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“You have a lovely home.”

“Well, thank you!” Paul replied, handing Ingrid a glass of Chablis.  “It’s really to my girl’s credit….she’s the one with the eye fer decorating.”

“Well then, to your girl,” she offered, raising her glass in a toast, “…she has impeccable taste….in men as well as décor!”

Paul smiled at the flirtation, but let it pass without comment.  “Please Miss Phleiss, have a seat,” Paul encouraged, sitting on the couch and inviting her to do the same.  “Your English is very good, by the way.”

“Thank you,” she laughed as she lowered herself gracefully to the couch, positioning herself adjacent to Paul. “…and, please, call me Ingrid.”

“Right, Ingrid it is then.”  Paul tried not to stare, but repeatedly found himself doing just that regardless.  Where do I know her from?

Sipping from his own glass, he asked cordially, “So, what is it I can do fer you, Ingrid?” 

“Well, Mister Mc -- Paul,” she smiled as she corrected herself, “When I discovered that you were looking for my grandfather, I thought it best to come here to England and speak with you directly.”

Paul paused, then took another slow sip from his glass in an attempt to stall.  He knew he needed to handle the conversation carefully.  Nodding thoughtfully, he asked, “Speaking of that…if yer don’t mind my asking, Ingrid, just how did you discover I was looking for your granddad?”

“Oh!  I thought I had said…the gentleman you hired, he told me.”

“Really? He told you, huh?” Paul asked in surprise, hoping he hadn’t given himself away.  Giving a small laugh, he added, “So much for being discreet!”

Ingrid gave a bemused smile.  “In the gentleman’s defense, Paul, I believe he thought it safe to tell me once he ascertained that I was Moephet’s granddaughter.”

“Ah, well, I can see why he might have thought that, yes,” Paul played along.  “Can I ask what else Mr. Asch told you?”

Paul wasn’t certain, but he thought she looked as though the question caught her off guard.  If it did, she recovered quickly.  Placing her hand on his arm, she responded, “Nothing of any consequence, Paul, but – may I confide in you?”

“Of course!”  Paul agreed emphatically, very much aware of her hand, which remained on his arm.  Just what is she playing at?

“Grandfather has not been well these past several years….”

“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that!”  He tried to sound sincere.

“Thank you,” she replied graciously before continuing.  “His malady, however, is not of the body, but of the mind.  You know how the elderly can get.”

“You mean he’s going senile?”

“Not quite.  You see, Paul….Grandfather was a very powerful man in his day.  The sort of man others looked up to and turned to when they found themselves in need.  He made decisions every day that affected the lives of hundreds – sometimes, thousands – of people!  When he was forced to take his pension, he truly did not know what to do with himself.  It was terrible watching this strong, powerful man dismissed so unceremoniously and reduced to a mere pensioner with too much time on his hands…sought out by no one, needed by no one….”

“I should think his family needed him,” Paul baited.

Again, she smiled.  “Well, yes, but of course we did – and do, but it is not enough for a man like my grandfather.  He needs to be…involved.”

“Alright,” Paul said quietly with a smile of his own.  “What has any of this to do with me, Ingrid?”

“If I may be blunt --”

“By all means….”

“I have a feeling you are looking for him because of some sort of business arrangement you have with him.  Am I correct?”

Paul did not want to give anything away, so he answered cagily, “Well, let’s just say yer not wrong.”

“Is it just you, or is it your group as a whole?  That is, is his…er, arrangement with you…or with one of the others?”

Paul regarded the young woman silently, past caring now whether or not she knew he was being evasive.  There was something gnawingly familiar about her, he was sure he’d seen her before….and not in the company of Phleiss.  “Ingrid, I’m going to be honest with you.  I don’t want to discuss this with you.  You seem to be a very nice girl, and it may very well be that you are only here out of concern for your grandfather, but my business is with him, not you.  If you really want to be helpful, then you should just tell me where I can find him.”

