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Chapter Twenty-One

I found myself in a dark, sooty city. It was night, and winter, and dark, and raining. I was in Liverpool….I walked through the dark streets….. we found a broad square, dimly illuminated by street lights, into which many streets converged.. The various quarters of the city were arranged radically around the square. In the centre was a round pool, and in the middle of it, a small island. While everything around was obscured by rain, fog, smoke and dimly lit darkness, the little island blazed with sunlight. On it stood a single tree, a magnolia, in a sea of reddish blossoms. It was as though the tree stood in the sunlight and was, at the same time, the source of light….Everything was extremely unpleasant, black and opaque - just as I felt then. But I had had a vision of unearthly beauty, and that was why I was able to live at all. Liverpool is the pool of life. The liver, according to an old view, is the seat of life - that which makes to live.

(Carl Jung, Memories, Dreams, and Reflections, published 1963)

Christian Spencer intensely monitored the wire as the international daily reports came in.  An entire team of technicians at Tavistock did nothing but scrutinize news from all over the world as it was sent over the wire, including the international wires of Reuters, Havas, Wolff, the Associated Press and United Press International.  These technicians were trained to filter the daily news, passing on information that would be of particular interest to the Institute’s hierarchy.  As Quinn’s secretary, one of Spencer’s many tasks was to provide Quinn with a digest of these reports each morning.  Typing 66 words per minute on the small paper tape, the telex clicked on for a good forty minutes.  Spencer read the tape as it wound through the machine, alert for any story he deemed of vital importance to his superiors.

Once the synopsis of the wire transmission was typed, Christian collected the report, and, along with select files and papers, walked the long hall to his supervisor’s office.  Giving a single rap on the door, he entered the office.  Reginald Quinn was standing at the window, looking out on the cold but clear November morning, a teacup in one hand, its matching saucer held beneath it in the other. Handing the report to Quinn, Christian said, “Good morning, sir….the daily newswire report.”

“Ah, thank you Christian,” Quinn replied, taking the report and skimming its contents.  “Are there any messages this morning?” he asked without looking up.

“Yes, sir…Dr. Phleiss.  He wants you to ring him back at this number,” Christian said as he leaned over and dropped a small paper on Quinn’s desk.  

Setting the cup and saucer on the desk, Quinn turned the paper and glanced at the number, then asked with surprise, “He’s here in England?”

“Yes, sir, Liverpool,” Christian answered as he reviewed and tidied the numerous files and papers stacked on Quinn’s desk.

Quinn’s brows knitted in confusion.  What is he doing in Liverpool…again?  

Christian paused, remembering, “Oh, and sir, I thought you should know…”

“What is it, Christian?”

“He requested transcript copies of Jung’s lectures here at the Institute, sir.”

“The Analytical Psychology lectures of ‘35?” asked Quinn in bewilderment.

“Yes, sir.”

“What on earth is he up to?” Quinn wondered aloud.

“Perhaps it has something to do with Dr. Jung’s passing this past July, sir?”

Quinn mulled this over thoughtfully.  “I can’t see why….”  After a few pensive moments, the older man, making a mental connection, suddenly brightened, adding slowly, “Or…perhaps I do!  Shortly before his death, Christian, Carl had written about a dream he had…a dream about Liverpool of all things!  He interpreted his dream to mean that ‘Liverpool was the pool of life’.  I’m sure it’s no mere coincidence that Phleiss is in Liverpool requesting those transcripts.”  What he didn’t add was that four young men of extreme importance to the Institute also hailed from the port city.  For some reason, Quinn thought, Liverpool itself was of tremendous significance to Tavistock.  Why else would Carl have written about that dream?  Although Quinn did not necessarily buy into Jung’s more esoteric contributions, he knew better than to dismiss them out of hand.

“Shall I send them on, sir?”

“Hmmm?”  Quinn asked, still absorbed in his musings.

“The transcript copies, sir, shall I send them on to Dr. Phleiss?”

“Yes, Christian, do send them, but…keep me informed as to any further request the good doctor makes, hmmm?”

“I’ll do that, sir.”

His demeanor relaxing, Quinn changed the subject.  “By the way, Christian, how are your Aunt Frances and Uncle John these days?”

“Oh, they’re both quite well, sir.  I’ll tell them you were asking after them.”

“Yes, Christian, please do….oh, and how is the baby?

“Splendid, sir.  She’s all of four months now and quite the little dynamo!”

“I’m glad to hear it….what did they name her?”

“Diana, sir.”

“Diana Spencer – that’s a lovely name….Well, do congratulate them for me, Christian, and tell them I’ll be by in the near future with a lovely gift for both Frances and little Diana.”

“With pleasure, sir.”

“Excellent…If you’ll ring that number for Phleiss now, Christian, that will be all.”  Quinn instructed, his tone dismissive, though not unpleasant.

“Very good, sir.”  His duty discharged for the time being, the young secretary left the office. 

