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Chapter Fourteen 

Paul chewed his thumbnail as he waited anxiously for Abby to react to his request.  With great effort, he forced himself to meet her eyes during the extended silence.  Suddenly, the girl started laughing.  “You want to what?”   
He tried to keep his smile looking sincere.  “I want to talk to Abby.”

She laughed even harder. Then, just as suddenly as she started, she stopped.  Glaring at him with an austerity that took his breath away, she answered flatly, “No.”

Surmising he had nothing to lose, Paul pressed, “Why not?”

Propping one arm on top of the other, the gun never wavering from its intended target, Abby leaned in and said simply, “Because I said so, that’s why….request denied.”

“I see,” Paul said quietly as he toyed with the bottle in front of him.  “What are ya afraid of then, Mary?”

The moment he’d said it, he knew he hit a nerve.  Her eyes narrowed menacingly as she replied, “Afraid?  Of Abby?  Are you kidding me?  She’s a mouse, Paul, a fucking mouse!  How the hell you could possibly be attracted to us both is a mystery to me.  She is nothing like me….nothing at all!”

Paul nodded slowly, his eyes repeatedly shifting between the bottle and Abby’s face.  “Nah, yer right there, Mary.  Yer nothing at all alike.”  Taking a swig from the bottle in front of him, he sighed and leaned back in the chair.  “Perhaps that’s why I asked Abby to stay with me during the tour.”  Cocking his head, he pretended to consider the question, “Did I even ask you to spend the night?”
On the other side of the kitchen door, Frank listened with mounting incredulity as Paul baited Abby, wondering if the boy had so lost any hope of rescue that he was attempting to hasten his own death.

“You’re a dead man, McCartney,” Abby threatened maliciously.

“So I’ve heard,” Paul shot back.  “…but that doesn’t change the truth, does it, Mary?  Yer  afraid to let me talk to Abby, aren’t ya?”

“No, I’m not,” she replied evenly.

“Then let me talk to her,” Paul insisted.

“You don’t give the orders here --”
“Bollocks!  Abby?  Abby, are ya there?” he called, trying conjure “Abby” forth.  If I can get her back long enough for her to give up the gun, I can save us both!
He talked over the girl, trying to make himself heard. “Abby?  I know yer there.  I want you to know that it’s okay.  I know ya didn’t want to kill me….that ya tried to stop it.  That’s why she came…Mary.  She sent you away so she could do it herself, didn’t she?  That’s what you were trying to tell us…me and Frank.”  
Noticing that, somewhere during his outburst, she had gone silent, Paul stopped and looked at her.  She was sitting perfectly still, her head bowed, just as before.  He knew then that he’d succeeded.  He reached “Abby.”  Keeping his voice soft, Paul summoned the courage to reach out and lay his hand on hers, even while her other hand as yet held the gun aimed his way.  “Abby?  Is that you, Abby?”
Several fat tears plopped onto the back of his hand still laying atop hers.  Slowly, he saw her shake her head.  “I didn’t want to go through with it.”

“I know, Abby….” 

“I thought I could just explain things….that they’d understand, but they…they….”

“What, luv, what did they do?”  And who the fuck are “they”? I thought this was all about Mary?
“Why wasn’t I enough?” she cried plaintively.  “Why did they both have to go and leave me all alone?  I was never enough!  God, I have no one…no one!”
Her parents! She’s talkin’ about her parents!
Paul stared at the girl sobbing in front of him and wondered in amazement how he could possibly be moved to feel sorry for someone so intent on taking his life…but he did.  He squeezed her hand gently and sniffed back his own tears.  “That’s not true, Abby, yer not alone…you still have folks who love you…folks who care.”
She shook her head hopelessly.  “No,” she whispered.
“Yes,” he said firmly.  “Yes, you do.”

