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I’m Happy Just to Dance with You

Entering the school auditorium hand in hand with George, Katie gasped at the transformation of the large space.  One would never guess it was an auditorium if they hadn’t already known.  The walls had been covered by seemingly endless yards of black material, and numerous silver stars of varying sizes were attached to it.  The entire space was illuminated by the multi-colored stage lights hanging from the ceiling, and candles sat flickering on the round linen-covered dining tables.  In the center of the room, suspended from the ceiling, was a large white paper mache globe.  It gave the effect that one was walking among the stars, and Katie thought it was incredible.  

Jeanie and Mike had entered ahead of them and found the table that the four of them would be sharing with two other couples.  Following Jeanie to their table, Katie wondered who they would be sharing the table with.  She almost laughed aloud when she saw who was already sitting there….Davinia Hickey!  Katie was genuinely pleased to see her.  

“Hi Davinia!”  she shouted to be heard above the music.

Davinia glanced up at the sound of her name being called.  Recognizing Katie from their meeting just the day before, Davinia replied, “Oh, hey kid!  How ya doing?”  

Katie groaned inwardly at being referred to as a “kid,” especially in front of George.  After introducing everyone, Katie and George took their seats, while Jeanie and Mike headed to the dance floor.  Leaning in so he could be heard, George said to her, “This is nice….The band is quite good.  Who are they?”

Katie peered up at the stage to see if she recognized who they were.  “I don’t know,” she told George, “but you’re right, they are pretty good!”  The band had just ended their rendition of Ricky Nelson’s “Poor Little Fool” and had launched right into Jerry Lee Lewis’ “Great Balls of Fire.”  Katie could see that George was really enjoying listening to them.  She glanced over at Davinia and gasped, suddenly looking away.  Davinia was sitting in her date’s lap making out quite passionately and apparently didn’t much care who saw her.  My God she moves fast! Katie thought.  Stealing a quick glimpse at George to see if he’d noticed what was happening across the table, she was relieved to find him still staring up at the band.

The next number was a slow one, the Platter’s “My Prayer.”  

“Fancy a spin around the floor, luv?”  George asked her.

“I’d love to!” Kate quickly replied, anxious to get away from their table.

George held her close as they danced, and she basked in the feel of it.  Closing her eyes, she rested her head against his chest and wished the song would never end.  Eventually, though it did, and when it did, George released her.  Bowing, he kissed the back of her hand, and said in his best posh accent, “Thank you for gracing me with this dance, Miss Kelly.”  

Katie laughed, and curtsied in return, “Why, it was my pleasure, Mr. Harrison!

The next song was another fast one.  “Do ya want to keep dancing?” he asked her.

“Nah,” she answered, shaking her head.  “Maybe later.”

George guided her back to her seat, even pulling out the chair for her.  Although she jokingly made a face, she was flattered by the gesture.  It made her feel so special and so grown up.  The night was truly feeling magical.

About a half-hour into the dance, the band took a break and dinner was served.  The fourth couple that shared their table consisted of a boy Katie only knew as “Billy” and the young woman who was his date – a girl who Katie didn’t recognize from school.  They were nice enough, and everyone at the table enjoyed good conversation as they ate.  There was a brief moment when Katie’s ire rose as Davinia flirted with George, but one look at Katie’s expression, and Davinia turned her attention back to her date.  Although George talked about being a guitarist and the Beatles, Katie was grateful that he downplayed the fame and success of his group. She really didn’t want to compete for his attention tonight.  As the remnants of the dinner were cleared away, the band took the stage again and the lights were lowered.  “I’m going outside fer a ciggie, luv.  Do ya want to join me?”  George asked.

“Sure,” Katie agreed, looking forward to a break from the increasingly warm room.  Taking her by the hand, George led Katie through the crowded room and out through the doors.  The cool night air felt wonderfully refreshing.  Waiting as George lit a cigarette, she walked over to the garden and perched on the low wall there.

“Are ya chilly, Katie?” he asked, noticing the girl was rubbing her bare arms.

“I’m o.k….really,” she lied, not wanting to be a bother, but George was already removing his jacket and draping it over her shoulders.

“Better?” he asked.

“Yes, thank you, George…” she conceded shyly.