Alone and waiting for the phone call to be put through, Quinn continued to contemplate the mystery of Phleiss’ activities in Liverpool.  The boys, Quinn knew, were progressing very nicely, and everything, every component of Tavistock’s strategy, was going forward as planned.  Blast it! So what is it that Phleiss doing there? Does he not trust me?

It more than concerned Quinn that Phleiss was operating outside the parameters of the program set by Tavistock, it downright worried him.  He didn’t get to where he was by allowing questions to go unanswered or suspicions to go unconfirmed or unresolved.   However, this was Moephet Phleiss, and Quinn knew – as did everyone at Tavistock  – one treaded carefully where Phleiss was concerned.  Still….

Just then, the buzzer sounded on the intercom.  Pressing the flashing red button, he replied, “Yes, Christian?”

“Moephet Phleiss on three for you, sir.”

“Very well, thank you, Christian….please see that I am not interrupted,” he said, disconnecting from the intercom and, blowing a heavy sigh, connected with line three.  “Moe!  Good to hear from you!”

“Good morning, Reginald, I trust you are well?”

“As well as can be expected, and you?”

There was a pause, then Phleiss responded, “Decidedly unhappy, Reginald.”

Quinn froze.  These were words no one wanted to hear from Phleiss.  Straightening in his chair, Quinn struggled to contain his anxiety, “W-why is that, Moe?”

Ignoring the question, Phleiss continued, “What is happening with our friends in America, Reginald?  It would appear that young Mr. Kennedy is deviating from instructions.  Can you enlighten me?”

Now Quinn was really nervous.  When he first realized that Phleiss was back in Liverpool and wanted to hear from him, Quinn just assumed it was due to the young musicians there, but this…this was unexpected.  Certainly no one at the Institute – or at Stanford for that matter – had been supportive of John Kennedy’s decision to have the U.S. back the invasion of the Bay of Pigs last April.  The younger Kennedy, however, did not seem all that concerned with whether the Institute approved or not.  Frankly, since becoming president, Kennedy was increasingly ignoring the Tavistock’s advisors, including his own father. His short presidency thus far was littered with decisions made outside the auspice and against the advice of the Institute….his endorsement of a nuclear test ban treaty; public criticism of US involvement in Vietnam…even going so far as to condemn the action as an “illegal war”; and, most recently, The Bay of Pigs Invasion. Kennedy was slipping through their hands, and Phleiss now wanted an accounting. This was not good….not good at all.

“Moe, believe me when I tell you that we advised him against supporting the invasion as far back as last February!”  Quinn pleaded.

“Yes, well, if he’d have heeded your counsel in February, then it is not likely that there would have been a fiasco in April, now, would it Reginald?”

“He is…most difficult,” Quinn explained hesitantly.

Phleiss snorted derisively, “Is it your position that he should be neutralized before the target date?”

“Without first holding up our end of the agreement with Joe?  I shouldn’t think so, Moe.  I would think that most unwise.”

“A saliable point, my old friend, but the question remains…how much further damage might young Kennedy do before then?”

Quinn was momentarily at a loss for words.  He did not want to grant Phleiss any guarantees that might come back to haunt him later.  He knew John Kennedy was out of control, but acting impulsively could have dangerous repercussions.  “I can not say,” Quinn offered weakly.

For the second time, there was a pause on the other end of the line.  “I would suggest a arranging a distraction, Reginald.”

This caught Quinn’s attention.  “What sort of distraction do you have in mind?”

“Contact the actress.  Explain to her that her particular talents are needed for a task of the utmost importance.”

“Moe, how on earth do expect someone as famous and celebrated as Marilyn Monroe to seduce and carry on a romantic liaison with the President of the United States of America? Surely, there are bound to be objections!”

Phleiss chuckled, “You would be surprised, Reginald, just how much the administration is willing to turn a blind eye to.  All she will do is provide a diversion, a splintering of John’s attention.  Oh, and contact his physician as well.  Have him increase the opioids in John’s injections for his back.”

“What about Robert Kennedy, Moe?  If John is incapacitated in any way, chain of command be damned, it will be his brother who will fill the void.”

“My understanding is that all three of the Kennedy boys, like their father, have an eye for a pretty woman. I see no reason why the Attorney General should be any different.”

“Marilyn?”

“Just so. Perhaps a bit of brotherly competition might keep John busy in less potent matters.  Meanwhile, the indiscretion of both Kennedy boys will impart us with enough  evidence to keep them both on leash, so to speak.”

Quinn sighed.  “Ah, extortion, hmmm? Are you so certain their wives would care, Moe?”

“Their wives? Perhaps not.  But the Roman Catholic Church would as would the country itself.  America is a country that prefers its sins and sinners be kept hidden in the dark.  No one will care if there are rumours, Reginald, but bother them with proof, forcing them to act,  to deal with their scoundrels – even if that scoundrel is the President or the Attorney General – well, they tend to get annoyed at the inconvenience,” Phleiss chuckled again. “One last thing about our young American friend….”

“What is that, Moe?”

“Contact our man and put him on alert in the event we need to neutralize any further threat.”

“I understand,” Phleiss replied in a clipped tone.

“Now, as to the reason I wanted to speak with you….”

