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Chapter Eight

The two detectives exited the elevator on the thirty-third floor for the second time that day.  Walking rapidly and purposefully, they headed for the double doors at the end of the corridor, but pulled up short when three familiar faces stepped out in their path.  The shortest of the three, a man Frank recognized as the Beatles’ manager took another step toward him.  With worry clouding his features, Brian dispensed with all formalities and demanded, “Detective Delgado, I think you’d better explain just what is going on.  Why were these officers asking where Paul is?  And, for that matter, have you found him?”
Anxiously, Frank looked from Epstein to his partner and back again.  Pat stepped forward.  “I’m Detective Pat Murphy, and you are…?”

Before Brian could answer, Frank leaned in toward his partner and said quietly, “I’m gonna speak to the uniforms and then question some folks inside…see if we can get some idea where McCartney’s at and if Abby is with him.”
Keeping his eyes trained on the manager, Pat gave a brief nod.  Confused by the exchange, Brian studied Frank closely, the escalating worry evident in his expression.  Struggling to maintain his composure, he repeated more firmly, “Detective Murphy, I must know if something has happened to Paul!”
“Mr….?”

“Epstein.  Brian Epstein.  I am the boys’ manager.”

“Mr. Epstein, is there somewhere private we can talk?”

Taken back by the question that did nothing to alleviate his concern, Brian stammered nervously, “Er, yes….yes, right in here…please.”  Brian led Murphy through the door right in back of him.  As Pat passed the large blonde man he’d met earlier that day, he said, “I think you’d better join us, Mr. Evans.”

Shocked by the detective’s dire tone, Mal nodded mutely and followed the two men into Brian’s suite.  Neil followed without invitation, closing the door behind him as he entered the room.  “I’m Neil Aspinall, the group’s road manager,” he explained in response to Murphy’s quizzical gaze.
Satisfied that the third man belonged there as well, Pat explained, “There is a possibility that Paul McCartney may be in danger, yes.”

The three Englishmen exchanged a silent glance before launching into a tirade of questions.  Pat raised his voice to be heard above them.  “We don’t know for sure yet….it may be nothing at all, but, if you’ll answer a few questions, then we can find him and ascertain exactly what the situation is, okay?”

“Y-Yes, of course, Detective Murphy.  What can we tell you?”  Neil replied calmly while also registering the way Brian paled and plopped onto the couch, seemingly in a state of shock.

“First off, was Abigail Durbin with him?”

“Yes!” Mal answered quickly.  “Yes she was.  Paul had asked me to see about getting a taxi for the two of them.”

“Did he say where they were going?”

Mal thought hard, trying to recount the brief conversation.  Slowly he shook his head.  “I’m sorry, I just don’t know.  I don’t think Paul said.”

“Okay.  Did he look like he was going along willingly?”
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“Did it appear that Paul wanted to leave the hotel?” Pat rephrased the question.

“I-I would say so…yes…,” Mal stammered.

“You noticed nothing out of the ordinary?”

Mal thought a moment longer and began to slowly shake his head again.

“Well….,” Neil cut in pensively.  Expectantly, all eyes turned his way.  “Not with Paul perhaps, but Abby seemed…well, she seemed rather…er, distracted.”

“How so?” Pat demanded, his eyes narrowing.

Neil seemed ambivalent about continuing.  “Listen, it may be nothing…but it’s just something I’ve been noticing the past few days --”

Brian shot to his feet.  “For Christ’s sake, just tell us, Neil!”

Startled by Brian’s outburst, Neil explained, “She has these moments, ya know?  Times when it’s like she’s well, really…not…there.…and she wears this elastic band about her wrist that she’ll snap against her wrist…just out of the blue --”
“Did she ever say why?” Pat asked, shooting Frank a glance as he re-entered the room.

Neil thought for a moment before slowly answering, “I believe she said it was something she did to help her stay focused.”

The two detectives exchanged another glance, each one sure they knew what Abby was trying to stay focused on.

“Mal,” Frank interjected.  “You said that Paul asked you to secure a taxi for the two of them.”

“Yes, but as I told you before, Detective, Paul didn’t let on where they were going,” Mal replied shakily.

“Right…but did you order the cab through the concierge desk?”