The two sat in silence for several moments.  Then, clearing his throat, George said with a grin, “So…about yesterday….”

Katie looked at him in puzzlement.  Yesterday?  What happened yesterday?  “What?”

Grinning, he replied, “Well, while we were at Jeanie’s, I was feeling a bit peckish, see…” 
Katie knew what was coming, and, covering her face with her hands, let out a small squeal.

George chuckled at her reaction, but showed no mercy.  “…and I asked Jean if I could take a piece of fruit, so I pick up this banana….”

“Oh my God!” Katie moaned in embarrassment.

George was enjoying this.  “…and there was this strange thing I noticed….”

“OK…OK…enough!” she cried, laughing.  “I give!”

George leaned back and folded his arms.  “Right.  Let’s have it.”

“Well….”

“KATIE!” 

Both George and Katie snapped their heads around at the sound of her name being called.  Jeanie stood in the doorway of the school, bubbling over with glee.  “You are not going to believe this!”  

Katie and George got up and walked over to where Jeanie stood.  “What is it?” Kate asked.

“Get this!  Davinia was nominated for Homecoming Queen!”  Both girls erupted in laughter while George stood by smiling but not understanding what they found so funny.

Growing pseudo-serious, Katie grabbed Jeanie’s arm and said, “Ya know what we have to do?”

“What?”

“We have to vote for her!”

“Oh yes!”

“So, what’s this?” George asked the girls.

“Homecoming Queen?” Katie started to explain.  “It’s this silly tradition that high schools do for Homecoming and Prom – the kids nominate several girls, and then we vote for the one we want to be Homecoming Queen.”

“And this Davinia is nominated?”

“Oh yeah…,” Jeanie said laughing.

“But why is that funny?”

“Uh…,” Katie and Jeanie just looked at each other, unsure how to explain it.

“Let’s just say that Davinia is a rather…unusual…girl!” Katie said with a giggle.

“How so?” George asked.

“She’s very…experienced, George.”  Katie stressed, getting flustered.

“Experienced at what?” he pressed.

“Oh my God, George, she’s the town slut, ok?!”  Jeanie exploded.

George wordlessly looked from Jeanie to Katie and back again.  “Oh,” was all he said.

“OK, so we’re all gonna vote for Davinia, right?”  Jeanie asked conspiratorially.

“Ha!  You bet!” Katie chimed in.

“I s’pose…” George shrugged.

“Good.  Let’s go in – they’re voting now.”  Jeanie urged.

As the three approached their table, they found that small papers and pencils had been laid out already.  Mike, who had been waiting for Jeanie to return, leaned over to his date and asked, “Who am I supposed to be voting for again?”

Glancing across the table to make sure Davinia hadn’t heard, Jeanie whispered the answer in his ear.  Afterward, Mike gathered up the papers from the other three and dropped them all into the voting box near the stage.  

“Mission accomplished!”  Jeanie stated triumphantly.

Katie smiled at her friend’s enthusiasm and leaned back in her seat to discover George’s arm draped across the back.  She leaned slightly toward him, and he, picking up the non-verbal cue, encircled her shoulder.  She sighed inwardly, thinking: This night really is perfect!  I wish it could last forever! 

Just then, the band ascended the stage again and took up their instruments.  The lead singer approached the microphone and announced, “This next song is dedicated to Paul from Andrea…,” and the opening strains of “Love Me Tender” had almost everyone on the dance floor, George and Katie included.  After that song ended, the two of them remained dancing through three fast numbers.  Katie noted that George was a pretty good dancer, although he admitted to her that it felt rather strange to be on that side of the stage.  When they had had enough, George once again escorted her back to her seat, but, instead of taking his seat beside her, he bent over and told her that he’d be right back and took off.  Katie figured he must have just gone to use the rest room.  However, shortly after George returned and took his seat, the lead singer approached the mike for another announcement:  “This next song is a dedication to Katie from George…,”  and the band began to play the opening to Buddy Holly’s “True Love Ways” – their “song” – and George had requested it just for her.  The gesture almost moved Katie to tears.  George stood grinning widely in front of her with his hand extended and said, “I believe they are playing our song!”  Taking his hand, she rose from her seat and allowed him to lead back onto the dance floor.  Stepping into his embrace, Katie whispered emotionally in his ear, “Oh George!  This is perfect – thank you so much!”  He responded by kissing her and holding her more tightly. Though it was frowned upon by the adults, the couple danced closely, oblivious to anyone else in the room.  The fifteen year old thought, Life doesn’t get much better than this!  Katie then closed her eyes, and, for the rest of the song, imagined that she and George were the only two people in the room.

