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Chapter Thirty-Six

Any Time at All

Katie, Kevin, and Deirdre sat around the breakfast table.  The older couple was talking animatedly, but it was all Katie could do not to fall face-first into her bacon and eggs.  She’d finally arrived in St. Louis the previous evening, but it was well after one in the morning by the time she made it back to Benton.  Between the travel, the time change, and the lack of sleep during her vacation, she could barely move when Deirdre came into her room to wake her at ten.  

“Some coffee, Katie?” Deirdre asked, noticing the girl had trouble keeping her eyes opened.

“Mmm-hmmm….that would be great Deirdre, please,” Katie replied, putting her mug out to be filled.

“It’s nice having you home, kiddo.  Did you have a nice time?” Kevin asked.

“I had a great time, Dad!”  she answered with as much enthusiasm as she could muster.

“Poor Katie looked positively panicked when she entered the terminal and didn’t see Louise and Gordon.  I thought you were going to phone her and tell her I was going to be picking her up, Kevin!”  Deirdre chastised.

In spite of his guilt over worrying his daughter, Kevin laughed imagining Katie’s face.  “I am sorry, sweetheart --”

“Yeah, I can tell,” Katie answered evenly, causing Kevin to laugh harder.

“No, no, I really am.  I should have called.  It’s my fault entirely --”

“It certainly is!” Deirdre put in.

“Well, I’m glad the two of you found each other eventually.”

“Yeah, so am I,” Katie said dryly.

Deirdre finished her breakfast and rose from the table, clearing things away.  Katie saw this and said, “Oh, Deirdre, just leave those.  I’ll take care of cleaning up when I’ve finished.”

“Oh, you’re dead tired, darling, it’s alright.”

“No, really.  It was so sweet of you to make this wonderful spread.  I’d feel terrible if you ended up cleaning it all up, too.  I’ll take care of it.”

The older woman hesitated. “Are you sure it’s not too much bother?”

“I am…really.”

“Okay, well then, I suppose we can go for your walk, Kevin?”

“Sure.  I’m ready when you are!” Kevin replied.

“Your father’s up to a half mile, Katie.  Isn’t that wonderful?” Deirdre asked excitedly.

Swallowing the toast in her mouth, Katie looked worried.  “Well, it is, but are you sure that’s not too much?”

“No, no!  The doctor said that the more Kevin uses the leg, the more his muscles will strengthen for him regain full use again.”

“Great!  But how do you feel, Dad?”

“A bit sore afterwards, but I think that has more to do with the old man being out of shape than the injury itself!”

Katie smiled.  “Well, then you two go on ahead, and do what you need to.  I’ll just clean up and unpack….get things ready for school tomorrow.  I might have Jeanie pop over, if that’s okay.”

“Sure, Katie.  I know she’ll be anxious to hear all about your trip.  You know, all those things you did that you pray I’ll never find out about,” Kevin said with a grin.

If you only knew!  “As if I’d do anything you wouldn’t approve of!” Katie shot back mockingly.

Kevin jokingly shook a finger at her as Deirdre handed him his winter coat, slipping into her own.  “We’ll be gone about an hour or so, Katie.  Your father usually takes a bit of a rest when we get to the gazebo.”

“Okay, take your time,” she said as she walked them to the door.  “Watch out for ice patches!” she called out when they reached the sidewalk.  Her father waved at her to let her know he’d heard her.  

Katie closed the door again, rubbing her arms to warm them after being exposed to the cold.  It was much colder in Benton than it had been in either London or Liverpool.  Taking her seat at the kitchen table, Katie finished her breakfast and poured another cup of coffee that she sipped while she cleared away the remnants of breakfast.  As she washed the dishes, she thought to herself, It’s nice that Deirdre and Dad seem to be getting along so well.  At least she’s stopped calling him “Mr. Kelly”!  They look they’ve become good friends.  I’m glad.  I can’t recall Dad ever really spending time with a woman other than Mom.  Deirdre seems to really like Dad, too.  I think she’ll be really good for him, and not just as a nurse!

