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Chapter Eight

Don’t Bother Me

Looking back, George tried to commit to memory exactly where the car was, lest he get lost himself in the darkness of the unfamiliar lot.  He jogged toward the direction where he’d seen Katie run, but the crowd of young people, both in and out of their vehicles, as well as those who were strolling about the lot, made it near impossible for him spot her.  He ran over to the food stand, but she wasn’t there.  He even located the girls’ restroom, and, with no small amount of embarrassment, had approached two girls, and, giving them Katie’s name and description, requested that they check to see if she was inside.  Moments later, one of the girls returned with the bad news that Katie was not in there.

Uncertain where else he could look for her, he wandered the entire lot searching for the girl to no avail.  Concern giving way to fear, George consciously forced himself to bar the horrific images that continually invaded his imagination.  Eventually, he returned to the car in the hope that Katie herself might have returned.  Finding the car empty, George’s heart sank.  He reached in and retrieved his cigarettes. Leaning against the front bumper, he lit one, and, perched there for the remainder of the film, kept a lookout for her distinctive auburn hair.  Oh Christ Katie, where are you?

The film ended a little past one in the morning.  As the cacophony of car engines turning over sounded, the lights in the lot were brought up, enabling George to see a bit better.  Unfortunately, as before, the crowd impeded his ability to find her.  She could have been standing right in the same vicinity, and he could have missed her. He had no choice but to wait until the lot emptied out.

He had been surveying the empty lot for at least fifteen minutes with no sign of Katie anywhere when he heard someone call out, “Hey, son! You’re gonna have to move it along now!” Confronted by this older man whom George had assumed was some sort of caretaker, he tried to stall for time.

 “Sorry, sir…it’s me girl, ya see, she’s in the loo -, erm, bathroom.  I’m just waiting on 

her.”

The man continued talking as he strolled over to George.  Shaking his head, he said, “Ain’t no one in the girls’ or boys’ bathroom, kid, they’re both already locked up for the night.  So is the grill, and, as soon as you mosey on outta here, I’ll be locking up the gates at the entrance, too.”  Perplexed, the man looked around, and asked, “You sure your girl said that’s where she was going?  To the girls’ bathroom?”

“Erm…not exactly, sir…,” George admitted.

“Eh, how’s that?” 

George decided to just come clean with the old man.  After all, he might be in a better position to advise George as to what he should do.  “Well, it’s like this, see….we had a bit of a falling out…a quarrel – ya know?...and she ran off.  That was more than two hours ago, and I can’t find her anywhere.”

The man regarded George closely.  It was obvious the kid was shaken up, but short of calling the cops, there was nothing he could do.  “Well, I can tell ya that unless she’s hiding in them there trees,” the caretaker gave a nod of his head indicating the line of trees that encircled the lot, “she’s probably long gone.”

George considered this possibility.  Could she have left?  But, how? Someone here she knew perhaps?  Biting his lower lip, brows furrowed in confusion, George scanned the lot once more.  “Maybe yer right, mister….”

“Reckon that’s got to be it, kid.  Why don’t ya head on home now so you can check and see for yourself?” the caretaker said kindly, clapping George’s shoulder.

George nodded slowly as he withdrew the car keys from the pocket of his jacket.  “Yeah, I’ll do that.  Thanks, mister.”

“Drive safely, son,” and, with that, the man started walking towards the entrance gates.

George opened the door and slid into the driver’s seat. Christ, I hope he’s right!  Inserting the key, George revved the engine a couple of times, before pulling out into the lot slowly, carefully avoiding the many dips common to drive-in lots.  As he passed the gates, he hit the horn lightly and waved to the caretaker who waved in return as he pulled the first gate closed behind the passing vehicle.

During the short ride back to McCann Street, George tried to calm himself with the logic of what the man said.  That’s probably what happened.  She ran off and came across someone she knew who gave her a lift home. She’s probably been at home this whole time I’ve been looking for her and worrying!  He’d come so close to convincing himself of this scenario that he actually felt his indignation rising.  Fancy that!  I’m out here hours worrying meself sick after she legs it, and she’s probably sitting at home pretty-as-ya-please.  I mean, sure, I had a cog on when she pushed me away earlier – what fella wouldn’t have under those circumstances?  A girl ought to know better than do a thing like that!  

