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Chapter Nine

Honey, Don’t

Katie lay on her bed, drained and dazed from crying.  She still wasn’t sure if it was a blessing or a curse that the girls were at the drive-in and had called out to her when they saw her running through the darkened lot.  Fran, Debbie, and Nancy were seniors at her high school and big Cliff Richard fans.  She was so focused on just being with George, it took Katie a moment to even remember that the featured film was “Summer Holiday,” yet another pop music film designed to make the young English teen idol as big a star in the U.S.  George had been surprised at the lack of Richard’s status in America, but, while acknowledging the young star’s appeal among the youth in Britain, he glibly asserted that the Beatles were more popular than even Cliff Richard was.  

Accepting the girls’ invitation into their car, Katie was grateful that they didn’t push for an explanation as to why she was upset.  Intuitively, Fran – the driver – simply asked, “Guy problems?”  

Katie whispered a short and simple, “Yeah,” and all three girls nodded their heads empathetically, saying nothing more about it.

About five minutes into the film, Debbie asked, “Ummm…Katie…does your boyfriend have longish dark hair?”

“Yes,” Katie answered, perplexed at the question.

“…And is he wearing a beige jacket?”

“Yes,” Katie scooted forward from the back seat toward Debbie in the front passenger seat, “why?”

Pointing ahead, Debbie replied “Because I think he’s out there looking for you.”

Her eyes following where Debbie was pointing, Katie spied George only about ten feet from the front of the vehicle.  One look clarified that Debbie was right.

“Shit!” Katie hissed, throwing herself back in the seat and scooting down so he wouldn’t see her.  In that strange sort of sisterhood teen girls invoke in times of trouble with the opposite sex, all three girls wordlessly and - melodramatically - sprung into action…Nancy threw the pile of jackets, too warm to wear in the car, on top of Katie’s folded body; Fran stretched her arm out on the back of the seat, elbow bent, head propped in her hand, obscuring the left half of the rear interior from George’s view; while Debbie hoisted her feet up on the middle of the dashboard, further obscuring any view from the right side.  In reality, it was a pointless exercise as George couldn’t have seen through the darkness anyway.  With another look around, he turned and walked in the opposite direction, still scouting for Katie.

After a few minutes, Fran declared, “All clear,” and Katie sprang up, peeking out the back window.  “So that’s your boyfriend, huh?” Nancy asked in a nasally tone.

“He’s not really my boyfriend,” Katie replied sadly, “he’s just visiting from England, and I’m just showing him around, keeping him company.”

Fran snorted derisively, “You’re ‘just showing him around,’ huh?”

“Yeah…,” Katie answered defensively.

“Sweetie, no girl gets that upset over a guy she’s just playing tour-guide for.”

“It – It’s complicated,” Katie offered lamely.

“Honey, it always is!”

After the film ended, the girls invited Katie to join them at Nancy’s house where they were all spending the night.  For a moment, she almost agreed, but, since her father never allowed her to spend the night anywhere without first speaking with a parent, and because she wanted to avoid a needless confrontation with her dad, Katie regretfully declined.  Instead, the four girls decided to drop in at the all night diner right there on Route 37.  A popular stop with the numerous truckers who drove 37 regularly, “Bennett’s” was well-known for its continual supply of hot, freshly-brewed coffee and homemade pies. No self-respecting diner would dare serve anything less than an excellent menu to a group of tired, hungry, and very large truck drivers just off the road.  Though the ambience left something to be desired, it was clean, and the food was good.  In short, it would do.  

In deference to Katie’s newly-accumulated broken heart, none of the others brought the subject of George up.  Instead, they kept the discussion light – school, family, and, of course, the latest gossip.  Katie participated as well as she could, but was relieved when they paid the check and prepared to leave. A block from her house, she saw Gordon’s car parked in front of the Caldwell’s, indicating that George was home.  She asked Fran to let her out on the corner so that he would not see the headlights from the vehicle should he be on the look-out for her. Exiting the car, she thanked the girls, and, waiting a few seconds after they pulled away, started walking toward her house.

Once inside, she didn’t bother turning on the lights, but went straight to her bedroom.  Tossing her sweater on the chair, she clicked on the fan, and kicked off her shoes.  She sat with her back to the window, staring the wall, mentally replaying the evening’s events. Finally alone in the safety of her bedroom, Katie threw herself down, and, burying her face in the pillow, allowed the tears to come.  After a while, her sobs subsided, and she drifted off into a fitful sleep.  

When she awoke, the sun was shining brightly through her window. Turning over to glance at the clock, she gasped in surprise.  There, right in front of the clock was a single red rose and an envelope with her name written on the outside.  Sitting up, she rubbed the sleep from her eyes, and reached for the envelope. Glimpsing at the clock, she noted that it was only six-thirty.  She retrieved the letter and started to read:


Dear Katie,

There are not enough words to tell you how sorry I am for last night.  I know I have no right to expect forgiveness, but I am asking (begging, really) anyway.  I want a chance to make things up to you. Please, please meet me by the gazebo at ten a.m.  If you don’t show, I’ll understand and won’t bother you any further.  I will be hoping to see you.  Please come.

Regards,

George

Katie read and re-read the letter before stuffing it back in the envelope and sliding it into the top drawer of her night stand.  She reached for the rose and inhaled its sweet fragrance.  Where are on earth did he get a rose in the middle of the night?  A thought struck her just then – something that just didn’t make sense.  How did he get in here to leave this?

With the rose still in her hand, she got up and walked to the front door….Still locked.  Then she walked through the living room, past the dining room, and in through the kitchen to the back door….That’s locked, too.  Puzzled, Katie shook her head, giving up the mystery for now.  Opening one of the lower cupboards, she retrieved a vase which she filled three quarters of the way with water, and placed the rose inside.

Filling the kettle from the faucet, Katie considered George’s letter.  She couldn’t deny the thrill she had felt when she’d read it.  He must like me at least a little bit to go to such trouble….  However, another part of her wanted to stay angry with him – the part of her that hated the way he could so easily manipulate her emotions.  She had never felt this way about a boy before, and she found it all terribly confusing - the way it could be so exciting and so miserable all at once.  She wasn’t sure she cared for it.

Katie had a pot of tea brewing and breakfast started by the time her father came in a half-hour later.  “Well, this is a surprise!” he said, coming around to the stove and kissing her forehead.  “My daughter up at seven on a Saturday morning and breakfast – what a nice treat!”

Katie smiled, she was glad her father was pleased, “Good morning, Daddy,” she said with a giggle.  “If you want to go wash up, it’s just about ready.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he saluted her with a grin and set off to the bathroom.  She was just dishing out the food when he returned.  Taking a seat at the kitchen table, Kevin noticed the rose.  He opened his mouth to say something, but thought better of it.  The two chatted pleasantly through breakfast, catching up on each other’s week.  As Katie was clearing away the dishes, Kevin asked, “So, what are your plans for today, sweetheart?”

“Mmmm…not sure,” Katie answered, preoccupied with her task.

“Well, Kate, I’d like to have some idea of where you’ll be and what you’ll be doing,” he said with some concern.

“All I know is that I’m meeting George at ten,” she answered over the running water.

“Ah,” Kevin nodded his head slowly, casting a thoughtful glance at the rose as if it were harbinger of trouble to come.