When she’d finished cleaning up the kitchen, Katie got a shower and set herself to the task of unpacking.  Opening her suitcase, she laughed out loud when she saw, right there on top of her folded clothes, one of George’s white dress shirts.  Now when did he do this?  Pulling it from the case, she noticed a paper in the pocket.  She opened it and read:  “Just in case you get too lonely!”  At the bottom, in tiny writing, was a postscript:  “You look better in my shirts than I do anyway!”  She laughed again and held it to her face.  She could smell the lingering aroma of his Tabac aftershave, cigarettes, and the pleasant musky scent that was all his own.  Lovingly, she placed the shirt under her pillow, and went back to unpacking.

A half-hour later, she’d finished with her task.  The only items left were the few souvenirs she’d brought back for her father, Deirdre, Jeanie, and Jeanie’s parents.  Picking up her father’s gifts, she took them to his bedroom.  She placed them in the middle of his bed where she was sure he’d see them and was just about to turn and walk out when something caught her eye.  Closing the bedroom door further, she confirmed what she’d only thought she’d seen.  There, hanging from one of the three hooks on the back of her father’s bedroom door was a woman’s nightgown.  Deirdre?!  Katie gaped at the article as she struggled to come up with some other explanation for its presence there…other than the obvious.  When she could find none, she practically ran from the room and back into her own.

“Well, are ya certain it’s hers?” George asked logically.

“Of course I am!” Katie snapped.  “Do you realize what this means, George?”

“No, what does it mean, Kate?” he tried and failed to keep the amusement out his voice.

“It means that my father and that – that woman are having…,” she paused then whispered, “…sex.”

“Really?” he whispered back mockingly.

“George…,” Katie seethed warningly.

“’ey, Katie?”

“What?”

“We’ve had sex, too.”

“That’s different,” she yelled through the phone.

“Why?”  It was all George could do to keep from laughing aloud.

“Because we’re nobody’s parents!” she yelled again.

“Aren’t we?”  he challenged calmly.

That caught Katie off guard.  “Oh,” was all she said while, on the other end of the phone, George smiled triumphantly.  “Well, then…we’re not…old.”

“I’d like to think that I’ll still be enjoying sex when I’m yer Dad’s age, which, by the way, is hardly all that ‘old.’ ‘ey, perhaps even with you, eh?”

“Oh, you’re so funny!  Stop being so damn rational all the time!  How would you feel if you found out your parents were still having sex, huh?”   

She heard George laugh on the other end, “Well, I’m fairly certain they still are!”

“Ugh!”

“And I never reckoned I was hatched, Kate!” he added with a laugh.

“Oh, for crying out loud!”

When she’d returned to her room, she desperately wanted to talk to George about her discovery, sure he’d be as indignant and shocked as she was over the whole matter.  Recalling that the boys were scheduled to appear on TV that night, she did the math, and realized that George would still be at the flat.  No sooner had she realized this than she was dialing the telephone for the overseas operator.  She was thrilled when George answered the phone….of course, that was when she expected George would be helpful.  

After going back and forth for twenty or so minutes, George finally said, “Alf’s here with the car to fetch us, Katie, so I’m going to have to ring off fer now, but, listen to me….yer Dad is only human…ya know…a man…and if he found someone to love or even just someone to enjoy a fab shag with --”

“George!  That’s my father you’re talking about!”

“…then I say, good on him!  Leave him be, Kate!  Fer his sake and yers.  Now, I have to go be a big star on the telly, so I’ll chat with ya later, alright, luv?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess so,” she answered noncommittally. 

“Right, then.  I love ya, baby girl…cheers!”

“Bye,” she replied, but he’d already hung up.  She stared at the telephone in her hand, then slowly hung up.  How could George possibly think this was okay?!  I mean…it’s my father!    Just as she was about to go off on another rant, though, some of George’s words replayed in her mind….“If he found someone to love – then I say, good on him!”  She purposely left out the bit about the “fab shag.”  If he found someone to love….Could it be?  Are Dad and Deirdre falling in love with each other?  If they are, who am I to say they shouldn’t?  Lifting her pillow, she pulled George’s shirt into her lap, caressing the fabric.  Is this how Deirdre feels about Dad?  Then shouldn’t I be happy for them?  

