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Chapter Forty-Two

What You’re Doing 

The shrill ring of the telephone woke Katie, and, as she struggled to wade through the lingering fog in her head, it occurred to her that she had not phoned George the previous night to let him know she’d arrived safely.  Immediately, she suspected that’s who was calling, but she couldn’t garner the energy to move from her bed.  Besides, it might not even be him, and I’ll have made the effort for nothing, she reasoned.  So, she laid there and listened to the conversation taking place on the other side of the door.

“Hello?”  Deirdre.

“Yes, certainly.”  Uh-huh….she’s accepting a long distance phone call….it is George.

“Hello, George,” Deirdre greeted the Beatle amiably.  Oh good!  I’m glad she’s not upset and blaming him for what happened last night.  I wonder if Dad is though….

Katie had to strain her ears to hear what Deirdre was saying after that.  “No, I’m sorry, George, but Katie’s not awake just yet….Yes, yes, it is late for her,” Deirdre agreed with a small laugh.  

Silence….then, “Well, to tell the truth, dear, she had a bit of rough night….No, nothing like that.  She was – well…George, she was very upset.”  Oh no!  Deirdre, please don’t!  

Katie wanted to hop out of her bed and grab the telephone from the woman before she said too much, but her limbs felt like rubber, and she just couldn’t manage it.  What the hell was in that pill she gave me?!  She could only lie in her bed and listen to the half of the conversation that she could hear.

“George, how was she acting when she left there yesterday?....well, yes, I’m sure she was, but, what I mean is…was she behaving that way – I don’t know – more so than usual?....I see....Well, dear, the reason I’m asking is because we had a very bad situation when she arrived home….no, it was over having to leave you….Yes….Well, it was bad enough, George, that I had to sedate her….No, a pill….Valium - it’s a tranquilizer.  That’s probably why she’s still asleep….I don’t know.  No, Louise didn’t say anything at all.  Of course, we didn’t see her last night, but I’m sure she would have told us if anything had happened….”  Oh God, oh God, oh God – she’s telling him everything!

“Yes, well, I’m sure you already know that Brian was here and talked to us about it.”  Brian?!  He was here?  When?  Why? 

 “Honestly, before last night, I would have said it was an impossibility, but after what happened here when she returned home – let’s just say, things are looking quite different today….Well, George, let’s do be honest about things, Katie is very young….Yes, Kevin said he would phone Brian today to discuss it with him.”  Wait a second! What’s looking different today? Dad’s calling Brian to discuss what? 

 “No, Katie knows nothing about it, George, and, for now anyway, Kevin would like it to stay that way.”  What don’t I know about?  And what has it got to do with Brian…and Daddy? 

 “Let’s just say that he is more inclined today to allow her to go….Now, George, please don’t get too excited….Yes, yes, I’m sure you would, but there’s something you need to know, dear.  Kevin knows that you and Katie have been – well – intimate.”  WHAT?!  Oh, Deirdre, you didn’t!  Oh my God! My father knows?

 “Angry?  He was furious, George!  Really, dear, what do you expect?....Well, love or not, George, Katie is a sixteen year old girl, and it was way too soon for her….Honestly, since you’re asking my opinion, I’d have to say that you’re going to need to do everything in your power to assure him that, if he allows her to complete her last year of school there in London, she actually will be able to finish.” 

The grogginess notwithstanding, Katie bolted upright in her bed, her eyes made wider with surprise.  “Complete my last year in London?!” she repeated in shock.  “Dad is going to let me move to London?”  Her heart was pounding as a flash of adrenaline coursed through to every nerve ending in her body. Her thoughts were in such a joyful muddle, however, that she didn’t hear Deirdre ring off from the phone call a few seconds later.  

The woman poked her head through the doorway of Katie’s bedroom.  “Did you call me, darling?”

“Dad is letting me move to London?!” Katie shouted elatedly, kneeling up in her bed.

Deirdre glanced out into hallway nervously, then, entering the room, she closed the door, waving at Katie to keep her voice her down.  “You were listening?” she whispered hotly.

“Well, I didn’t mean to,” Katie explained uneasily, keeping her voice low.  “I just couldn’t get out of bed to come to the phone.”

With a wry grin, Deirdre said, “Well, it certainly doesn’t look as though you’re having that problem now!”

“Hah!  I’m not!  Oh, Deirdre, this is wonderful!” she exclaimed, falling back against her pillow in bliss.

“Katie,” Deirdre started warningly.  “If you were listening, then you heard what I told George.”

