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Chapter Twelve

Unbeknownst the three living persons on the other side of the door, Detective Frank Delgado stood outside the Durbin’s kitchen door and weighed his options, knowing time was running out.  Straightening, he ran a hand through his short hair, and, taking a deep breath, called out, “Abby?  It’s Frank, honey.  Can I talk to you?”

In the kitchen, Abby’s head swung toward the door.  “Frank?” she answered in a small voice.

From where he sat bound in the chair, Paul, too, reared his head back in surprise upon hearing the detective’s voice, but his attention was diverted when he heard the change in Abby’s tone.  Clearly, the girl had been taken off-guard, but, more significantly, the obstinate hostility she exuded in her sister’s persona had vanished.  In its place, was a lost little girl, as frightened and overwhelmed by the unfolding events as he was.  Despite his own fear, Paul knew that her reaction meant something, and so he continued to watch Abby closely as she spoke with her old family friend.
 “Listen, sweetheart, can I come in?” Frank asked softly.  “Just to talk, Abby….”  He waited through several seconds of silence before adding, “Please?”

Glancing from Paul to Teresa, still laying unconscious on the kitchen floor, Abby appeared to vacillate.  Finally, she called out her response.  “Leave your gun out there, Frank.  I see a gun, I shoot, you hear?”  

Fuck, “Mary’s” back!  Paul thought, disheartened.
“Okay, Abigail.  I’m taking it off and leaving it on the chair, okay?  I’m coming in with my hands up,” Frank told her calmly.  “I’m unarmed….everything’s okay, honey….I just want to talk to you.”  Slowly, very slowly, Frank pushed against the swinging door with his shoulder and stepped into the kitchen.

Years of training primed him to complete a quick visual scan….account for all persons and assess the scene.  In his peripheral vision, he could see the corpses of Mike and Millie Durbin propped at the table.  Forcing himself to focus on the living, he tentatively asked, “Can I check Teresa, Abby?  Make sure she is okay?”

With a shrug of indifference, Abby replied, “Suit yourself.”

Crouching, Frank looked Teresa over, checking her head for any contusions or lacerations…anything indicating a potentially serious head injury.  When he found none, he firmly tapped her cheek, repeatedly calling her name.  “Teresa?  Teresa, sweetheart?  Come on….open your eyes.”
From her prone position on the floor, Teresa’s eyes fluttered open and stared out at nothing.  Disoriented, she suddenly tried to sit up.  

Gently Frank pushed her shoulders back against the linoleum floor.  “No, no, Teresa….slowly. Take a moment, then we’ll try sitting you up.”

Swallowing dryly, she nodded her agreement, raising her hand to her head.  Opening her eyes again, she focused, and, realizing where she was, panic overtook her.  “Oh God, Detective!  Abby!  Abby has…..”

“Shhh!  I know, Teresa.  Abby is here….so is Paul.”  Wisely, he left out any mention of the other non-living inhabitants at the table.  
It didn’t take the teen long to remember, though.  She stammered incoherently, “Her parents…Oh Jesus!  Her parents, Detective….she has….”

“I know all about it, Teresa,” Frank told her firmly, willing her to stop talking before she agitated Abby to the point of violence.  “Let’s try sitting, hmmm?”  Slowly, he helped the girl sit up and scoot against the wall where she could have some support until she regained her equilibrium.
Teresa seen to, Frank rose to face Abby.  

As a seasoned veteran of the New York City Police force, Frank had seen more than his share of lunatics and murderers, but what he saw looking into Abby’s eyes chilled him to the bone.  Empty.  Her eyes are just empty.  No empathy….no fear….  Thinking quickly, he ventured, “Abigail…honey….you have to know that the house is surrounded by the police….that there’s no way they’re going to allow you to carry out your plan.” 
Abby laughed derisively.  “They, Frank?  They won’t let me?”  Suddenly, the smile vanished, and every fiber of her being emanated menace as she challenged, “Or you won’t?”  
The two stared each other down for several long seconds, while Paul and Teresa looked on fearfully.  Finally, it was Frank who broke the silence.  “Abigail, I’m in here now because I love you as if you were my own daughter….because I know what protocol dictates in a hostage situation like this, especially when the threat to a hostage’s life is so imminent….especially when the hostage is as high-profile as Paul McCartney.  You’re a cop’s kid, Abby, think about it.”  Taking a step closer for emphasis, Frank leaned toward her, and, with as much intensity as he could muster, warned, “Taking you in alive is not going to be a high priority, honey.”  He waited for his words to sink in before adding softly, “Abby, I’m trying to save your life here.  Help me….please.”
Licking his dried lips nervously, Paul stole a glance across the room at Teresa before shifting his eyes back to Abby, wondering “who” was going to respond to Frank’s plea….Abby or “Mary.”  The girl was staring at the floor as though in deep concentration, and Paul allowed himself the first glimmer of hope since his ordeal had begun.  Perhaps he’s getting through to her!  She seems to be thinking.  Come on, Abby!  See sense! Christ, please!
Standing not even five feet from Abby, Frank, too, saw the hesitation…saw the possibility that the nightmare could all end without further incident.  However, he also knew that outside, at that very moment, units from the 84th were coordinating tactical maneuvers in preparation for storming the house with the sole objective of freeing the hostages as safely as they could.  Hostages?  That’s a laugh!  There’s only one hostage in here that the NYPD – not to mention the Mayor and Governor…perhaps even the President himself – will be concerned with seeing safely rescued.  After all, McCartney isn’t just a world-famous pop star, he’s a British subject!  The powers-that-be will order his rescue by any means necessary, even if only to avoid an international incident!  They probably figure that, if they can rescue Teresa safely, all the better, but Abby?  No one’s going to be going out of his way to see that she’s apprehended alive.  I have got to get her to see reason….and soon!  

