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Chapter Five

Abby followed Larry as they made their way down the corridor, weaving their way through the numerous policemen, reporters, and assorted visitors who had come to pay homage to the four young Englishmen.  By the time she’d crossed the threshold into the suite, she’d felt so disoriented, she visibly jumped when Paul suddenly appeared in front of her, a look of genuine concern etched in his handsome features.  “Abby! Christ, girl, where did ya get to?  You were s’posed to have been back hours ago!”
Take back by both his concern and his tone, Abby stammered distractedly, “I-I was delayed…there was no way to let you know…I’m sorry.”

Paul studied her for several seconds.  She’s acting rather off.  I wonder…. Putting his arm around the girl, he gently pulled her further into the room.  “’Salright, luv.  I was just worried when ya were gone so long, ya know?  Listen, ya didn’t happen to see Detective Delgado, did you?”

The familiar name struck a chord, causing Abby to snap to attention, “Frank?” she asked in surprise.  “No, why?”
Paul bit his lip nervously, giving a furtive glance toward the television playing at a low volume in the corner.  She can’t learn about what happened to her parents’ graves on the telly! Christ, that would be awful! Yet, I don’t really know her well enough to tell her something like that!  I wish Delgado would get back here!  Suddenly, his eyes widened when the screen flashed an image of what was clearly a cemetery. Shit!  
“Paul?” Abby asked in bewilderment.

His arm still loosely draped about her shoulders, Paul quickly and forcefully turned her away from the television.

“Ow!  Paul!  You’re hurting me!”  she cried.

“Sorry!  Sorry, luv!”  Thinking quickly, he started leading her into the nearest bedroom.  “Er, Abby, I need to talk to you…alone.”

Shooting him a cynical look of disbelief, she replied, “In the bedroom, huh?”

“No, really, luv….It’s not that.  I really do need to talk to you.  It’s important and rather…er, personal,” he answered seriously as he held the door open, waiting for her to pass through.

She hesitated a moment, but, seeing no sign that he was just being coy, she entered the bedroom.  Tossing her purse on the nearest bed, she plopped down on the edge and reclined back on her elbows.  “Okay, so what’s so important?  And why were you asking me about Frank?”

Standing against the closed the door, Paul anxiously struggled for the right words.  Once again he thought, I really shouldn’t be the one telling her this!  I mean, she didn’t even choose to tell me about what happened to her family – that they were all dead!  Glancing at Abby’s face, he found her looking at him expectantly, and sighed heavily.  Well, there’s only one thing fer it now!  Locking the door against any possible intrusion on their privacy, he slowly walked over to the bed where Abby waited and sat down on the edge.  Then, leaning forward, he propped his elbows on his knees, keeping his hands nervously clasped between them.  “Er…Detective Delgado came looking fer ya after you’d left --”
Abby bolted up.  “What on earth for?” 

Paul shifted uneasily, still struggling for a way to break the news to her.

“Paul?” she pressed.  “What did Frank want?”

“He…well, most of all, he wanted to make sure ya didn’t hear about this on the telly or radio….” 

“Hear about what, Paul?” she demanded. 

Running a hand through his mop of hair in frustration, Paul turned on the bed to face the girl and just let the words pour forth….  “Abby, yer folks’ graves….someone messed about with them….they’re - they’re…missing.” 
He was unaware that he was holding his breath as he awaited her reaction.  He’d expected several different possibilities…tears, anger, indignation….but he was entirely unprepared for the reaction that followed.  
Abby stared at him blankly for a few moments, then, inexplicably, she started laughing.  Paul was startled and unnerved at first, but then realized that the girl must be hysterical.  Holding her arms, he shook her lightly, “Abby….Abigail!  Stop!  Shhh….listen, the coppers, they’re looking….they’ll find them!”  
Abby only laughed harder, and Paul grew frightened.  Christ!  What should I do?  
The thought had no sooner occurred to him than he acted upon it.  The loud “crack” of his hand striking her cheek seemed to echo throughout the room.  Paul appeared just as stunned as Abby that he’d slapped her, but it had the desired effect.  She silently stared at him wide eyed, her hand pressed to her reddened cheek.
“You hit me!” she whispered in astonishment.
“I-I’m sorry, luv!” he replied anxiously.  “You were hysterical.  I didn’t know what else to do!  Yer alright?  I didn’t slap ya too hard?”

“I’m fine,” she quipped stoically, rising from the bed.

“Where ya going?” he asked apprehensively.

“To the bathroom to get a cold cloth,” she answered without turning back.
He winced at the idea that he might have actually hurt her.  “Shall I get you some ice?” he called out to her.

She returned to the bedroom, holding a wet washcloth against her cheek.  “That won’t be necessary,” she replied evenly.