They were suddenly startled out of the reverie when, just as the song ended, a drum roll immediately followed.  “Ladies and gentlemen…, the announcer shouted into the microphone, “It’s now time to crown your Homecoming Queen!”  

The crowd broke out in applause and cheers.  As Katie watched the stage, Jeanie came up beside her and said, “It would be so great if Davinia won!  It would really put those snobs in their place!”  Katie mutely nodded her head in agreement as she and Jeanie looked over at a group of girls huddled together off to the side of the room.  

Overhearing the exchange, George thought to himself, Ah, so that’s what this is all about!  The announcer named each of the members of the “court,” and, finally, the moment came to announce the Queen.  Jeanie grabbed Katie’s hand and the two exchanged a look of excitement.  

“And the Homecoming Queen of Immaculate Conception High School, class of 1964 is…”  

You could hear in a pin drop as the crowd waited in silent expectation. 

“…Davinia Hickey!”  

There was hardly a boy in that room who wasn’t cheering for their heroine. The girls who made up the group of “snobs” Jeanie referred to were indignant, but decorum dictated they not show it.  So, they politely applauded and wore smiles that were more like grimaces.  Almost directly in front of the stage, though, Katie and Jeanie were cheering wildly.  George stood back and watched the girls in amusement.  On the stage, Davinia Hickey was being crowned their school’s Homecoming Queen.  Katie thought that she looked fantastic in her red velvet halter-back dress.  Only Davinia could pull that off!  Katie thought in admiration.  All the other girls, including her and Jeanie, wore modest gowns in an array of pastel colors, but not Davinia.  Katie thought she was the coolest girl she’d ever known.

When they were all back at the table, Jeanie asked Davinia if she could look at her crown.  Davinia just pulled it from her head and tossed it in Jeanie’s direction.  Katie walked around the table and sat next to the older girl.  “Congratulations, your majesty!” she joked.

“Thanks, kid!” Davinia smiled.  “That sure was surprise….Ha!  Who would ever have thought it?  Me…Homecoming Queen!  Kinda funny, don’t ya think?”

“No, I think it’s perfect!”  Katie insisted.

“So, that your guy?” Davinia asked with a nod toward George.

“Yep, that’s him!”

“He’s a real cutie-pie!  No wonder you want to screw him!”

“Davinia!”

“What?” she asked innocently.

“First off, let’s not mention the you-know-what when he’s only sitting across the table!”  Davinia shrugged indifferently.  “And second…yes, he is a cutie-pie…and he’s mine!  So no more flirting with him, got it?”  Katie demanded semi-jokingly.

“Aw, get off it, kid, I don’t mean no harm…I flirt with everybody!”

“So I’ve noticed,” Katie replied wryly.  “I’ve got to get back to George,” she said as she stood.  “I just wanted to come over to congratulate you,” and she turned to leave.

“Hey kid?”  Davinia called out to Katie.

“Yeah?” 

Glancing down at her hands in her lap, Davinia seemed to searching for the right words.  At last, she just looked up and smiled sadly at the younger girl.  “Thanks.”

Katie nodded at her and turned to walk away again.

“Oh, and Katie?”

Katie stopped and turned back a second time.  “Yeah?”

“Good luck tonight.”  Davinia winked and held up her hand with her two fingers crossed.  

Katie was touched seeing the vulnerability that she usually kept well-hidden.  It also didn’t escape her notice that, at long last, Davinia called her by her name.

“Thanks!  For everything!” Katie smiled and walked back to George.

