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Chapter Fifty-Nine

“….Now he arrives with his hopes and his heart set on miracles
Come to marry his fortune with a handful of promises
To find they've closed the door
They don't want him anymore….”
“The Immigrant” by Neil Sedaka & Phil Cody ©1974

Dedicated to John Lennon during his fight to remain in the USA
“You were supposed to have taken care of this!  How fucking difficult can it be to deport some foreign long-haired hippie pinko who already has one drug conviction?!”
“Dick, if it was anybody else, the bastard would be gone already, but this prick isn’t just anybody….he’s fucking John Lennon!  You and Thurmond want me to get him out?  Fine!  I can do that!  I can do it today!”  Leaning across the desk for emphasis, he added ominously, “...but, I guarantee you, he will be taking your re-election with him!”

Sighing in exasperation, Nixon plopped down into the chair at his desk.  “The twenty-sixth amendment!” he sneered.  “Christ!  I hate the way it keeps coming back to that!”

“’Old enough to fight, old enough to vote,’” Hoover mimicked the well-known adage.  “Screw those fucking liberal assholes who pushed to give 18 year olds the vote!” he groused.  
“And now, we’re all going to pay for it!” 
Hoover gave a grimace that was supposed to pass for a grin.  “Well, Mr, President, you certainly gave a convincing speech in favor of it the day you signed it in the East Room!”
“I never suspected it could prove to be my undoing, Ed!” Nixon replied, lapsing then into a silent reverie while he considered how to limit the damage of people like John Lennon, Abby Hoffman, Jerry Rubin, and their ilk using the amendment against him.

Listening to the silence, the President grew increasingly agitated.  Silence was never good.  Silence indicated a lack of options.  This was the room where options were discussed….perhaps rejected after some debate, perhaps rejected out of hand, but discussed…offered.  Silence meant there was nothing to discuss, and that was bad.  After a few minutes, he asked quietly, “There’s no way the s.o.b. can be bought off?  Blackmailed?  Anything?”
“The only thing he wants is a green card,” Hoover replied with a shrug.
Nixon shook his head.  “That’s a deal-breaker, Ed.  We can’t have that.”

“Tell me something I don’t fucking know!”

“MI5 can’t give us anything more specific?”

“Nothing of any consequence,” Hoover shrugged.  “Look, our best bet is to catch the bastard with his balls flapping in the wind….bust him while he’s holding or while he’s stoned…or both.”

Nixon nodded knowingly.  They’d had this conversation many times before…but time was growing short.  If John Lennon took to the road with the intention of registering the 18-21 year olds for the vote and then tried to sway their vote to McGovern, he could lose the presidency.  “It’s taking too damn long, Ed!”

“Well, we’ve alerted Miami PD.  There’s nothing more to do but wait.  Unless….”
Nixon looked at his old friend questioningly.  “Unless what?”

Lowering his voice needlessly, Hoover replied, “Unless you let me do it my way.”

Again, the President shook his head.  “No,” he said adamantly.  “Absolutely not….you will not make this prick a martyr!”

“It doesn’t have to be that way, Dick!  He could have an accident or  --”

“It doesn’t matter, Ed!” Nixon exclaimed angrily.  “They’ll still venerate the bastard!  He’s their hero,” he said snidely.  “Jesus!  Look at what happened with Jack & Bobby….with King!  No….no fucking way!”

Hoover regarded the other man with disdain.  “Well then, the only other thing we can do is to continue our surveillance and hope it turns up something we can use to ship him back to England.”

“Fine, fine,” Nixon conceded in defeat.  “By the way, I’m having Haldeman run interference on this one, Ed.  Keep him informed.”

Hoover winced at the mention of Bob Haldeman.  Though loyal to the President, Haldeman was a typical “yes-man.”  No fucking backbone!  “Fine, if that’s you want,” the Director answered evenly.
Just then, the intercom sounded on the desk.  Leaning forward, Nixon pressed the red button, “Yes, Rose?”

