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Chapter One
The two men faced each other….one, stoic and self-assured; the other anxious and agitated.
“You’re certain…?  Absolutely certain…?”  
“The evidence is right there is that file, Bill.  How much more certain do we need to be?”

With a cigarette pinched between his fingers, Bill reached out and lifted the top of the file using one finger, revealing the sheaf of paper within.  He didn’t look at the papers.  He didn’t need to.  He’d read them over so many times throughout the investigation, he practically had them memorized.  An ash from his cigarette dropped onto the paper.  Without bothering to brush it away, he closed the file and extinguished the smoldering butt.  Slipping both hands into the pockets of his trousers, he turned away and stared absently out the window of his office.  Summertime in L.A. was a bitch.  With the schools out from regular session and folks on vacation, everybody and their brother flocked to the city, usually heading for Hollywood, or, increasingly with the younger set, to the Strip. It was a fact….where there are people, there’s crime; where there are more people, there’s more crime.  Tourists, migrants, foreigners….they all made his job that much more difficult, and he loathed them for it.  But this….this is something else altogether.  
Turning back, he said, “I cannot stress it enough, Jack….this one has got to be by the book.”

“It usually is,” Jack replied haughtily.

Almost as an afterthought, Bill asked, “The embassy has been contacted?”

Jack nodded.  “I spoke with the ambassador myself.  He’s fully apprised.”
“How did he take it?”

Jack smirked.  “Typically British….he was quite indignant. ‘Surely, a mistake has been made’ – you know, that sort of thing.  They’re sending someone over to Benedict Canyon just to be sure everything’s on the up and up.”

Bill grimaced.  “Then make sure it is.”  Plopping down into the chair behind his cluttered desk, Captain Bill Guest huffed and quietly commented, “Shit, this is serious.”
“So is murder.”

After a moment, Bill nodded solemnly.  “Take a couple of uniforms with you, Jack, but try to keep it as low key as possible, huh?  No lights, no siren.”

Jack nodded, but offered, “You know there’ll be press there, Bill.  I don’t know how ‘low key’ it can be kept.”
Bill groaned lowly, running a hand over his face.  “Okay,” he said in a voice barely above a whisper.  “Just do what you can.”

With a wordless nod, Jack turned and purposefully strode from the office, closing the door behind him.  
Once the detective was gone, Bill opened the bottom drawer of his desk and withdrew a bottle of scotch, already two-thirds empty.  Reaching across his desk, he picked up a glass, and, blowing the dust off it, filled it halfway.  He downed the glass in one go, pouring a second before capping the bottle and returning it to the drawer.  As he sipped from the second glass, he prayed to whatever god was listening that the situation at hand didn’t escalate into a full blown international incident and then offered a second smaller prayer of gratitude that it was Jack Munroe – and not somebody else – who was heading up this investigation. 
Munroe was a seasoned veteran who came up the ranks together with Bill.  He could have made captain himself if he’d been more inclined to play the sensitive political game of the L.A.P.D. hierarchy, but Jack was “old school” – tough as nails and not very keen on diplomacy.  He was a man who called things as he saw them, a trait that Bill frequently admired…when it wasn’t causing him a problem, that is.  
Bill, on the other hand, knew whose ass needed to be kissed, and his reward for that perceptiveness was the endowment of his own precinct.  Though it had cost him his marriage and what might have been a happier and healthier relationship with his now-adult children, it had been a largely satisfying career….a career from which he would retire in only eighteen short months….unless something about this investigation derailed his plans.  With that worry echoing in his mind, he washed the anxiety down with the remaining scotch.
“Jesus!”

Jack looked forward when he heard his partner swear softly and saw what had prompted it.  Outside the gates to the rented home, there were at least a two dozen reporters and photographers gathered.  Some, he recognized; most, he didn’t.  Interspersed among the press was at least twice that many teenagers.  Fans, no doubt, of the young men who were staying there.

“Listen, Tim,” Jack instructed. “Slow down just enough to make sure the uniforms get that gate opened.  Once it is, go straight on through.  Do not stop for any reason.  If any of those S.O.B.’s are stupid enough to jump in front of the car, they’ll get what they deserve.”
Tim shot him a nervous glance to see if Jack was serious, blanching when he saw he was.

Jack cracked a smile at the young detective’s expression.  The boy’s still green.  He’ll learn.  “Don’t worry, Tim.  When they see you aren’t going to stop, they’ll move quick enough.”

Tim swallowed dryly and nodded.  “Yeah….yeah, okay, Jack….if you say so.”