It took Katie a moment to understand that Deirdre was referring to Kevin knowing that she and George had sex.  When she remembered, Katie sobered.  “Oh that….yeah, I heard.”

“So then you know that Kevin is not agreeing to this because he wants to,” Deirdre stated sternly.

Duly chastened, Katie replied simply, “I know.”

“I’m sure he’s going to have plenty to say to both you and your young man,” Deirdre admonished further.

“Is he terribly angry?”  Katie ventured cautiously.

Deirdre tilted her head and looked at her as if to say “what do you think?” 

Picking at the edge of her nightgown, Katie said apprehensively, “Oh man, I’m not looking forward to that conversation.”

“Nor would I, if I was you….Listen, Katie, you really had us frightened last night.  That’s the only reason your father is even considering this,” Deirdre warned her.  “For my part, I thought you were having a nervous breakdown!”

Katie sat cross-legged on her bed, hugging her pillow to her chest.  “I think I sort of was, Dee,” she said seriously.  “I just felt so…so – I dunno – so hopeless, I guess…like I was doomed to feel that way for a long, long time…forever, if I lost George.”

Taking a seat on the side of the bed, Deirdre cupped the girl’s cheek with one hand.  “It wouldn’t have been forever, Katie, even if you and George didn’t make it.  You hurt…you deal with it…you move on…and, if you’re lucky, you find love again.”

“Don’t say that,” Katie whispered sadly.  “Me and George…we’ll be okay….as long as I can be with him.”

“First of all, you don’t know that, Katie.  You could go to London, be with George, and discover that you weren’t meant to be together after all.” Katie looked up at her sharply.  Ignoring the look, she continued, “Secondly, if you do go to London, you most certainly won’t be staying with George.  You’ll be living in a dormitory at school, and there would be rules, Katie, rules you and George would have to respect and keep.”

“I’d do anything, Deirdre!” Katie assured her sincerely.  “I’m sure George would, too.” 

“Well, before you say that, Katie, you should try to imagine what it will feel like living so far from home.  You won’t always be with George, plus you won’t have your family and friends around you, either.  I’m sure you’ll have no problem making new friends at school, but it will be in another country, another culture.  And I’m sure any school won’t allow the almost daily late night phone calls, either.  You should think about how all of that might feel.”

“I’d see George more than I can now, and that’s all that matters,” the teen stressed emphatically.

Deirdre gazed at the girl silently for a time, then sighing, she stood and brushed the wrinkles from her skirt.  “There’s a bit of time before any of this happens, Katie.  I wish you would consider what I’ve said here.”

Feeling a bit guilty, Katie conceded, “I will, Dee.  I’m just really excited right now.”

“Mmmm…well, your father is going to be none too happy when he finds out that you know.  He wanted it kept from you for the time being.”

“I heard you say that Brian came here and talked to Daddy.  Is that why?  To ask if I could move to London?”

Deirdre nodded.  “George had asked him to look into schools a couple of months ago.”

Katie smiled.  “So, George is really behind all of this?”

“Yes, he asked Brian to come here and talk to Kevin,” Deirdre replied.  Anxiously, she added, “…but Katie…you have to understand that there’s going to be a reckoning of sorts.  Your father is going to want to speak with you about…well, what you and George have been doing.  Now, he doesn’t know that you have already had one pregnancy scare, but I’m sure that’s something that he’s going to want some assurances about…that and the obvious concern that his teenage daughter is having premarital sex.”

Katie chewed on her nail nervously and nodded.  “I know,” she answered softly.

“So, show him that you possess enough maturity to admit when you’ve been wrong – or done wrong – and that you’re willing accept the consequences, okay?” Katie nodded again, and Deirdre turned to leave, but suddenly turned back, “Oh!  I almost forgot….George said to tell you that he will phone you this afternoon from New York, before he gets on the plane to London.”

“Okay, thanks, Dee.”

After a moment’s hesitation, Deirdre went to the girl and, leaning down, embraced her warmly.  Grateful for all that Deirdre brought her and her father, Katie hugged her back.  The older woman straightened then and regarded the girl in front of her.  Affectionately brushing the heavy fringe from Katie’s eyes, she said, “I know that it feels like George is your entire world now, darling, but there are others who love you, too, and we’d miss you if you weren’t here.  When you think about all those things moving to London will bring you, please spare a few moments to think about all you’d be leaving behind, hmmm?  Moving so far away may not be as great as you think it might be.”

