The Reckoning

(© 2009)

by Terri

Chapter Seven

Pat pulled the city-issued Chevy toward the curb in front of the Durbin’s home.  The two detectives looked at the darkened house and then each other.  “Looks like she’s not home, Frank.”

Perplexed, Frank looked back at the house.  “That’s odd….I rang the Beatles’ suite at the Warwick and spoke with Mal Evans.  He said she’s not there either.”

“Well, we’re here now.  Let’s get out and take a look around anyway.”

“Yeah, okay,” Frank answered absently.  Abby, what the hell is going on?!

Frank was still lingering at the front of the house looking for any sign of unusual activity when he heard Pat calling to him.  Walking around to the side of the house, he immediately saw why Pat had called him.  “What room is this, Frank?” Pat asked, jutting a finger at the window above him.

“Kitchen.”
“Hmm….that’s the only light left on…and the a.c.’s running.”

“Can you see anything at all in there?” Frank asked.

“Nah, the window shade is blocking most everything from view.”  After a moment, Pat added, “You thinking she might have Kowalski in there?”

“I don’t know….”  Frank replied, staring at the glow behind the kitchen window shade.

“I don’t know either, Frank, but here’s what I’m thinking….If her intention was to get rid of any witnesses, she would have nabbed Morrisey, too.  So, I don’t think that makes any sense.  If she would have hid Kowalski here to help return the bodies, she’d still need Morrisey – why not hide him here as well?  It wouldn’t make sense to go and hire a different guy to take his place and leave him running around where he might possibly tell someone.”

Frank looked at his partner and stated, “You don’t believe Kowlaski is in there.”

Looking back toward the kitchen window, Pat replied, “No, I don’t.”

Frank tried to massage the stress away at his temple.  “So, what now?”

“Well, she’s gotta turn up somewhere!  I say we go back to the Warwick and talk more to McCartney  Maybe he can shed some light on this whole thing.”

“I doubt it!  He didn’t even know her parents and sister were dead!”

“Still….he might know something without knowing he does.  It’s worth talking to him.  Until Abby or Kowalski turns up, there’s really no other lead for us to follow up.”

Finally, Frank nodded, and Pat led the way back toward the front of the house.  Just as they reached the front yard, however, they saw headlights coming their way and stopped.  The car pulled up to the curb, just in front of their unmarked police vehicle.  The two looked on as a young man exited the driver’s side and walked around to the passenger side, opening the door and assisting a young woman from the seat.  Frank breathed a sigh of relief when he recognized the young woman as a neighbor and friend of the Durbin girls.  After politely allowing her time and privacy to say goodnight to her young man, Frank called out to her, “Teresa!”
The young woman turned at the sound of her name being called.  Recognizing one of the men approaching her, she smiled and said, “Detective Delgado!  Gosh, it’s been ages!”

“It has, indeed, Teresa,” he replied with genuine affection.  Noticing her glance at the man next to him, Frank continued, “This is my partner, Detective Patrick Murphy.  Pat, this is Teresa Santiago, she lives next door and was best friends with Abby and Mary.”

“Well, more Mary than Abby, really….the only friend I think Abby ever had was Mary.  Anyway, it’s a pleasure to meet you, Detective Murphy.”

“Likewise, Miss Santiago” Pat replied with a smile.

“Oh, please, call me Teresa.”  Looking around the two men at the house, she asked, “So, are you here to see Abby?”

Frank’s smile faded considerably.  “Not exactly, Teresa.  I mean, this isn’t a social call.  She might be involved in something, and we need to talk to her.”

“She’s not in any trouble, is she?” the girl asked anxiously.

Frank decided to be truthful.  “We’re really not sure, sweetheart.  That’s why we need to talk to her.”


“Oh no!” Teresa exclaimed, lowering herself to the bottom step of her house.  “I was so afraid something like this would happen!”
“What do you mean, Teresa?”

“After the funeral….I tried to reach out to Abby.  My whole family did…but she kept pushing us away, shutting herself up in that house for days on end.  Mom and Dad were really worried about her!  We all were! After a while, I guess we just gave up and let her be.  Maybe we should have kept trying, huh?”

“You all did what you could, Teresa,” Frank consoled.  “There really was nothing more you could have done.”

