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Chapter Twenty- Two

Devil in Her Heart
Katie gently replaced the receiver on the base of the phone, and sat quietly staring out of the window.  The events of the past day had left her feeling exhausted and vulnerable, and, even now that the worst had passed, she still felt on edge, and this call nearly pushed her over.  The surgeons at Franklin Hospital had managed to save her father’s leg, but it would require further surgeries by the orthopedic surgeons at USL – and significant physical therapy – before he would regain any use of it.  She had desperately wanted to accompany him to St. Louis, but, through the grogginess of the lingering anesthesia and effects of pain killers, he insisted she remain in Benton.  No amount of protest on her part would convince him otherwise.  

She was originally supposed to stay with the Caldwell’s, but, like so many things that had happened that day, those plans changed, too.  When she started coming to from the tranquilizer she’d been given, it took her several moments to remember where she was and what had happened.  The vision of her father, bloodied and unconscious flashed in her mind, and she bolted upright on the stretcher.  The next thing she saw was the face of her best friend, concerned and imploring that she lie back down.  Jeannie…it’s Jeannie…but, something’s not right about this…why? - oh…right…we had an argument…we’re not talking…but…but, she’s here…smiling…stroking my hair…speaking softly.  She doesn’t look angry…I don’t feel angry…I feel…scared…and she’s here…and I’m glad…I’m glad…thank you, Jeannie…thank you….  She had fallen back into a drug-induced sleep for another couple of hours.  When she’d awakened a second time, she was more alert, and it was Louise she saw by her bed.  

“Here, luv…have a bit of water,” Louise said, holding the cup to Katie’s lips with one hand, her other arm was around the girl’s shoulders, helping her to sit up.  When Katie had enough, she nodded and lay back down.  

Turning her head to look around the small, empty room, she sadly murmured, “I dreamt Jeannie was here.”

Louise leaned over the stretcher, straightening the sheet and blanket around Katie.  “That was no dream, darling, Jeannie is here – has been since half-eight this morning.”

Katie’s eyes widened in surprise, “She is?  Her mom let her stay home from school?”

Louise chuckled, “I think her mum just realized that there was nothing that would have kept Jeannie away!”

“Where is she?”

“She and her mum went down to the coffee shop to get a bite to eat.  She’ll be back shortly, I’m sure.”  Glancing at the teen, Louise noticed the tears welled in her eyes.  Smiling sympathetically, she ran a hand through Katie’s auburn curls, “That’s wonderful thing about best mates, isn’t it?”  Katie looked at her curiously.  “No matter what comes between the two of you, when you really need each other, you’re there for each other, eh?”  Whether or not Louise knew what she and Jeannie had argued about, Katie would never know, but the truth of the woman’s words opened the emotional floodgates, and she nodded in agreement as she fought a losing battle trying to wipe away the tears before they fell.

Once the decision to move Kevin to the hospital in St. Louis had been made, Gordon and Louise immediately started planning the logistics of getting Katie there.  She could have gone with Kevin in the ambulance, but then, she would have been on her own – an option Louise rejected out of hand.  When Kevin awoke, however, it all became a moot point…Katie was to stay in Benton and return to school as soon as she was able.  Though they were initially surprised by Kevin’s decision, both the Caldwell’s and Ann Clancy came to see the wisdom in it.  No one knew, after all, just how long Kevin would be in the hospital or how long his convalescence would be.  There simply was no way for Katie to remain with Kevin, and, now, knowing that, in time, he’d be relatively recuperated, there really was no reason for her to.  

It was Jeannie who first made the suggestion that Katie stay at the Clancy’s.  She’d overheard Gordon and Louise having a discussion about moving Katie’s things into the spare room where Gorge and Peter had stayed earlier that fall.  Though Louise knew Jeannie quite well, she wasn’t much acquainted with Jeannie’s parents and, so, at first, was hesitant to agree.  Kevin, after all, had left Katie in their care.  However, one look in Katie’s eyes, and she relented.  The child’s been through so much already, perhaps being with her friend will help keep her mind off of more unpleasant things.  In the end, it was decided that Katie would move in with the Clancy’s and that both families would take turns driving Katie to St. Louis on the weekends to visit her father.  

By the time she was almost finished settling in the room she would share with Jeannie, it was quite late, and the two girls were the only ones still awake in house.  She was just bringing in the last of the boxes she’d hastily packed from her own bedroom when the telephone rang.  Surprised that anyone would be calling at the late hour, and not wanting the ringing phone to wake anyone else, she picked up the receiver, nearly dropping the box she held when she heard the familiar cadence of an overseas operator.  Used to hearing that “London is calling,” she was confused at the name of the city the operator stated the call was coming from….maybe it’s not George?  But why would it be George anyway?  He doesn’t even know where I am!  Why would he be calling here?  The mystery only deepened when the operator instructed the caller to “go ahead”….