An unbidden thought forced its way to the front of George’s mind then….But she’s only fifteen, and who knows but that she might not have done “those thing”s before? George wanted to shut the thought out, but he grudgingly had to accept the truth of it.  I was moving things a bit fast, and perhaps I should’ve stopped when she first asked me to, but – bugger it! – birds always think they have to say “no,” even when they mean “yes.”  A fella’s expected to push it a bit, yeah?  I mean, it’s worked before!  

As George pulled up to the curb outside his sister’s house, he shut the car off and sat there for a moment collecting himself.  George looked over at the Kelly house.  As far as he could tell, there wasn’t a single light shining, save the front porch light.  What am I s’ppose to do, ring the doorbell?  Knock on her window? What if she isn’t there, after all? What, then?  Do I wait? Ring the coppers? Wake Lou? Suddenly, George’s head was filled with images of the police crawling all over the neighborhood - Kevin Kelly called home from work to find his missing daughter - Louise and Gordon waking up to find that he had lost Katie in the middle of the night.  

Pinching the bridge of his nose, trying to forestall the tension headache he felt coming on, George tried to push these thoughts away.  But I didn’t lose Katie – not at all….I drove her away, didn’t I?  That fucking stupid remark about her being just a kid -  I said it on purpose.  I knew it would hurt her.  A right bastard I was!  She had let me kiss her…really kiss her, but that wasn’t enough fer the high and mighty Beatle George, was it?  How dare this little girl tell me “no”!  That’s what I was really thinking!  There are dozens of girls back home who’d do anything I wanted – and more than just a few who actually have.  I hurt her to make her pay fer not giving me what I wanted, that’s what, and now…George glanced at Katie’s house again with a sick feeling of guilt and fear…and now…Christ!

Running a hand over his face, George exited the car and crossed the small lawn the separated the Caldwell’s and Kelly’s houses….the same lawn he’d crossed nearly four hours earlier when he’d been looking forward to his date with Katie.  Climbing the steps to her porch, he took a deep breath, and, with his heart pounding, pressed the doorbell.  After several seconds, he put his ear to the door, listening for the sound of any movement from inside.  There was none.  He pressed the button a second time…no answer.  Going around to the side of the house, he went to Katie’s bedroom window and peered in.  The room was dark, but he could just make out enough of the interior to see that it was empty.  With mounting panic, he went back to the front door and rang the bell a third time, following up with several loud knocks that left his knuckles throbbing…nothing.

George closed his eyes and leaned against the doorway feeling tired and frightened.  Resolving that there was nothing left to do but involve Louise, he headed back across the lawn and into his family’s house.  Entering the home, he walked softly down the hall to the spare room that he was sharing with his brother.  He opened the door slowly, and crept in quietly so as not wake Peter.  Tossing his jacket on a nearby chair, he sat down on the side of the bed, resting his head between his hands, and tried to think of what he would say when he woke Louise and Gordon.  

The sounds of the mid-western Indian Summer drifted in through the open window…the breeze rifling through the leaves on the trees, the hypnotizing rhythm of the cicadas song, and…what is that? George’s head shot up as he heard the unmistakable sound of…crying?  Moving over to the window, he looked across the yard at Katie’s bedroom window.  It was still dark, but he was certain that was where the sound was coming from.  He darted from the bedroom, down the hall, and out the door.  By the time he was down the steps, he was at a full run causing him to slip and almost fall on the grass that was already wet with dew.  Regaining his balance, he went around to the side of Katie’s house and stood outside her window.  Sure enough, that was Katie he had heard crying.  He was so filled with relief that it didn’t hit him at first, but, once the adrenaline rush subsided somewhat, it finally sank in….Katie was crying…and he was the reason why.  Unsure what to do, he leaned back against the brick wall beneath her window, sliding down into a crouch, he listened to her sobs until he thought his own heart would break.  

George knew he had hurt her – he knew she would be upset, certainly…and perhaps even angry, but listening to her weeping in her room, he was shocked and ashamed by just how much he had hurt her.  In all the time they’d spent together since he had come here, he hadn’t realize just how much Katie had grown to like him.  He thought back over the past several days:  the way she’d smile shyly at him; the way her cheeks would color when he caught her looking at him; the way she listened so closely to his stories, laughing at all his silly jokes; the way she let him hold her and kiss her tonight; the way she’d apologized to him for not allowing him to have his way with her.  The realization of this pained him, and, he knew, he had to make this right.