“Maybe,” she answered sounding unconvinced.  “She’s just lost so much, you know?”

“Yeah, I know.”

Withdrawing a lace handkerchief from her purse, Teresa dabbed at the tears in her eyes.  Once she had control of herself again, she said, “Anyway, Abby hasn’t been home – for days it seems.  I don’t see her often, but I’ll see the lights going on and off in different rooms when she is home.  It’s been dark like that now for – I don’t know – two or three days, maybe.”

“Yeah,” Frank acknowledged, clearly displeased.  “She’s been staying over at the Warwick in the City.”

Teresa’s head shot up, her face filled with shock.  “What?!”
“I’m sure you’ve heard, that rock and roll group --”

Agitated, she rose to her feet.  “The Beatles….yes, I know!  But why is Abby there?” 

“She’s staying there…with them….or with one them anyway.  McCartney.  Paul McCartney.”

The periphery of Teresa’s vision started to blur and her heart pounded heavily against her chest.  “That can’t be!” she cried in a strangled whisper.  “She wouldn’t!”

Pat and Frank exchanged a look of bewilderment.  “Why, Teresa?” Pat asked.

The girl struggled to find the right words.  Finally, she looked at Frank and asked, “You remember how Mary died?”

Frank nodded somberly, still confused by her reaction.

“It was an accident wasn’t it?” Pat asked, looking from Teresa to Frank for clarification.

“Yes….if by ‘accident’ you mean it wasn’t Mary’s intention to die that night,” Teresa responded. 

Keeping his eyes on Teresa, Frank explained, “Mary bled to death in the bathtub…..”

“So, it was really suicide?” Pat asked in surprise.

“No…,” Frank corrected.  “She bled to death when she punctured her uterine artery trying to give herself an abortion with a wire clothes hangar.”  He watched as a single tear drop roll down Teresa’s cheek.

“Jesus Christ!  I had no idea!” Pat whispered in astonishment.  

“It was Abby who found her,” Teresa added.  “We could hear her screams over here.”  She shook her head, trying to rid herself of the memory.

“So, Mary was pregnant,” Pat said quietly.

“Yes,” Teresa confirmed.  “….and that’s why it makes no sense that you’re telling me Abby’s with Paul McCartney right now.”

Frank’s brow furrowed.  “Why, Teresa?  What has Paul McCartney to do with….”  His face blanched as understanding dawned on him.  “Jesus! He was the one who got Mary pregnant!”
Teresa nodded.  “Mary met him when they first came here that February.  She was smitten….insisted they were in love.  A month and a half later, she finds out she’s pregnant.  She was so frightened and confused!  She tried to phone Paul in London, but his management insisted they couldn’t take a message for him.  It wasn’t as though she could just leave the message that she was pregnant anyway, so she tried writing to him then.  The day before she died she received a fan club photo. Mary loved to laugh and have a good time, but she was really a good girl at heart. She loved him – or she thought she did anyway.  She didn’t deserve to die like that…..nobody does.”

The two detectives nodded sadly.

“After Mary died, of course, her parents found out about the baby, but they never knew who the father was.  We kept that secret for Mary.”
“We? Who’s ‘we,’ Teresa?” Pat asked.

“Me and Abby.”

 In that moment, everything clicked into place for Frank Delgado.  He knew exactly was Abby was doing…and why.  “Teresa, thank you for all of your help.”  Turning to Pat, he exclaimed in alarm, “We’ve gotta go…now!”  

Frank had already slipped into the passenger side of the vehicle, forcing Pat to slide in behind the wheel before he could ask, “What?  Frank, what is it?  Where do we have to get to in such a hurry?”  
“Just head toward the Warwick, Pat.  Hit the siren,” Frank ordered as he pulled out the domed emergency light and attached it on top of the car, setting it to flash.  “I just hope we’re not too late!”

Pat trusted his partner, so he did as Frank instructed, but, without taking his eyes from the streets he was speeding along, he asked, “Too late for what?”

“Abby….she’s going to kill McCartney.”

Pat understood then.  “Shi-it!” he swore, pressing the accelerator a bit harder.  “She wants to avenge her sister.”

