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Chains

The boys were gathered around a makeshift table in the sitting room of their suite, enjoying a leisurely late breakfast. After the frenzy of the past week, they all relished the brief chance to relax a bit before they wrapped up the last few days of their Swedish tour.  With no commitments to meet until seven that evening, they had a rare day to spend mostly on their own. Later, they were due at the Waidele Record Shop for a half hour’s worth of record signing.  A half an hour following that, they’d give a single performance before calling it a night…for work, at least.  After the three shows they gave the preceding day in Göteborg, the light schedule in Borås was a welcome change.  

Allowing the caffeine from multiple cups of tea and coffee to work its magic on their tired bodies, the discussion turned lively once a heated topic of late was raised yet again…their upcoming appearance at the Royal Command Performance.  The response so far from both the press and the fans had the boys a bit on edge.  In typical fashion, John was worried that the Beatles would be viewed as having betrayed their young fans by having “gone ponched.”   In contrast, Paul - like Brian - insisted that their participation in the show would only serve to further cement their endearment to the British public – their fans included.  Predictably, Ritchie, ever agreeable, simply thought the idea was “gear,” while George cautiously toed the middle of the road….seeing both sides, but worrying that John may very well have a point.  

“Listen, John, it will be fine…really, it will,” Paul argued.  “The kids will just reckon we’re ‘aving a lark is all!”

“The thing is, Paul, it’s not us, ya know?  We’re a rock n’ roll band – ‘rebels without a pause’ an’ all that!  Cozying up to the Queen Mum and Princess Peg just doesn’t suit our image!”

“Ah, I don’t know, John….I think the kids like us well enough to know we’re still the same ol’ scruffs we’ve always been.  This won’t change that!” Ritchie offered. “What do ya reckon, Georgie?” he asked, nudging his younger mate.

George slowly shook his head as he sipped his tea.  “I’m not sure….  I mean, me mum and dad are over the moon ‘bout all this…ya know, making a big fuss back home an’ all…but – well, it feels a bit…I dunno…off….”

“Well, lads, it’s too late now,” Brian snapped unhappily.  “I do wish you had mentioned these concerns earlier….”

“Seems I recall doing just that, Brian,” John snapped back.

Sighing heavily, their manager replied, “Why, yes, John…you did, but George, you went along with Paul and Ritchie then… the rest of you all seemed to be in agreement…and even you, John, went along when they wanted to do it.”  Knowing that Brian was right, John and George looked down guiltily at their half-eaten breakfasts.  A telephone rang on the other side of the room, and Tony Barrow, the boys’ Press Officer, answered it.  “We have already responded to the invitation,” Brian continued, “…and we are scheduled to perform, so….”

“Oh, we are, eh?” John interrupted Brian a second time.

Brian glared meaningfully at the John as he continued, “…so, it’s decided, then, yes?”  He looked from one boy to each of the others.  They all, with varying degrees of enthusiasm, nodded in agreement, John included.

“Good,” Brian smiled affably.  “You should try to get some rest while you can….”

Brian was interrupted again, this time by Tony, “Sorry, Brian, but George has a long distance telephone call…it’s America….”

“The whole bleeding country?” John joked.

George’s heart quickened with a thrill as he thought instantly, It’s Katie! – but one look at Tony told him something wasn’t quite right.

“It’s your sister, George.  She says it’s important.”

As George rose from the table, a feeing of dread settled deep in his gut, and he repeated his earlier thought in an entirely different tone – It’s Katie…oh Christ, something’s happened to her!

As he took the receiver from Tony, he was surprised to see a distinct tremor in his own hand.  Putting the receiver to his ear, his voice cracking with nervousness as he spoke, “’ullo? Lou?”

Across the Atlantic and nearly halfway across the U.S., his sister’s voice echoed down the wire, “George?  George?  Is that you?”

Clearing his throat so he could speak more clearly, he replied, “Yeah…yes, Lou…it’s me…it’s George….”