Staring out the window, Katie nodded.  When Deirdre left the room, she whispered tenaciously, “It will be, as long as I get to be with George!”

The boys were busy packing up their luggage and playing it up for the Maysles’ brothers’ camera.  They had moved back into the Deauville Hotel the previous day, and, despite being there only overnight, they had created a mess in their rooms.  Clothing, instruments, magazines, and newspapers were strewn about the entire suite. Eventually, George left the entertainment to Paul and Ringo and went in search of Brian.  He was floating on cloud nine and wanted to thank his friend and manager for the intervention on his behalf with Kevin Kelly.  He found Brian, sitting at the desk in his suite, talking on the telephone.  While Brian completed his conversation, George made small talk with the manager’s secretary…an attractive middle-aged blonde by the name of Wendy Hanson. 

Sitting on the arm of the couch, he nodded in Brian’s direction, and asked, “Whose he talking to?” 

“Sid Bernstein in New York,” she replied with a friendly smile.  “They’re discussing the possibility of having you boys perform at Shea Stadium next year.”

“What’s that?”  George asked cluelessly.

“Ah…a baseball stadium, I believe.”

“Outdoors?!  That’s mad!  We’d never get that many fans to come out in one area just to come to a concert, even if it is New York!”  he noted with incredulity.

Wendy merely shrugged noncommittally.  Changing the subject, she asked, “So, are you boys glad to be going home?”

George picked up a magazine from the coffee table and was aimlessly flipping through its pages as he answered, “Oh yeah!  It’s been great – especially Miami – but I’m ready to go.”  Tossing the magazine back on the table, he stared out the large window across the room at the Atlantic Ocean that lay beyond and added quietly, “I just wish that Katie was coming with me….”

Wendy looked at the young man sympathetically. “Did she and your sister get back to Illinois alright?”

Snapping out of his reverie, he replied, “Yeah…yeah, they did…got in late last night coz they had to go through Chicago first.”

“Yes, I know,” she said, laughing.  “I’m the one who made the reservations, remember?  I am sorry about the additional stop, but that was the only flight that had two first class seats available.”

George smiled shyly, “Ah, ‘salright, Wendy.”

Just then, Brian hung up the phone and walked over to where George sat perched on the arm of the sofa.  “Hello, George!  Everything going alright?  Are you lads just about all packed?”

George nodded.  “Well, me, Paul, and Ritchie are, anyway….I can’t say if John and Cyn are,” he replied.

“Well, ready or not, we have to leave for the airport in less than an hour,” Brian warned.  Then, with expression of distaste, added, “I only hope that we don’t have the mess we had coming in!  I’ve spoken with Miami’s Chief of Police about the hideously lax security we witnessed earlier, and he personally guaranteed me that there would more than triple the number of policemen there today.”

“Good!”  George grimaced at the memory of hearing how the fans had broken through the large plate glass window and created general havoc when the group had arrived.

“Well, yes, it is good, but we’re paying for it, believe me!”  Brian said crossly.  Then, realizing that none of the boys ever sought him out just to chat, he asked, “Was there something you needed, George?”

“Er, yeah.  I wanted to talk to you about something,” he glanced pointedly towards Wendy, who was busy straightening files and placing them neatly in Brian’s briefcase, oblivious to George’s attention.

Picking up on the hint, Brian cleared his throat, and asked, “Wendy, would you mind terribly excusing George and me for a few minutes?”

She looked up from her task in surprise.  “Oh!  Certainly….excuse me,” she responded, and she left the room, making sure the door was securely shut behind her.

Once the secretary was gone, Brian turned back toward George.  “So, what can I do for you, George?”  He was taken back when he saw the huge grin George wore.

“I just wanted to thank ya fer yer help, Bri!”

Smiling but confused, Brian replied, “I’m sorry, George.  I don’t quite follow…my help with what?”

“With Katie’s dad!” George cried as if were obvious.

“Oh dear!” Brian exclaimed anxiously.  “George, I haven’t had the chance to speak with you privately about all this…either Katie was around or someone else was, but…well, you see…it didn’t go very well.  Mind you, I gave it my best pitch, but Kevin would not be moved.  I’m afraid he was quite adamant about the whole thing…there’s no way he’s going to allow his teenage daughter to move so far from home.  I am sorry, George!”  When he’d finished explaining, he looked at George, expecting the boy to be devastated, but, instead, George was grinning like a madman.  Did he not understand what I’ve just told him?

