
“….and the last war,” Yoko put in grimly.  “The Americans wouldn’t hesitate to use the bomb, they’ve already used it…twice!  The Soviets would respond with theirs, and that would be it --”

“….global annihilation!” Sam finished.
“It’s not like Phleiss hasn’t tried this before!  Fer Chrissake!  You were there with me, Alec….that day in Nathaniel’s kitchen.  You saw the death certificate.  You know who Phleiss was during World War II and how he’d almost succeeded in getting Germany the bomb first! Of course this is all about Vietnam.  There’s nothing else it could be about!”

“So, if John and I can change people’s minds and hearts against the war….if we can sell peace….then at the very least, Phleiss will have been beaten.”

“…regardless of what happens to us,” John said quietly, taking Yoko’s hand in his free hand.

Alec stood and walked to other end of the room, worry creasing his brow.  Turning back, he said, “I just don’t know….and that’s what bothers me.”

“Still nothing from the Companion?” John asked sympathetically.  Of everyone in the room, only he fully understood just how much the loss of his gift unnerved Alec.  I a more vulnerable moment, he’d confided to John, “It’s like having a limb amputated and not yet knowing how to function without it….or losing a sense - sight or hearing - with nothing to compensate for the loss.”
Alec bit his lip thoughtfully and shook his head.  “Nothing….not a word, not a vision, not even a feeling,” he explained with a shrug. “It’s as though he just – I don’t know – left.”
“And this has never happened before?” Cal asked.

“No, never,” Alec replied with a slight quiver in his voice.

“Well, it’s a hell of a time for him to up and disappear like that!” Caleb groused.

As he was about to respond to Caleb, Yoko asked, “You get nothing at all?  Not even a feeling that he’s there and just staying quiet?”  

The question coming from Yoko caused Alec to bristle.  He still didn’t trust this alleged former agent of Tavistock’s, and with no psychic ability to negate or confirm his suspicions, he was left relying on his own instincts, something he felt a keen lack of confidence using.  After all, I’ve had the Companion to guide me ever since that accident when I was a child.  He tried to keep the hostility from his countenance as he answered simply, “No.”
Just then, the telephone rang in the other room, and John excused himself to go answer it.


“You know Alec, there is one thing you could try to find answers,” Sam began hesitantly.

Clueless, Alec stared blankly at the astronomer until it hit him….  “The Akashic Records,” he stated evenly.

“No!” Caleb cried in his booming voice, startling Yoko and causing her to jerk in response.  “It’s too damn dangerous!  Jesus, Sam!  Why would you even suggest such a thing?  There are guys with the Fraternity who have trained most of their adult lives to access the records – not one of them has come back the same!  Absolutely not!”

“Sorry, sorry!” Sam held up his hands in surrender.  “It was just a suggestion --”

“….and a piss poor one at that!” Cal admonished angrily.

“Okay, no Akashic Records….scratch that,” Sam quipped.

Alec had watched the exchange with a sense of detachment.  Accessing the Records would possibly give us some much needed answers, though, wouldn’t it?  About Phleiss, about the prophecy, about…,” He looked over at Yoko.  “…her.”  Truth be told, I haven’t been of much use since the Companion went silent.  If I can access the Akasha, then we’d have much needed information that could likely go a long way to helping us defeat Phleiss for good.
Alec’s musings stopped abruptly when he heard Sam say, “Jesus Christ, John, what’s wrong?  You’re as white as a sheet!”
Looking up at John, Alec immediately saw what concerned Sam so.  Wide-eyed and trembling, John came into the room and listlessly plopped down next to Yoko.

“John…?”  she called softly, running a comforting hand through his shoulder-length hair.
After several false starts, John began to explain, “That was Derek…from Apple…?  He…er, he was calling to let me know….well, the thing is, he’s been getting telephone calls…journalists asking for a comment about what happened.  He….he….Christ!”  He put his head in hands, defeated.

Alec walked over and crouched before John.  Laying a supportive had on the musician’s shoulder, he spoke softly. “John, what is it?  What’s happened?  Is it Paul?  Or George or Ringo?” 

