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Boys

“I-I’m not so sure this is a good idea,” Katie said nervously.

“Look, when you want a tooth pulled, you go to a dentist; when you want a book, you go to a library; when you want to know about sex, you go to Davinia Hickey,” Jeanie insisted authoritatively.

As if on cue, both girls started giggling at the mention of her full name.  Sadly for Davinia, this was a common affliction plaguing most teens in Benton since Davinia was the town’s teen “sexpert” – the girl with the “loose morals” whose sexual favors, it had been rumored, had been sampled by several young men in Benton and beyond.  She was two years older than the girls, but, due to being held back in grade school, was only this year finally a senior. Moreover, she was one of them – a public school kid.  To Catholic school kids, their public school counterparts were walking enigmas – exotic and potentially dangerous.  The fact that Davinia went to public school and had a “reputation” made her a bit of a legend in Benton, and the younger girls, like Katie and Jeanie, regarded her with something akin to awe.

Following Katie’s recounting of her conversation with Louise the day before, and her explanation of her decision to do what it took to keep George, Jeanie had suggested consulting Davinia for advice.  Since both of them were novices when it came to the opposite sex, it seemed only logical to Jeanie that Katie should talk to someone who knew a little something about these things.  In Benton, that could only be Davinia Hickey.

The girls spotted Davinia outside of Woolworth’s, where she was known to hang out.  Unfortunately, she was busy playing “tonsil tag” with Eddie Frazier, a drop out who worked pumping gas at the garage across the street.  The girls attempted to look casual as they waited for Eddie’s break to end so he would have to return to work.  Several long minutes later, they heard Davinia calling good-bye to him.  Katie knew that it was now or never, and Jeanie gave her a shove…literally.  Davinia was already walking towards the store when Katie tried to catch her attention.

“Hey Davinia!” she called out, trying to sound friendly.

Davinia stopped at the sound of her name being called.  Squinting at Katie, she snapped, “Do I know you, kid?”

Kate felt her heart sink a bit at the word “kid,” but she persevered in spite of it.  “I’m Katie?” she said self-consciously.  “Katie Kelly? I’m on McCann Street?”

Popping her gum, the older girl regarded Katie for a few moments.  Then, snapping her fingers, she exclaimed, “Wait a sec!  Ain’t you the kid we buy Girl Scout cookies from?”

Katie’s heart sunk a little it further as she answered with a diminutive, “Yeah.”

Pleased with herself, Davinia asked, “So…waddya want?”

Oh Jeez!  This is a really bad idea!  What if she makes fun of me?  What if she tells the other kids?  Crap, what if the nuns overhear?  And tell my dad?!  Then, from somewhere in her subconscious came a different voice, What if George goes back to England and you never see him again?  The thought had the effect of cold water being thrown at her.  “I want to talk to you,” she said quickly, before she could change her mind.

“About what?”

“Ummm…it’s kinda…you know….personal,” Katie answered shyly.

Davinia regarded her for another few seconds, causing Katie to squirm under her scrutiny.  Suddenly a slow smile spread across her face.  “Is it about a boy, Katie?”

Katie nodded.

“OK.  Here’s the deal.  Buy me a Coke, and we can talk until it’s gone, fair?”

“Fair!” Katie agreed with great relief.  With a glance back at Jeanie, she followed Davinia into Woolworth’s.

It was almost a full half-hour later when Davinia and Katie emerged.  After saying their goodbyes, the two girls separated, Davinia heading in one direction; Katie going in the opposite direction toward the gazebo where Jeanie was waiting for her.

“Well?”  Jeanie asked eagerly as Katie approached.

Checking her watch, Katie grabbed her friend’s arm and started walking quickly, “We have to make it to the pharmacy before it closes and then we have to stop by the grocery store.”

“Why?  What do you have to get from the pharmacy?”

“Condoms, Jeanie,” Katie said quietly, not bothering to hide her irritation.

Jeanie stopped walking.  “You’re just gonna walk in there and ask for them?!” she cried.

Again, Katie grabbed her arm to force her to walk, “Keep your voice down, will ya?  No, Davinia said to ask Mike Eagan for them.  He’s eighteen, and he works there part time.  He gets them for her all the time.  She even said I could tell him that they were for her.”

“Wow!  That was nice of her,” Jeanie said in near surprise just as they came upon the pharmacy.  Jeanie pulled open the door, holding it for Katie when she noticed Katie wasn’t behind her.  Letting the door close again, Jeanie walked over to where Katie was leaning against the building, looking down at the ground.