“’ullo?  Jeannie?”  It was undeniably George’s voice.  

Why is he phoning Jeannie?  Katie had momentarily forgotten that boys were touring Sweden that week.  Perhaps that’s why the static on the line was so terrible….she could barely hear what George was saying.  

“George?  Is that you?”  Katie asked in disbelief.

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

So, that’s why he’s calling Jeannie!  Katie realized with great relief.  Although she had been confused, she hadn’t realized just how upset she was getting until that moment.  It then hit her that he’d called her “Jean.”  He doesn’t know it’s me!  The static on his end must be even worse!

“’ullo?  Are ya there?”

“George…This is Katie!”

She wasn’t sure what reaction she was expecting, however, it certainly wasn’t the one he gave her.  

“Katie?!  Where the fuck have ya been?  I’ve been waiting all day to hear from you!” he shouted into the phone.

Taken back by his outburst, Katie stood silently holding the phone an inch from her ear, searching for some kind of response.  “Uh…I-I just….”

“Have ya any idea how fucking worried I’ve been?  When were ya going to ring me, eh?” he ranted on.

Sheepishly, Katie tried to apologize.  “I’m sor….”

“Yer wha’?!  I’ve been ringing everybody I can think of trying ta get word – I just now thought to ring Jeannie and there ya are!  Bloody hell, Kate!  What the fuck were ya thinking?”

Katie plopped into the chair next to the small table that held the phone.  George’s harsh words stung her, but she couldn’t get a word in edgewise.  Suddenly though, a thought struck her….Why is yelling at me?  He should understand how horrible this day has been. I mean, it’s my father!   Instead, he’s getting angry at me because my first priority wasn’t to call him back?  

“Kate!  Are ya still there?!” he yelled.

Taking a deep breath to calm herself, Katie stood.  Keeping her voice even so she’d refrain from shouting as George was, she replied, “I’m here, George.  You know, I get that you were worried, and I appreciate that, but there was an awful lot going on today and now – just now – I’m moved in here at Jeannie’s.”

“What?  Katie I can’t hear you!”

Raising her voice just a bit, she repeated, “I said, I’ve just moved in here at Jeannie’s.”

“Well,” he grumbled, “…ya should’ve rung me, Katie,” After a few seconds of silence, George asked in a gentler tone, “How’s yer dad?”

Katie felt herself getting emotional again, and struggled to keep it in check.  “He’s better, he….”  

Just then, on the other end of the line, she heard a girl’s voice, “Hey Georgie, what are you doing on the phone, luv?  It’s a party!  Come on, baby, don’t stay locked up in here all by yourself!”

Katie couldn’t hear George’s response.  Whatever he was saying was muffled – probably because he’d placed his hand over the mouthpiece.  Just as suddenly, George was back on the line, acting as though nothing had happened, “Sorry, luv, you were saying…?”

“Who was that, George?” she asked in an even voice.

“Erm…just one of the girls the lads had brought up fer a drink.”  When he realized that his explanation was met with silence, he added with an audible sigh, “It’s nothing fer you ta worry ‘bout, Katie!”

“Oh no?” she asked sarcastically.

“No…it’s not,” he replied with conviction. “Now, go on with what you were saying.”

“‘Baby’?”

“Eh?”

“She called you ‘baby.’”

“So what?” he asked in exasperation.

“So…how does that amount to ‘nothing to worry about,’ George?”

“Listen, Katie, I’m not going to lie to ya.  Sure, there are girls who try to…ya know…get my…attention.  But, as long as I’m not doing anything wrong, there’s nothing fer you to worry ‘bout, okay?  You should know by now, Kate, I love you.”  He stressed emphatically.

“So, that would be one of those girls trying to get your attention?” she asked acerbically.

“Yeah…maybe…I don’t know,” he answered tiredly.  The truth was, he really didn’t know, although he suspected she probably was.  He didn’t know her.  He’d never even seen the girl before, but he reckoned she was one of the other stewardesses Mal had brought in for the boys.

“Please, Katie…Tell me about yer dad…tell me about yerself.  I’ve been worrying all day,” he pleaded.