“George!  Oh good…I was afraid I’d have trouble getting through to you!  I never know yer schedule, or even where you are half the time, but I rang Mum and Dad to ask if they knew how I could contact you, and, thank God, they had yer schedule right by the phone….”

Not being able to stand the anxiety a moment longer, he finally snapped, “LOU!  What’s wrong?  Is Katie okay?”  

Taken off-guard by George’s tone, Louise answered, “Sorry, George…you know how I am when I get nervous….”  George covered one ear as he struggled to hear is sister through the erratic transatlantic connection.

“Why are ya nervous, Lou?  Fer Chrissakes, what’s happened?”  The other boys, startled by George’s prior outburst, listened attentively, trying to discern the news from the half of the conversation they were hearing.  “Did something happen?  Is it Katie?  Where is she?  Is she alright?” he fired one question after another.

“No, no, George…Katie is fine…well, as fine as she can be….”

“…as she can be? What do yer mean?”

“It’s Kevin, George…erm…Mr. Kelly.  He was in accident at the mine early this morning.”

“Oh Christ!” George gasped.  “Is he okay?  What happened?”

“As near as we can tell, he was disconnecting a rail car from the others on the rail when the brake malfunctioned.  It rolled down the entrance and, before anyone could get to him, he was pinned in between the two cars.”

“Jesus!”  George whispered in horror.

“The doctors don’t believe it’s life-threatening, thank God,” Louise continued, “…but his hip and leg are done up quite badly.  He’s been in the operating theatre since 4:30 this morning.  Oh George…,” she cried, “…he could possibly lose his leg!”

George was stunned.  While he had dozens of questions tumbling through his mind, there’s only one that kept surfacing into his consciousness, “Katie?” he croaked, “Christ, Lou…how is Katie taking all this?”

“She’s gutted, George, the poor girl!”  George heard his sister choke back her emotions.  “It was her they phoned at three this morning….Can you imagine, George, a fifteen year old child – all alone - having to hear that news from a perfect stranger?”

George winced at the word “child,” but let it go.  “Where is she, Lou?  Can I talk to her?”

“Ah…no, George.  They’ve sedated her and given her a bed in the Emergency Room to lie down and sleep.  She was just beside herself!  

“Are you at hospital now, Lou?  Are ya there with her?”

“I am, yes, George.  She came to us after receiving word about Kevin, and Gordon and I took her to Franklin Hospital.  We arrived only a few minutes after the ambulance carrying Kevin did.  Frankly, I think that’s what did the poor girl in…ya know, seeing her Dad like that – all covered in blood and unconscious – an’ her not knowing exactly what happened or what was going to happen.  Oh, God, George…it was terrible!” Lou’s voice cracked again.

As badly as he felt for his older sister, he wanted to make sure that Katie was looked after.  He asked worriedly, “You’ll be staying with her, Lou, yeah?  I mean, she won’t be alone, will she?”

“George!  Of course she won’t!  Are you mad?” Lou replied irritably.  “We were looking after Katie long before you ever came to Benton, you know!”

“Sorry, Lou…I – I know ye’ll look after her, of course.  I just wish I could be there, ya know?” he answered softly.

“Oh George!  I’m sorry, too!  It’s all just…just so…upsetting!”  Louise took a deep breath to calm herself.  “I’m staying here at the hospital with Katie.  God knows how she’ll be when she comes to, but, even if she’s in a better state, I know she’ll want to stay until she knows her father will be okay.  Gordon’s taken the day from work and has just left to relieve Mrs. McGinty of the children. God love her, she came over right away to stay with them when we rang her and told her what had happened.  Anyway, he’s going to bring the children to Lillian’s across the street – Lillian Lewis, you remember her, don’t you? – then, he’ll get a few hours sleep before coming back.  Kevin should be out of surgery then, and we’ll know more.”

Several times, George wanted to interrupt his sister’s nervous rambling, but, still feeling the shame of Louise’s earlier chastisement, he let her go on.  When she’d finished, he wanted to ask about Katie further, but thought better of it, asking first, “An’ what ‘bout you, Lou?  When are you going to get some sleep?”