“Er, no.  I was going to, but he was away from his desk when I went down.  It seemed easy enough to do it myself, so I went outside to where the taxis queue outside the hotel entrance --” 

“So, you saw the driver and his cab then,” Frank asked intensely, almost willing the other man to say “yes.”

“I did, yeah….”

“Did you notice anything unusual, anything unique about either the car or the driver?”

Mal lowered his eyes as he thought back to earlier in the evening, mentally retracing his steps – reliving conversations and exchanges on his way down to and in the lobby.  Remembering the fleeting sense of irritation he’d felt upon seeing the vacant concierge desk….feeling once more the oppressively muggy air envelop him as he passed through the front doors….nodding to a familiar looking doormen…..casting a disinterested gaze over the crowd of fans chanting and yelling for the boys….feeling the sweat trickle down his back as he made his way toward the line of taxis….stopping at the first one…leaning down…talking to the driver through the open passenger side window….
“’ey, can ya pull it around to the side, mate? I’ve a VIP and his young lady fer ya, but we don’t want this mob to see him or it’ll be murder!” he asked with a wide grin.
“One of them, is it?” the driver raised a brow and asked in his thick brogue.

Mal chuckled.  “Yeah….think yer can handle it?”

“Oh, I imagine so, providin’ them girls don’t catch a glimpse.”

“Right. We’ll meet ya around the side entrance in five minutes then.”

The driver nodded, and threw the car into gear.  Mal stood on the sidewalk long enough to make sure the cab went to the correct door.  As the car pulled away, he saw a rosary swinging from the rearview mirror and grinned as he imagined what John would say if it was him getting into that cab.

Raising his head, Mal smiled triumphantly.  “The driver, he was Irish…northern, most definitely.  Belfast, if I had to guess….late twenties, early thirties.  Brown hair…not short, not long.  Oh, and he was wearing a short-sleeved plaid shirt.  He had a string of rosary beads hanging from the mirror.”

As Mal started speaking, Pat withdrew a small notepad and started feverishly writing the description as Mal gave it.  When the minder had finished, Murphy rushed from the room, intent on giving the information to one of the patrol officers to follow up.  In Pat’s absence, Frank spent the next several minutes pushing the aid, trying to extract from his memory as much detail as possible.  When Murphy returned to the suite, Brian quickly asked, “Will that description help you find Paul?”

“It will definitely help,” Pat answered with an appreciative nod toward Mal.

“Can you tell us now Detective Delgado, just what sort of danger Paul might be in?” the manager pressed.  “Has it anything to do with that girl he’s taken up with?”

Shooting Pat a wary look, Frank kept his answer intentionally vague.  “We’re not sure at this time, Mr. Epstein.  As I said, it may be nothing at all.  We’re just following up on a possible lead.”  He could tell from Brian’s expression that he wasn’t buying it, and, really, he couldn’t blame him.  Hell, didn’t I have the entire detail here at the hotel mobilized just to find McCartney?  Epstein’s not stupid….he knows there’s more than I’m telling him.
His indignation and anxiety rising, Brian cried, “See here, Detectives, this is completely unacceptable!  If there is even the remotest possibility one of my boys is in some sort of danger or trouble, then I demand you immediately tell me exactly what it is!”  
Just as Frank made to reply, a knock came at the door.  Leaning in, Pat opened it to find a young patrolman on the other side.

“Sir, we found the driver,” the rookie informed him excitedly.  “A ‘Michael McKettrick’ – says he dropped McCartney and the girl at an address in….” Glancing at the notepad in his hand, he finished, “….Brooklyn Heights.”

Brian caught the look of alarm that passed between Murphy and Delgado.  “What?  What does this mean?  Is Paul in danger?” he asked anxiously.

“She brought him back to the house after all,” Frank said ominously, glaring meaningfully at his partner.

Turning to the patrolman, Murphy instructed, “Call in to Dispatch.  Tell ‘em we’re gonna need back up at that address.” To Delgado, he barked, “Let’s go.”
Without a word to any of the three men gathered, the two detectives practically ran from the suite. Brian, Neil, and Mal looked at each other helplessly, each one realizing that they were left with more questions – and worry – than when Pat and Frank first arrived.  Running a hand through his hair in frustration, Brian exclaimed, “Who the hell is this girl?!”