Katie fell back on her bed with a loud sigh.  Well, this was certainly unexpected!  She decided then and there that she would say nothing to either of them about her discovery – she would just wait for them to tell her when they were ready.  But, so help me God, I’d better not hear any strange noises coming from his bedroom or all bets are off!  The thought of her father having sex prompted such a sense of repulsion, she shouted, “Oh man, spare me!”

She nearly jumped off the bed when she heard a loud pounding at her bedroom window.  Getting up, she went to the window and pulled back the curtain to find Jeanie standing on the other side.

“When were you gonna call me, huh?” Jeanie shouted through the closed window. 

When Katie opened the door, Jeanie pushed past her and walked toward her friend’s bedroom. Katie greeted her as she followed behind.  “Hey Jeanie, I was going to call you just as soon as I finished unpacking.”  

By the time Katie had finished talking, they were already in her room.  Jeanie turned to her and said, “Looks like you are finished.”

“I am…I have…just.”

Jeanie took off her coat and mittens and tossed them over the chair, plopping unceremoniously on Katie’s bed.  “So, what did you bring me?”

“Nice manners, Jean!  What makes you think I brought you anything?”

“Because you’re my best friend, and you know that if you didn’t, you’d pay for it for a long, long time.”

“Well, I suppose it’s a good thing I brought you something, then.  Here,” Katie said, tossing a box at the other girl.

Jeanie’s eyes lit up as she tore off the paper.  Opening the box, she withdrew a blue silk scarf depicting famous London sites.  “Oh, Katie, it’s beautiful!”  

Katie was pleased that Jeanie liked the gift.  “There’s something else in there – wrapped up in the tissue paper, I think.”

Jeanie felt around and found the hidden treasure.  Tearing away the tissue paper, she withdrew a small bag with Mary Quant’s distinctive daisy logo clearly visible.  “Oh Katie, you didn’t!”

Katie smiled broadly at her friend’s reaction.  “I did!  She just came out with her own make-up line. Open it up.”

Jeanie did so, withdrawing a blusher, a pale pink – almost white – iridescent lipstick that was fast becoming all the rage among “fashionable” young women, and liquid eyeliner.  “Katie, I love it!  Thank you so much!” she gushed as she hugged the other girl.

“I’m really glad you like them!”  Picking up the lipstick, she added, “I could never wear these colors myself….”

“Oh, I’m not so sure about that.  I mean, maybe not that color exactly, but you could get away with a pale peach,” Jeanie offered helpfully.

“Maybe….I’m not that big on make-up.  Maybe if I could apply it better,” she laughed.

Jeanie sat at the mirror and started trying her new make-up out.  “Practice makes perfect, Katherine!”  Both girls burst out laughing, knowing that Jeanie was imitating Sister Anunciata, one of the sisters that taught a class they shared.  It was a favorite saying of hers and oft repeated…ad nauseum.  “Besides, you’re going to want to start dolling yourself up now that you’re the steady of a pop star.”

“Yeah, well, a pop star in England and Sweden anyway.”

“Hey, it still counts!  Besides, who knows what might happen when they appear on Ed Sullivan next month!”

Images of the mobs of fans, of being secreted to and fro, of the endless waiting, and non-stop screaming flashed in Katie’s mind.  “Yeah, who knows?” she echoed pensively.

“So,” Jeanie exclaimed, startling Katie out of her reverie, “…tell me all about the trip and spare no details.”

“Well -- ”

“Did you do it?”

“Jeanie!  That’s rather personal, don’t you think?”

“Doesn’t get much more personal, and you’re not answering the question…did you?”

“Well --”

“Ha!” Jeanie clapped her hands together gleefully.  “You did!  I knew it!  I just knew it! Slut!”

“Jeanie!” Katie half-laughed, half-shouted in exasperation.

“So, how was it?  What was it like?” she asked, leaning in conspiratorially.

Katie shrugged in embarrassment.  “I don’t know….it was…nice.”

Jeanie’s smile disappeared.  “Nice?  It was nice?  A foot rub is nice, Katie.  This is sex we’re talking about here….sex with an experienced man.  Come on, girl, details!”