Slowly, Frank entered the kitchen, his hands raised as before, but, this time, he wore his weapon at his back, tucked in the waistband of his trousers.  “He’s right, Abigail.  I came back to help you.  Would I do that if I didn’t love you, honey?”

She looked up in surprise, but both Frank and Paul were relieved to see that there was no trace of hardness or hostility.  She was still Abby.
Keenly aware of the figures moving about the outside of the house in the shadows, Frank carefully made his way over to the table, positioning himself as close to Abby as he dared.  “Please trust me, Abigail.  Let me help you end this.”

“I want to…but I can’t,” she replied, her fatigue and despair evident.  Looking toward Paul, her eyes affirmed the truth of her words as she told him, “I’m so sorry.”

“It doesn’t have to end the way Mary wants,” Paul pleaded.  Realizing he was physically closer to Abby than Frank was, Paul leaned forward and tried to close the distance between them from across the table.  “Hand me the gun, Abby,” he whispered.

Abby froze, her eyes wide and frightened.  “I-I can’t!”

“Yes….yes, you can, Abby.  Just slide it on over here….or throw it.  Do it quickly, and this will be all over,” he argued softly.

Frank saw the longing in her eyes and knew she wanted to comply.  “Do it, Abby….please, sweetheart.”

“I can’t….” she wailed.

“Try, Abby,” Paul pushed.  “Try fer me, luv?  C’mon!  Just….just move it toward me.”

Abby closed her eyes and tightened her grip on the weapon.  With seemingly great effort, she slid the gun a few inches in Paul’s direction.

“That’s it, Abby, keep going!” Paul encouraged eagerly.

“She’s – she’s…too…strong!” she told them through clenched teeth.  With a gasp, she moaned, “Oh God!  My head’s on fire!  She’s hurting me!”

Frank lowered himself to a crouch at the edge of the table to better see Abby’s face.  “Just keep going, honey….just a bit more.” Catching Paul’s attention, he nodded toward the girl, indicating that Paul should be ready to grab the gun once it was within his reach.  Paul gave a single nod in return, telling Frank he understood.

There was a sudden loud “crash” somewhere toward the front of the house.  Panicked, Paul looked to Frank quizzically, but Abby, locked in her own struggle, remained oblivious to the sound.  Shaking his head dismissively, Frank urged, “Come on, sweetheart….fight it!  You can do it!” 

“No!” she cried, though Frank was unsure whether it was in response to him or to some phantom of her dead sister that her broken mind had invoked.
There was a second “crash” that was much closer, and, there in the kitchen, both men could see the silhouettes of the police through the closed shades. Desperately, Paul implored, “We’re almost there, luv…just a bit closer, Abby.” 

With her muscles tense and her hands shaking, Abby’s body implied the struggle she was locked in, but Paul felt his blood run cold when he glanced at Abby’s face and found her grinning madly.  “She ain’t gonna win this one, lover!” she said with a wink.  

“Shit!” Frank swore as the third and fourth crash followed in quick succession.  “Fight, Abigail, fight hard!”  He heard the sound of several feet running in the hall.
Her arm shaking badly from tension, Abby groaned as she watched the muzzle of the gun rise and point at Paul’s chest.  “No.…please!”

The door crashed open to reveal first one then another police officer outfitted in riot gear, their rifles poised and ready to fire upon the young woman.  Frank turned, and, pulling his shield from his breast pocket, yelled, “NYPD!  Lower your weapons!”

Blinking away the tears that clouded her vision, Abby looked at Paul mournfully and mouthed, “I’m sorry....”  
“ABBY, NO!” Paul yelled as he shot up from the chair, his arms outstretched.

Frank whipped around back toward the table in time to see that Abby had the muzzle of the gun turned toward her head.  As he threw himself across the table, she pulled the trigger.

Scrambling for balance, Frank pulled her up from where she’d fallen from her chair.  Placing his fingers at the side of her throat, his shoulders slumped in defeat.  “She’s dead,” he said quietly.  