“That might’ve been then, Brian, but, today, Katie’s coming to London!”

“Today?”  Brian echoed in bewilderment and shock.

George laughed.  “No, no…she’s not coming to London today….today, Mr. Kelly agreed to allow her go.”

Still wearing an expression of confusion, Brian slowly sat on the sofa, keeping his eyes on the Beatle.  “I’m afraid I don’t understand, George.  As I said, Kevin was quite unyielding on this account.  What on earth happened that led him to experience such a change of heart?”

Growing serious, George explained, “Ah, well, I guess poor Katie was so worked up by the time she got back to Benton that she sort of…er, broke down.”  George paused, remembering what Deirdre had told him and feeling badly that Katie was driven to that extreme.  He continued, “Anyway, I reckon you could say that Kevin saw how much it meant to us – me and Katie, that is – and decided to let her go.  Deirdre said that he’ll be ringing you today to discuss it.”  Nodding toward the telephone, he added, “I thought that might have been him you were talking to, but Wendy said it was Sid Bernstein.”

“Yes it was,” Brian confirmed distractedly.

“Anyway, isn’t that great, Bri?  Kate will be living in London with me next year!”

Brian shot George a look of surprise, and corrected, “Katie will be living in London at school next year, George, not with you!”

George laughed nervously, “Yeah, well, that’s what I meant to say!”  Brian looked at him doubtfully.  “…but we’ll be able to see each other whenever we want!”

“Not necessarily, George,” Brian corrected him a second time.

His smile fading a bit, George asked, “What do yer mean?”

“I mean, you will on tour much of the time…or in the studio.  Your time with Katie will necessarily be limited, George.”

George shrugged, seemingly unconcerned.  “So, she can come with me on tour when she can --”

“Absolutely not!” Brian cried as he shot to feet.  Taking a deep breath to calm his nerves, he explained, “George, I didn’t say anything earlier because everything was simply too tentative, and, to be perfectly honest, never in a million years did I even once consider that Kevin would actually permit Katie to make the move.  However, for whatever reason, things have changed, and now you tell me that she’ll be in London after this spring….”

Brian paused and looked at George, noticing that the boy was watching him closely with a mixed expression of worry and anger. Cautiously, he continued, “I cannot stress strongly enough, George, the importance of not letting anyone know about Katie…especially the press.  Dear God, if any reporters catch wind of the fact that your girlfriend --”

“Fiancée,” George interjected, taking his turn to correct Brian.

The other man did his best not to react.  “Fiancée, then.  If it becomes known, not only can it hurt the Beatles’ popularity with the female fans – which, may I remind you, most Beatles’ fans are – but it may very well open a door for the press to take you to task for having such a young gir—fiancée.  That, George, is precisely the sort of publicity we do not want!  So, she will not accompany you on any tour, nor will the two of you holiday publicly – in fact, George, the two of you are never be seen together in public…period.”

George glared silently at his manager, and, when he finally did speak, his voice dripped venom.  “I am not a fuckin’ kid, Brian, and you are not my father.  Do not tell me what I can or cannot do…especially with me own fiancée. If I don’t care what others say, why should you or anyone else?”

“Because this is something that affects the group, not you alone!” Brian replied sharply.  “As your manager, it is my job to advise you as to those things that can help or hinder your career, and that is precisely what I am trying to do…not be your father, George, not treat you like a child, but, if you insist on dating one, then it is in your best interest - and the best interest of the Beatles - to keep it as quiet as possible!”

A knock at the door interrupted the conversation.  Grateful to whoever waited on the other side of the door, Brian walked across the room and opened it.  George could hear Neil speaking, “The instruments and equipment are all packed and loaded, Brian.  We’re loading up the luggage now, so if you can tell the lads to have their luggage all in one place, we’ll get that done as quickly as possible.  Oh…and yers’ and Wendy’s as well.”

“Yes, thank you, Neil.  I’ll let them know.  How long until we need to leave here?”

“I’d say we want to have everyone in the cars and ready to go within twenty minutes – thirty, the latest.  The primary police escort is already downstairs, and they’ve posted another dozen or so policemen out front to corral the fans…more are expected.”

“Very good.  See that you speak with whoever is in charge down there to make sure they know exactly when and how we will be moving.”

“Right.”

Brian closed the door and turned toward George.  “Neil and Mal will assist the staff in loading your --”

“Yeah, I know…I heard,” George snapped angrily as he stalked toward the door.