“I’m not going to tell you details, Jeanie!  Let’s just say it was….better than I’d ever imagined it could be.”

“Was he – you know - gentle?”

“At first…very gentle…and sweet, too.”

“At first, huh?  Jeez, how many times did you do it?”

Katie cold feel her face starting to burn.  Averting her eyes, she stammered, “Oh, I’m not sure….I wasn’t counting.”

“Interesting,” Jeanie said slowly.  “So you did it so many times you lost count, is that it?”

“Honestly Jeanie, you are too much!  What does it matter how many times we did it?  We did it, and it was wonderful….and that’s all that matters!”  

“Wonderful?”

Katie grinned slyly, “Oh yeah!” and both girls erupted in giggles.

“Ah, the gruesome twosome ride again!” Kevin said from the doorway.

Oh shit!  How long has he been standing there?  “Hi, Daddy, how was your walk?”

“It was great!  It’s a beautiful day…not too cold….you girls should think about getting out for a while.”

Okay, he’s smiling…I don’t think he overheard anything he wasn’t supposed to!  
“Trying to get rid of us, Mr. K?” Jeanie joked.

Hmmm…maybe that’s exactly what he’s trying to do.  I imagine I’ll be putting a crimp in his style now that I’m home.  Remembering George’s advice, Katie said, “That’s a great idea, Dad!  Maybe Jeanie and I will do just that!”

“We will?”  Jeanie looked a Katie perplexed.

“Sure!  Why not?”  Katie said, handing Jeanie her coat.  “It will give us a chance to get some fresh air and we can catch up while we walk.”

“Uh, okay.”

“Great!  Well, you girls have a nice walk,” Kevin said amiably.  He had just started walking away, when he suddenly turned back. Pulling his wallet from his back pocket, he withdrew a five dollar bill.  Handing it to Katie, he suggested, “Since you’ll be out anyway, why don’t you girls enjoy a nice lunch on me!”

Taking the money, Katie struggled to keep her smile under control as she hugged him.  “That’s so sweet of you, Daddy, thank you!” 

“Yeah, thanks, Mr. Kelly!”

“You’re most welcome, girls!”

“So…” Katie started, causing Kevin to turn back.  “We’ll be gone for a while then, Dad.”

“That’s fine, honey.”

“We’ll take a nice, long walk, have a bite to eat, maybe even go and hang out at Jeanie’s, if that’s okay with you.”

“That will be fine, Katie.”

“So, figure I’ll be gone…oh….say three or four hours.  Is that okay?”

Kevin gave his daughter a strange look.  “That’s just fine, sweetheart. Just don’t make it too late – you have school tomorrow.”

“I won’t!” she replied brightly.

“Uh-huh….well, have a good time, girls,” he said as he walked away.

“You, too!” Katie called after him.

Jeanie nudged Katie’s elbow.  “What’s up?” she whispered.

Katie giggled.  “Bad choice of words, Jeanie!”

Jeanie followed Katie out of the room, more confused than ever.

The girls sat in a booth at Woolworth’s, their food before them.  Katie had shared all of the highlights of her trip to England…all but one that she was saving for now.  “Hey Jeanie?”

“Hmmm?”

“There’s one thing I haven’t told you yet.”  Katie winced inside as she realized that she was lying to her best friend…in truth, there was another thing she hadn’t told her and wasn’t sure she would tell her.

Jeanie regarded her curiously.  “What is it?”

Looking around to make sure there was no one she knew nearby, Katie leaned in and spoke quietly.  “First, you have to promise – I mean, really promise – that you won’t tell a soul, not even Mike.  Promise?”

Jeanie set her sandwich down and wiped her hands on her napkin.  Katie’s tone and expression told her that whatever it was, it was serious.  “Yeah, Katie, sure!  You know you can trust me!”

“Okay, then.”  Reaching for the chain on her neck, she pulled the necklace out completely.  Jeanie gasped aloud when she saw there, hanging next to the gold cross that belonged to Katie’s mother, a huge emerald and diamond ring.  “George gave it to me.  Jeanie, we’re engaged!”