Slowly, John raised his head, and, accepting a glass of scotch from Caleb with a nod of thanks, said, “No, it’s none of them.  Derek said….there were these murders in L.A. over the past couple of days….they don’t know who did it…but…er, there were…words…left behind….”  John paused, seeming to struggle for a way to articulate what he’d been told by Derek Taylor.
“Words?  What words, John?” Alec pressed gently.

John raised his eyes to meet the psychic’s.  “Our’s,” he whispered.  “The Beatles….Paul’s…mostly….and George’s.”  Rising from the couch, he went back to the bar to replenish his drink.  Downing his second glass of scotch in one go, he refilled the glass a third time.  Without turning back to face the others in the room, he continued, “Those freaks butchered at least seven people and then wrote words from our songs in their blood.”

“Jesus!” Cal swore softly.

Knowing John a bit better and sensing that he knew what was going through the Beatle’s head at that moment, Alec authoritatively told him, “It’s not your fault, John….not yours and not the Beatles.”
John tried to laugh, but it came out as a whimper.  “We’ll be blamed though.  You watch and see if we’re not!”  He took a large gulp of the liquor and repeated, more to himself than to anyone else in the room, “Oh yeah, we’ll be blamed.”

“Derek Taylor – he’s your press agent, isn’t he?” Sam asked.

John nodded as he took another swig from the glass.

“What does he think you should do?”

“Nothing.  He suggests we say ‘no comment’ or some such shit when we’re asked.”  It was obvious from John’s tone and expression that he didn’t agree.

Yoko rose and went to stand beside John.  Lightly rubbing little circles on his back, she advised, “I think you should do as Derek says, John.  Anything you say now can easily be twisted and misunderstood.  The press does that in the best of times, they’ll most certainly do that now. You don’t want to make things worse.”

Just as he was about to say something in response, he sighed and, pushing his glasses back, pinched the bridge of his nose.  “I don’t know, luv,” he murmured helplessly.
“Look,” Sam began tentatively.  “I don’t want to make a bad situation any worse, but what do you think the chances are that Phleiss is behind this?”

“Maybe not, Sam,” Cal offered.  “It may very well be some crackpots obsessing over the Beatles --”
“No shortage of those!” Alec agreed.

“Christ!” John swore, remembering something.

“What is it?” Alec asked as all four in the room looked at John expectantly.

“You’re right,” he said to Alec.  “We’ve long known that there are so-called fans out there who practically study every word we record, trying to read more into them than what’s there.  We started playing this game, ya see, a game of actually putting messages in the songs --”
“Like the Fraternity did on Sergeant Pepper’s?” Cal questioned.

“Er, yeah, something like that,” John confirmed sheepishly, adding quickly, “…but nothing that could lead to-to…this!”
The room went quiet for a while, each person lost in his and her own thoughts.  Finally, Caleb raised his large bulk up from the chair.  “Well, we ain’t going to figure this one out tonight, friends!  Hell, they don’t even know who the murderers are yet!” 

Alec looked at Cal curiously.  “Murderers…plural.  What makes you so certain it’s more than one?”

Shrugging, Cal replied, “Seven folks are dead?  Butchered is what John said.”  John nodded affirmatively.  “No way can that be the work of just one man.”

“Right” Alec acknowledged thoughtfully.

“So, with nothing more to be done for now, I suggest we call it a night folks!”

“Agreed,” Sam concurred as he stood and slipped into his jacket.

Quietly, Alec leaned in toward John and said, “Try not to think on it too much.  There’s no use dwelling on it until we know more, hmmm?”

“Easier said than done, mate,” John answered, smiling sadly.