“She wants to avenge her entire family.  She blames him for their deaths….all of them.”  Leaning over, Frank pulled the mike from the radio and keyed it.  “Dispatch, this Unit 414 calling in on a possible 10-10 in progress at the Warwick Hotel, floor 33….requesting that patrol units on site investigate immediately the location of one Paul McCartney….”
Seconds later, a disembodied voice could be heard responding through the static.  “10-4, Unit 414, stand-by.”
Pat had just turned off the Brooklyn Bridge and onto 1st Ave when he heard Dispatch relaying Frank’s message to the officers posted to the Beatles’ security detail at the Warwick Hotel.  In less than five minutes, they listened to the answer as it was called in to Dispatch….

“Dispatch, this is Unit 228 responding to the possible 10-10 in progress….That’s a negative, Dispatch….Paul McCartney is off site….repeat Paul McCartney is off-site.”
“10-4, Unit 228.  Unit 414, do you copy?”

Panicked, Frank keyed the microphone to speak, but had to wait until another unit finished its dispatch call on a burglary in the East Village.  The frustration was almost unbearable.

Out of the corner of his eye, Pat could see Frank growing more and more anxious.  “Look, Frankie,” he said calmly.  “It’s easier just to wait until we get to the Warwick and speak to someone who’ll know where McCartney went.  We don’t even know if Abby is with him.”
Resigned to Pat’s logic, Frank keyed the mike, “Dispatch, this is Unit 414, we copy.”    

He then returned the mike to its grip, and, sitting back, gazed out the window.  After a while, his thoughts all just spilled forth…. “Mike’s wife couldn’t get over the guilt that her oldest daughter didn’t trust her enough to come to her and tell her what had happened….that Mary was so afraid of her parents’ reaction, she would sooner risk her life than tell them.  Millie started drinking to alleviate the pain.  Mike told me it started out as a nightly glass or two of wine after dinner and before bed…but soon, he was coming home and finding her drunk in the afternoon.  He told me that it broke his heart to know that Abby was coming home from school and having to put her own mother into bed…that Abby would try to hide the empty bottles so that the neighbors wouldn’t see…that he’d lost count of the times she had to clean up the puke and nurse her mother’s hangovers….”  
Frank went silent for several seconds before continuing.  “It was a week before Christmas, and Millie was out shopping.  She’d stopped to have lunch with some friends, but stayed there drinking long after her friends had left.  Witnesses reported that she couldn’t even walk straight as she left the restaurant that evening, but she got behind the wheel anyway.  It would’ve been bad enough had it just been Millie who’d been killed in that accident, but when she lost control of the car, she took out a station wagon, killing a woman and her three young children.  I learned a lot about just how cruel people can be the week of Millie’s wake and funeral.  It was as though they blamed Mike and Abby for the loss of that young family.  When they found out Mike was a cop, they got even more hostile….prank phone calls, threatening letters, the whole works.  One morning, Frank woke up and found a particularly cruel message painted on the garage door…. ‘Mildred Durbin burns in hell.’  He tried to hide it from Abby, but couldn’t – I mean, who leaves their garage door open in the middle of winter, right?  I guess that was his breaking point.  That morning, he cashed in all his bonds and certificates and emptied his bank accounts…over twelve thousand dollars.  He put the cash in an envelope addressed to Abby and sealed it, went upstairs and taped a note to his bedroom door instructing her not to go in the bedroom…to just call the police.  Needless to say, she didn’t do as he asked.  She opened the door to find her that her father – her last living relative – had put his service revolver in his mouth and pulled the trigger.  So, I ask you Pat, how the hell can anyone expect this girl to be normal after everything she’s seen, everything she’s been through?  She’s willing to risk her life to kill Paul McCartney because she blames him for their deaths, and right now she doesn’t care if she has to die trying.”
Pat had said nothing the entire time Frank was talking, but, as he swerved the Chevy haphazardly in front of the Warwick, he turned to his partner and asked, “Are you gonna be able to do this, Frankie?”

It was as though Frank had snapped out of a dream.  “Huh?  Do what?”

“I’m asking you, if it comes down to it….if we have to take Abby Durbin down to save that boy’s life, are you gonna be able to do it?”

Frank thought about the question.  Will I?  “I-I don’t know, Pat….I think so, but I don’t know.”

“OK,” Pat answered softy.  “Let’s go find out where McCartney is.”