“George!” Brian called out, stopping him.  George froze and, keeping his hand on the doorknob, turned toward Brian expectantly.

“I apologize for that remark about your dating a child….it was out of line, and I’m sorry.  I really do have you boys’ best interests at heart – both as a group and as individuals – please consider what I’ve said.”

George stared a Brian a moment too long for politeness, then, with a single curt nod of his head, he went out the door.

Sighing tiredly, Brian ran a hand over his face.  Well, at least he didn’t slam the door…that’s promising.  He walked to the window and reflectively looked out over the azure sea.  Katie in London….there’s so many things that can go wrong with that, and George is so stubborn.  Suddenly, his face brightened as an idea came to him.  Perhaps…perhaps I can appeal to Katie.  If she loves him so much, surely she’d want to protect him…even if it means protecting him from himself.

Opening her bedroom door, Katie stealthily made her way down the hallway and stood just outside the kitchen door, listening for anyone else in the house.  Peeking around the doorway, she spotted Deirdre at the stove, but her father was nowhere in sight.  She walked up behind the older woman and asked, “So, did Daddy go for his walk?”

Startled, Deirdre jumped.  “Katie!  I didn’t hear you!  Goodness, make a bit of noise so a person knows you’re there!” she laughed.

“Sorry, Dee,” Katie smiled impishly, telling Deirdre she was really anything but.

Turning back and lowering the flame under the pot on the stove, Deirdre answered, “Yes, your father left for his walk about ten minutes ago.”

“How come you didn’t go with him?”

“Oh….I wanted to get this started,” she explained with a nod toward the pot.  “It takes hours to cook.”

Katie had to admire Deirdre’s culinary skills, especially since she herself lacked any.  Before Deirdre came into their lives, it was Kevin who usually handled the cooking.  The most Katie had to do was move a pot or a pan from the fridge to the stove.  Maybe I should ask Deirdre to teach me how to cook.  After all, I’ll be George’s wife soon….I should learn before then.  A sense of giddiness came over her at the thought of being married to George, and she had to suppress a smile.  “Well, I thought I’d just pop over to Jeannie’s for a little while,” she said breezily.  “…so I’ll see you later, okay?”

As Katie made to leave, Deirdre called out warningly, “Katie…?”

“What?”

“It’s not going to get any easier, you know.”

“What isn’t?”

“Talking to your father….you’re only postponing the inevitable.  The sooner you talk to him, the sooner this will be behind you.”

Katie was about to feign ignorance and pretend she had no idea what Deirdre was talking about, but she was catching onto the fact that there was little she could get past the other woman….that and the fact that Deirdre had so frequently been her ally and confidante throughout her relationship with George, she felt guilty being at all dishonest with her.  Walking back into the kitchen, Katie leaned her elbows on the counter and blew sigh through pursed lips.  “I can’t talk to Daddy about…George!  It’s just too weird to even think about!”

Deirdre eyed her with a sympathetic smile.  “I know, honey. You know, though, that your father probably isn’t going to feel too comfortable discussing all this either, but it’s not going to get any easier the longer you put it off.”

“I know,” Katie moaned.

“Look, after this extraordinarily delicious dinner tonight, I’m going to luxuriate in a lovely hot bubble bath for an hour or so.  You and your father can use that time to have a nice, private chat in your room.  What do you think?”

Katie closed her eyes, and, with a pained expression, replied quietly, “I think I’m gonna die of embarrassment!”

Deirdre ran her hand down the back of Katie’s hair as she passed her on the way to the refrigerator.  “Oh, I think you’ll live.  A bit wiser for the experience, a little worse for wear, but alive.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” the teen relented.

“So, tonight?” Deirdre pressed.

Katie wavered a bit, but finally agreed. “Yeah, tonight.” 

A half hour later, Katie was at the Clancy’s front door, ringing the bell.  The door was opened by Jeannie’s older brother, Nicky.  “Greetings, comrade,” he said, standing back and beckoning her to enter.

“Uh, hi, Nicky,” she replied uncertainly, taking in the beret he was wearing and the patches of dark stubble that shadowed his face….Is he really trying to grow a mustache and beard?  She coughed to cover the giggle that fought for release. “Jeanie home?”

“Upstairs, engaging in the filthy bourgeois enterprises designed to oppress the masses,” he nodded toward the staircase.

“Huh?”

“The spring/summer Sears book is here.  She’s looking through it picking out all the things she wants mom and dad to buy her,” he translated.

“Oh, okay. I’ll just go on up then.”