“Larry O’Brien has arrived, sir.”

Rolling his eyes at Hoover before answering, the President answered, “I see. Just have him take a seat, will you, Rose?  We’re finishing up here.”

“Yes, sir, Mr. President.”

“What the hell does O’Brien want?” Hoover asked with an amused glint in his eyes.

“Damned if I know.  Said it was personal and urgent,” Nixon explained with obvious distaste.  “Figured I’d better see the prick and find out what he wants.”

Standing, Hoover donned his trench coat.  “Better you than me!” he laughed.

Behind his large desk, the President stood as well.  “All in a day’s work!” he said wryly.  Coming around the desk, he extended his hand toward the other man.  “Thanks for making time today, Ed.”

Shaking the other man’s hand, Hoover replied, “My pleasure, as always.  I only wish I had better news.”

“I know you’re doing all you can,” Nixon acknowledged.  “Look, you probably should leave by the other door.  I don’t want Larry running into you before I have a chance to hear what he wants.”

The Director nodded in understanding.  “I’m in no hurry to see that little bastard, either!”
Walking his friend and colleague to the door, the President clapped a hand on his back.  “Take care of yourself, Ed.  We’re not as young as we used to be, you know!”

Giving an appreciative chuckle, Hoover quipped, “Who is?” eliciting a laugh.  Then for the benefit of the employees in the outer office, he added more seriously, “Good afternoon, Mr. President.”

Nixon watched the FBI Director leave the office.  As he stood there, his secretary walked into the room.  Pulling up short when she saw him standing there, she asked, “Has the Director left, sir?”

“Yes, Rose. Give me five minutes, and then you can show Mr. O’Brien in, please.”

“Certainly, sir,” she replied.  

Stepping back into the room, Richard Nixon softly closed the door, and, walking over to the set of french doors nearest his desk, he stood looking out over the rose garden.  The marine posted at the entrance patrolled the path leading to the Oval Office, but the president was barely even aware of his presence.  At that moment, he had too many other thoughts vying for attention….his re-election as leader of the free world was in jeopardy, and all because of John Lennon.  It took me a decade longer than it should have to take this office, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to lose it because of that limey freak and his jap wife!  Maybe Hoover’s right….maybe I should just have the bastard taken out and have done with it!  
Nixon’s thoughts were interrupted by the familiar rap at the office door.  Glancing over, he saw his secretary poke her head through, “Mr. O’Brien, sir….”

With a sigh, Nixon reluctantly waved him in.  While the President’s relationship with Larry O’Brien had never been friendly, it had become downright adversarial back in 1960 when O’Brien was appointed John Kennedy’s campaign manager, successfully guiding Kennedy in his defeat of Nixon in his bid for the presidency.  Nixon’s contempt for the Chairman only escalated when he discovered that O’Brien claimed to hold evidence of his prior illegal dealings with billionaire, Howard Hughes.  Now, O’Brien was the top advisor in George McGovern’s campaign, and, around Washington insiders, his name was being floated as a possible running mate.  Though Nixon dreaded this meeting, he attempted his most polished smile as he greeted the chairman of the Democratic National Convention with an affable handshake.  “Larry!  This is a surprise!  We don’t see you in these halls often!”
Ignoring the dig, O’Brien tried to hide a smirk.  Keeping his handshake firm, he replied facetiously, “Well, Mr. President, we’re all hoping that will change soon!”  His smirk widened when he saw Nixon’s smile falter just a bit.

Indicating that the DNC Chairman should take a seat, Nixon asked genially, “How have you been keeping yourself?”

Lowering himself into a seat across from the President’s desk, O’Brien answered, “Very well, sir.  I, uh, actually just returned from London yesterday.”

Nixon purposely took his seat behind the huge desk, “I see…,” he commented indifferently before adding pointedly, “So, what can I do for you, Larry?”