There it was again.  He caught her off guard.  He knew he’d seen the merest hint of something shift in her eyes.  But what?  

Ingrid leaned forward and placed her half empty glass of wine on the low table in front of her.  “I am sorry, Paul, but I can’t help you.  You see, I don’t know myself where Grandfather is.  I was rather hoping you would be able to tell me where I might find him.”

“Me?  But why would you think I’d know anything when you knew I’d hired someone myself to investigate?”

The girl shrugged noncommittally.  “I thought that if you told me why you were looking for him, what your business was with him, then I would be able to deduce why he disappeared and perhaps then know where I might begin to look for him.  We are very worried.”

Paul had enough experience with women to know when he was being manipulated.  The shy smiles, the touches, the sad eyes, the worried brow….this girl is having me on…and not doing a very good job of it, either.  “Then I really am sorry, Ingrid, I can’t help you,” he said as he rose from the couch, hoping she’d take the hint that he wanted her to leave.

She bowed her head, and her long hair fell like a curtain, concealing her face.  Suddenly, he saw her shoulders shaking and heard her sobbing.  You must be fucking joking!  He was just about to call her bluff when the buzzer from the front gate sounded.  “Excuse me,” he said as he went to the intercom in the other room.  Seconds later, he returned to find Ingrid in much the same state he left her.  “Ingrid, I’m sorry, but me mate’s pulling ‘round just now, and he’ll be here in a mo.  Look, the thing is, there’s really nothing I can do fer you….”  He was prepared to keep his tone cordial but firm – she had to go.  As it turned out, he needn’t have bothered himself.  As soon as she heard someone else would be arriving soon, she’d completely regained control and was gathering her things.

“It’s alright, Paul.  I appreciate your allowing me the opportunity to speak with you. I apologize if Grandfather has caused you any trouble.”  Ah, look at that…and the smile is back!  She’d all but run for the front door.

Paul fell in behind her and escorted her to the door.  “Good bye, Ingrid.”  He’d almost added, it was nice meeting you, but changed his mind, opting to say instead, “….and have a safe trip back to Germany.”

“Thank you, Paul….good bye.”  Spinning around, she was prepared to make her way towards the gate, but ran right into Ringo.

“Whoa!  Ye’d best slow down there, luv, before ya hurt someone!” he said half-jokingly.  Paul noticed that Ringo’s expression changed when he saw the girl’s face.

“My apologies,” she replied curtly as she continued to walk down the path to the gate, her low heels clicking against the flagstones.  Ringo’s eyes didn’t leave her until she was out of sight.  

Turning to Paul, he asked, “Now, how’d ya link up with that one, eh?”

“Do ya know her?” Paul asked in surprise.

“Yeah!  And so do you!”

Paul looked out toward the gate pensively.  “Ya know, I thought she looked familiar, but I couldn’t suss it out.”

“Ye do, I’m telling you!  Think.  Hamburg…I was still with the Hurricanes…she was seeing Tony Sheridan…convinced herself he was going to marry her and take her back to England with him, remember?”

Paul’s eyes widened at the memory.  “Yeah!  She was a stripper on Grosse Freiheit…said she’d fallen preggers…only he found out she was lying the entire time an’ left her!”

“Then she was lurking after John!”

“Christ, yeah!” Paul exclaimed, the excitement on his face morphing into confusion, “But Ritch…?”

“Yeah?”

“I could’ve sworn that I’d heard she’d topped herself….”  

Ringo nodded.  “Slit her wrists in the bathtub….”

“But then how….?”

“Why d’ya think I was so gobsmacked to see her coming out yer door?”

Both men leaned against either door jamb and stared off in the distance.

“Bloody hell!” Paul swore.

“Yeah,” Ringo concurred.  “So, what was she doing here anyway?”

“Ya remember George and I telling ya about that fella, Phleiss?”

Ringo nodded that he did.