“Hey, I thought you were in a hurry,” Jeanie started to tease.

“This is all wrong,” Katie murmured.

Frowning, Jeanie asked, “Why do you say that, Kate?  Everything is going fine, honey!  I’m sure Davinia gave you some ideas, right?”  Katie nodded mutely.  “Ok…and you’re going to have…ya know….the other thing taken care of,” she said with a nod toward the pharmacy.  

“I know all that, Jeanie, but…it’s supposed to be – I don’t know – it’s supposed to be romantic.  There is nothing romantic about any of this!”  Katie said despondently.

Jeanie put her arm around her friend’s shoulder.  “And it will be romantic, Katie, when the time comes.  This is all just…just preparation, right?  This doesn’t have to feel “romantic.”  In fact, it shouldn’t feel that way at all because it’s practical.”  Jeanie paused to gauge Katie’s reaction to her words.  “And besides, I’m here for ya, too.  You know that. I’ll do anything to help.  Anything at all.  You just say the word.  OK?”  she looked up beneath Katie’s fringe to see her eyes.  “Anything.”  she insisted.

“Anything?”  Katie asked.

“You betcha!”  Jeanie said emphatically.

Looking up with a mischievous grin, Katie asked, “Then will you go in and get the condoms?”

Jeanie was in and out of the pharmacy in less than five minutes.  Katie practically accosted her as Jeanie exited the store.

“Did you get them?” Katie asked excitedly.

“No,” Jeanie said evenly, still smarting from getting tricked into doing the dirty work.

“No?” Katie’s face fell. “Why not?”

“Coz Mike said to meet him out here,” Jeanie replied.

“Oh!”

Just then, the young man came out of the store, carrying a small paper bag.  Jeanie made as if to approach him, but he waved her off, walking down toward the next door building, gesturing for the girls followed him.

“I don’t want my bosth to catch me,” he said with an obvious lisp that elicited a small yelp of laughter from Katie.  She pretended she was clearing her throat, but the young man’s glare told her that she wasn’t fooling him.  “Stho, here they are,” he held the bag out, looking at each girl in turn.  Katie kept her arms folded and her eyes downcast.  With a huff, Jeanie reached and grabbed the bag from Mike’s hand.

“The change?” she prompted.

“Oh yeah,” he said as he dug in the pocket for the change, handing Jeanie the coins and the receipt.

“Thanks Mike,” Jeanie said while Katie just smiled as if she were just along for the walk.

“You’re welcome.  Bye girlsth,” he waved as he walked back towards the pharmacy.  When he was out of sight, Jeanie smacked Katie in the stomach with the bag.

“Your rubbers, madame,” she announced, “and your change.”

“Thanks, Jeanie.”

“Hmph!”

“Look, I really do appreciate it.”

“Yeah, right, sure.”

“I couldn’t have done that by myself,” Katie coaxed, appealing to her friend’s pride, “I’m not as brave as you are.”  That did it!  Jeanie smiled.

“You’re a jerk, Kelly!” she laughed.

Katie sighed, “I know!”

As the girls walked further, Jeanie heard Katie counting the change beside her.

“What’s the matter, don’t trusth Mike?” Jeanie asked, making Katie laugh.

“Darn it!  You made me lose count!” she cried, still laughing.

“Well, why are you counting anyway?” 

“I told you, we have to stop at the grocery store, too.”

“Oh yeah, that’s right.  What do you need from there?”

“Bananas.”  Katie replied shortly.

“Bananas?”  Jeanie asked, perplexed.

Katie nodded, “Bananas.”

“Are you sure your parents aren’t going to be home anytime soon?”  Katie asked for the third time.

“Oh my God, Katie!  No, they won’t.  Now will you stop asking and just do whatever it is you need to do!”   Jeanie yelled.

Biting her bottom lip, Katie asked, “And Nicky?”

“Nicky is at basketball practice.  He won’t be home for hours,” Jeanie explained patiently.  Nicky was Jeanie’s older brother and her complete opposite in many ways.  He was a star athlete who made good grades consistently.  He was popular in school – the boys wanted to be him; the girls wanted to date him.  Even Katie, at one time, had a significant crush on Nicky Clancy. 

“Ok,” Katie said hesitantly, “if you’re sure….”

Jeanie threw the bag at Katie and slid the bananas across the table and into Katie’s lap.  “Go ahead and practice, you slut!” she said laughing.

“Oh my God!  Jeanie!”  Katie laughed along.  “I am not a slut!”

“Hey, it’s ok with me, by all means be easy, just don’t be cheap!  Now practice!  I’m getting hungry – I want one of those bananas!”

