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Chapter Three

Abby unlocked the front door of the house and stepped into the dark hallway. The late New York City summer heat made the narrow, closed-in corridor feel oppressive.  Dropping her purse and keys on the small table, she hurried toward the kitchen, calling out, “Mom!  Dad!  I’m back!”  Just outside the kitchen, she picked up a heavy knit sweater from the small chair in the corner and slipped into it before pulling open the kitchen door and stepping inside.  

Her parents sat across from each other at the table, and she brushed her hand across her mother’s back affectionately as she passed her.  “I can’t stay long, but I wanted to check on you both and let you know how things are going.”  Picking up the battered metal tea kettle, she went to the sink and filled it halfway with water.  Placing it on the stovetop, she twisted the knob, lighting the burner beneath it.  She talked as she continued to prepare the tea. “First, let me tell you….I’ve missed my true calling!  Seriously, I should have been an actress!” she laughed gleefully, adding more seriously, “Daddy, please don’t look that way. Really, he doesn’t suspect a thing!  No one does!  I can do this!”  She waited a moment for her father’s protest, but when none was forthcoming, she continued, “It was so much easier than I thought it would be,” she explained brightly.  “Just as I expected, when Frank brought me up to meet him, that mini-dress caught his attention. The next thing I knew, he was asking me to stay.”  Pausing, she turned toward her mother.  “Now, Mama, we’ve been through this!  I know you don’t approve of that part of the plan, but really, it’s necessary.  If I didn’t sleep with him, he just would have moved on to the next girl,” she argued.  Then giving a light giggle, she added, “Not that there was much sleeping going on!  Oh!  Sorry, Dad!”

The kettle whistled shrilly, and she poured the water into the waiting mug, then double-checked to make sure the burner was turned off.  “Well, listen, he’s expecting me back shortly, so I’m going to go get a bath and change out of these clothes.  God! This heat is just hideous!  Ninety-three degrees at night!  Can you believe it?  I feel like a wet rag!  You don’t know how good you two have it just being able to stay inside in the nice air conditioning on an evening like this!”  She went over then to the window unit and saw that the temperature was set at sixty-four, the lowest setting possible.  With the fan set on “high,” the room temperature in the small kitchen was positively frigid. 

The sudden ringing of the phone on the wall made her jump, and she stared at the object as though she’d never seen one before.  After the fourth ring, however, it stopped, and she went about her business unfettered.  “Okay, I’ll pop in to say good-bye when I’m leaving,” she said as she made to leave the room, her mug of tea in her hand.  At the doorway, she stopped and turned back toward her parents.  “You know I’m doing this for us…and for Mary, right?  He won’t get away with what he did.  I won’t let him.  We may not be as rich and famous as him, but we matter, too, and I’m going to make sure he never forgets it…that none of them forgets it!  You understand that, don’t you?” She was near tears, but her parents said nothing.  “Okay, well I’ll come say goodnight when I’m leaving,” she said softly, and then she was gone.

Frank practically ran into the squad room.  “Hey Marty!  Ya seen Pat?” he called out as he entered through the double doors.

“Nah, he was here only five minutes ago, though, so he couldn’t have gone far!”  Marty Gabowski was an eighteen year veteran of the force who’d known Frank since he was a rookie walking the beat on the lower eastside.  “Somethin’ wrong, Frank?  You look as though ya seen a ghost!”

“No, no ghost, Marty, but you’re not far off,” Frank replied enigmatically.  Just then, Patrick “Pat” Murphy walked in.  Pat was assigned to replace Mike Durbin as Frank’s partner.  A stout, amiable Irishman, Pat helped Frank through the worst of the aftermath….the gossip, the accusations, and, the biggest slap in the face, the Internal Affairs investigation.  Frank thought he would lose his mind dealing with all that while trying to mourn the loss of his partner and best friend, but Pat listened….Pat understood…and Pat covered for him when he couldn’t quite pull it together in time.   After all, as any cop can tell you, there are few things in life worse than losing your partner.  “Pat!  Jesus!  There you are!” Frank cried in relief.