For the first time since Katie had known her, Jeanie was speechless.  

Katie knew that there was no way that she could just show up wearing the ring on her finger.  So, while she was on the plane, although she’d felt bad doing it, she removed the ring and slipped it on the chain that she always wore.  She told herself that she’d tell her father…when the time was right.  For now, though, it needed to stay hidden and kept a secret from everyone except Jeanie.

“So?  What do you think?” Katie asked her friend.

“Jesus, Katie, I don’t know what to think!  You’re not eloping, are you?”

“No!  Of course not!”

“Oh!  Well, I’m glad to hear that.”

“The plan is for us to marry after graduation and for me to then move to London to be with George,” Katie explained.

“London.” Jeanie repeated in an even tone.

“Well…yeah, Jean.  It’s not like he can move here.”

“Why not?”

Katie gave a half-laugh at the incredulity of the question.  “Are you kidding?  He has his career there, Jean --”

“He can fly back for recordings, and, when he’s touring, it’s not like he’ll be taking you along, will he?”

“Well…no, but --”

“Then I don’t see how it matters where he lives!”

Katie was surprised at how upset Jeanie was getting and tried to backpedal a bit to calm her down.  “Aw, you know, Jeanie, it’s so far off, who knows what will happen by then, right?”

Jeanie appeared to consider this.  “I suppose,” she relented grudgingly.  “I would just hope, Katie, that you would think real hard and real long before you decided to up and move away to another country…no matter who it’s for!”

Wanting to keep peace between them, Katie only nodded.  “I will, Jeanie…I promise.”  Katie was careful not raise the issue of her engagement after that, and she knew for certain that she couldn’t tell Jeanie about the possibility of being pregnant.  Even recalling how sweet and supportive Jeanie had been that crazy day when she had thought Katie was pregnant wasn’t enough to allow Katie to feel okay about telling her.  Back then, the thought that Katie would have to leave Benton didn’t even occur to the other girl.  This would be different.  With sadness and more than a bit of anxiety, Katie accepted the fact that she would have to endure the wait to find out whether or not she was pregnant all alone.

As the week passed, Katie grew acclimated to the rhythm of being back at school and resuming her life as just an ordinary Midwestern schoolgirl.  Looking back on her vacation and at the things she and George shared and did, it felt as though those things had happened to and was done by someone else.  Even nightly conversations with George did little to diminish the sense of disconnectedness she felt. When the weekend came, however, two significant events came with it that changed everything.  

The first happened on that cold and snowy Saturday afternoon.  Katie was sitting at her desk working on her homework, and, as usual, she had the radio tuned to the local pop station.  Every Saturday, the station played a countdown of songs on the “Billboard Hot 100” that week.  Considering the massive airplay it had been getting, Katie was certain that Bobby Vinton’s “There, I’ve Said it Again” would be number one…again.  However, starting early in the morning, the station would start with the song in the one-hundredth position and make its way throughout the day up to the number one song.  By that afternoon, the show was about halfway through.  Since her attention was divided, she didn’t hear the D.J.’s introduction to the song that was at forty-fifth position, but when it started playing, she literally froze while her brain struggled to process what she was hearing.  

“Oh yeah, I’ll tell you something

I think you’ll understand

When I say that something….”

Oh my God! I know this song!  
“I want to hold your hand

I want to hold your hand

I want to hold your hand….”

As she sat in shock, she heard the phone ringing in the background.  A few seconds later, Deirdre appeared in her doorway, “Katie, Jeanie’s on the phone for you.”

Speechless, Katie could only nod her thanks as she went to the phone on her nightstand and picked up the receiver.  No sooner had she put the phone to her ear then Jeanie shouted, “Are you listening?!”

“Yes,” Katie tried to reply, the word sounding little more than a whisper.

“It’s George’s band, right?  The Beatles?  Jesus, Katie, they’re on the radio!” Katie moved the receiver a few inches from her ear so that Jeanie’s shouting wouldn’t deafen her.  “Can you believe it?  They’re already at forty-five, and the song just entered the charts!  It’s a fantastic song…these guys are great!  Katie, it’s gonna be a big hit!  They’re gonna be stars!”