“Oh!  The head nurse arranged to have a gurney rolled into the room where Katie is.  I’ll have a kip there until she awakens.”

“What if she wakes up before ya, Lou?” George asked in a panic.

“No worries, luv. She’s being monitored by the staff.  Even if I should sleep through, they’ll know when she comes to and wake me.”

Confused, George asked, “Wait…are ya saying they’ve actually put her in hospital, Lou?”

Louise hesitated.  “Well…sort of, George.  I mean…well…they’re watching her, ya know?  She was bad off after seeing her father, you understand….”

“Yeah…,” he replied softly, imagining the horrible scene that must have taken place.  “I just wish I could…I mean….”

“I know, luv,” Lou soothed her youngest brother.  “I know, and Katie will know, George.  I promise you that…but when the time is right, yeah?  For now, though, let her look after her dad.”

“But you will let her know ya spoke with me?” he asked anxiously.  “You’ll tell her that I was asking after her?”

“Of course, George,” Louise reassured him.   “Is there anything else you’d like me to pass onto her?”

“Will ya tell her…tell her that…erm…,” he struggled.

“Tell her what, luv?” Louise prompted.

Painfully aware of his friends’ attention, he closed his eyes against his embarrassment and spoke clearly into the receiver so Louise could hear him, “Will ya tell her that…I love her?”  He opened his eyes, but studiously avoided meeting theirs’.

On the other end of the line, Louise smiled indulgently, “I’ll tell her, George,” she replied softly.

“An’ you’ll let me know how things go, Lou?” he asked quickly.  “I don’t care what the time is….you’ll ring me?”

“I will, luv,” she promised.  “I should ring off just now, George. I don’t want to be away from our girl for too long…and I want to check to see if they’ve any news on Kevin….”

“Do ya think there is any news yet?”  George asked in surprise.

Once again, he heard his sister’s sigh.  “No…No, I don’t.  I imagine it will be hours yet.”

“But yeou’ll ring me once there is news?”

“Yes, George, I said I would,” she patiently reminded him.

“An’ you’ll tell Katie to ring me if she likes….whenever she likes….you can show her  how to place an overseas telephone call an’ all…but tell her to cable me here if she has trouble getting through…those lines can get terribly busy an’ you can grow old waiting fer yer call to be put through….”

“George!  Really, I must ring off now,” Louise interrupted in exasperation.  “I’ll let Katie know how worried you are and how very much you’d like to hear from her when she has a moment, alright?”

“Yeah,” he responded with resignation.  “But, Lou…don’t ferget…ya know…the other thing….”

“Other thing?” she asked in bewilderment.  After a moment, she suddenly remembered, “Ah yes, right….I’ll be sure and tell her you love her.  Is that it?”

“Yeah…,” he replied shyly.  If it had been possible, Louise could have sworn she could actually “see” her brother blush.

“Right then….I’ll talk to you, later, George,” she said with finality.

“Okay, Lou….”

“Cheers, luv,” she said before disconnecting.

“Cheers,” George replied unnecessarily as Louise had already hung up.

Replacing the receiver in its cradle, George stared at the telephone, lost in thought.

“Sounds bad, George,” Ritchie said.

Nodding his head, George replied, “Aye, well, it’s none too good.”  Knowing they had already understood the gist of what had happened, he quickly filled them in on the details, adding, “Lou said that Mr. Kelly could lose his leg!”  The others made various sounds of shock and sympathy.  “Poor Katie must just be half mad with worry.  They had to give her an injection of something to calm her.  She’s sleeping it off just now.”

“But he will make it, though, yeah?” Paul asked with concern.  

“I reckon he will,” he answered with a shrug.  Looking at Brian, George asked, “I don’t s’pose there’s any way…ya know, Bri…that I could be there?”

Brian shook his head sadly, “Sorry, George….If it were up to me, I’d put you on the next flight to New York personally, but I’m afraid it’s just not possible…not now any any rate.”

