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Chapter Four

Emerging from the taxi, Abby practically sprinted past the fans gathered behind the cordoned-off area on either side of the front entrance of the Warwick Hotel, slowing only as she mounted the few steps leading to the doors. As she approached, the doorman pulled open the large glass door for her, and offered a polite greeting. Slipping inside, she breathed a sigh of relief as the coolness from the lobby’s air conditioning enveloped her sweat-soaked body.  Irritated that she should feel so damp and wilted despite having sprung for cab fare instead of taking her usual subway connections back to the city, she considered visiting the rest room before phoning upstairs for an escort back to the boys’ suite.  When she checked her wristwatch, however, she swore softly when she saw just how late she was returning.  Paul was expecting me back more than two hours ago!  What if he thought I’d changed my mind?  What if he decided not to wait any longer?  What if he’s with another girl right now?!
On the verge of panic, she went to one of the house phones on the edge of the front desk and, as instructed when she left, dialed the number to Mal’s room.  After five rings, the receptionist answered, “I’m sorry, your party isn’t answering.  Would you like to leave a message?

Shit.  “Uh…yes…please….Would you please tell Mr. Evans that Abigail Durbin has returned, and that I will wait for him in the bar?”

Abby was only half-listening as the receptionist assured her that the message would be given to “Mr. Evans” just as soon as he phoned for his messages.  Even though all hotel room phones were equipped with a red light that illuminated when a message was waiting, one still had to actually be in one’s room to see it.  Unfortunately, Mal seldom strayed very far from the boys, which meant that it could quite literally be hours before he even noticed the light and called down to retrieve any message.  Abby’s heart sank at the prospect of having blown months of intricate planning in a matter of a few hours. Frantically, she glanced around the lobby in the hope of seeing a familiar face…someone…anyone…who could help get her upstairs.  After several minutes of scouting the crowded lobby, she spotted a reporter she had enjoyed a few friendly conversations with coming out of the bar.  All decorum forgotten, she pushed and shoved her way across the room, calling out to him when he was in hailing distance, “Larry!  Larry!”
Larry Kane turned in the direction of the voice calling his name.  Seeing the young dark-haired girl who’d caught Paul’s eye earlier, he waved in acknowledgement and walked toward her.  “Well, hello again, Abby!  Are you just getting here or are you on your way out?”

With some effort, Abby calmed herself and, smiling sweetly, replied, “No, I’m just getting back.  I had to run home for a while.”  Giving a light laugh, she added, “I’m finding myself in a bit of predicament, though, and I’m hoping you might be able to help me.”
Though outwardly, Larry’s expression didn’t alter at all, he had spent this same tour with the group the previous year and had grown suspicious of the lengths girls would go to trying to get to one of the boys.  On his guard, Larry answered, “I’ll certainly see what I can do to help you, Abby.  What’s going on?”

“Well, you see, I was held up quite a bit longer than I expected to be, and now I can’t seem to get a hold of Mal to come down to bring me back upstairs.  Poor Paul was expecting me hours ago, and, of course, I couldn’t very well just call him to let him know I’d been delayed.  Would you be able to bring me up, Larry?”

Having no idea whether or not Paul McCartney truly was expecting Abby to return, Larry responded diplomatically, “I don’t see why not.  Why don’t you wait here while I call the suite’s number and just make sure security won’t give us any problem, okay?”

“I’d be ever so grateful!” Abby replied, though she was all but certain the actual reason Larry was calling was to ensure Paul really wanted to see her again.
“Alright.  You wait here….I’ll be right back,” he instructed as he made his way over to the bank of house phones along the wall.

Abby took advantage of the few minutes it would take Larry to place the call to run a comb through her hair and touch up her make-up as best she could with the tiny compact mirror she had to work with.  
Why didn’t I think of getting the number to the suite before I left?  The trouble it would have saved me!  Then again, it’s curious that Mal didn’t offer to give me that number.  I wonder why.  If I’ve gone and ruined things simply because I wasn’t watching the time, I’ll never forgive myself!  I’ve waited so long for this chance, and if I’ve lost it, I may never get another!  I can’t let that happen….I won’t let it happen!  If I fail, I’ll have let everybody down....Mama, Daddy, Mary.  Oh God!  Mary….  