Alec eyed John for a moment.  I wouldn’t change places with him for all the world.  He looks positively haunted and, even before this latest bit of news, he already blamed himself for so much!  “Take care…and do try to get some rest, yes?”  Peering around John, he caught Yoko’s eye.  Understanding his silent question, she said, “I’ll make sure he does.”  She then gave him what he supposed was meant to be a reassuring smile, but struck him more as a grimace.  Or perhaps I’m imagining things!  “Right, we’ll leave you to it then….good night!”
Walking their trio of guests to the front door, John and Yoko bid them good night.  Once the couple was alone Yoko turned to John and, in an exasperated tone, said, “I’m more than ready….you?”
Closing his eyes, he leaned up against the doorway and replied, “Christ, yeah – yeah, I am!”

Yoko disappeared into another room while John cleared a space on the low table in front of the couch.  When she returned to the living room, she was carrying a small zip bag.  Opening it, she started laying out the instruments of the ritual while John used his lighter to ignite the candle.  Carefully, she unfolded the paper and shook tiny clumps of the blackish tar-like substance onto the spoon while John searched his arm for a usable vein.  Holding the spoon over the fire of the candle, she watched the clumps merge and melt until the material was thoroughly liquefied.  Allowing it to cool for a bit, Yoko then placed the tip of the needle into the liquid and pulled the plunger back, filling the syringe up to the designated marking.  John had already tied off his left arm, just below the elbow.  Accepting the syringe from Yoko, he injected the drug into his vein. The euphoric rush hit him within seconds and he basked in the feeling.  Meanwhile, Yoko had already started preparing the drug for a second injection.
When they both had dosed themselves, they laid back together on the couch, sharing a cigarette.  Playing with the button on John’s shirt, Yoko murmured, “We’ve got to stop this.”  

“Yeah,” John replied through the drug haze.  It wasn’t the first time - or even the tenth – that they’d agreed it was past time to detoxify….a concept that took on an intense urgency following Yoko’s miscarriages.  It had just become too difficult for either one to face life on its own terms sober.  The ugliness and hatred with which the world confronted them coupled with the omnipresent fear that Phleiess would appear to exact his revenge made any thought of the future feel like a luxury neither of them could afford.  Instead, they chose to live in the moment, anesthetizing themselves against the pain of what might have been had they been two different people - people who’d never heard of Moephet Phleiss.
Alone in his flat, Alec sat in the lotus position, chanting the mantra that Maharishi had given him shortly after he’d arrived in Rishikesh.  He’d lost track of just how long he’d been attempting to ground himself….a necessary first step in the meditation process.  The night’s events kept his mind whirling with activity as one useless thought gave way to another.  Sighing deeply in frustration, he struggled to focus and consciously resumed normal breathing.  It felt like hours passed before he finally felt grounded enough to attempt astral travel.  Envisioning the spiral leading to higher planes and dimensions, he continued his chant, allowing his mantra to wrap around him and fill him, its vibration reverberating within him and beyond him, simultaneously pulling him down to the earth while also releasing him upward and outward, unleashing his chakras.  After a while, he’d established a rhythm that lulled him deeper into a trance state.  It was while in this state of consciousness that Alec would succeed or fail to reach the Akasha.  
A long while later, he was only remotely aware that all background noises were seeming to grow further and further away until he was surrounded only by an unearthly silence. Fear of the unknown threatened to send him crashing back to the reality from whence he came, but he continued to chant, willing his spirit to that place where only spirit dwells.  More time passed before he became aware of a kind of weightlessness, a detachment from the corporeal, and he knew he was moving closer.  Sensing the power of his fear, he acknowledged it – as he was taught - then let it drift from him, continuing on his journey.
Shortly after, he sensed a pull that he resisted at first.  Breathing his way through his anxiety, he surrendered to it and felt a “whoosh” as he seemed to fly through a tunnel-like passage.  The next he knew, he was in a place filled with warmth and light.  All fear was gone, all insecurity dissipated.  The sacred place was both alien and familiar, and he was filled with a calm, a peace he’d never known, and the only desire remaining in his being, was the desire to enter more fully within, but something kept him tethered where he was there at the entrance.  “Looking” down, he saw a silver cord draping from the top of his head, from the Sahasrara chakra, the chakra of pure consciousness.  In that moment, he understood that the cord was the “lifeline” referred to in so many religious traditions.  Once broken, death was irreversible.  His cord, he noticed, shimmered like Christmas tinsel and was just as thin.  He knew he’d have to remain aware of its state if he was to be able to return to his own plane, his own corporeal body, waiting for him in his London flat.
Suddenly, Alec “saw” another entity whose presence was not unlike that of the Companion.  He intuited rather than heard the entity speak.  “Whither thou comest, wanderer?”  The voice stunned him with its impossibility.  It was both male and female, single and communal, and, though it asked questions, it knew all the answers.
With dizzying clarity, Alec envisioned each incarnation this entity bore in every culture and aeon.  Here before him was Osiris of the Egyptians…Thanatos of the ancient Greeks…Odi of the Germanic tribes…Ankou of the Celts…Yamaraj of the Hindus…Gabriel of the Hebrews…Azra’il of the Muslims…the Angel of Death…the Grim Reaper….thousands of names the entity bore, but eternally only one spirit.  Awed but emboldened, Alec replied, “I come seeking the Akasha.”
“Art thou worthy?” the voice whispered and bellowed at once.