The dance drew to a close with the band playing, “In the Still of the Night.”  Again, George and Katie took to the floor.  Afterward, the two couples climbed back into Gordon’s Dodge Dart and dropped Jeanie and Mike at Jeanie’s house before making their way back to McCann Street.  Once George and Katie were alone in the car, Katie started to panic.  All evening, she had been preoccupied with the dance and didn’t really give another thought to what she was planning for after the dance, but now, it was here….They were alone and on their way back to Katie’s house.  Am I really going to go through with this?  I mean, it sounded good in theory.  But now…I don’t know…now, it could happen.  It could really happen!  But, I wanted it to happen – so, what’s wrong with me?  It’s nerves…that’s all…nothing more.  I am not having second thoughts!  I love George, and this is the way a woman shows her love for her man…isn’t it?  Isn’t it?  

She looked over at George, studying his profile outlined in the dark.  Every now and then, headlights would illuminate his entire face, and she would see him squinting his eyes against the glare.  He really is a beautiful boy – if a boy can be called such a thing as “beautiful.”  It fits him though.  He really is.  I can almost imagine him as part of another time.  Perhaps like Heathcliff  in “Wuthering Heights” or Jonathan Harker in “Dracula.”  Yeah, he’s got that kind of quality about him – a dark, brooding hero.

Glancing over, George caught Katie staring at him.  “Alright, luv?”  

“Hmmmm?”

“I asked if you were alright.”

“Yes…yes, I’m fine, why?”

“Coz you were staring at me – lost in another world, ya were!  What were ya thinking so hard on?”

“Ummm…nothing – nothing in particular.”

George simply nodded his head, but Katie knew that he knew she wasn’t being honest, so she amended her answer.  “I guess I was just sort of daydreaming.”

“Oh!  What about?” he asked as he maneuvered the Dart into its usual space in front of the Caldwell’s house.  Shifting the gear into “Park,” he cut the engine, then turned in his seat so he could see her better.

“Stuff.”

“That’s not an answer!” George challenged, laughing.

Katie grinned self-consciously, “No, I suppose not.”

“So, just tell me, then…,” he pushed.

Katie stared into his eyes and wished for a moment that she could read his mind.  For although he seemed to always want to know what she was thinking and feeling, he wasn’t so forthcoming with his own thoughts and feelings, and, more than anything right then, she wanted to know – no, needed to know – what George really felt for her.  She needed to know that what she was going to do would mean something to him….She needed to know that she wasn’t making a terrible mistake that could never be undone.

Glancing away from him, she softly answered, “Us.”

“Us, eh?  What about us?”  

Katie shrugged, “I guess I’m just – you know – wondering – ummm – well, what you think of me.”

“Katie! Luv, you know I think the world of ya!  Yer fab!  Why wouldn’t you already know that?”  

Katie shook her head, “No, no…I guess what I meant to say was that I wonder what you…uh…you know…feel for me.”  She slowly met his gaze.

To Katie, it felt like ages as George sat staring at her, not saying a word.  At one point, his arm was stretched out across the back of the seat, and he started playing with her hair.  The more time passed, the more Katie regretted mentioning anything.  It had been a perfect evening, and now she felt like she had gone and ruined it.  Why didn’t I just stick to my plan?

Suddenly, he looked away from her. “I love you, Katie.”  

He’d said it so softly that at first, she wasn’t sure that she heard right, but then, he looked directly at her, and repeated, “I love you…that’s how I feel.”  Now, it was Katie’s turn to sit in silence.  She watched as he took an unusual interest in the key ring still hanging from the ignition, furrowing his brows, as he played with the keys.  Funny…I never even considered the possibility that George would be afraid to tell me how he felt.  But look at him….

“I love you, too, George,” she said quickly.

He froze at her words and slowly swung his head around to look at her.  “Do you?  Do you really?”

Katie’s eyes filled with tears.  “I do…really,” she whispered.

“Aw, Kate!”  He pulled her into his arms and kissed her deeply.  Breaking the kiss, she laid against his chest, and could feel his heart pounding.  The poor boy was petrified!  she realized.  I know how he felt!

“So…,” he started as Katie raised herself up to see his face better.  “…I love you and you love me, which means we’re in love!  So now what?” He laughed.

Katie smiled at his silliness.  “We make love…,” she said as she then leaned in and kissed him.  Moving her lips close to his ear, she whispered, “Let’s go to my room,” and George’s eyes widened.