“What’s up, Frank?” Pat asked, concern etched in his ruddy features.

“We gotta get over to the Warwick…fast!” Frank stammered nervously.

“Okay, okay….let’s settle down,” Pat said calmly.  “I’ll drive, and you can tell me what’s going on on the way over.”

They arrived at the hotel in record time.  As they waited for the elevator in the lobby, Frank turned to his partner and asked, “What the hell am I supposed to say to her?  Christ, Pat!  The kid’s been through so much already!  Who the fuck would do such a thing?”

Pat scowled and answered, “Who knows?  Could be some cult thing.…could be some sickos….could be just about anybody, Frank, but, damn it all, it just makes no sense!”

Frank wiped the sweat from his brow and murmured, “I don’t know how I’m gonna tell her….I just don’t know.”

The elevator car arrived then, and the two men waited patiently while the operator pulled the gate back and allowed the passengers to exit.  As Frank led the way into the car, his badge in hand, he saw the operator give him a once over and momentarily wondered what the kid had to hide.  Holding his badge up, he ordered, “Floor thirty-three.”  The operator’s brows arched in surprise.  Like all Warwick employees, the boy knew who was staying on the thirty- third floor.  He pulled the key from the pocket of his uniform jacket that would allow the car to stop at that floor.  The management had taken the extra precaution of locking down access to that floor when the Beatles arrived.

Frank watched impassively as the young man surreptitiously glanced back at him.  Under different circumstances, he might have tried to figure out what the kid was hiding…if only for the entertainment value.  In Frank’s experience, very few people were convicted by outside evidence or witnesses.  Rather, most people ended up incriminating themselves, and, the way the operator was acting, Frank just knew there was something the kid was afraid of being busted for.  Unfortunately, Frank had other, more pressing matters to see to just then, so he let it go.

As the car pulled up flush against the door, the operator needlessly announced, “Floor thirty-three.”  His voice squeaked at the second syllable of “thirty,” belying his anxiety.  As Frank passed him, he stared knowingly and unsmilingly until he thought the kid would piss his pants.  The clanging slam of the gate behind him told Frank that he’d succeeded in thoroughly unnerving the boy, for even he knew that one of the many rules of etiquette in these luxury hotels is that one never slams the gate.  The short exchange almost made him smile.

Nodding at the uniformed P.O. on duty in the corridor, Frank led Pat to the door of the main sitting room.  With an uncertain glance in his partner’s direction, he raised his hand and knocked.  Seconds later, the door was opened by a tall, burly, blonde-haired man with black horn-rimmed glasses.  Frank recognized him both from the previous year and the day he brought Abby up to meet the group.  “Hey Mal,” he said dourly.

“Detective Delgado!  Nice to see you again!” Mal greeted Pat, whom he didn’t know, with a smile and a nod.

“Mal, this is my partner Detective Murphy.  Listen, is, uh, Abby around?  I phoned her house and there was no answer, so I assumed she’d still be…visiting.” 

With furrowed brows, Mal answered, “I’m not sure Detective.  There’s so many people coming and going at all hours….well, I’m sure you remember what it can be like!”

“Oh yeah,” he smiled gamely even as he felt his jaw clench at the idea of Abby involved in any of the “comings and goings” he’d witnessed the year before.

“Tell ya what….if you’ll wait here, I’ll just go and check, shall I?”

“I’d appreciate that,” Frank replied as he made his way over to the sofa, Pat in tow.

Minutes later, Mal re-emerged from behind one of the several doors leading off the sitting room.  Behind him, Paul McCartney followed.

“Detective Delgado,” Paul acknowledged as he offered his hand.  “I understand you’re looking fer Abby?”

Confused as to the reason why Paul was in front of him instead of Abby, Frank shook his hand and answered simply, “Yeah, I am.”

“I hope there’s nothing wrong!  I mean, she’s not in any sort of trouble, is she?” Paul asked in concern, thinking back to the gun he’d seen in her purse.

