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Chapter Eight

The young man walked briskly down the dim corridor, his heels echoing noisily with alternating cadence as each foot met the aged linoleum.  Coming to a large wooden door, he rapped three times in quick succession, entering when a voice from the other side instructed, “Enter.”

Entering the dark paneled office, the young man approached the large desk, his right arm outstretched as he passed a folder to the older man sitting behind the desk.  “The papers you requested, sir.”

“Ah, thank you, Christian” he said, taking the file.

As the older man glanced through the papers, Christian rounded the desk, drawing up beside him.  Placing two more papers in front of his superior, the younger man said, “The two letters you dictated earlier, sir – if you’ll just sign….”

“Yes, yes,” the old man said as he signed his name with a flourish, “Reginald P. Quinn.”

“Any messages, Christian?”  Quinn asked offhandedly.

“Only one, sir.  Our man in Hamburg – a fellow named Spaulding, I think, sir - rang to confirm that contact has been made, and the project is underway.”

The old man looked up in surprise.  “That is good news!  I didn’t expect things there to move so quickly.”  He turned his attention back to the papers as he inquired, “By the way, who is managing the project there?”

Christian looked through the papers on his clipboard, “Let’s see….Ah…yes, here it is….It’s Phleiss himself, sir….Doctor Moephet Phleiss.”

Quinn momentarily froze when he heard this, but quickly recovered before his young secretary noticed.  “I see,” he replied evenly.

“I’m actually surprised Phleiss is still active, sir,” Christian said conversationally.

“How do you mean?” Quinn asked, feigning indifference as he continued looking at the papers he was no longer reading.

“Well, it’s just that my uncle, sir….he said that Phleiss claims to have accomplished so much – scientist, historian, anthropologist, and so on – that he would have had to have lived several lifetimes to do all he said he’d done!”

Quinn felt his heart race. “Several lifetimes, eh?”

“Yes, sir,” said Christian with a slight laugh.

Quinn regained enough of his composure to look his secretary in the eye.  “Your uncle is a clever judge of character; however, he is most likely unaware that Dr. Phleiss started his education earlier than most – a prodigy or some such thing,” he waved dismissively and returned his attention to the papers in front of him.

“Ah, well, that would explain some things,” Christian commented with a raised brow.  “Oh, one more thing, sir….”

“Yes?” Quinn responded distractedly.

“Epstein is here.  Shall I send him in?”

Quinn looked up, contemplating while he tapped his pen against his chin. Smiling at Christian, he answered, “I think not just yet.  Let’s let him stew for a while.  I learned long ago that allowing a man sufficient time to consider his options makes for a much more compliant operative, Christian.  I’ll ring when I’m ready.”

“Yes, sir. Will there be anything else?”

“No, Christian, thank you.”

Christian gathered the signed letters, “Very good, sir.”

Quinn watched his secretary close the door behind him as he exited the office.  He was quite pleased that young Christian Spencer was working out so well.  He initially had requested Christian’s promotion to his office as a favor to his old friend, Christian’s uncle, John Spencer, better known as the future “Eighth Earl Spencer.”  Quinn’s daughter, Emma, was the same age as John’s eldest daughter, Sarah, and the two girls often played together.  Quinn hadn’t minded securing such a prestigious position for his friend’s nephew as he was quite fond of the boy himself. After all, Quinn and his wife, Libby, had been blessed with four daughters, but no sons.  He was just pleased it had worked out well for all concerned.  It wasn’t an unusual practice at the Tavistock Institute, but it was a practice that could backfire if one wasn’t careful.

As his mind turned to other, more pressing matters, Quinn stood and walked to the window.  Looking out on the damp grey London afternoon, he considered carefully how he was going to deal with Epstein.  It was a truly cunning decision not to section him out of the army when his “indiscretion” was discovered. Leaning back towards his desk, he retrieved the file Christian had brought him.  The tag, now yellowed with age, identified the file: “Brian Samuel Epstein.”  Withdrawing a single page, Quinn quickly scanned the biography.  Of particular interest was Epstein’s service record.  He had been conscripted into service on 9 December, 1951, serving as a clerk in the Royal Army Service Corps in London.  Only ten months later, he was dismissed from service.  The official reason was listed as a medical discharge.  However, the real reason was that he was caught in flagrante with another man while impersonating an officer.  
The army psychiatrist he had been referred to following this debacle was, in fact, a Tavistock associate.  He recognized in Epstein a man who could be molded and utilized when the time came, so a deal was struck.  Epstein would not be subjected to a court martial or disgraced in any way providing he cooperated. He readily agreed, and, for nearly ten years waited with dread for the day when his marker would come due.  That day came almost a week ago when he received a telegram from the Tavistock Institute requesting his appearance at their London office this afternoon.  He wouldn’t even had known who was requesting the appointment had it not been for the name affixed to the bottom of the telegram:  Reginald P. Quinn – the army doctor who had signed his medical discharge.

Quinn took one last glance out the window.  He allowed himself a moment to enjoy the satisfaction of a job well done.  Almost all the players were in place; the project had begun.  More than a decade of strategic planning and research was about to pay off.  Once again, Phleiss had come through.  Quinn sat at his desk and lifted the telephone receiver.  Punching the red button at the bottom, he instructed, “Christian, please show Mr. Epstein in now.” 