Abby closed her eyes against the memory of that night.  The night that haunted her dreams and filled her every waking moment.  The night that set her life on a far different course…a collision course…with him…with Paul McCartney.  The night she found her older sister…dead.  
It was the spring of Abby’s senior year.  Less than a month away from graduation, she was in her bedroom that night, studying fervently for her final exams.  Although the household consisted only of her, her parents, and her older sister, Mary, it was a small house, and sound in any room carried to every other room in the house.  That’s how Abby knew that night that her parents were in the living room watching television and that Mary had come in early and had gone into the bathroom after stopping briefly in her own bedroom.  She hadn’t popped into Abby’s room, as she would usually do, nor, as Abby was to discover later, had she stopped off in the living room to see her parents.
From where Abby sat amongst a pile of books at her desk, she heard Mary running the bath behind the closed bathroom door.  Giving no more than a mental shrug at the deviation from the norm, Abby lost herself in her studies for the next fifteen minutes.  
Suddenly, Abby heard her father shouting irately up the stairs, “Mary!  Godammit!  Turn off the friggin’ water, it’s leaking through ceiling down here!”  
There was no answer.  
“Mary!”  
Still no answer.  
Later on, when Abby would recall what had happened over the next few minutes, for some strange reason, it would seem as though everything had suddenly shifted into slow motion.  Pushing the chair back from the desk, Abby rose, curious, though not yet alarmed.  At her bedroom doorway, she leaned out and looked down the short hallway, gasping when she saw the soaked carpet and the continuing flow of water coming from underneath the bathroom door.  
Aware of both her parents on the stairs,  Abby slowly padded down to the bathroom in her bare feet, calling out to her sister. “Mary!  Mare!  The tub’s overflowing! Did you fall asleep or some--” The words died in her throat.  Standing there on the wet carpet just outside the bathroom door, she looked down and saw that the beige carpet was tinged pink.  Pink?!  Why would it be pink?!  
Reaching out, she wrapped her hand around the doorknob and twisted.  Still calling Mary’s name, albeit much more tentatively and with a quiver in her voice, Abby pushed open the door.  At first, she was unable to focus through the thick fog of steam that filled the room.  As the steam dissipated, though, she saw her….Mary’s eyes were open, but saw nothing nor ever would see anything again, and her body lay bobbing slightly in an overflowing tub of red water.  When Abby started screaming, she was certain she would never stop….
“Well, my dear, you have a very worried young man waiting on you!” Abby started at the sound of Larry’s voice.  Quickly looking around her, she remembered where she was and struggled to regain her composure.  It was clear from look of concern on Larry’s face that he had noticed her reaction.  “Oh, Abby, I’m sorry, dear!  I didn’t mean to startle you.  Are you alright?”

Nervously brushing the fringe from her eyes, she gave him a faltering smile.  “Oh, yes.  Yes, I’m fine…just daydreaming, I guess,” she offered.

The reporter looked unconvinced, but nevertheless said, “Anyway, Paul insisted that I bring you straight up!”

“Wonderful!  Thank you!” she exclaimed. “As I said, I was really quite delayed,” she smiled apologetically.

“We should head on up then,” Larry suggested as he took her lightly by the arm.

With Larry escorting her, Abby struggled to push the memory of that horrid night – and her sister’s ghastly face – from her mind.  She couldn’t do what she came to do if she allowed her emotions to surface. So, for the entire thirty-three story ascent in the elevator, Abby clasped her hands behind her back, repeatedly and forcibly snapping the rubber band against her wrist.  By the time the operator slid open the gate, she was calm, composed, and committed to carrying out her plan.  Graciously, she allowed Larry Kane to take her arm again and lead her back to the Beatles’ suite where Paul McCartney – and fate – awaited them both.