“Actually, sir, the question is more what I can do for you.”

Amused, Nixon responded, “Oh yes?  And what could you possibly even want to do for me?”

O’Brien smiled shrewdly, “Allow you to lose your bid for re-election with a modicum of grace, Mr. President.”

Nixon’s head reared back in surprise.  He would have laughed aloud, but one look at O’Brien told him that the Chairman of the Democratic Party was serious.  Dispensing with any pretense at congeniality, he said, “I have no intention of losing the re-election, Larry, gracefully or otherwise.  So just what the hell are you talking about?”

It was all O’Brien could do to stay calm and professional.  If information was power, than, at that moment, Larry O’Brien was the most powerful man in the United States.  “It appears that you’ve pissed off the wrong people this time, Mr. President, and they’re prepared to do something about it. Clearly, they would prefer to have a more…collaborative individual in the presidency.”
This time, Nixon did laugh.  “I’m sure there are many people who’d rather not have me as president!  Why the hell should I care what your friends want?”

“My friends, sir, have the power and the means to make it happen.”

“Ah,” Nixon nodded in understanding.  “Friends with money, hmmm?”

“Money’s just the tip of the iceberg.”

Leaning back in his chair, the President grinned and baited, “So, these friends of yours intent on sending me packing….can I know who they are?  Or am I already supposed to know them?”

O’Brien paused a moment before answering, “Oh, yes, sir, I’m sure you do….it’s Tavistock.”
At the mention of the organization, the smile fled from his face, and Richard Nixon’s blood ran cold.

Late that night, the President summoned J. Edgar Hoover back to the Oval Office.  With only the small desk lamp dimly illuminating that corner of the room, Nixon explained what he wanted the FBI Director to do…and why.

“How the fuck did O’Brien get that information to begin with, Dick?  Someone – someone trusted – had to give him those documents and letters!”  Hoover exploded.

“No, Ed,” Nixon corrected him.  “Not ‘someone,’…Tavistock.  Those pricks always did have their hands in our business.  The question is, how did they know about Lennon?  How the hell did they find out what we were doing?”

Hoover appeared to consider the question.  “Had to be MI5, Dick.  It couldn’t have come from anyone else.”

 “Who’s our contact there?’

“We have several.”

“Well, who there knows about our attempt to deport John Lennon?”

Hoover was visibly irritated by the question.  “That’s no big secret, Dick!  He’s an ‘undesirable,’…a troublemaker and a junkie.  The move to deport him is perfectly legal!”

Nixon propped his elbows on the arms of the wingback chair and rubbed his face tiredly.  “You’re not answering my question.  Who knew about those things that weren’t legal, Ed?”

Hoover slowly shook his head, knowing what Nixon was alluding to.  The problem was, the FBI Director really couldn’t say who would have known about it, but he understood the risk.  This was the information that Larry O’Brien and the DNC allegedly now held…information that could not only cost Nixon the presidency, but possibly even send him to prison.  Leaning forward, Hoover spoke earnestly, “Let me cut to the chase, Dick.  We’ve got to get those papers.  Whatever the fuck it was that Tavistock gave to him, we have to find them and destroy them…every last shred of evidence.”

Nixon pretended to contemplate the suggestion, but even he knew there was ultimately no other option.  “Alright, see to it,” he ordered quietly.  “Keep your contact with Haldeman, make sure he’s kept in the loop.”
Hoover had long admired Nixon’s tenacity to do what had to be done.  It was a character trait he could relate to.  “You’re doing the right thing, Dick,” he encouraged.  “If it’s discovered that your administration is seeking John Lennon’s deportation only to retain the presidency – not to mention the money and resources dedicated to achieving that end – your re-election would be lost for sure, and you can bet your ass that McGovern and his cronies won’t let the American voters forget it.”

