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As the winter of late 1963 approached, all of the U.K. kept anxious eyes trained on the skies overhead.  Despite repeated assurances from the Royal Meteorological Society that the storms of the previous winter had been a fluke, unlikely to occur again for the next century or so, many had already begun the process of making preparations, lest they be caught unaware. Earlier that year, storm after storm brought daily life in some areas to a virtual standstill, while dropping  temperatures, caused by frigid easterly Siberian winds and alternating Arctic blasts, kept the country in a deep freeze for nearly two months.  When Britain finally began to thaw, it was a blessed relief as it meant not only a return to warmth and sunshine, but to functioning infrastructures for those cities and towns that had to frequently do without electricity and rubbish collection for extended periods and were reduced to obtaining water from tankers when the manes froze.  Roads that were impassable for weeks at a time were finally open for use again, and trains and airplanes were finally operating and back on schedule.  It was a winter that the country was unlikely to forget.  When life returned to normal, with it came a new appreciation for the outdoors, and that following spring and summer found the streets and parks lively with more people than ever.  Now, as November drew to a close, many took advantage of the last days of autumn to enjoy being outside before winter descended once more.

During those late days of November, however, the news media was less concerned with the impending winter than they were with following the tragic news from across the Atlantic….John Fitzgerald Kennedy, America’s charismatic young president had been shot and killed the day before while riding in a motorcade in Dallas, Texas.  An itinerant ex-marine, Lee Harvey Oswald had been arrested and charged with the President’s murder.  The newspapers the next day were riddled with stories of the assassination and the subsequent arrest from every possible angle.  It was one of these stories that occupied the mind of Reginald Quinn as he, like so many other Londoners, strolled through the north east side of Hyde Park on that crisp Saturday morning.  Turning off Oxford Street, he passed the Marble Arch, and, a bit further up, “Speaker’s Corner.” In better moods, he’d venture out on a Sunday and find himself a spot off to the side so he could listen to the latest derisions from the famous Corner.  It amused him, at times, when the political provocateurs and conspiracy theorists came so close to the truth.  It seldom worried him, however, as listeners, in general, would dismiss them as merely delusional.  He did find it interesting, though, that there were people outside of Tavistock who could surmise the truth so accurately, leading him to wonder, on occasion, if there wasn’t a leak from inside the Institute. 

Being a Saturday, the Corner was empty, and he passed by without even a glance.  He continued walking along North Carriage Drive, making his way toward Serpentine Road.  He had to think, and walking helped him to do that.  The Kennedy assassination has shaken the world – both ally and enemy alike – and it was all anyone seemed to be talking about that morning.  Even as he walked, he picked up bits and pieces of conversation about the events taking place thousands of miles away, although, unlike everyone else in Hyde Park that Saturday, Quinn had not been shocked by murder of the American President.  In fact, it was he who had arranged it.  However, there had been a mistake…a grave mistake…and in Reginald Quinn’s business, one did not make mistakes without inviting the severest of consequences.  That morning, he had avoided going to his office precisely to forestall those consequences.  No doubt, upon hearing the news, Phleiss would either be on the telephone or in Quinn’s office in person, and, until he could conceive a remedy, Quinn did not want to speak with Phleiss. 

He would be blamed…of that, he had no doubt, and Phleiss would be right….It was Quinn’s responsibility.  After all, he was the one who had orchestrated it all…right down to the alteration of the motorcade’s route. He had used Oswald in other operations, both in the U.S. and the U.S.S.R.  The former marine had always been reliable, fast, and discreet…his training providing him with the sort of skills which rendered him a valuable asset to Tavistock.  A self-proclaimed socialist, Oswald had defected to the U.S.S.R. for little over two years before returning to the U.S. with his Russian wife and child.  To Quinn, Oswald seemed tailor-made for Tavistock’s plan.  Not only did he possess outstanding surveillance and sniper skills thanks to the U.S. Marines, but his association with the U.S.S.R. and the K.G.B.  made it appear all but certain that Kruschev and the Kremlin would be blamed for Kennedy’s death.  In a culture made paranoid by nearly a decade of “McCarthyism”, the execution of Ethel and Julius Rosenberg for “conspiracy to commit espionage,” and the traumatic brush with nuclear annihilation just over a year ago when the C.I.A. discovered Soviet missile bases placed covertly and strategically throughout the newly-communist Cuba….Quinn knew that it wouldn’t take a great effort to convince the Americans that the Soviets were behind their beloved president’s murder, and Oswald seemed to be just the pawn to sacrifice. However, even Quinn had noticed that the man was becoming something of a loose cannon in the past year.  Hind sight, as they say, is in fact, 20/20, he thought with self-abasement.