Oh, so that’s his game!  Thinks he’s gonna play Prince Charming here?  Frank smiled and replied, “No, no, son, nothing like that.  It’s just that…well, something’s happened that Abby needs to know about, and, since I’m an old friend of the family’s, I’m the best one to tell her.”

Now Paul really looked concerned.  “Oh…this something that’s happened….is it bad?”

Frank sighed and shrugged uncomfortably.  “Bad enough, I guess, but I really should talk to Abigail.  Is she here?”

“Sorry, no, she’s not.  She said she had to run home fer a bit, but I’m expecting her back any time now if ya want to wait.”

Frank made himself as comfortable as he could under the circumstances, grateful that at least he had Pat with him.  After making another round of introductions, Mal served the three men a drink and went off to tend to other business.  The three chatted amiably while they waited.  They talked about the concert….about the unbearable heat and humidity….and, eventually, the subject came around once more to Abby.

Pat had just excused himself to go and use the bathroom, leaving Frank and Paul alone.  Noticing the Beatle staring at him rather appraisingly, Frank raised a brow in question.  “Are you really a friend of Abby’s and her family?” Paul asked.

Taken back by the odd question and even more so by the odd tone in Paul’s voice, Frank assured him, “I’ve known Abigail since she was a little girl.”

Looking away, Paul crossed his arms over his chest and nodded thoughtfully.  “Okay…,” he started slowly, “….so if I were to ask you something, something that could possibly get Abby in trouble, you would just talk to her, try to take care of the situation?”

Intrigued, Frank replied suspiciously, “I look after Abby as though she were my own daughter, Paul.  Why are you asking?”

“Well, because I saw something…in her purse, and I just can’t suss it out, ya know?”

“Perhaps you’d better tell me,” Frank pressed with a nervous glance in the direction Pat disappeared.

Understanding, Paul leaned in and asked confidentially, “Is there any reason you know of why Abby would be carrying a gun in her purse?”

“A gun?!” Frank almost shouted incredulously.  Quickly, Paul hushed him, looking back over his shoulder to make sure no one else had heard.  “Are you sure?” Frank asked.

“Positive…saw it with me own eyes.”  Paul answered.  “So, you don’t know anything about it, then?”

“No,” Frank replied absently.  “What the hell would Abby be doing with a gun?”

“Well, I only told ya because I like Abby a lot, and I’d hate to see her get hurt or get in trouble.”  He waited for some sort of response.  When Frank said nothing more, Paul continued, “…so you’ll see to her, Detective Delgado, won’t you?”

“Hmmm?”  Frank looked up distractedly.  “Oh!  Yes, yes, certainly I will,” he stammered, adding haltingly, “…and thank you, Paul, for telling me.”

“Well, as I said, Abby’s a great girl.”

“Yes, yes, she is,” Frank smiled, but in the back of his mind the question nagged, What in the hell is she doing with a gun?

When Pat returned to the room, Paul looked at the clock and smiled apologetically. “I’m sorry yer having to wait so long.  She really did say she’d be back by now.  I hope everything’s okay….”

“I’m sure it is,” Pat responded, stealing a glance at the clock on the wall.  Both he and Frank were still on duty, and that meant that they wouldn’t be able to wait too much longer.  Pat looked at his partner and knew immediately that he knew what he was thinking.  

With a heavy sigh, Frank leaned in toward Paul, and, keeping his voice low, explained, “Okay, look, here’s the thing….something happened last night and I would rather Abby hear it from me.  The problem is, it’s likely going to end up on the news where she could hear it before I get a chance to talk with her.”

“Cor, what the hell happened?”

Frank seemed to think for a few moments before coming to decision to tell Paul.  “In just under two years, Paul, Abby lost her entire family….both parents and her older sister.”

Paul looked stricken as he closed his eyes and swore softly, “Christ!”

“This morning, we received a report that someone, well…exhumed her parents’ bodies.”

“Hang on!  Ya mean…someone dug them up?” Paul asked in horror, looking from Frank to Pat and back again.

Both detectives nodded.  