He watched her walk across the room and felt an odd sense of relief when she took her place beside him again on the edge of the bed.  “I really am sorry, Abs.”

“It’s alright,” she answered quietly, removing the cloth from her face.

They sat in an uncomfortable silence for a while until Paul couldn’t bear it any longer.  “So….yer okay?” he asked hesitantly.
“You didn’t hit me that hard, Paul.”

“No, I mean, are ya okay about…the news?” he clarified.

“What news?” she asked absently, playing with the edges of the cloth in her hand.

Paul stared at her in shock. Alarmed, he explained slowly but brusquely, “The news that yer parents bodies were stolen from their graves, Abby.”

Reaching over, she laid the wet washcloth on the bedside table, and told him matter-of-factly, “There’s been a mistake, Paul.  You’re wrong.”

Taken back, he asked, “Sorry?”

“I said, you’re wrong--”

“No, I got that bit. I mean, what’s this about a mistake?  After all, I was just passing along the information, Abby, it was Detective Delgado who told me.”

Abby refrained from looking at him as she answered, “Well then, Frank’s wrong.”

Paul was feeling increasingly confused.  How can he be wrong? He said he’d known Abby since she was a little girl….knew her family! Is she saying this coz she doesn’t want to believe it or what?  “Abby,” he began tentatively, “Why do you think Detective Delgado is wrong?”
For the first time since Paul broke the news to her, Abby looked directly at him.  “Because Paul, my parents aren’t dead.”

Paul stared, speechless.  Nothing was making any sense.  Yet, Abby seemed perfectly calm and rational.  So….is it her or the detective whose lying?  And why?  “Delgado told me that he was close to you and your family….that within just a couple of years, you’d lost both your mother and father and your older sister --”
“Mary.”

“Sorry?”

“Mary.  Her name, Paul….it was Mary.”

Is it my imagination or is she getting angry?  “Okay then….that you’d lost yer parents and Mary.  Are you telling me that’s not true?”

Abby stood and walked to the other end of the room, feeling the dire need to put distance between herself and the Beatle.  Not now, Abby!  This isn’t the place – don’t blow it!
Leaning back against the bureau, she hid her hands behind her back and repeatedly snapped the rubber band against her already tender wrist. Once she felt she had sufficient self-control, she answered, “Not entirely.  I did lose my sister, but my parents are fine.”  She laughed breezily, “In fact, I just left them having tea in our kitchen not even an hour ago!”
Paul considered her words before exclaiming, “Then why the hell would Delgado tell me that?  More than that, why would he ask me to make sure you didn’t hear of it from the telly or radio?”  Standing, he faced her, “What the hell is going on, Abby?”

Shrugging, she replied, “I’m as confused as you, Paul.  I’ve no idea why Frank would tell you such a thing.”  Glancing at the man before her, she saw that he remained unconvinced.  Damn Frank!  “I don’t know what more I can tell you,” she added innocently.

Shaking his head in disbelief, Paul mulled it all over.  I should just leave this be.  Spend my time with her here in New York, then let it go when we move on.  The thing is, I really do like the girl.  I was even thinking about asking her to come with us on tour…get to know her better. But there’s something off about this whole thing.  Someone’s lying, and I can’t tell who…or why!  Sod it! 
Suddenly, an idea struck him.  Suppressing a smile, Paul said, “Ya know, Abs, we’re not going to know why Delgado said those things until we have a chance to talk to him, and that won’t be fer a bit yet.”
“True….”  Where’s he going with this, I wonder?

“I was thinking….when ya came back, I was going to ask ya if ya felt up to going out fer a bit.  Ya know, just to get away from all of that,” he waved his hand toward the door leading to the sitting room and the crowd within.

“I think that’s a wonderful idea!”  My prayers have been answered!

“Yeah…,” Paul agreed reflectively.  “I wasn’t sure we’re we could go, but, since you don’t live far from here and ya said yer folks are just hanging about….perhaps we could go there?”  He watched Abby closely for her reaction.

He gave a genuine smile of relief when he saw her smile broadly, her eyes lighting up.  “Perfect!” she exclaimed excitedly.
Ah, see there, she’s not the one lying!  “Great!  I’ll just have Mal arrange a way fer us to get out of here in one piece!” he said with a laugh.
“Alright!” Abby agreed enthusiastically, feeling almost giddy with anticipation.

He leaned in and gave her a light kiss.  “Wait here, I’ll be right back.”  At the door, he stopped and turned back, “I really am looking forward to meeting yer folks, Abby!” he said warmly.  As he left the room he thought, And I’ll deal with that wanker, Delgado, later!

Abby still wore the same sweet smile she gave Paul moments earlier as she bent down to retrieve her purse.  Her smile widened when she felt the weight of the gun hidden within.  “Just perfect!”