The previous spring, Quinn had received a field report from The Stanford Research Institute, Tavistock’s “arm” in America.  It described how Oswald had moved to Dallas, purchased a 6.5 mm caliber Mannlicher-Carcano rifle through the mail under the alias “Alek James Hidell” and, on April 10th, used it in a failed assassination attempt against Major General Edwin Walker, a locally known former Army officer who espoused radically right-wing politics and who had made an unsuccessful bid for the governor’s seat in Texas the year before.  Although Quinn had already assigned Oswald to the Kennedy assassination by then, his instinct told him to pull Oswald from the assignment right then.  Unfortunately, after a while, he dismissed his reservations.  After all, every other aspect of the incredibly intricate plan was proceeding beyond his wildest expectations, and he was feeling cocky.  The Walker business had been a personal grudge of Oswald’s, nothing to do with Tavistock, why should I have been concerned? he  thought defensively….but he should have been concerned, he knew, because it was evidence that Oswald was slipping.  He couldn’t manage taking down a second-rate troublemaker in his own backyard, what made me think he could successfully pull off the assassination of the President of the United States?  In fact, Oswald had done it….he fatally shot John Kennedy and successfully eluded capture in the book depository, but then, he panicked and shot a Dallas police officer who had stopped his patrol car merely to talk to Oswald.  That one act was the assassin’s undoing.  It led to his arrest for the murder of the police officer and hours later, he was also charged with the murder of President John Kennedy.  The arrest of Oswald in and of itself was not what had Quinn worried….Any Tavistock operative risks arrest or death when he or she takes an assignment.  By rights, Oswald should have taken the lethal cyanide capsule provided to all operatives as a precaution within minutes of his arrest, but he hadn’t, and that fact alone made him a tremendous liability to Tavistock.  However, when Quinn received word of the impromptu interview with Oswald at the time of his arrest, he knew immediately that the situation had escalated to a critical status….The operative may very well already have implicated Tavistock.

Quinn chose a park bench a distance away from where families sat while their children played happily.  Removing his handkerchief from his jacket, he dabbed at the perspiration on his brow that he knew was due to more than just the physical exertion of the walk.  Returning the handkerchief to another pocket, he sat back and breathed deeply.  How likely is it that Phleiss will consider how well I’ve done in every other area?  Why, just last month alone, Macmillan resigned, and the mania for those four provincial beatniks began exactly as we’d planned.  Certainly, Macmillan said he was resigning due to health issues, but everyone knows it was due to the pressure the whole Profumo fiasco brought to bear on his role as prime minister.  Miss Keeler played her part splendidly, keeping the country’s moral barometer off kilter for months while it greedily digested every ounce of degradation and turpitude the press could conjure.  It was played beautifully!  Everyone was more than ready for a mindless diversion… “Beatlemania” indeed!  I made that happen!  It was my connections at the Palladium and with the press that turned them into Britain’s “darlings”!  And even now, the other task is completed, John Kennedy is dead. Even if Oswald does try to implicate Tavistock, it would be no larger a bother diffusing the problem than swatting an annoying fly buzzing near one’s head.  Will Phleiss bear that in mind? 

The question hung in front of Quinn like the blade of a guillotine poised to drop.  He already knew the answer.  No matter what, there can never be a visible connection between Tavistock and any of its operations or operatives.  If one is revealed, all are risked.  There can be no loose ends.  He’d always known that.  He also knew that no one at Tavistock was indispensable.  Regardless of his excellent service record, Quinn knew that included him.  Termination…he chuckled sarcastically at the word.  It was completely apropos since, once one entered the Institute, one did not have the luxury of mere termination of employment. 

Picking up the folded newspaper that he had set beside him on the bench, he skipped the headlined article about Kennedy’s body lying in state in the East wing of the White House and scanned the small side article about Oswald’s arrest.  Oswald wasn’t quoted much in the article, but, just there, at the end of the article, one quote stood out: “I didn’t shoot anyone!  They’re taking me in because I lived in the Soviet Union.  I’m just a patsy!”

“I’m just a patsy.”…“For whom?” they’ll ask….There can be no loose ends….

Quinn jumped up from the bench and walked quickly back toward Oxford Street.  Entering a telephone box, he dialed a number and inserted the coin requested.  Upon hearing the switchboard operator’s voice, he gave his own extension before she even finished her full greeting.  His extension was answered upon the third ring.

“Reginald Quinn’s office,” Christian announced in a clipped professional manner.

“Christian?  This is Quinn….”

“Mr. Quinn!  My goodness, sir, Mr. Phleiss has rung several times wishing to speak with you!  He says it’s most urgent!”

“Yes, yes,” Quinn replied impatiently, “I imagine he does.  Listen, Christian, I’ll be out for a bit yet, but I’m on my way back in to the office….”

“But sir…,” the young secretary interrupted.

“Christian!  Please, just listen….I’m aware that Mr. Phleiss wishes to speak with me immediately, however, it is of the utmost importance that I speak to someone else before I speak with him.  Do you understand me, Christian?”

“Er…yes, sir.  I understand,” Spencer answered nervously.

“Right, then.  I’m going to need a telephone number in America….”

“Let me just retrieve your book, sir….”

“No, Christian!” Quinn yelled into the phone.

“Sir?”

“This number will not be in my book.  You will need to ring an international operator for it.  I will give you the information you’ll need.  Are you ready?”

“Yes, sir.  You may proceed.”

“Excellent.  The number is for Dallas, Texas….”