Abby remained perfectly still with her head bowed, the .22 hung loosely in her right hand.  More than once, Frank had considered lunging for the weapon and forcibly disarming her, but the attempt, as he saw it, was just too risky.  He might have stood close to Abby, but Paul McCartney sat even closer, his hands tied behind his back….his feet tied together at the ankles.  He’s in too vulnerable a position.  I just can’t risk it! The only way I can save all three of them is to get Abby to let them go and give up this crazy vendetta.
Turning his attention back to the girl, he implored, “Abigail, I am begging you to let me help you out of this mess.  Let me take Teresa and Paul out of here.  Let me show the police outside that you’re not going to harm anyone….that you’re surrendering.”

At first, she said nothing, but just when Frank thought she wouldn’t respond at all, she did….“I c-can’t…,” she cried softly.

They’d all heard it then…the same quivering, frightened voice that only Paul had noticed earlier.  All three started in hopeful surprise when she spoke, as if they were each hit with the same idea at the same time.  Frank took the opportunity as soon as it registered.  “Yes!  Yes, Abby, you can!” he countered eagerly.  

A quick glance at Paul confirmed that the musician understood what was happening, too.  Nonetheless, Frank physically winced when Paul garnered the nerve to start speaking.  “Abby, luv, ya can! Really, ya can!  Listen, I understand how ya got all mixed up.  Yer whole family…all lost.  It would drive anyone ma-….er, to desperation!  But you need help, luv, not prison! I’ll help ya, Abby.  Really, I will.  J-Just listen to Frank! Show the coppers that it’s over!”

Frozen, Frank stared at the girl, waiting for her reaction to McCartney’s plea.  Any hope he felt upon seeing the tears running rivulets down her face was lost when she replied in a strangled cry, “She-she…won’t let me!”
“Who, Abby?” Frank demanded.  “Who won’t let you?”

Slowly, Abby raised her head and leveled the gun at Frank.  With a smirk, she answered, “Me, Frank.”

Confused, the detective hesitated before asking, “And you’re not Abigail?  Who are you then?” 
Abby affected a pout.  “Why, Frank!  Don’t you know me?  It’s Mary.”

His heart sinking, Frank replied, “You may not be Abby, but you’re not Mary, either! Mary Durbin wouldn’t do a thing like this!”

Abby laughed in response.  “Really, Frank?  Really?” she sneered.  With increasing anger she continued, “Would ‘Mary Durbin’ go and spend a night with a pop star?  Would she get herself knocked up?  Would she try to fix the problem herself?  Did any of you see that coming?  No?  Then I’d say perhaps you can’t always predict what I’d do.  You were wrong then, and you’re wrong now!”

Frank spread his hands to appeal to the girl.  “Ab-”

“MARY!” she exploded.

“Okay, okay,” Frank conceded in an attempt to placate her. “Mary.  Okay.  Mary, you heard what I said before.  Time is short.  Let me take Paul and Teresa out….”

She was smiling and shaking her head before he’d even finished.  “Sorry, Frank.  I can’t have that.  Tell you what, though.  I’ll let you take her,” she gave a nod toward Teresa.  Walking over to stand directly behind the chair she’d secured Paul to, she ran her fingers through his hair and kissed his cheek.  “…but he’s not going anywhere.  We have unfinished business.”  With her one arm draped across Paul’s shoulder and the other aiming the gun at Frank, she added gravely, “Now get out before I change my mind.”

Tiredly, Frank sighed and tried again, “I’m begging you --”

Abby pointed the gun at the ceiling over Frank’s head and fired off a single shot.  “I don’t want to hurt you, Frank, but I will if I have to,” she said evenly.  “Now….take Teresa and get the fuck out.”

Frank stared at her in disbelief. Finally, he went to where Teresa still sat on the floor, too frightened to move, and helped her rise.  At the door, Frank turned back.  “I’m sorry, Abigail,” he said sadly.  “We all let you down.  I’m so very sorry.”
With a last glance at Paul, Frank followed Teresa out through the kitchen door.  
Feeling the weight of Abby’s arm still around his shoulders, Paul stared at the door intensely, willing Frank to come back.  Don’t fuckin’ leave me here!  She’s gonna kill me!  Oh Christ!

Leaning in, Abby whispered in his ear, “It’s just us now, lover.”