After a moment, Nixon complained, “But, really, why the fuck would the people care about some foreign pop musician anyway, Ed?  The kids, yeah, for sure, but the adults?  I mean, we do still have voters over 30, don’t we?   Is it really that big of a risk?”

“Jesus Christ, Dick!  You’ve been in this game too long to be that naïve!  Lennon is just the first domino for Christ’s sake!  They find out about your involvement in his deportation they’ll start turning over rocks all over the place! Do you really want them looking that closely at your covert policies in Vietnam…not to mention Cambodia and Laos?  And there’s still that business with Hughes!  You and I both know that’s what will come back to bite your ass if they just scratch the surface.  If Tavistock really gave O’Brien the ammunition he’s claiming they did, how much further will anyone have to dig before they discover who persuaded Johnson to re-route Jack Kennedy’s motorcade through Dealy Plaza?  Who altered Bobby’s exit from the hotel that night through the hotel kitchen instead of the exit originally planned?  Who was behind the bomb threat that delayed King’s flight, allowing the Special Forces sniper to make it to Memphis from Birmingham in time to catch King at the Lorraine Motel that evening?”
Nixon’s eyes grew wide at the full implication.  “B-But I was only doing what they wanted…what Tavistock ordered.”

“Yes, Dick, but then you digressed with Vietnam,” Hoover reminded him.  “You knew what might happen when you did that, and now it has.”

“Jesus!” Nixon swore softly. The perspiration beading on his forehead was visible. “Okay, Ed.  Do what you have to.  Get those documents…but soon,” he ordered shakily as he stood and extended his hand.
Taking the President’s hand, Hoover shook it and said confidently, “I’ll have Liddy oversee the operation.  He’s a good man, he’ll see it’s done right. Besides, he’s got experience….he’s arranged operations at the Watergate Hotel before.”
John sat alone on the beach just outside the Santa Monica house he had rented for the musicians while they were working on Harry Nilsson’s L.P.  Inside, all of the other occupants, save May, slept off the remnant of yet another night’s binge.  In the kitchen, May was busily preparing the usual full English breakfast that had evolved into a Sunday morning tradition.  That morning, however, she had a further two that would be joining the usual crowd of seven at the table.  Taking a few days break, Paul and Linda McCartney had come for a visit.  

Left on his own for a change, John basked in the rare solitude before the new day’s madness began.  He sat staring wistfully out over the Pacific Ocean, mentally replaying the previous day’s conversation with Paul. 
“She wants ya to come home, ya know, John,” Paul said.  

Giving a sardonic snort, John replied, “So she sent you to tell me?  C’mon, Paulie!  If there’s one thing Yoko isn’t, it’s shy.  She knows where to find me, and she knows she can talk to me whenever she wants.  She certainly rings often enough!”

“Yeah, well, maybe she’s just a bit put off with you being with May…?”

“Not bleedin’ likely, mate!  It’s Yoko who set us up according to May. Yoko didn’t tell ya that, eh?”

“Well, perhaps she regrets it then.  You know….she doesn’t want to admit she was wrong…?” Paul offered.

Pausing, John peered at him over the top of his sunglasses.  “Since when are you so keen to see me with Yoko anyway, Paul?” he asked suspiciously.

“Ah, it’s not that, John!  We saw her in New York, ya know?  She misses ya, that’s all.”

“Right, and so she asked you to tell me to come back?” John asked disbelievingly.  

Paul sighed.  “Do you really want it to be done with then?  Yer marriage?”

John averted his gaze, taking a sudden interest in the bottle of Heineken he was holding.  “I don’t know.  I mean, I couldn’t really blame her fer tossin’ me out on my arse.  I wasn’t just fucking around, I was hurting her…on purpose.  The night Nixon was 
re-elected, we were all there watching the fucker on the television.  I got pissed and took this girl into the next room and shagged her…loudly.  I wanted Yoko to hear…to know.  How fucked up is that?”

Paul nodded wordlessly.