“Dallas, Texas,” Christian repeated as he wrote.  “The name of the individual sir?”

“You’ll be looking for a Mr. Joseph Campisi,”  Quinn spelled the last name slowly and clearly. “He and his brother own a restaurant there in Dallas, if that’s of any help.”

After confirming the information with his superior, Spencer said, “I’ll have the number waiting when you arrive, sir.”

True to his word, an hour later, Christian Spencer met Quinn at the door of his office with the information, “Would you like to me to ring him now, sir?”

“Yes, Christian, if you would, please....Oh, and if Mr. Phleiss should ring in the meanwhile, I’d be terribly grateful if you wouldn’t let on that I’ve returned just yet.”

“Of course, Mr. Quinn,” the young man replied warily.  Moephet Phleiss was not a man he cared to cross.  Still, it was Quinn who employed him.

Entering his office, Quinn settled in behind his desk.  A few minutes later, his telephone rang.

“You’re call is connected, sir,” Christian informed him.

“Thank you, Christian, you have been most helpful,” Quinn replied with genuine gratitude.  Pressing the second button on his telephone connected him with the transatlantic telephone call just placed.  “Mr. Campisi, this is Reginald Quinn from the Tavistock Institute in London, sir.  How are you?”

At his own desk, Christian Spencer was putting invoices in numerical order and glancing surreptitiously at the light on his telephone, indicating that his employer was still engaged.  As secretary to Reginald Quinn, Spencer knew he was in a privileged position at the Institute.  He was privy to information that no one, save those in the highest positions, could even guess at.  However, even he did not know exactly what was happening at the Institute these past twenty four hours.  All he did know was that it had something to do with assassination of the American President yesterday and that it was serious enough to warrant Phleiss’ involvement.  His supervisor was nervous…and that, in turn, made Christian nervous.  Just then, he saw the light on the telephone go out.  Quinn was off the phone.  Looking at the time, Christian guessed that Phleiss would be phoning back very shortly, and he needed to know how to handle the call.  Waiting a few minutes, he pressed the button for the intercom.  Seconds later, Quinn’s voice came through the box.  

“Yes, Christian, what is it?”

“I noticed that you have finished your call, Mr. Quinn.  If Mr. Phleiss should ring….”

“You can put him right through, Christian,” Quinn interrupted affably.

Christian smiled at the changed tone of his superior’s voice, “Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir,” he replied, then disconnected.

Quinn sat forward with his elbows on his desk and rubbed his tired eyes.  This is a younger man’s job!  He smiled.  Another bullet dodged…so to speak.  As Quinn suspected, Mr. Campisi and his brother were most accommodating of his request.  It served as a reminder to Quinn how very valuable it was to store “favors” – even with the most sundry of characters.  The Campisi brothers served as lieutenants to mafia boss, Carlos Marcello.  It was a well known fact that Marcello harbored an intense dislike for the young president and had often spoken of “taking him out” himself.  This perplexed Quinn as he thought Marcello had more to fear from the president’s brother, Robert, the Attorney General.  At any rate, Tavistock, through Stanford,  had helped the Campisi brothers a few years back, generating a debt on the Campisi’s part that they would have been paying for the next decade.  Fortunately, Quinn was in a position to broker a deal.  Their marker would be rendered “paid in full” if they could resolve his problem with Oswald.  It hadn’t taken long.  Traditionally, Quinn neither needed nor wanted to know details, but this situation was different…very different.  Picking up the pen, he mindlessly underlined a name on the small pad of paper….”Jack Ruby.”

By this time tomorrow, his problem would be solved, and he could concentrate once more on the tasks ahead.  Let Phleiss phone now.  I’m ready for him!  Standing, he stretched and walked out the door and down the hall.  Popping his head into Christian’s office, he asked, “Will you order some tea, Christian?  I’m feeling quite parched.”

“Certainly, sir,” the secretary answered eagerly.

Quinn turned to go, but wheeled around suddenly, “By the way, Christian, is the Beatles’ new song still doing well?”

“Oh yes, sir!” the secretary replied with a smile, handing Quinn a copy of the latest edition of The New Musical Express.  ‘She Loves You’ remains in the top three.  It was number one for a bit over a month, sir, and has broken all records here in this country.”

“Hmmm…impressive.  Although, I do believe it’s time for it to hit number one again.  Next week, I should think.  Take care of that, will you, Christian?”

“I will, sir.”

“Splendid…splendid.  After the tea arrives, Christian, you may leave for the day.  Take your young lady out for the afternoon or something, hmmm?” Quinn suggested as he opened the newspaper.

“Thank you, sir, I’d appreciate that.  I was hoping to be able to watch that new show on the telly starting today.  Everyone is talking about it!”

“Oh yes?  What show is this?” Quinn asked absently as he scanned the paper for articles on the Beatles.

“‘Dr. Who,’ sir,” Chrisian replied with some embarrassment.

“ Dr. Who’?  Never heard of it….Well, just bring the tea in when it comes, Christian.  Don’t forget to set the telephone to ring directly into my office.”  Quinn turned to leave taking the newspaper with him.

“Very good, sir.”