“Yeah, I thought as much,” he said regretfully.  “Still, I reckoned it couldn’t hurt to ask,” he added sadly with a slight shrug of his shoulders.  Walking back toward the table, George poured himself another cup of tea from the pot and added both milk and sugar to his liking.  Taking a seat, he sipped from the china cup.  “I wish I could be there with her, though, or, at the very least, talk to her.  She needs me now, and I’m stuck here,” he groused in a low voice.

“There’s nowt fer it, George, so ya might as well just leave it be until ya hear sommat, ” John said resolutely, but not without sympathy.  “We’ve got contracts to keep, son.”

“Yeah,” George said in a voice barely above a whisper, “I know, John.”  Draining the tea from the small cup, he set it down on its saucer, and, looking around at his mates, added sarcastically, “The show must go on, eh?”  Pushing his chair back from the table noisily, he stood, then, and stalked out of the room.

“’ey Paul, what time is it?” George asked as checked his own watch.

“Ten minutes since the last time ya asked, George,” Paul replied petulantly.  “…an’ five minutes since the time before that!”

George scowled at his friend, “I was just asking…,” he grumbled, putting his watch to his ear.

Paul was prepared to shoot back another acerbic response, but took pity on his young mate, and bit his tongue.  They’d all noticed that George was on edge since speaking with Louise, constantly checking his watch and the telephone in their suite.  After an hour of watching him driving himself mad, John came up with the idea of providing a diversion.  John’s idea of a diversion usually was of the feminine variety, though, and, while Paul himself had no objection to a bit of “company,” he wasn’t sure that George would want or appreciate another girl right now.  Ritch agreed wholeheartedly with Paul, but, typically, John dismissed their concerns.  When it was finally just three of them in the sitting room, they debated the merits – and drawbacks – of John’s idea.

“I’m right about this!  The lad doesn’t need to be sulking about all afternoon….A bit of conversation an’ what all will do him a world of good!”  John asserted.

“Ah…I dunno, John,” Ritchie responded.  “What if Kate should ring while our company is still ‘ere?”

“As if that’s never happened before?” John laughed.  “How many chats have you had with Mo while in bed with another bird, eh Ritch?”  

Ritchie’s face colored, and even Paul had to giggle at his embarrassment.  “Yeah, well…that’s what I’m talking ‘bout right there, John,” Ritchie argued.  “The lad’s wrecked enough…he doesn’t need to add guilt to it all!”

Putting on his best innocent expression, John quipped, “Well, then, Ritch, the lad is perfectly free to choose not to do anything he’d feel guilty about later, then, isn’t he?!”

Ritchie gave John a knowing look, and answered begrudgingly, “Aye, I reckon he is….”

John clapped his hands together in triumph, and grinning, he winked at Paul.  “Oi, Mal?” he shouted, “…c’mere, mate…we need ya to do a bit of shopping fer us!”  

Within seconds, Mal appeared from one of the other rooms in the large hotel suite.  “What are ya hollering fer now, John?” he asked in annoyance.

Putting on his best “posh” accent, John instructed his mate and roadie, “We would appreciate it, Malcolm, if you and Nell would be so kind as to go off and procure us some lovely, long-legged companions for the next several hours, wouldn’t we, gentlemen?” he added, looking from Paul to Ritchie.

“Aye, that we would, John,” Paul played along.  Ritchie just chuckled and shook his head at John’s antics.

“You, Ritch?” Mal asked genially.

“Right… reckon I could use one o’ those,” he replied.

Mal gave a small laugh and turned to go, but, with brows knitted in confusion, turned back and gave a nod towards the room George shared with John, “What ‘bout him, then?  Should I…uh…ya know…?”

Ritch and Paul looked at each other uncertainly, but John replied decisively, “Oh yes, most definitely!”

“The usual, then?” Mal confirmed.

“Yeah,” John replied distractedly as he grabbed a magazine from the coffee table, and flipped through its pages.  Suddenly, though, he called Mal back.

“What is it now?” the large man asked.