Blowing a sigh through his teeth, John continued, “After that, I just didn’t care.  I mean, I still loved her and all, but I didn’t care what she knew about what I was doing or how she felt about it.”  Pausing a second time, he seemed to lose himself in the painful memories.  Then, with a shrug, he added, “When she told me to leave fer a bit, I went straight to May.  Imagine my surprise when May told me that Yoko ‘ordered’ her to take me as her lover.  I don’t know why I should have been surprised though.  She always did seem to know what I needed even before I did.”

When John lapsed into silence, Paul ventured, “So….will you go back to her?” 

Thoughtfully, John stared over at May.  “I don’t know, Paul….I just don’t know.”

“Here’s a hot refill for you!” Startled, John looked up to find May walking toward him, holding out a steaming mug of coffee.  John watched her approach.
He’d grown to love the girl.  Unassuming, genuine, and sweet, May had been exactly what he’d needed….Just as Yoko predicted!  Despite his continuing problems with Immigration and his tendency to overindulgence in the heady L.A. nightlife, he had May to thank for pushing him to reach out to Julian and make peace with Cynthia.  Further, she’d helped him attain the confidence to connect with other musicians, even the other Beatles, and start seriously recording again. Most importantly, since he’d taken up with May, there’d been no weirdness…no mention of nor word from Phleiss, and John was cautiously optimistic that, with the sixties over – with the Beatles over - perhaps he’d outlived his usefulness to Phleiss and Tavistock….perhaps they’d leave him alone now.  Perhaps….
“Here you go,” she said as she held the mug out to him.

“Thanks, luv,” John murmured, taking the cup from her.

“Breakfast will be ready in about fifteen minutes, so don’t disappear,” she called brightly over her shoulder as she headed back toward the house.

 John watched her go, a feeling of deep sadness and loss overwhelming him.  In his heart, he knew there was no question…not really.  When the time was right, he would do it….he would return home to Yoko.
“It’s done then, Christian?”
“Yes, sir,” Spencer replied deferentially.  “The President has been apprised by Mr. O’Brien…just as we suspected he would be.”

“Splendid, Christian, splendid,” Phleiss commended enthusiastically.

“It isn’t likely that Mr. Nixon will allow Mr. O’Brien and his friends to retain any hard evidence, I believe.”

“Mmmm…,” Phleiss sounded, reflectively swirling the brandy in the snifter.  “No, I don’t suppose he will.”

Even after years of working for the enigmatic Moephet Phleiss, he was still able to be impressed by the man’s ability to manipulate people and situations. Christian grinned.   “But you knew that, of course.”

Phleiss smiled coyly.  “Of course.”

When Christian Spencer assumed the mantle of authority at Tavistock following his mentor’s suicide, he initially resented Phleiss’ continual presence and criticisms.  As time went by, however, Spencer learned to stop complaining and start paying attention.  He remained in awe of just how much he learned – and continued to learn – just from watching Phleiss weave his unique brand of magic.
He took a small sip from his glass and asked, “Is there a reason why you want to see Lennon remain in the US or is he just further fodder to stay Nixon’s hand in Vietnam?”

“Yes and yes,” Phleiss answered with a chuckle. “When you’ve played this game as long as I have, Christian, you learn to anticipate strategies – and their consequences - far beyond what one can imagine.  There are changes coming, my young friend.  Significant changes, and we’ve not quite finished with our friend, Mr. Lennon, just yet.
After some consideration, Spencer furrowed his brow and ventured, “But, if Lennon’s purpose was to lead a youth revolution….one that would have specific impact on Western policy in Southeast Asia, then hasn’t he fulfilled his purpose?  Hasn’t the anti-war movement he and his wife led been successful?  After all, didn’t we just force Nixon to pull Americans troops out of Vietnam altogether within two years?”
“You assume, Christian, as so many of our opponents have, that our purpose was to instigate further aggression between the Soviets and the West.”

“It’s not?”