Big hit….stars…Beatlemania….here in the US….it’s going to start….just like in England….

“Katie?  Are you there?”

“Huh? Oh…yeah…I’m here.”

“Are you okay?”

“Uh…yeah…I’m just a bit – you know – surprised.”

“Didn’t you know about this?”

“No, no, I didn’t.”

“That’s funny.  I would have thought George would have told you!”

“I’m not sure he even knows.”  The words struck Katie as she spoke them.  “Oh my gosh, Jeanie!  George and the guys may not even know about this yet!  I’ve got to phone them!  I’ll call you back, okay?”

“Yeah, sure!” 

Katie tapped the phone to disconnect Jeanie’s call and immediately dialed the overseas operator.  Giving the operator the number to George’s flat, Katie waited anxiously for the phone to ring.  International calls on the weekend generally took longer and her impatience made the wait seem interminable.   When the phone finally did ring ten minutes later, Katie dove across her bed to answer it.  “George?”

“I’m sorry, but the party you are trying to reach does not answer, ma’am.”

Katie’s heart sank.  “Oh.  Well, I’ll try again later, thank you.”

“You’re very welcome, ma’am.”

Looking at her clock, Katie did the calculation – it was nine fifteen in the evening in London.  In London!  But they’re in Paris!  Giving herself a mental head-slap, Katie went to her desk drawer and started digging through things, looking for the paper that had George’s schedule, phone numbers, and passwords on it.  She squealed triumphantly when she found it, and, grabbing the phone, started to dial the overseas operator again but stopped when she realized that George wouldn’t be at the hotel for another couple of hours at least.  The evening show started at 8 p.m., and, knowing the boys, they probably wouldn’t return to the hotel right away.  “Damn!” Katie cried in frustration.

The wait to phone George and tell him the news nearly drove Katie mad, especially when the song was played for a second time on another station later that night.  Finally, as the hour approached eleven at night in Paris, Katie tried the line again.  When the phone was answered in the boys’ suite, she recognized Neil’s voice right away.

“Hi Neil, it’s Katie,” she greeted him happily.

“Katie?  Well, this is a fab surprise!  How are ya, luv?”

“I’m just great.  Listen, I’m calling with some very exciting news…is George there?”

“Yeah, he’s around here somewhere.  I’ll just go find him fer ya.  Hold the line, okay?”

“Sure!”  

Neil must have just set the receiver down without pressing the hold button as she could hear the sounds of numerous voices in conversation.  Toying with the phone cord, she listened closely, trying discern George’s voice in the melee.  She felt the adrenaline course through her as, yet again, she heard several very distinctly female voices.  She straightened when she heard one of those voices call George’s name.  Covering her free ear with her hand, she tried to listen even more closely.

“’ullo, Katie?”

“Hi George,” she replied flatly.

“It’s good to hear from ya, luv!” he slurred drunkenly.

“I’m sure it is.  Am I interrupting anything?”  

“Nah, just a bit of an after-show party is all.”  He was too inebriated to notice the sarcasm in her tone.  “So, what’s going on?  Neil told me that you said you had some exciting news.”

Katie briefly considered not telling him just for spite, but relented when she remembered that there were quite a few other men there those women might “belong” to.  So, she told George the news about the Billboard chart and hearing the song again playing on a different station.  Not surprisingly, he was thrilled, and, while she was still on the line, he called the other three over and made Katie repeat the entire story again.

“Well, now we have reason to celebrate!” George shouted.

“It doesn’t seem like you ever need a reason,” Katie quipped snidely.

“Ah, true enough, luv!” George laughed, missing the iciness in her tone again.

They rang off a short time later with George promising that he’d ring her back the following afternoon.  Hanging up the phone, Katie sat on her bed and considered what life would be like if the boys had the same success in America as they had in Europe.  A part of her felt guilty when she realized that was something she was not looking forward to….but, whether it happened or not….it was out of her hands.  Just then, she noticed that the song playing on the radio was Doris Day’s “Que Sera, Sera” and laughed mirthlessly at the irony.