Thoughtfully, he instructed, “Make George’s a red-head, eh Mal?  Long red hair, if ya can find one.”

“I’ll do me best,” Mal called over his should as he left the room.

“Ya always do, mate!” John shouted after him, laughing.

George set his guitar aside and slid a cigarette from the pack.  He looked toward the bedroom door.  They must have had Mal invite some birds up…wish they’d lower the volume on the bloody radio, though!  he thought crankily.  Propping the cigarette between his lips, he looked around and patted his pockets for his lighter.  Where the hell did I….  Moving his guitar, he checked the bed, finally locating it underneath the notebook in which he scribbled his lyrics.  Lighting the cigarette, he leaned back against the headboard and inhaled deeply, hoping the nicotine would calm him.  In what was now becoming a ritual, he checked his watch, then lifted the receiver from the telephone by his bed and listened to make sure it was working.  For good measure, he rang the front desk and asked if there were any messages from America – there weren’t.  Just as he was debating ringing the hospital itself, a light knock sounded at the bedroom door.  Jesus!  I must really have ‘em worried if they’re bothering to knock!  he thought.

“Yeah?” he called out.

A series of soft raps repeated again.  “Yeah?  What do yer want?” he called out again, but received no answer.  Swearing under his breath, he pulled himself up from the bed and crossed the floor, swinging the door open impatiently, “Are ya fucking deaf?! I said…,” he stopped short as he saw the young woman standing in front him, a glass in each hand, and a look of shock on her face.  At once, they both started apologizing.  With a small laugh, George held his hand up to silence her.  “I’m sorry, luv.  I thought ya were one o’ the lads,” he explained.

“Oh, no, please don’t apologize,” she said sweetly, looking past him and seeing his guitar on the bed.  “I’m obviously disturbing you.  It’s just that John said it would be okay, but…erm…I’ll leave you to it,” she turned to go, the disappointment clearly etched in her pretty face.

Feeling badly for shouting at her, George gently caught her by her arm, “’ere, you don’t have to leave.  I am…well, I was working on a tune, but I’m not having much luck with it anyway,” he smiled self-deprecatingly.  “Actually, I could use a bit of a break…if I haven’t scared ya off, that is.”

She smiled at him, “Oh, no…no, you haven’t scared me!” she laughed, but then turned serious.  “I’d be happy to come in, but only if you’re sure I’m not disturbing you.”

“I’m sure,” he returned her smile.  Pointing at the glasses she held, he asked, “Is one o’ those fer me, then?”

She looked at the glasses as if she was just noticing them for the first time.  Holding one out to him, she said, “Oh yes, scotch and coca-cola?  This is for you.”

Taking the drink from the woman, he replied, “Ta, luv…I needed this!”  He held his glass up in a toast and the two tapped the rims of their glasses together.  Each one then took a sip…hers, short and dainty…his, long and desperate.  Intentionally leaving the door open, he invited the young woman into the room.  Propping his guitar in the corner, he gathered the cigarettes, notebook, and pen from the bed and piled them on the end table.  Politely, he indicated that she should sit on the edge of the bed.  “The last hotel we were in at least had proper chairs in the rooms,” he said by way of apology, “I could go and bring one in if you’d be more comfortable?” he offered.

Giving him a smile that held more than mere gratitude, the woman placed her hand on his arm to stop him. “There’s no need, George, I’m quite comfy just as we are.”  He knew that smile well – he’d been getting it a lot lately.  In that instant, he knew why she was there.  This was no fan just looking to meet the Beatles.  I’ll fucking cripple Lennon!
“Uh…okay…if yer sure, I mean…,” he replied nervously, sitting opposite of her on the bed, and taking another large swallow of his drink.  “So…what’s yer name?”

“Rose.  Rose Siddons,” she extended her hand toward George, palm down.  He gently shook her hand.

“George Harrison, at yer service,” he joked, thinking better of it when she raised an eyebrow in insinuation as she laughed.  Looking to cover his blunder quickly, he asked, “Do I detect a bit of a Welsh accent, Rose?”

