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Epilogue

Laying back against the pillows propped up behind him, Paul absently picked out a tune on his guitar.  With a great deal of unnecessary racket, John entered the room and plopped down on the twin bed just opposite Paul’s.  “Alright?”
Unsmiling, Paul continued to play, shrugging wordlessly.

Scooting back on the bed, John mirrored Paul’s position.  Defiantly, he asked, “How long are ya gonna hide out in here, son?”

Ignoring the question, Paul chastened quietly, “Rings isn’t going to half-pleased yer putting yer dirty boots all over his bed, ya know.”

John huffed irritably and moved his feet then lapsed into silence as Paul continued to play.  After a few minutes, he said softly, “It wasn’t yer fault, Paul.”

Paul froze then sat up and gently set his guitar against the wall.  “Yeah, well…,” he mumbled.
Giving a mirthless laugh, John asked, “D’yer reckon it was?”

With a cigarette hanging from the corner of his mouth, Paul replied quietly, “Didn’t say that, did I?” Flipping open his lighter, he ignited the cigarette.
Pulling himself up, John leaned forward.  “So why are ya acting like it was?” he challenged.

Taken back by his friend’s tone, Paul answered defensively, “How am I doing that?”  

“Staying in here, not talkin’ to any of us, sulkin’ about --”

Paul gave a sardonic snort. “So because I don’t fancy the company of the high and mighty John Lennon at the moment, I’m sulking?”

“Ya know what I mean, Paul….”

“I don’t!” Paul said with a helpless laugh.

“Fuck!” John mumbled.  Leaning in even more closely, he waited until Paul was looking him in the eye before saying softly, “It’s me, mate….it’s just me.”
Paul was about to dismiss him again, but something in John’s eyes got through to him.  Crumpling before his friend, Paul confessed in a quivering voice, “I do.  God help me, John, I do feel like it was my fault.  Abby only lost her mind because she lost her family.  Detective Delgado explained it all.  I wish to fuck he hadn’t.  It was bad enough when I thought it was just Mary’s death she blamed me for…but, when I found out how she lost her mum and then her dad….” Paul blew a sigh and rubbed his face to hide the tears forming.  “They wouldn’t have died had Mary not died, John, and Mary died because of something I did.”

“No she didn’t,” John said flippantly.

Paul looked at him with disbelief.  “Yes, John, she did.  She was preggers --”

“Yeah, allegedly with yer baby…allegedly.”  Paul shot him a derisive glance.  “Even if it definitely was yers, Paul, you didn’t force her to…do what she did.  She chose to do that.”

“Because she felt she had no other choice, John!”

“Bollocks!  She coulda just told her folks.”
Paul shook his head.  “It doesn’t matter.  It’s enough that she felt she had no choice but to get rid of it herself,” he explained in exasperation, continuing more quietly, “That’s how she died, ya know….she bled to death…in the bath….and it was Abby who found her.”

“So, yer sayin’ that gave Abby the right to try to kill ya, then?”

“No! I’m not saying that at all.  I’m just telling ya how Abby ended up off her nut,” Paul explained angrily.  Standing, he went to the window, but thought better of it.  Don’t need the cops in here yelling at me fer stirring up the fans!  With his back still to John, he added, “Four people are dead, John….four….and I feel responsible fer each and every one of them.”

“All because ya shagged a bird back in ’64?  That’s daft, Paul!” John exclaimed.

Paul turned to face him.  With a raised brow, he asked, “Is it?”

“Yeah, it is.  Listen, what happened to you coulda happened with any one of us really.  We’ve all done it….but not one of us ever forced any girl into our beds.” Standing, he laid a hand on Paul’s shoulder.  “Not even Mary Durbin.”

“So, yer saying it was – what? – bad luck, then?”

“Yeah, in a way.  You said it yerself, Paul.  One thing just led to another in that family, but you – Paul McCartney – you didn’t force Mary to shag ya, you didn’t force her to play doctor in the bath, you didn’t force her mum to start drinkin’ and go fer a drive, you didn’t force her dad to blow his brains out, and….,”  John paused then continued gently, “….you didn’t force Abby to turn the gun on herself.”
Paul considered John’s words for a minute.  Nodding is head slowly, he went back and sat on the edge of the bed.  Reaching over, he picked up his guitar and started picking out random notes.

John watched for a few minutes then turned and went out of the room.  When Paul was certain John had really gone, he gently set the guitar back against the wall.

He means well, I know, but he’s wrong.  We’re all so bloody cocky about our fame and such.  Fuck, getting the girls is one of the main reasons we became a rock and roll group!  And there’s been no shortage of girls and women willing to shag us.  I’d just take my pick….sometimes several picks. I’ve never even given it a second thought….what happens to them after.  

Pictures of his time with Abby flashed in his memory then.  Was there any warning of what she was planning to do?  I don’t think so.  Sure, every now and then she sort of slip into a daydream or something….was she daydreaming of killing me?  It doesn’t seem possible!  No, I think a part of her anyway, really did like me.  She must have done.  That gun was pointed right at me just seconds before she turned it on herself.  “Mary” was going to shoot…plain and simple….but Abby…Abby saved me at the last moment.  I saw it….the last effort she put out turning that gun.  Nobody else saw it.  Not the coppers, not Frank.  Abby didn’t want to die.  
Paul reached into his shirt pocket and withdrew the crushed pack of cigarettes.  Shaking one loose, he propped it between his lips and lit it.  Taking a deep drag, he blew out the smoke noisily.  Propping his elbows on his knees, he leaned forward, playing aimlessly with the cellophane from the pack.  But she did die….and now she’s gone.  Brian keeps saying, “Thank God the nightmare is over.”  I don’t know if he’s talking about what happened to me or the threat of the publicity leaking out…. “Thank you Downing Street!”  Paul murmured aloud to the empty room.
But…is it over? How am I supposed to just forget Abby?  How can I ever forget the look in her eyes when she realized she was going to have to kill me or die herself?  Still….I reckon I’ll have to try or I’ll go barmy myself!  

Paul looked to the door leading to the sitting room of the suite the group shared and sighed heavily.  I imagine it’s not going to get any easier.  

Standing, he walked slowly to the door, and, reaching out, turned the knob.  Taking a deep breath to steady his nerves, he swung open the door and stepped out to the applause and greetings of his friends and the few strangers they had visiting.

“Good to see ya up and about, mate!” George said with a big smile.

“Thanks, George…,” Paul answered with a small smile.

“Alright, whack?” Ringo asked, giving Paul an encouraging clap on the back.

Across the room, John sat on the sofa, chatting with a lovely blonde.  Upon seeing Paul, he smiled and gave a nod of acknowledgement.  Just as Paul was nodding back, a young woman he didn’t know approached him holding two drinks in her hands. “Hi, Paul!  The boys said you’d been feeling unwell.  I’m glad to see you’re feeling better.  Oh, this is for you….scotch and coke, I believe.”
She held the drink out to him, a coy smile on her pretty face and a familiar, hopeful twinkle in her eye.  Taking the glass from her hand, Paul forced a smile and murmured, “Ta, luv.”

Unbidden, images of Abby suddenly filled his mind.  Discreetly, he reached up and snapped the elastic band around his wrist.  
He smiled at the girl.  “So, what’s yer name?”

The End
