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Quinn sat on his own at his regular table in the back of Restaurant Boulestins.  The first Friday of every month for the past seventeen years, he would make his way to Covent Garden to dine at the archaic French restaurant – always seated at the same table, always dining alone.  Although the years had taken their toll since Chef Boulestin had first opened his upscale restaurant in 1927, for Quinn, it retained that touch of imperial decadence that six years of war had all but eradicated from England.  The lavish interior, with its marble pillars, rich velvet drapes, and three magnificent chandeliers, harkened him back to another, more carefree time.  For a man whose cares now cost him plenty, he allowed himself this one indulgence.  An evening of cuisine bourgeois, accompanied by fine French wine that would usually then conclude with a walk around the Piazza.  
Having already recited his order to the waiter, Quinn was in the process of studying the wine list provided by the steward when he heard a familiar voice speaking to him.  “Ah, the Carbonnades a la Flamande - excellent choice!  Please allow me to recommend the Châteauneuf-du-Pape – a lovely red that will complement your meal perfectly!”
Quinn froze momentarily as he placed the voice, but forced a quick recovery. “Going into a new line of employ, Phleiss?” 

Phleiss merely responded with a chuckle.

“Aren’t you supposed to be in America seeing to an election?”  Quinn asked apathetically.  He reached for the glass of water, but, concerned Phleiss might detect the slight tremor in his hand, he decided against it, pretending instead to brush unseen lint from the tablecloth.  

“Oh yes, yes…. I am on my way.  I just needed to tend to certain business here in England first.”

Quinn’s brows furrowed.  “I wasn’t made aware that you were expected in London.”

“Not London, no – Liverpool.”

“Liverpool?!”  Quinn questioned in confusion.  “Is this about that pop group again?”

“The Beatles.  Yes, it is.” Phleiss replied as he waved a waiter over to the table.

“But I’ve already spoken with Epstein.  Everything has been taken care of!” Quinn protested.

“I am sure you arranged things commendably, Reginald,” Phleiss responded condescendingly.  “I will have a brandy, please,” he ordered as the waiter approached.  “Reginald?”

“No, no, nothing for me, thank you.” 

“As I was saying….I am here only briefly to tend to business in Liverpool.”

Quinn’s curiosity was getting the better of him.  “Is this not a task Tavistock could have discharged, Moe?”

“Oh, I am sure Tavistock would have seen to the task quite capably, Reginald,” Phleiss started, emphasizing the company name, knowing full and well that Quinn was really referring to himself.  “This is merely something I wish to see to myself.”

“But they’re not even expected back in England for several weeks yet!”

“Oh, I have an intuition they will be returning sooner than expected,” Phleiss replied, appearing to suppress another chuckle.

“Well, certainly that is your prerogative, Moe,” Quinn waved one hand in feigned indifference.  “It’s just most curious that you have taken such a personal interest in the arrangement with this rock and roll band, especially when there is still so much we have yet to do -  there are the Kennedy’s and Khrushchev, and the deal with Castro alone is tenuous enough to warrant full time attention, and, on top of all this, Macmillan’s nonsense here with all of his blatant nepotism could very well cost us some very important allies.  They will not support us, Moe, if they feel we lack competence!  And here you are behaving as though this blasted pop group is more important than these other projects!  I was very surprised to learn that you have placed yourself as the manager for that project there in Hamburg. Don’t you feel that your efforts are better utilized elsewhere?”

Phleiss sat quietly as though he were contemplating all that Quinn had said.  “Are you questioning my judgment, Reginald?” he asked quietly as he sipped the brandy the waiter set down before him.  Though the tone was benign, Quinn knew Phleiss well enough to perceive the implied threat…you are going too far.

Quinn realized his mistake and answered nervously, “No, no, of course not, Moe.  You certainly have more experience with these things than I…”

“Without question,” Phleiss interjected with a smile.

“Yes, well…,” Quinn did reach for the glass of water this time.  Phleiss watched him closely as he sipped.  Knowing how he had unnerved the man, he decided to placate him with just enough information to calm him.  

“This ‘pop group’ Reginald, will be one of the most important projects we will ever have engaged.”

Quinn shot Phleiss a look of surprise.  “How so?”

“If dealt with appropriately, these boys will be our conduit to the masses.  Their generation – those millions and millions of post-war children in the west – are coming of age.  Think on it, Reginald, the largest generation that ever existed, and we can influence the direction they take the world!  What Jung set in motion at Tavistock decades ago, will be realized beyond your wildest expectations. Do not underestimate the importance of this project, for the Beatles’ legacy, if nurtured correctly, will outlast both Kennedy’s and Khrushchev’s together.  They will be the harbingers of a revolution.”

“Another war?” Quinn gasped in dismay.

Phleiss shook his head side to side, “No, Reginald” he replied solemnly, “a revolution the likes of which has not been seen in nearly two thousand years.” 

Quinn’s head snapped up as he stared at Phleiss in stunned silence.  “You don’t mean…?”

Phleiss smiled enigmatically.  “Just so, Reginald, just so.”

“My God!” Quinn whispered in shock.

“Reginald, my old friend,” Phleiss paused to drain the last of his brandy, stood, and placed his hat on his head, “God has nothing to do with it!”  With that, he left.