Paul fidgeted anxiously.  They had been traveling in silence since they’d first entered the taxi.  He stole a cautious glance at Abby and found her still staring out the window, seemingly lost in a world of her own.  He felt only slightly better when he noticed the small smile she’d worn since he’d first suggested going to her house.  He went back to looking out of the window on his side of the vehicle. When he spotted the lights of the two bridges leading to Brooklyn, he used it as an excuse to start a conversation.  “’ey, Abs, why do ya have two bridges going to the same place?”

Abby looked at him as if she’d just realized he was in the car with her.  Forcing a smile, she replied, “Well, there are actually three that connect Brooklyn and Manhattan over the East River.  That one to the left?  That’s the Manhattan Bridge.  The one we’re taking is the Brooklyn Bridge.  If you could see up river,” she pointed out her window, “…you’d see the Williamsburg Bridge.”

“Three bridges!” Paul laughed.  “Whatever for?”

“They connect different areas on both sides, and they get crazy with traffic, especially during the morning rush when people are going to or leaving work.”

“I’ve never seen such a thing!” he marveled.

“They’re necessary, believe me!” she giggled.

“I like the lights and the skyline….just brilliant!”

“Mmm….yeah, I guess it is pretty,” she observed.

“So are you,” Paul put in coyly, nudging her with his shoulder.

Taken off guard, she looked at him in surprise.  There!  He’s doing it again!  Either he really does like me or he really is a good actor!  Nah, I’ve seen both ‘A Hard Day’s Night’ and, a few days ago, ‘Help!’ – I really don’t think he’s that good of an actor, so, is it possible….?
*snap*

Paul glanced from Abby’s face to her hand lying in her lap.  She’s snapping that soddin’ elastic against her wrist again!  “Does that really help, Abby?”

“Yes, it does,” she replied shortly and went back to staring out her window.

Paul sighed in frustration.  I finally got her talking, but she’s gone quiet again!  What’s going on with this bird?  I’ve got to get her to talk to me!  “Er, Abby….”

Slowly, she turned back to face him.  “Yes?”


“Why d’yer reckon Delgado told me that rubbish about yer folks?”  

Abby couldn’t help but smile.  When Paul first broached the subject back at the hotel, she was totally unprepared for it.  However, the silence in the taxi had allowed her time to come up with a viable excuse for Frank’s odd behavior.  “Well Paul, what he told you was partially true.”

“Oh?”

Abby nodded.  “Frank has known me since I was just a kid, and…well…I’m afraid he doesn’t much trust you…especially not with me.  He tried to warn me off you, you know.”

“Did he?” he asked in dismay.  Ach, John’s right!  I do care too much what folks think of me!  Wish I could be more like him that way!

“Yeah….he talked about all the girls and shenanigans you guys got up to the last time you were in New York.”  She shrugged before adding, “I think he was just trying to drive you away.”

“Really?” Paul exclaimed.  I thought we’d gotten on very well when we were here last…but, come to think of it, there were some rather wild nights I’m certain he saw.  Abby could be right…but he still shouldn’t have said something so terrible!  “I’m just glad it didn’t work,” he said, reaching out and taking her hand in his.

Perplexed by the strange mixed feelings that were coming over her lately, Abby gave a distracted, “Me, too,” in reply.

Feeling that the mystery had been sufficiently explained and that Abby was not culpable in any way, Paul decided to go through with his earlier plan.  “’ey Abby, you know we leave tomorrow fer Toronto….”

“Yeah,” she replied sadly.  “But we don’t have to think about that tonight, Paul.”

“Er, right, well, y’see….that’s the thing.  We do, actually.”

“Why?”

“’Coz I want to ask ya to come with me.”  Cor, why am I feeling so nervous?!

“To Toronto?” she asked in surprise.

“Yeah, to Toronto…and everywhere else.  I reckon what I’m asking is if ye’ll come on tour with me.”

Abby stared in shock.  This wasn’t part of the plan.  He wasn’t supposed to like me that much.  Yet, look in his eyes.  He means it.  He wants me there…with him.

“Abby?” he pressed.

The taxi turned a corner and came to a stop outside the house she’d shared with her family. Blinking her eyes, she tried to force herself back to reality – her reality.  “We’re here,” she whispered, and Paul found himself wondering why she sounded so sad.