“Well, I decided to find him and ask him what the fuck he’s after, see?  So, I hire this private investigator that Neil recommended.  Next thing I know, she shows up, claiming to be that bastard’s granddaughter and wanting to find out why I’m looking fer him.”

“Did ya tell her?”

“Of course not!” Paul exclaimed as though it was obvious.

“Well, it’s only that if she really is Phleiss’ granddaughter --”

“Yeah Ritch,” Paul interrupted with a roll of his eyes.  “…and if my Aunt Tillie had balls, she’d be me Uncle Bob!  There’s no ‘if’!  She’s not Phleiss’ granddaughter!  ‘Sides, that’s not the only thing she lied about.”

“No?”

Paul shook his head.  “No.  I asked her how she’d found out I was looking fer him, and she said that Asch – that’s the investigator – she said that he told her.”

“And he didn’t?”

“He couldn’t have done.  He doesn’t know it’s me who hired him.  I had Neil make all the arrangements as though it was him who done the hiring.  That’s when I knew she was up to no good.  But now….” Paul’s words faded, and he suppressed a shiver.  “I don’t like it,” he added quietly.

“What? That she lied?”

Paul found himself wishing that he hadn’t promised John that he wouldn’t tell George and Ringo about their conversation.  He really wanted to confide in Ringo at that moment.  Instead, he sighed and shook his head in response to his friend’s question.  “No, not that so much….”

“What then?”



Paul hesitated before answering, “I don’t like having a girl who allegedly died four years ago showing up here….especially not when Phleiss in involved.”

“Phleiss?  Why’s that?”

“I don’t know….”  Because John says he’s the devil.

Quinn was just handing Christian the file filled with letters he’d just signed when he saw a familiar figure darkening his doorway.  “Moe!” he nearly shouted.  Christian whirled around to find Phleiss standing several feet behind him.

Phleiss took a few steps into the office.  “Ah, young Christian!” he exclaimed, shaking the young man’s hand and patting his shoulder.  “How have been keeping yourself?”

“V-Very well, sir, yes, thank you,” Christian stammered nervously.

Moving to a chair, Phleiss began removing his outerwear, speaking as he worked.  “And your uncle?  I trust he is well”

“Qu-Quite well, sir.”

“Good, good!  Please do tell him I was asking after him, won’t you?”  Phleiss turned his way and smiled.  There was something most discomfiting about that smile, and Christian felt himself thinking that it would be almost preferable to see the enigmatic old man frowning.

“I will, sir,” Christian readily agreed.

“Just so,” Phleiss replied with a single nod, turning then and giving Quinn a diminutive greeting.

“Reginald….”

“Moe…,” Quinn answered in reply.  “I wasn’t expecting to see you for another fortnight or so.  Is everything alright?”

Christian watched the exchange in rapt attention, fascinated than even Quinn appeared to be intimidated by the old man.  Suddenly, he became aware that Pheiss was staring at him.

“I was wondering, Christian, if you would give us a bit of privacy.  We’ve important matters to discuss and are not to be interrupted, yes?”

Christian opened his mouth to remind Phleiss that he was no longer Quinn’s secretary, but thought better of it.  “But of course, I’ll see you’re not disturbed.”

Phleiss waited until the door shut behind Christian, then, turning back to Quinn, he said somberly, “No, everything is not alright, Reginald.  We have a problem….”

Christian sat at his desk with his office door open, enabling him to see when Phleiss took his leave.  Nearly forty-five minutes later, Phleiss did just that. Upon hearing Quinn’s door open and close, Christian leaned forward and watched as the old man strode from the office and down the corridor, heading for the bank of lifts located just out of Christian’s line of sight.  Waiting several minutes to ensure Phleiss was well and truly gone, Christian rose from behind his desk and walked towards Quinn’s office.  Tapping on the door, he heard the supervisor bid him enter from the other side.  

