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“Manage them?!  But, sir, I haven’t the slightest knowledge of beat music!”  The young salesman protested.

“No worries, Epstein.  You are currently overseeing a record store as part of your family business…,” Quinn referred to Brian’s file which lay open on his desk,”…‘NEMS,’ is it?”

“Yes, but…”

“And I see here that you spent three terms studying at the Royal Academy of Dramatic Arts.”

“Dr. Quinn, I hardly see how RADA prepares me for an assignment like this!” Brian exclaimed in frustration.

“Oh? Did you not study acting while there?”  Quinn asked, already knowing the answer.

“Well, yes.  Yes, I did, but…”

“Well, there you are, Epstein!  Your acting skills will help you along then,” Quinn stated.  “Besides, you will not be pretending to be the Beatles’ manager….you will be the Beatles manager.  You couldn’t be in better proximity to these young men, and, as manager of a record store, you will have a certain credibility.  What’s more, those areas not enhanced by your professionalism, experience, and charm will be helped along by this Institute.  Really, Epstein, you simply can not fail.”

Brian stood and paced the room anxiously.  “What am I to tell my parents?  They’ll think me mad!  I’ve only recently settled into my position, and my idea for starting a record store is the first that has met with any success.  Now, I am to go them and tell them…what?  That I have decided to leave my only successful venture to manage a beat group right in Liverpool?  My father will have me committed for certain!”

“You have always worried too much, Epstein,” Quinn said with some amusement.  “You tell your family nothing at all for now.  As I have explained, these lads are currently under contract in Hamburg.  Until you are instructed otherwise, you are to do nothing other than monitor from a distance what is happening with your boys.  When the time is right, I will ask you to make contact with them.”

Brian stood at the window, cursing his carelessness and bad luck at getting caught with that man nearly eight years ago, and in an officer’s uniform, no less. Both infractions were serious charges in the military. He could just have easily been spending these past eight years – and many more yet – in a military prison.  Although he had finally confessed his proclivity for men to his family, they were unaware as to the extent those activities still absorbed his time and energy.  Quinn, however, was another story.  Somehow, he managed to be privy to every assault, every blackmail, every potential scandal that threatened Brian. Overwhelmed by the situation with which he was now confronted, Brian closed his eyes momentarily and massaged the bridge of his nose.  In defeat he asked, “Do I really have an option?”

“No,” Quinn replied, not unsympathetically.

Sighing deeply, Brian turned away from the window to face Quinn. “Right,” he murmured in defeat.
Quinn withdrew a photograph from the file, and, handing it to Brian, said, “These are your lads….the Beatles.”

Brian looked at the photo closely.  It showed five leather clad boys who, he assumed, were the Beatles.  Their expressions hard and austere, they were posed around a lorry with their instruments.  He scanned each boy in the photo.  They look like typical Liverpool teds!  As his eyes moved from the left of the photo to the right, he surveyed each one of the five boys depicted, taking special notice of one boy perched on the lorry, holding his guitar.  Pointing to the lad, he asked Quinn, “Which one is this?”

Quinn glanced at the photo. “That would be John Lennon, the founder of the group.”  He watched Brian’s expression closely.  As a professional trained in human behavior, he knew the signs of sexual attraction:  accelerated respiratory and heart rate, dilated pupils, and heightened epidermal sensitivity.  He didn’t need to take Brian’s pulse or temperature to ascertain what he already knew….Brian found the young musician very attractive.  Quinn hid a smile behind his hand, thinking that this might be much easier than he first expected.  Ironically, at that moment, the exact same thought crossed Brian’s mind.

Without looking up from the photo, Brian asked, “May I keep this?”

It was all Quinn cold do to keep from laughing aloud, “Please do. I have others.”  He didn’t feel the need to warn Brian not to let anyone see the photo in his possession just yet. He knew precisely why Brian wanted it, and he also knew that discretion would not be a problem.

Slipping the photo into the inner pocket of his jacket, Brian asked, “Is there anything else?”

“For the time being, no, Epstein, you are free to go.”  Brian reached down to retrieve his mac as Quinn stood up behind his desk and extended his hand.  As the two men shook hands, Quinn reminded Brian, “We will be in touch.  Do nothing, say nothing.  Merely observe.”

“Certainly.  Good bye, Dr. Quinn,” Brian said as he reached for the door knob.

“Good day, Epstein, and safe travels northward,” Quinn responded cordially.

He had just returned to his seat and was placing several loose papers back into the file when the buzzer on his phone sounded.  Pushing the red button, he leaned forward and spoke into the intercom, “Yes, Christian?”

“Sorry for the intrusion, sir, but I saw Epstein just leaving,” said the disembodied voice.

“Yes?”

“You have a transatlantic phone call….Former Ambassador Kennedy has been holding for you, sir.”

Quinn gave a jolt of surprise, quickly consulting his calendar.  “Oh my, is it almost the eighth already?”  he said to himself.

Pressing the buzzer again, he instructed, “Please put the ambassador through at once, Christian.”

“Yes, sir.”

A few seconds later the phone on Quinn’s desk rang once.  He picked the receiver up immediately and began speaking, “Joe!  Good to hear from you!  You’ll be happy to know that everything has been taken care of.  It will be an astounding election victory on the eighth!”

