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Chapter Thirteen 

Frank escorted the frightened teen to the front porch of the Durbin’s house.  Handing her over to a firefighter with the Emergency Medical Service, he turned in answer to his name being called repeatedly and urgently.
“Frank!” Pat called as he ran to the porch.  “Jesus Christ, are you alright?  What was that shot we just heard?  Was anyone hit?  Was that Abby who fired? What --” 

Frank spoke loudly at first in an attempt to put a stop to Pat’s endless questioning. “It was a warning she fired, that’s all.  She wanted me out…with Teresa,” he nodded toward the ambulance where the teen was being loaded onto a stretcher, surrounded by her parents and the young man the two detectives had seen her with earlier.

Pat Murphy sighed in relief.  Then, as almost an afterthought, he asked, “McCartney?”

Frank nodded.  “He’s okay…for now.”  Turning back toward the hall, he added direly, “I don’t know for how much longer, though.”

Taking a step closer to avoid being overheard, Pat seethed, “What the hell were you thinking going in there like that, Frank?  You could’ve been killed!  Jesus, I thought you had been!”

Frank was still staring pensively back the way he’d come.  Turning toward his partner, he said, “She doesn’t want to hurt me, Pat.  She doesn’t want to hurt anyone.  She’s had – I don’t know – some kind of psychotic break.  She thinks she’s Mary back from the grave, prepared to exact revenge, but it’s all aimed at McCartney.  It’s him who’s in danger in there.”
“Tell me something I don’t fucking know!” Pat groused.

“What’s the plan?” Frank asked, ignoring Pat’s sarcasm and nodding toward the assembled units from the 84th precinct.  While Pat explained what he knew of the plan, Frank glanced out over the nearly dozen or so uniformed police officers.  As he did, he noticed off to the side, three men who were clearly not NYPD.  They stood closely huddled together, deep in conversation, and their presence there made Frank very uneasy.  “Who are the suits?”
Pat followed Frank’s gaze to the group.  “Oh yeah, them.  Well, the two on the right are Feds, but the other guy – the one in the navy suit? – he’s a diplomat…British Embassy.  Here to ‘supervise’ the rescue attempt.”  Like Frank, Pat observed the trio in silence for a few minutes before leaning in towards his partner.  “Listen Frank, I gotta tell you, this is gonna get bad, real bad.  The only thing anybody’s talking about is how to get McCartney outta there in one piece.”

Frank turned back to face Pat.  “Do they even know who Abby is?  Why she’s doing this?”
“Jesus Christ, Frank!  Will you listen to me?  They don’t give a fuck!”

“She’s just a kid!” Frank mumbled.

“Yeah Frank, a kid with a gun who plans to kill her very famous British hostage!” Pat shot back.

A uniformed officer – a rookie, if Pat had to guess – approached him. “Detective Murphy?  There’s a call for you….a Brian Epstein?  They’re relaying it through Dispatch.  You can take it on my radio, sir.”

Pat glanced at Frank with raised brows. “I’d better take this….be right back.”

Frank nodded and watched as Pat walked over to the second car cordoning off the lower block.  Once his partner lowered himself into the seat, Frank gave a quick glance around and slipped back inside the house.  Looking back, he saw Pat drop the radio mike in surprise and bolt from the squad car for the front porch. Frank could see that he was yelling something to him, but couldn’t make out what it was.  Sorry, Murph, I can’t just leave Abby to die!

In the kitchen, Paul watched Abby with increasing apprehension.  Casually, she walked over to her father’s corpse and started picking lint off his jacket while she conversed quite cordially.  “You know, Paul, Daddy never did like the boys we’d bring home.  Abby solved the problem by just not dating, but me?  I liked to have fun….and why not?  I was young, pretty, and popular.  I’d just meet them someplace else.…tell Daddy I was meeting Teresa or something.”  She giggled, adding, “Between you and me?  That’s all Teresa was really good for…an alibi.  We had nothing much in common.”
Swallowing the lump in his throat, Paul nodded absently, his eyes following the weapon she waved about carelessly.

“I don’t mean to sound bitchy, Paul, don’t get me wrong.  I mean, she was fine when were younger.  You know, neighbor kids playing together…that sort of thing.  It’s just that, when we got older, started high school?  She was a total square!”  Straightening, she went to the refrigerator, and opening the door, she paused.  “It’s kinda interesting, though….”

Feeling that his life depended on his ability to keep Abby talking, he raised his brows questioningly, not trusting his voice to speak.

“I saw her with Glenn.  Today.  She’s been seeing him.”   Blinking, she came out of her reverie and smiled as if she just realized Paul was there.  “Glenn was my boyfriend before….well, before…all…this.”  

She went silent as she lapsed into another memory.  Suddenly, she brightened and asked, “You wanna a coke?”

Despite the frigid temperature in the kitchen, a bead of sweat rolled from Paul’s hairline and into his eye.  Unable to wipe it away, he squinted and tilted his head to keep it from stinging his eye.  “Y-Yes, p-please,” he croaked, the distraction of his struggle allowing him the wherewithal to attempt speech.  