As Christian entered, he found Quinn at his favorite post…standing just to the right of the large window, his elbow propped on the higher sill, gazing out over the city of London, smoking a Gitane.  Christian could tell immediately that his superior was troubled, and that, in turn, troubled him.  His fate was too closely linked to Quinn’s for anything less.

“Problem, sir?”  Christian asked cautiously.

Quinn remained where he was, reflective and reticent.  Christian was starting to think that the other man didn’t hear him, but, after several seconds, the supervisor blew out the last drag of his cigarette and moved to snuff it out in the ashtray on his desk.  “Close the door, Christian,” he ordered quietly without looking up.  “We have much to do and not much time to do it.”

Carrying out the instruction, Christian ventured, “Is there anything I can do to help, sir?”

“As a matter fact, there is.”  Quinn abandoned his watch at the window and took a seat at his desk.  “I would like you to take several letters.”

But sir --- ” the young man started to protest until Quinn held up his hand to silence him.  

“I’m well aware that this is no longer your responsibility, Christian, but no one…no one…can know what will have happened here today.  You must give me your word.”

Christian was taken back by both the words and Quinn’s tone.  “Certainly, sir!”

“Excellent,” he said unenthusiastically.  Picking up a pen, he flipped it end over end, seemingly absorbed in the exercise, but then he added, “…because it’s vital that you understand, Christian…betraying your word, my boy, will mean more than the mere loss of your position.  Do I make myself clear?”

Christian’s mouth went dry and his bowels churned.  He understood, but, faced with the threat, could not manage the words.  Quinn raised his eyes to the young man’s face and saw him nodding, eyes wide in a blanched face. 

With a heavy sigh, Quinn pointed to a pad of paper on the edge of his desk.  “If you’ll pick that up, Christian, we’ll get started.  There will be a total of four letters.  The first is to go to Art Unger – that’s U-N-G-E-R – the editor of the American teen magazine, ‘Datebook.’  The second is going to the joint attention of two American disc jockeys,” he read the names from a note in his hand, “ - a Tommy Charles and a Doug Layton – at WAQY in Birmingham, Alabama.  Am I going too quickly?”

“Er…no, sir.  I’ve got that…WAQY.”

“Correct.  On second thought, copy that letter to the station’s programme manager as well, Christian.  Let’s see….the third is to be sent to President Ferdinand Marcos in the Philippines.  This will be sent to a private address.  I will give you a slip of paper with the information, which you will destroy after drafting the letter.”

Christian didn’t even flinch at the mention of the Filipino president.  This wouldn’t be the first time he’d handled correspondence to a national leader on behalf of Quinn’s office.  “Yes, sir,” he confirmed as he noted the instruction.

“The fourth letter will be sent to the attention of Mamoru Yamada at the Nippon Budokan Foundation.”

“Right….”  Christian copied the name and information of last of the recipients and looked up at his superior questioningly.  “Is that all?”

“You will arrange to have a table, chair, and your typewriter brought in here.  These letters are not to leave this office until you post them.  Any drafts are to be destroyed by burning.  There is to be absolutely no trace of these correspondences, yes?”

“Yes, sir.  I’ll make certain of it.”

“Good.  There’s more….you are to use blank envelopes, no envelopes with Tavistock’s name on them and no Tavistock letterhead.  Further, these letters are to be prepared for Dr. Phleiss’ signature, not mine.”

Now Christian did look up in surprise.  He was just about to question this, but wisely kept silent on the matter.  “As you say, sir.”

“Oh, and Christian, when these letters have been written and posted, I would like you to draft one last letter.  This will be directly from me, but is still to be kept in the utmost confidence.  However, I will need you to locate an address for this individual.”

“I’m ready, sir….”

“The individual is one Isoko Ono….an artist last known to be living in New York City with her husband and daughter.  She goes by the name ‘Yoko,’  ‘Yoko Ono’….”