“Ok, Ok!”  Katie relented.  Withdrawing the box from the paper bag, Katie opened and tilted it as a single foil wrapper dropped into her hand.  Gingerly tearing open the packet, she withdrew the condom, holding it aloft - like the Holy Grail – for Jeanie to inspect.

“Hmmm…looks like a rubber band with no hole to me!”

As Katie made her first attempt at slipping the delicate sheath over the banana, Jeanie asked, “Why did Davinia say that you should get these and learn how to put them on anyway?  Isn’t that kinda the guy’s job?”

Keeping her eye on the task at hand, Katie responded, “Well…she made a good point.  I mean, even I knew that I should have at least one with me…you know…just in case…but she told me that a lot of guys have them and use them, but some don’t, see?  And since it’s us girls that end up paying the consequences, we should make sure that we have them and they use them.  SHIT!”  she yelled as the first condom broke.  Katie immediately reached for another to start the process over again.  “Anyway, it made sense.  Oh,” she giggled, “she also said it really excites boys when the girl does it!”

“But Katie, won’t George think that you do…you know…it…all the time if you seem to know so much?”

Katie stopped what she was doing.  “Ya know…I hadn’t thought about that, Jeanie!  You could be right!”

“Well, unless, that is, you wanna tell him that you practiced on bananas…that’s up to you,”  Jeanie added smugly.

“Funny!”  Katie threw the empty wrapper at her friend.  “Success!” she exclaimed, holding the sheathed banana up for Jeanie to see.

Applauding, Jeanie said, “Congratulations!  You are now free to have sex with as much fruit as you want!”



“Don’t be disgusting!!!”  Kate yelled as both girls laughed.  Just then, the door bell rang and the two girls looked at each other in panic.

“Oh my God!  Get this stuff cleaned up and out of the way!”  Jeanie hissed as she left the kitchen.

Katie speedily went to work slipping the box back into the bag and shoving the empty wrappers, along with the broken condom, down inside an empty soup can lying on top of the trash.  Gathering up the bananas, she tossed them into the fruit bowl in the center of the table, and stood back, surveying the kitchen just as Jeanie walked in with…

“George!”  Katie exclaimed, “What are you doing here?”

“Well, hullo to you, too, gorgeous!” he joked, coming around the table to give her a kiss.  “Yer dad told me you were ‘ere, so, ‘ere I am!”

“My dad told you where I was?!”  Katie asked in surprise.

“Yeah, well, he’s not so bad ya know,” George replied, as he shifted his way in back of Katie and, slipping his arms around her, slid his hands up partially underneath her blouse, caressing her midriff.  “Besides, I was beginning to think that Jeanie ‘ere was a figment of yer imagination!  By the way, Jeanie….It’s nice to finally meet you!”

“Yeah, it’s nice to meet you, too, George,” she struggled to find a place to avert her eyes as the young man got very familiar with her friend. 

“I feel like I already know you,” he added.

“Yeah, same here,” Jeanie replied, looking everywhere but at them.

After several moments of uncomfortable silence, Katie said, “Let me just grab my things, George, and we can go.”

“Ok,” George agreed.

“I’ll help,” Jeanie chimed in, not wanting to be left alone with the strange boy.

George remained in the kitchen, just looking around at the décor.  The size of appliances in America fascinated him – they were huge!  The cooker, the refrigerator and ice box, and, most especially, all the food stocked in the pantry was a source of endless wonder for him.  Louise explained that Americans shopped for the food by the week, often buying in bulk – many times, even more than they needed even for a week.  So they made everything else larger to accommodate the extra items.  

Spotting the bowl of fruit sitting on the table, George’s stomach growled.  Though he and Gabe ate lunch in Mount Vernon before hitching a ride back to Benton, it was nearly four and a half hours since then.  It was now nearing tea, and he was hungry.  

“Oi, Jeanie! Do yer mind if I take a piece of this ‘ere fruit?” he called down the hallway.

“No, not at all….help yourself, George!” she called back.       

The girls continued talking in low voices as Katie gathered her things.  Suddenly, from the kitchen, they heard George say very distinctly, “What the bloody hell…?!”

Their eyes grew big as they suddenly realized what it was that had been left behind just as George found it….

“Erm….Katie?” he called down the hallway a second time, his voice increasing almost an octave on the last syllable of her name.

Both girls froze instantly and looked at each other.

Meanwhile, George held the condom-sheathed banana between two fingers, looking at in amazement, “Would you c’mere a mo, luv?”