As Abby leaned into the fridge, Paul saw the kitchen door swing open a crack, just enough to reveal Frank on the other side.  Needlessly, Frank put a finger to his lips, and Paul, wide-eyed with relief, gave a quick nod of acknowledgement before Abby emerged from behind the refrigerator door, holding two bottles of Coca-Cola by their necks in one hand, the gun still in her other.

Taking the bottles to the kitchen counter, she opened a drawer and withdrew an opener.  Setting the gun down, she opened both bottles and brought one to the table, setting it before Paul.  “There you go!”

Keeping his eye trained on the gun left lying on the counter, Paul cursed inwardly at the lost opportunity to disarm her.  If Frank were still in here, he could just pick it up!  Then again, if Frank were still in here, it’s not very likely she would have set it down to begin with, is it?  In frustration, he yanked angrily at the thin rope that bound his hands.

Abby, misunderstanding the gesture, laughed aloud.  “Oh you poor thing!  Of course!”

Paul looked at her quizzically.  What’s she on about now?
Striding back to the drawer, she opened it a second time, withdrawing a large serrated butcher knife.  Paul’s eyes went wide as he watched her walk back over toward him and stand behind his chair.  Feeling her breath on the back of his neck, Paul cringed and awaited the first thrust of the knife.  When he felt the cold metal against his wrists and the sudden blood flow return to his stiffened arms and hands, he sighed with a relief that was almost palpable.  Leaning over his shoulder, she smiled sweetly and asked, “How’s that?  Better?”

“Y-Yeah.  Thanks, Ab-, Mary,” he replied softly, the emotional rollercoaster causing his eyes to well with tears.  Raising his sore hands to his face, he rubbed the tears away as inconspicuously as he could.

“You’re very welcome, Paul,” she replied graciously.  As Abby pulled out a chair at the table, Paul covertly glanced to the counter where she’d set the gun down.  It’s gone!  Lifting the bottle to his lips, he nonchalantly looked over at Abby, now sitting across from him. The weapon was back in her hand and held directly on him.  She was still smiling as she added, “It’s the least I can do for a man about to die.”
Paul felt his heart palpitate wildly and his bowels churn. It was all he could do to keep from groaning aloud.  Sod it!  What does it matter that Frank is just on the other side of the door?  She’ll put a fuckin’ bullet in my head long before he even manages to get in here!  
With a sudden calmness and clarity of mind only gifted to one staring into the face of impending death, Paul understood then and there that he himself was either going to have to save his own life or just give up and let her kill him.  I want to live! I have so much to live for yet.  I want to marry – maybe even marry Jane – and I want to hold my own child. I want to see my dad again…and Mike….and I want to see the fellas again….I want everyone to know how much I love them...Dad, Mike, Janie, the lads….I don’t think I ever said, have I?  No, I’m almost certain I haven’t.  Well, I want to….I want to tell them all how much they mean to me.  
Thoughts of the Beatles led to Paul to remember the concert at Shea Stadium, amazingly, only twenty-four hours before his nightmare began.  The largest audience ever is what we were told.  Over fifty-five thousand fans…all there to see and hear us!  Us!  Me and John and George and Ringo….four scruffs from Liverpool!  All those people who love us and love our music!  Have I ever said thank you?  Seems how I must have…in interviews….but did I ever mean it….really?  I need to tell them.  I need to thank them for making us what we are….for making me who I am.  Then again, if I weren’t “who I am,” would I be here now?  Christ!  These could be the last minutes of my life.  This time tomorrow, I could be dead!  I don’t want to die!  I want to live!  I want to live!
Tears threatened again as Paul picked up the bottle of coke and briefly fantasized about smashing it across Abby’s head.  One look at the muzzle of the .22 pointed at him dissuaded him from any further consideration of the idea.  Instead, he lifted the bottle to lips and drank.  Clearing his throat then, he strained to keep his voice even and friendly as he said, “Since you’ve set your mind on killing me, Mary, can I have one last request?”

Her brows furrowing, the girl asked suspiciously, “A last request?”

Paul forced himself to smile self-deprecatingly.  “Well, it’s tradition, isn’t it?  To give a dying man his last request.”

Abby contemplated this.  “It depends on what it is.”

“It’s nothing you can’t do, Mary.  You don’t even have to move from yer chair, it’s that easy.”

Eyeing him warily, she asked, “Well, what is it?”

This has got to work!  Please God, let it work!  Taking a deep breath, he answered with far more confidence than he actually felt, “I want to speak with Abby one last time.”

Out in the hall, Frank listened acutely to the conversation.  Suddenly, through the windows in the other room, he saw the officers moving into place.  Shit.  Oh shit.  Not yet.  Please!

In their hands, Frank saw the outline of the high velocity rifles, and his stomach flipped.  He knew and knew well that, in any standard hostage situation, most officers would use only their service revolver….it would be more than adequate.  Rifles, on the other hand, would be disbursed sparingly and used only in the most extreme of circumstances.  From where he stood and what he’d seen, it appeared that every one of the tactical officers had been issued one, and that could only mean one thing:  the order had come down from someone high enough to authorize it….  

“Shoot to kill.”