Paul doodled abstractly while he waited for the telephone to be answered on the other end.  On the fourth ring, the telephone was picked up, and he heard a woman’s voice on the other end, “You’ve reached the office of David Asch, may I direct your call, please?”

“Yes, may I speak with Mr. Asch, please?”

The secretary seemed to hesitate.  Paul wasn’t sure if it was his imagination or if her tone seemed slightly altered. “Who is calling, please?”

Shit.  Paul thought quickly.  “Er…Neil Aspinall.  I’d engaged Mr. Asch’s services about a fortnight ago.”

“I see.  Please hold the line, sir.”  Before Paul could object, he was placed on hold.  It was several minutes before the line was opened again, but, this time, it was a man who spoke.  “Mr. Aspinall?”

“Yes?”

“My name is Trevor Purdy.  I am an associate of David Asch.  I have your file before me, sir, and I see that the individual you contracted with Mr. Asch to locate was last known to be living in the city of Hamburg.  Is that all correct, sir?”

Paul was confused.  Who the fuck is this Purdy fella?  For a  discreet service, word certainly seems to get around!  Emboldened by indignation, Paul jumped up from his seat and snapped, “I’m sorry, Mr. Purdy, but I am phoning to speak with Mr. Asch….the man I hired.  I don’t who you are, and I don’t why you should know my business, but I want to speak with David Asch now.”

On the other end of the line, he heard Purdy clearing his throat.  “Mr. Aspinall, I’m afraid the police are going to want to speak with you.  Is your contact information sufficient for the next twenty-four hours or is there another telephone number or address I should pass on to them?”

Paul was struck dumb.  “Police?!” he exclaimed when finally found his voice.  “Why should the police want to speak with me?”

“I am sorry, Mr. Aspinall.  This is a most awkward situation, I’m sure.  You see, there was an incident involving David Asch in Hamburg, and your case may or may not be related.”

“Incident?  What incident?”

“Mr. Asch, sir, was found dead….stabbed to death in alley.”

Paul plopped back down in the seat, awestruck.  “He was murdered?” he asked weakly.

“Yes, sir….the authorities in Hamburg believe it was four days ago….in the Reeperbahn district.”

Paul gave the man his own telephone number to give the police, thinking he’d wait until he spoke with them before revealing that it was he who hired Asch.  Hanging up the telephone, Paul sat in shock.  Through the jumble of words rolling around in his head, he heard John’s voice emerge…. “….things happen to people who know.”
Quinn was busily going through the day’s correspondence when the intercom buzzed.  “Yes, Richard?”

“Sorry to interrupt you, sir, but I was wondering if you might have a moment?” the young voice said through the speaker.

Perplexed by the question, Quinn asked, “What is this about, Branson?”

“Er, sorry, sir….I just wanted to speak with you regarding a project…a personal project, that is.”

Quinn sighed in resignation and grumbled to himself, “Interns!”  Pressing the button so he could be heard in the office down from his, he replied, “I can spare you five minutes, Richard, no more!”

“Yes, sir!”

“Fine.”

“Er…now?”

“Yes, now!” Quinn practically shouted.  Removing his finger from the button, he added “You idiot!”

Richard Branson was a sixteen year old intern whom Quinn agreed to take on as a temporary replacement when Christian was promoted.  There were only two things that kept him from sacking – or strangling - the boy.  The first was that his grandfather, Sir George Branson, a Judge of the High Court of Justice and a Privy Councillor, was a dear friend.  Quinn had employed the lad as a favor to him when the boy upped and quit school earlier in the year.  The second was that Quinn wanted to take his time finding just the right person for such a sensitive position.  Until then, things were to be handled differently in his office.  Young Branson was allowed to answer the telephone and retrieve the mail, but little else.  His temporary employ in Quinn’s office was as more of a receptionist than a secretary, but the young man had the uncanny ability to locate Quinn’s last nerve and jump on it…repeatedly, leading the supervisor to count the days until the boy was gone.