“Why, yes, you do, George!” she replied, sounding quite pleased.  “Brecon, that is.  Supposedly, we’re descendants of Sarah Siddons,” she exclaimed proudly.

“Ah,” George nodded.  “Sarah Siddons, eh?  An’ who’s she, exactly?”

“George!  You’ve never heard of Sarah Siddons?”  He shook his head and shrugged apologetically.  “Sarah Siddons,” she went on to explain, “…was a famous Welsh actress…,”

“Oh!  Was she in anything I might have seen?  I’m mad for films!  Always at the cinema as a kid, me!” he said enthusiastically.

Laughing, Rose explained, “No, no…she was an actress in the 1700’s!  I’ve been told she was best known for her performances of Lady MacBeth and Queen Catherine in ‘Henry VIII’.”

“Well, ol’ Will was lucky fer her, then eh?”  George joked.

“Sorry?  Who’s ‘Will’?” she asked, genuinely confused.

“Er…Will…ya know? William Shakespeare?”  he explained.

“Oh!  I see,” she replied politely.  George felt increasingly uncomfortable during the extended silence that followed.  He had no idea what to say to this young woman.  While she swirled the ice cubes around in her half-filled glass, George frantically tried to think of something they could talk about, desperately wanting to avoid the very thing she was mostly like here to do.

“So…,” he said louder than he intended, startling the girl and making her jolt.  “Sorry,” he offered sheepishly.  “Anyway, yer Welsh....I would have thought you’d be Swedish what with us being in Sweden an’ all!”

Nonchalantly, she slipped her shoes off and tucked her legs under her.  “Are you disappointed?” she asked teasingly.

Missing that fact at first, George thought he’d gone and offended her again, “No – no, not at all!” Catching the wry grin spreading across her face, he realized his mistake.  She rose to her knees and moved closer to him.  Taking his head between her hands, she kissed his softly on his lips, “Good,” she whispered as she settled down close to him, stroking the side of his face and running her fingers through is hair.  Something about the girl reminded George of a cat, and he found himself half-expecting her to purr in contentment.  He also knew, however, just how quickly contentment turned into irritation….he’d been there before as well.  Women don’t much like being turned down, no matter how nicely one does it.

“S-So…how is it that a Welsh girl ends up in Sweden, then?” he tried to continue conversation as he reached up and gently pulled her hand away from his head. 

“I don’t live here, silly.  I’m a stewardess with BEA…and I’m on lay-over,” she explained as she started unbuttoning George’s shirt and kissing his neck.  “…and speaking of laying…,” she giggled as she tried to push him down onto the pillows.

George made a futile effort to politely push the young woman away from him.  “Look, luv, I can’t…eh, watch that hand now!....listen, I have a girlfriend…,” he struggled to explain.

“So?” she continued to giggle, obviously enjoying the game. “…I have a husband!”

“You have a what?!  Okay…listen…really…ya have to stop this!”

“Why?” she laughed as she went for his belt.

“I’m – I’m not up fer it, luv…,” he said, still trying to let her down easy.  

He yelped in surprise though, when she grabbed his crotch, “Feels like yer up for it to me, darling!” she whispered seductively in his ear as she then nipped his earlobe.

He tried politeness, but enough was enough.  “STOP!” he shouted, causing Rose to freeze.  Looking away, he fastened his trousers and belt, “Look, I’m sorry I shouted, but….”

“You don’t mean it!” she asked disbelievingly.

Sighing heavily, he ran his hand through his hair and, turning towards her, said, “I am, Rose.  I am serious, and I am sorry.  I don’t want to hurt yer feelings, luv, but.…”

“You don’t want to hurt my feelings?!” she shouted incredulously.  “As if you could!” she added with a sneer.  Moving quickly, she slipped her shoes back on and headed out of the room.  Pausing at the doorway, she turned back, “Oh, and George?”

“Yeah?” he looked up at her, the stress and fatigue obvious in his young features.