Letting the matter pass for the time being, but filing it away for a future discussion, Katie proceeded to tell George everything that had happened that day.  Even though she remained somewhat upset, she was moved when, in response to her concern about her father being left on his own so far from home, George offered to pay to have Kevin put in a private room and have around-the-clock nursing care arranged for him.  Katie gratefully accepted the offer, believing it would not only help her dad, but would go a long way toward putting George in her father’s good graces. A short while after that, George told her that he had to ring off to get ready for the concert.  She struggled to keep from asking him if the girl she’d heard would be going as well.  Repeatedly throughout their short conversation, he’d told her that he wished he could be with her.  As she echoed the sentiment, she recalled their time together with a bittersweet nostalgia.  In Benton, George was her’s, but with him so far away now, she wasn’t so sure. When he finally did hang up, it was with the promise that he would have Brian see to the arrangements for Kevin and the assurance that he loved her, but, afterwards, as she sat in the Clancy’s darkened hallway, she kept hearing the girl who – unlike her - was with George in Sweden…“It’s a party!  Come on, baby….”  

Resigned to the fact that there was nothing she could do about George for the time being, she bent over and retrieved the box.  As she neared the low light in the kitchen, she looked down into the contents and saw a recent newspaper clipping George sent her.  It was an article that was written about him, and it was quite flattering.  There was hardly a day that went by now that an article or picture of the boys didn’t appear in the British papers, but George was especially proud of this one.  Entering Jeannie’s room, Katie dropped the box on her bed, and, picking up the clipping, held it out toward Jeannie.

“What’s this?” Jeannie asked.

“An article the Daily Mail wrote about George.  I didn’t think you’d seen it yet,” Katie answered as she sat on the edge of the bed, moving various items from the box to the drawers.

After a few minutes, Jeannie said, “Nice article.  They really love those boys over there, don’t they?”

“Are you kidding?  They’re like…I dunno…national heroes, or something!”

“Man,” Jeannie shook her head in admiration as she looked over the article, “…Elvis didn’t even get that kind of attention over here!  Maybe it’s because we’re a bigger….”

Jeannie’s unfinished thought and sudden silence caught Katie’s attention.  Looking over at her friend, she saw Jeannie staring open-mouthed at the clipping.  Looking more closely at the paper, Katie noticed that what Jeannie was staring at wasn’t the article itself, but whatever was on the reverse side of it.  “What?  What is it?” Katie asked curiously.

“Umm…nothing,” Jeannie lied….badly.

Walking over to where Jeannie sat, Katie reached down and snatched the clipping out of her hands.  Looking at the reverse side of the clipping, Katie felt a rush of adrenaline course through her body.  It was a photo…of George…of George and a girl.  She read the caption beneath the photo:  “Beatle, George Harrison, enjoying a night on the town with an unidentified girlfriend.” 

Girlfriend? Katie looked, quickly calculating that the photo had been taken sometime in the past two weeks.

“I’m sure it’s nothing, Katie.  There’ll be a perfectly reasonable explanation, you’ll see,” Jeannie tried to reassure her.

Katie glanced over at her friend and back at the photo.  “Yeah, I know…,” she murmured unconvincingly.  After several moments passed, Jeannie scrambled off her bed and went over to Katie.  Gently taking the clipping from her, she said, “But you’re not gonna find out tonight, so…let’s just forget about this for now,” she said, laying the paper back in the box, and removing the box from the bed.  “You need some sleep, hon.  You’ve had a long and scary day.”  She continued to talk as she turned down Katie’s bed, “You can just wear one of my nightgowns for tonight.  Tomorrow, you can unpack the rest of your things while I’m at school, okay?”

Katie nodded mutely, allowing Jeannie to take over.  She couldn’t think anymore, and she didn’t want to.  She was past the point of exhaustion, both physically and emotionally.  So she let Jeannie guide her.  When she was finally in bed and Jeannie had pulled the covers over her, she closed her eyes and willed herself to relax.  Not even two hours later, Jeannie had the light on and was shaking Katie to wakefulness.  

“Wh-What? What’s going on?” she croaked as she shielded her eyes against the glare of the light.  Only then did she Jeannie’s mother standing at the foot of the bed, staring at her worriedly.

“Jesus, Katie, you were screaming!” Jeannie replied in a quivering voice.  “You scared the hell out of me!”  Katie knew it was the truth, too – Jeannie didn’t even blink when she swore in front of her mother.

“Are you alright, Katie?” Ann Clancy asked - the concern evident in her tone.

“Umm…yeah, I guess.  I must have had a nightmare,” Katie needlessly explained as she ran her hand over her face.

“Okay…,” Mrs. Clancy said, hovering uncertainly in the doorway.  “Try to get some sleep, girls.”

“G’night, Mom,” Jeannie called as mother left the room.

Turning back to see her friend trying to wipe the sweat off her forehead and face, Jeannie reached over and grabbed several tissues, “Here,” she said softly as she handed them to Katie.

“Thanks, Jean,” Katie said as she took the wad and wiped her face and neck.

Looking at Katie apprehensively, Jeannie asked, “Are you alright?”

“Yeah,” Katie smiled sleepily.  “Rough day, ya know.  I keep seeing my dad when he was brought into the hospital,” she explained as she twisted the tissues in her hand.   “I thought he was dead, Jeannie…,” she added in a choked whisper.