Jack thought Bill was pulling his leg when he assigned Tim Lightner as his new partner following his former partner’s death from a heart attack at forty-eight years old.  Despite the fact that Jack had made it clear he neither needed nor wanted a new partner, Tim had been thrust uon him as a newly promoted detective, “Just ‘til the kid gets the hang of things, Jack” is what Bill told him.  “You have the most experience….who better to show him the ropes?”
“I’m out of here in two years, Bill!” Jack protested. “Why not assign him to someone who’ll be sticking around for a while?”

“I hate to break this to you, Jack,” Bill said wryly, “…but two years is a while!”
Already disgruntled at the “newbie” foisted upon him, matters only worsened when Jack saw the kid….Tim wore a black turtleneck sweater over a pair of grey corduroy trousers that looked like they would split if he bent over.  To top things off, he wore his hair down to his collar with inch-long sideburns.  Overall, Jack had the impression that the kid looked more like he belonged on a college campus than in a metropolitan police precinct.  Tim cinched it, however, when he greeted his new partner with a “Hey man, how’s it going?”
Once Tim was otherwise preoccupied with the task of filling out the multitude of paperwork for his transfer, Bill asked Jack, “What do you think?”

Jack faced his supervisor squarely and seethed, “What do I think?  I think I’ll be taking an early retirement!”
That had been six months prior, and, in spite of himself, Jack had grown fond of his young partner as time wore on.  He’d never married, and thus, Jack had no children of his own.  For that reason, most likely, he’d come to view Tim as a sort of surrogate son.  While the boy had proven himself to be a good cop and a capable detective, Jack would never see him as a full equal.  Still the two had developed a comfortable camaraderie.
As their unmarked Ford approached the gates, the crowd swarmed around it.  A blitzkrieg of flashes went off in the detectives’ eyes as the photographers frantically snapped away.  Through the closed windows, they could hear questions being shouted at them by the reporters and what Jack was pretty sure were curses shouted at them by distressed and grieving fans.  In accordance with Jack’s instructions, Tim slowed the car to a crawl, but didn’t once hit the brakes.  They both breathed a sigh of relief as they saw the gates close behind them, barring the crowd from pursuing them.

By the time they’d parked and emerged from the vehicle, the two uniformed officers were already waiting near the entrance to the house.  Jack nodded a greeting at them.  “Ready, boys?”

“Yes sir,” the taller of the two answered.

“Right, let’s do this,” he said, leading the other three up the steps to the front door.  Just as he reached out to press the doorbell, the heavy oak door was opened by a man he didn’t recognize from previous visits.
“Detective Munroe?” the man inquired.

“Yes, sir, I am,” Jack replied politely. “…and this is my partner, Detective Tim Lightner.”  He didn’t bother to introduce the uniformed police officers, largely because he didn’t know them himself.

The man smiled in acknowledgement.  “My name is Leo Wolfram.  I will be representing the…accused.  Won’t you come in?”

Jack turned back and glanced at his partner, who discreetly raised a questioning eyebrow in response.  The four policemen filed into the foyer and waited while the attorney to close the door.  Turning towards the four, Wolfram said, “We’ve been expecting you.   If you’ll just follow me, you’ll find everyone gathered in the living room.”
“Thank you, Mr. Wolfram,” Jack answered, wondering who, exactly, told them to be expecting him.

The small group followed the attorney into the living room.  As he entered, Jack visually scanned the room, accounting for everyone there.  Standing near the fireplace, fidgeting nervously was the manager, Brian Epstein.  On either side of the room, looking morose and tired were the two minders, Malcolm Evans and Neil Aspinall.  Standing near the window was the U.S. business attorney Jack had spoken with several times over the past couple of weeks, Nathaniel Weiss. Last of all, in the center of the room, scattered around the couches and chairs, sat all four Beatles, emanating a range of emotions from hostility to despair.

Stepping forward, Jack quietly and not unkindly addressed only one of them, “If you’ll please stand, son.”

As if on cue, the shorter of the two uniformed officers came forward and stood behind the Beatle.  “I’ll need you to put your hands behind your back, sir,” he ordered mechanically.

Flustered, Brian interjected, “Is that really necessary, Detective?”

“He’s not resisting…please,” Wolfram implored.

“With a charge like this, it’s protocol, I am sorry,” Jack replied.  As the officer handcuffed the Beatle, Jack intoned somberly, “George Harrison, you are under arrest for the murder of Rachel Cohen.”