“It wasn’t you I’d wanted to shag, anyway.  I wanted Paul, but Lena got to him first.  I just thought you should know,” she said spitefully.

“Ta, luv,” he replied with a mirthless laugh.  He plopped back on the bed when he heard the door slam.  Nah…I’m not gonna cripple ya, Lennon…I’m gonna fucking murder ya! 

Turning his head, he looked at the black telephone, willing it to ring.  He’d heard nothing since speaking with Louise earlier that morning, and he was sure Kevin’s surgery would have been over hours ago.  So, why haven’t I heard from Katie yet – or Lou, even!  

He could smell cooked food wafting through the suite, signaling that he’d only less than two hours to eat and get ready before they had to leave for the evening.  He sat up and crossed his legs under him as he chewed his bottom lip, mentally debating with himself.  Less than a minute later, he was decided.  Pulling his wallet out of the end table drawer, he opened it and withdrew a slip of folded paper containing several telephone numbers in the U.S.  Ringing the hotel operator, he requested a call be put through to Benton, Illinois.  Fifteen minutes later, the operator rang back to inform him that his call had been connected.  The line was filled with static, though, making hard for George to hear.  After several attempts at explaining to the Franklin Hospital operator who he was looking for, he was finally put through to the nurse’s desk in the Emergency Room.  Again, he had to practically shout into the phone in order to make himself heard on the other end.

“Harrison, George Harrison….I’m phoning from Sweden,” he annunciated clearly, “…and I’m trying to speak with a Miss Kathryn Kelly, she was your patient there this morning - or a Mrs. Louise Caldwell, she accompanied Miss Kelly to your hospital….”

“Can you spell the patient’s last name, please, sir?” the nurse asked.

“That’s ‘Kelly,’ K- E – L – L – Y.  Kathryn or Katie.”

“One moment, please.”  The nurse put George on hold.  He sat on the edge of the bed, gripping the phone tightly in one hand, while nervously chewing the nail on his thumb of the other.  He was anxiously hoping that the next voice he’d hear would be Katie’s.

Suddenly, there was a click on the other end and the familiar sound of an open line.  “Sir?  Mr. Harrison?  Are you still there?”  It was the same nurse he’d spoken with moments ago.

“Yes…yes, I’m here,” he answered.

“According to our records, the only patient shown as being admitted is a Mr. Kevin Kelly….”

“Yes!  That’s her father!  Kevin Kelly is Katie’s father!  He had an operation this morning.”

“That’s correct, Mr. Harrison….However, Mr. Kelly was transferred to St. Louis early this afternoon, sir.”

“St. Louis?!”  George repeated.

“Yes, sir.”

“I see…erm…ya wouldn’t happen to know which hospital he was transferred to, would ya?

“Just one moment….It’s the University of Missouri Medical Center, the Department for Orthopaedic Surgery.  Do you have that, Mr. Harrison?”

George copied the information into his small notebook as quickly as he could, then read it back to the nurse, “Is that right?”

“That’s correct, sir.”

“Thank you for yer help.”

“My pleasure, sir,” she replied, and then the line went dead.

Hanging up the phone, George’s mind raced with other possibilities.  I could ring Lou’s house.  Surely both Lou and Gordon wouldn’t have gone with Katie and her dad to St. Louis.  Or perhaps Mum would have heard from Lou again.  Perhaps she knows something.  Jeannie!  I could ring Jeannie!  If anyone knows what’s happening, it would be her!

Referring to the paper again, George placed a second call to Benton.  He considered it a good omen when the operator rang back in only five minutes to tell him his call was put through.  

“’ullo?  Jeannie?”

“George?  Is that you?” The teen’s voice came through the continuing static on the line.  George’s relief at finally getting through to someone there, however, was almost palpable.

“Yeah,” he laughed.  “It’s me, Jean!  Listen, I’ve been waiting fer word all day!  Have ya heard from Katie?”

There was a moment’s silence, leaving just the static, and causing George to worry that the call had been disconnected.  “’ullo?  Are ya there?”

“George…This is Katie!”