Seeing the tears flowing down Katie’s cheeks, Jeannie reached for the tissues again, pulling the box within Katie’s reach.  

“Thing is, Katie,” Jeannie started in a low voice, “…you weren’t calling out for your father.”

“I wasn’t?” Katie asked in confusion.

“No….You were calling out for George.”

"George?” she repeated.  Jeannie nodded in confirmation.  “I don’t know….maybe my mind is just confusing everything”

“Maybe…,” Jeannie allowed.  “You think you can go back to sleep?”  Katie nodded.

 “Alright…wake me if you need me, though, okay?”

“Okay,” Katie whispered.

Jeannie climbed into her own bed and turned out the light, but Katie lay awake, staring out into the shadows.  What she didn’t let on to Jeannie was that she remembered the nightmare she’d had.  Certainly, her mind was confusing the day’s events.  In her dream, she saw her father lying on the stretcher again, only, this time, George was there with her.  Suddenly, the girl from the photo was there, too, and she was pulling George away, saying, “It’s a party…C’mon baby.”  Though George’s face was filled with regret, he started walking away with the girl who was encouraging him each step, repeatedly saying, “C’mon baby.”

After a restless night, Katie was still half-awake when Jeannie’s alarm went off.  Against her friend’s discouragement, she got up and kept her company as she prepared herself for school.

When Jeannie was leaving the house, Katie walked her to the porch.  Stepping out into the bright morning, the cold air enveloped her.  It felt bracing and refreshing, and Katie welcomed the sensation.

“Don’t forget to get my books, Jeannie.”

“For the third time, Katie, I won’t!” 

“I’ll probably go back tomorrow,” Katie said absently, her disinterested gaze wandering around the neighborhood.

“There’s no need to rush, Katie.  No one is expecting you back this week, you know,” Jeannie argued.

“I know…it’s just better than sitting around dwelling on things,” she reasoned.

“Well, maybe….”

“Hey Katie!  Hi Jeannie!”  Phil called out as he walked toward the Clancy house.  Phil Antonelli had lived in the same house all his life, and it was only four doors down from Jean Clancy’s.  As he approached the two girls, they each greeted him.

“I was really sorry to hear about your dad’s accident, Katie.  I hope he’s okay,” the boy offered sincerely.

“He is, Phil, thanks,” Katie replied with a smile that made his heart beat a bit faster and colored his cheeks.  Seeing this, Jeannie gave a small laugh that she tried – and failed - to cover by coughing.  Katie’s smile widened just a tad.

“You heading to school, Jean?” he asked her friend.

“Sure am,” she said with a covert wink at Katie.

“Okay if I walk with you?” he asked politely.

“Of course it is!  We’re both going in the same direction, aren’t we?” she yelled at the boy in exasperation.  “Spare me!” she said to Katie with a roll of her eyes.

“Great!”  the boy replied, oblivious, or just plain ignoring, Jeannie’s rudeness.  “See ya, Katie!  Give your dad my best when you talk to him, huh?”

“I’ll do that, Phil, thanks,” Katie answered as she watched the two walk away.  He is kind of cute, I guess…in a dorky way!  Like he’ll grow up and become the bumbling professor or something.  I mean, the guy’s a genius now…can you imagine what he’ll be like in ten years or so?  Come on….  She winced at the familiar phrase.  Suddenly, though, an idea struck her….

“C’mon baby….”

“Hey, Phil!” she called out to the boy.  He stopped and turned in her direction, “Can I talk to you for a second?”  She saw him turn and say something to Jeannie who just waved and continued walking to school while he walked back to Katie.

When he reached the house, he propped one foot on the bottom step and smiled, “What’s up, Katie?”

Now that he was here, she was starting to lose her nerve.  A moment ago, and not for the first time, she was all but certain that George was cheating on her.  In her mind, there was plenty of evidence pointing in that direction, most especially the girls’ voices she so frequently heard in the background when he phoned.  Last night, though, had been the last straw.  First, there had been the girl in his room calling him “baby,” and then the photo of him and another girl on a date!  No…it was time to give George Harrison a taste of his own medicine.

She looked at the young man staring up at her patiently, waiting for her to explain what she’d called him back for.

“Beatle, George Harrison, enjoying a night on the town with an unidentified girlfriend….”

 “Umm…remember when you asked me to the Christmas Cotillion?”

“Sure, I remember!  Why?”

“I’m not going to lie to ya.  Sure, there are girls who try to…ya know…get my…attention….”

“Well, if you haven’t already asked someone else, I’d love to go with you.”

The blonde boy smiled.  That morning, Phillip Antonelli’s fondest wish had been granted.