That wasn’t it?  Quinn thought to himself.  “Yes, Moe?”

“You are to contact the manager….it is time for us to start the process.”

Now it was Quinn’s turn to go silent.  He looked at the phone in his hand with incredulity, “Now?”


“Just so.”

“But it’s too…,” Quinn started, then, remembering who was on the end, checked himself. 

“Is it not too soon, Moe?”

“Are you questioning my judgment, Reginald?”  

Quinn knew better than to perceive the question as non-threatening. “No – no, not at all.  It shall be as you say.  I will make contact immediately.”

“Good….very good,” Phleiss sounded genuinely pleased.  “It should not be made too easy for our friends here in Liverpool, but it should not be dragged out, either.”

“No, I will see to it personally,” Quinn assured him.

“Splendid, I think you should, Reginald.  It is imperative that this program be handled with competence and a certain finesse.”

“Certainly, Moe.  I will deal with the Kennedy situation and then….”

“No, no, Reginald.  Contact our man in case he is needed, but turn the rest over to Rockefeller.  Let him and Stanford deal with the Americans for now. I want all of your attention and efforts focused here, am I understood?”

Stung, Quinn replied, “But of course.”

“I have faith in you, Reginald, do not disappoint me.”

“You have my complete compliance, Moe, you know that.  All you have ever had to do was ask.”

“Excellent, Reginald, excellent,” Moe replied affably.  “Then I shall allow you to resume your work.”

“Will you continue to be available at this number?”  Quinn asked in an attempt to discover any hint as to what Phleiss was doing in Liverpool.  He was disappointed when Phleiss answered simply, “No.”

“But how then shall I contact you if need be?” Quinn pressed.

He thought Phleiss was on to him when there was yet another pause on the line, “I will contact you.  Good day, Reginald,” and, with that, the conversation had ended.

The discussion left Quinn feeling both relieved and disturbed.  His department had been entrusted with the supervision of the of the program’s many aspects.  Tavistock was juggling many important projects right now, all leading up to a culmination in a single event.  He had thousands of agents worldwide, attending and at the ready to do his bidding with one phone call.  He had access to the clout and expertise of dozens of international members of the Illuminati, John Rockefeller included.  Numerous international security agencies answered ultimately to him, including MI6 and the CIA.  However, if even one ball fell in this juggling act…if one project veered off course…it was he alone who would bear the responsibility…and the consequences. Which is why, in part, he felt perturbed by Phleiss’ instructions to initiate the process there in Liverpool earlier than planned.  It was seldom a good omen when the Institute deviated from its original strategy.

Shaking his head as if to rid himself of unwanted thoughts, Quinn leaned forward across his desk and pressed the red button on the intercom.

“Yes, sir?” came Christian’s voice through the small box.

“Have there been any contacts while I have been engaged, Christian?”

“Only one, sir, Miss Keeler would like you to ring her back.”

Quinn glanced at the intercom with mild surprise.  “Did she say why?”

“No, sir.”

Quinn paused.  Christine Keeler was recruited by another Tavistock associate, Dr. Steven Ward.  They had just begun their assignment, a national project of great importance involving Secretary of State for War, John Profumo.  While Profumo would be the focus of this project publicly, its true intention was to target the Prime Minister, Harold MacMillan.  Quinn had been so consumed with monitoring the unfolding events in America and unraveling the obscurity of Phleiss’ hidden agenda that he had not really paid significant attention to this project that was still very much in its infancy. He hoped there was no problem.  

He briefly considered returning Miss Keeler’s phone call first, but then decided against it, feeling that the priority right now was fulfilling Phleiss’ request to commence the program in Liverpool.

Leaning in toward the intercom, Quinn instructed, “I see….I will return Miss Keeler’s  phone call shortly.  For now though, please ring Brian Epstein in Liverpool.”

“Certainly, sir.”

“Oh, and Christian?”

“Sir?”

“Would you also please locate an address in Minsk for a Mr. Lee Oswald?”

“Of course, sir.”

“Thank you, Christian.”

Quinn stood and poured himself a cup of lukewarm tea.  Taking his cup back to the window, he gazed out upon the streets and buildings of London.  Nothing of this magnitude had ever been undertaken by the Institute before.  The overall project appears to be virtually fantastical…until one realizes just how possible it is.  Soon, all of Great Britain will know who the Beatles are.  If Miss Keeler and her associates discharge their tasks well, and if his contacts within the British media do their part, the British public will be primed for the four young musicians.  Then Europe… Australia… Asia… America….  It would only be a matter of time before the boys penetrated the “Iron Curtain.”   An entire generation.  The world’s largest…ever.  All under the influence of Tavistock with the Beatles as their unwitting catalysts.

Sighing deeply, he just lifted the cup to his lips when the intercom buzzed.

Turning his attention away from the window, he leaned over his desk and pressed the button.  “Yes, Christian?”

“Mr. Epstein is holding for you on line two, sir.”

“Thank you, Christian.”

Looking at the blinking white light on the telephone, Quinn thought solemnly,  This is it….now it begins….