Smiling indulgently, Phleiss explained, “If that was the result, it would not have been remiss.  The ultimate goal, however, was not political but generational, familial.  We have in the world the largest generation to ever have existed.  With careful planning, we have crafted a new society, my friend.  One that is yet evolving.  Turning communists against capitalists?  Pfft!  Where is the challenge in that?  But….turning son against father, daughter against mother, student against educators, citizens against government….this is art, Christian!  Through John Lennon and his friends - and all those who followed in their wake - we gave youth their own music and language, their own fashion, their own morality and ideology, their own spirituality, their own politics….and we have done this globally!  Now, this same generation, who only a short while ago spouted and lauded the merits of peace and love, equality and brotherhood, who espoused ‘free love’ and called on the world to ‘drop out, tune in, and turn on’ and to ‘make love, not war’ – they sit disillusioned and dispirited as they watch their utopia fail miserably.  Think of it, Christian, in one short decade, we have polarized the family, the smallest, most rudimentary staple of any society, and, in so doing, we have changed the world….priming it for what comes next.”
Stunned and overwhelmed, Christian asked quietly, “And what, pray tell, might that be?”

Raising his glass in Spencer’s direction, Phleiss answered, “All good things to those who wait, my young friend!

Six months after May and John returned to New York City, John fulfilled a promise made to his friend and fellow musician, Elton John.  Confident that his song, “Whatever Gets you Through the Night,” on which Elton had played and sang back-up, would not be a number one hit, he accepted his friend’s challenge to appear on stage with him if it did.  As Elton John predicted, the song was a number one hit, and, Thanksgiving night of 1974, John Lennon did indeed appear as Elton’s guest at Madison Square Garden.  An audience of over forty thousand fans went wild when Elton introduced John Lennon.  One of the forty thousand in that audience was Yoko, and, while May waited for John backstage, Yoko and John decided to reconcile that night.

It was after the New Year before John returned permanently to the home he shared with Yoko at The Dakota.  Nine months later, on John’s thirty-fifth birthday, Yoko gave birth to a boy they named ‘Sean Taro Ono.’  In homage to the role Elton John played in the couple’s reunion, they chose him as Sean’s godfather.  For the next five years, John stayed at home and tended to his youngest child, wryly referring to himself as a ‘househusband.’  Though he continued to write and play music, it was for an exclusive audience of one infant or his tape recorder. 

He found a sort of peace during those years – a peace that had eluded him all his life.  He was worlds away from Liverpool and London, from the Beatles and the mania, from Phleiss and Tavistock.  Instead of making music and raising hell, he baked bread and raised his son.  In 1976, his fight to remain in the US ended when he was granted permanent residency and received his green card.  Two years earlier, he basked in vindication as watched Richard Nixon resign the US presidency in disgrace.  He was happy enough during that period, but, as the seventies came to a close, John started feeling restless.  Finally able to leave the US without fear of not getting back in, John traveled outside the country for the first time since the trouble with the government had begun.  
In June of 1980, he took a trip to Bermuda as a crew member aboard a forty-three foot sloop named the “Megan Jaye.” Three of the crew were cousins…Tyler, Ellen, and Kevin Coneys.  Tellingly, each one was separated from the other’s age by exactly three years.  The significance of the sum of the Coney’s age difference equaling nine years wasn’t lost on either John or Yoko.  It was a good omen.  John, along with Coneys and “Captain Hank,” set sail from Newport, Rhode Island, arriving six days later in Hamilton, Bermuda.  The six hundred mile trip proved cathartic for John, especially when he was forced to pilot the sloop himself in the midst of a severe storm that brought the rest of the crew down with sea sickness.  He spent his two month Caribbean holiday relaxing with Sean and writing music.  When he returned to New York, he had amassed a catalogue of new songs.  It was 1980, John was forty years old, he was writing music like he hadn’t in years, and he was anxious to record.  