The second major event that weekend happened early the next morning.  Deirdre and Kevin were sitting at the kitchen table enjoying a leisurely breakfast when they heard Katie moving about in her room.  Hearing her enter the bathroom, Deirdre rose from the table and went to the door.

“Katie, I have some breakfast fixed, dear, if you’d like to join us!” Deirdre called through the bathroom door.

“Thanks, Deirdre, I’ll be there in a few minutes!”

Deirdre had turned and just crossed the threshold to the kitchen when she and Kevin heard Katie shout, “THANK YOU, LORD!!!!”

The older couple looked at each other in shock.  “What is that all about?” Kevin asked with a laugh.

“I have no idea!” Deirdre replied, her eyes wide.

A few minutes later, Katie came bounding into the kitchen, smiling brightly.  Going to her father, she gave him a kiss, “Good morning, father dear!”

“Uh, good morning, daughter dear!”

Much to Deirdre’s surprise, Katie then went over to where she stood at the stove, dishing out Katie’s breakfast and gave her a kiss.  “Thank you, Deirdre, it smells delicious!”

“You-You’re welcome, Katie,” Deirdre answered, looking quizzically from Katie to Kevin and back again.

“Everything okay, princess?” Kevin asked suspiciously.

“Everything is wonderful, Daddy, just wonderful!”

“Uh-huh,” he dead-panned in response.

“Katie, would you like to join your father and me for his walk this morning?” Deirdre asked uncertainly.

“Thanks, Deirdre, another time, maybe.  I have to call George right after breakfast,” Katie replied pleasantly.

“Well…we could wait for you,” Kevin suggested, looking to Deirdre for her agreement.

“Sure, it’s not like we’re on a schedule or anything,” Deirdre offered.

“Well, if you’re sure you wouldn’t mind….”

“Not at all, Katie.  Go ahead and eat, then you can make your call, and we’ll go.  Your father and I can just have a nice talk over coffee while we wait.”

“Great!”

It didn’t take Katie long to finish her meal – she had far more pressing matters on her mind that morning.

Thankfully, it didn’t take long for the call to go through.  Katie thought she would have burst if she had to wait a moment longer to share the news.

“This is a nice surprise,” George said, meaning it.

“I’m not interrupting?” she asked nervously.

“Nah, not really.  We’re just talking to fellas from the press…ya know, informal-like.  I was in need of a break anyway,” he assured her.

Katie sighed in relief.  “I just thought you’d want to know right away….”

“Eh?  What’s that, luv?” George asked in concern.

Looking around the door to ensure that her father and Deirdre were still in the kitchen, Katie lowered her voice a bit and said enigmatically, “My…uh…friend came.”

“Oh, is Jeanie there?  ‘LO JEANIE!” he shouted into the phone, prompting Katie to pull the phone from her ear in startled response.

“No..no, George.  It’s not Jeanie!”

“Oh, sorry,” he giggled, “Who’s this friend then?”

“No, George!  You’re not getting it….umm….My Aunt Flo is here...,” she tried again, waiting for George to catch on.

“What aunt?  You don’t have an aunt, Katie….”

“No -”

“Oh, wait a mo, ya mean she’s a family friend who’s like an aunt or sommat, yeah?”

“Geo -”

“Still, fancy that, yer friend and yer aunt both showing up at the same time!  I reckon it’s a right party at yer house now, eh?”

“GEORGE!” Katie shouted in frustration.

“Wha’?”

“Listen to me,” she said evenly.  “Listen very closely, okay?”

“Okay,” George replied in bewilderment.

Speaking very slowly and with great emphasis, Katie attempted again, “George…when I was there with you, remember how worried I was about having to possibly replace my typewriter because my period key was broken?  Well, my period key is working now.  Do you understand me?”

There was a momentary silence on George’s end.  Thank God he finally gets it!  she thought in relief.  However, when George finally answered, he sounded more perplexed than ever. “I don’t know what yer going on about, I didn’t even know ya had a typewriter, Kate!”  

Katie groaned aloud, clapping her hand over her eyes.  “Oh George!  For Pete’s sake, I got my period….I’m not pregnant!” she explained in exasperation.  Removing her hand, she looked up…and into Deirdre’s shocked face.  