Branson was through his door in record time.  “Thank you for seeing me, sir!” he exclaimed breathlessly.

“Mister Branson, it is customary for a subordinate to knock and await an invitation to enter the office of his superiors,” Quinn reminded him with exaggerated patience.

“Oh!  Right!  Sorry, sir!”  Branson fidgeted before asking, “Er…shall I go out and come in again, sir?”

Quinn rolled his eyes.  “What can I do for you, Richard?”

The boy approached Quinn’s desk and went to sit, remembering his manners only when he was halfway lowered.  Looking up at Quinn questioningly, Quinn sighed and motioned for him to sit.  Smiling widely, the boy did so.

“So!  Another personal project, Branson?”

“Yes, sir….but I think this one is a winner, sir!”

“As I recall, you said the same of your venture into the Christmas tree market.”

“Well….yes, sir, I did…but I’ve learned from my mistakes, haven’t I, sir?”  Quinn bit his tongue.  “I mean, my magazine is a success, sir!”

“Naturally, it’s a student magazine, Branson.  Your friends are your market.  By the way, what did you name it?”

“Er...‘Student,’ sir,” Branson replied meekly.  

Quinn hid his grin behind his hand.  “And now…?”

“Now, I want to open a center…a sort of charity for students….call it the ‘Student Advisory Center.’  What do you think, sir?”

“I see….and what, precisely, will you ‘advise’ them about?  You yourself left school, Branson.”

“Well, yes, sir, I did, but, you see, that’s just it!  I would staff it with people who are good listeners, sir.  Young people would be able to ring or come in and talk about whatever they’re struggling with.”

“And what do you need from me?”

“Well, sir, Tavistock does a lot of research into psychology and such.  I mean, you’re frightfully good at helping people with their problems, I’m sure.  I just thought perhaps you could help me with regard to training materials and the like.”

Splendid!  I can push this over onto another department. Quinn almost smiled as a thought occurred to him.  “Interpersonal Relationships” sounds like just the right place to refer him.  That bastard, Peter Bourne, has been a thorn in my side for years!  It only seems fitting that he benefit from spending several hours with young Branson here!  “I have just the person to assist you, Richard!” Quinn said cordially as he wrote the name and department on a piece of paper.  Handing it to the boy, he added, “You’ll find Dr. Bourne on the second floor.  You should insist on speaking to him personally.  He’s your man!”

“Really?  My goodness, thank you, sir!  Thank you very much!” Branson gushed enthusiastically.  “I’m ever so grateful!”

Quinn smiled paternally.  “Yes, well, it’s my pleasure, Branson.  However, I’m afraid that’s your five minutes.  You should return to your duties, and I should return to mine.”

“Yes, sir,” Branson agreed as he rose from the chair and walked to the door.  Before leaving, he turned back and repeated, “Thank you again, sir!”

“Yes, yes, you’re welcome, Richard.”

Not even two minutes had passed before the intercom buzzed again.  Quinn looked at the machine crossly.  “Yes, what is it now, Branson?”

“Sorry, sir, but there’s a Peter Brown here to see you….he doesn’t have an appointment, sir.”

“Well send him away and ask him to return when he does.”

A moment later the intercom buzzed again.  “Yes, Branson?” Quinn answered sharply.

“Sir, Mr. Brown has asked me to tell you that he is from NEMS Enterprises and he’s here to speak with you about a Mr. Brian Epstein…sir.”

Quinn froze, his finger poised above the button.  After a moment, he pressed the button and said, “Please escort Mr. Brown to my office, Branson, and see that we’re not disturbed.”

“Yes, sir…right away, sir.”

Quinn leaned back in his chair and pondered the meaning of the visit.  Whatever this Peter Brown wanted, Quinn knew it couldn’t be good.  How the hell does this man know about Tavistock?  Much to his surprise, he recognized a feeling no one but Phleiss ever inspired in him...fear.