Alec hesitated. “My motives are pure.”

“What dost thou seek there, wanderer?”
Humbly, Alec answered, “I seek knowledge for the benefit of humanity and the destruction of evil.”

The entity did not respond immediately.  Just when Alec was beginning to think it wouldn’t again, it said, “Prophecy foretells it.  You may enter and look upon the knowledge of the ages.”

Suddenly, Alec was enveloped in a light so bright, it blinded him.  As he felt his spirit being consumed by the light, he could also feel the silver cord being pulled taut.  Remembering that, should the cord break, he would never return…he knew this and more…without knowing…he knew all…and he knew that it was more than a mere mortal could bear. With that last thought among all thoughts, he gave himself over to the Akasha, realizing only then it was not a “place” at all….knowing that, had he been a religious man, he might have recognized it as the mind of God.

The following morning, Sam took his usual morning walk through the park following breakfast.  Near the gate where he usually exited, he spotted the building where Alec lived.  Still feeling somewhat guilty about suggesting that Alec do something as dangerous as accessing the Akashic Records, he decided to stop by and apologize – something he’d had no chance to do when John had come back into the room, talking about the murders out in L.A.  
Looking both ways, he jogged diagonally across the street and entered the red brick building on the corner.  He was just about to press the bell for Alec’s flat, when a neighbor came through the inner door.  Recognizing Sam from his numerous visits, she smiled and greeted him, holding the door open for him to enter before going on her way.  Thanking her, Sam energetically bounded up the two flights to Alec’s floor.  Sam tapped on the door and waited for it to be answered.  When several minutes passed with no answer, he tapped again more soundly.  “Alec?  You in there?  It’s Sam, buddy.”
Still, no answer.  Putting his ear to the door, Sam listened for any sound coming from within the flat, but all was silent on the other side.   Now this is odd!  Alec always teases me for being such an early riser.  Certainly, he wouldn’t be up and around this early, would he?

Sam would never be able to say just what prompted him to try the doorknob that morning, but something did….and he would be eternally grateful. For some reason, Alec uncharacteristically left his front door unlocked.  Twisting the knob, Sam pushed the door opened partially.  “Alec?  You in here?  You up?”  
He ventured a few steps into the hallway and peered down into the living room, gasping aloud when he saw Alec’s crumpled body on the floor.  Running to his side, Sam found him staring out blankly in a virtual catatonic state.  Quickly, he felt for a pulse.  It was thready and erratic, but at least Alec still had one.  Grabbing the telephone, Sam dialed the operator and requested an ambulance.  That seen to, he next dialed Caleb’s number and explained what he’d found, hanging up shortly after Cal promised that he was on his way.  Picking up the receiver a third time Sam was about to dial John and Yoko’s number, but hesitated when he saw what lay hidden under Alec’s hand.  Returning the receiver to the base, Sam, lowered himself and carefully pulled the pad of paper toward himself, allowing the pen still loosely held in Alec’s hand to roll away.  There on the paper, Alec had scrawled in large letters: “John 1513.”