Holding his fist up, he exclaimed, “Viva la revolución!”

Katie repeated the gesture at him, “Uh-huh….”

She trotted up the flight of stairs and, knocking on Jeanie’s door once, entered the room.

“Oh, hey, Katie….I didn’t know you were back yet!” Jeanie greeted her.

“Yeah, got back late last night.  What’s up with Nicky?” Katie asked.

Jeanie made a face.  “He’s been reading up on Che Guevara and is pretending to be a commie just to drive my dad up a wall!”

“Is it working?”

“Oh yeah,” Jeanie answered firmly, then added, “…but that doesn’t bug him nearly as much as the fact that Mom has taken a real interest…never a dull moment at Chez Clancy’s!

Katie giggled, “Aw, that’s too bad….about Nicky, I mean.  He used to be so normal once, remember?”

“No,” Jeanie replied definitively.  Changing the subject, she asked, “So, what’s up?  How goes things in Beatle-land?”

“Well, that’s sort of what I wanted to talk to you about,” Katie said warily.

Jeanie set aside the catalog and gave Katie her full attention.  “Did something happen?  You and George break up?”

“No!” Katie cried defensively.  “Why would you even think that?”

Jeanie shrugged.  “You just sounded so serious, I just thought it had to be something pretty bad.”

“Well, no…it’s not…but I-I’m not sure how you’re gonna take it.”

With narrowed eyes, Jeanie demanded, “Take what?”

“It’s hard to believe,” Katie started with an uneasy laugh.  “I mean, I still can’t believe its true….”

“What?  What is it?”

Katie looked at her best friend, remembering their conversation over lunch after Christmas.  Jeanie’s reaction to Katie and George’s engagement had taken Katie completely off-guard that day.  She knew that Jeanie was going to find this latest development all the more upsetting, and she was not looking forward to telling her.  Recalling Deirdre’s words just a short while ago, Katie decided to jump right in.  “Dad’s letting me move to London for my senior year.”

Jeanie stared at her friend wordlessly.  “Jean….please…say something!” Katie pleaded.

Averting her eyes, Jeanie replied in an even tone, “What’s to say?  Congratulations….looks like you got what you wanted after all.”  She reached down and picked up the discarded catalogue. 

“Jeanie, I know this upsets you, and I’m sorry.  You’re my best friend, and you always will be, but I love George…hell, I agreed to marry him, didn’t I?” she joked, trying but failing to lighten the mood.  Growing serious again, she implored, “I want – no, I need – you to be happy for me.”

“Then I guess you’re out of luck,” Jeanie shot back without looking at Katie.

Leaning up against the dresser, Katie watched while Jeanie pretended to peruse the catalogue, pointedly ignoring her.  When she could take the silence no longer, she challenged, “Jesus, Jeanie, what do you want me to say?!  What would you do if it was you and Mike instead of me and George, huh?”

Keeping her eyes glued to the catalogue, Jeanie answered matter-of-factly, “Mike and I broke up two weeks ago, Katie.”

Katie reared back in surprise.  “What?!” she exclaimed in disbelief.  “Oh my God, why didn’t you say anything?”

“You were too busy with George,” Jeanie answered snidely.
“You could have talked to me, Jean.  You know that.”

“Do I?” Jeanie said, finally looking at Katie.  “I don’t think my parents want me making long distance phone calls.”  With a sarcastic sneer, she added, “….and I’m even more sure they’re not gonna want me making transatlantic phone calls!”
Ignoring her friend’s sarcasm, Katie offered earnestly, “I’m sorry, Jeanie. Are you okay?”

Jeanie shrugged.  “I’m dealing with it.”

“I wish I could have been here for you…really, I do.”

“No point in crying over spilled milk.  Besides, from the sound of things, I guess I’d better get used to not having you around.”

“I won’t be leaving until the summer,” Katie hastened to tell her, adding as an afterthought, “I imagine.”

“Great,” Jeanie’s tone of indifference was slipping.  “So there go all of our plans for our senior year!”

Katie looked at her helplessly.  “I know, Jeanie, but…we can do other things….you know, while I’m still here…and it won’t be like I won’t be back for visits….and I’m sure George wouldn’t mind you coming to London for a visit!  Wouldn’t that be great?”

“Oh yeah…just peachy,” Jeanie replied dryly.

“Godammit, Jeanie!” Katie seethed in frustration.

“What do you expect, Kate?  You still don’t get it, do you?” Jeanie asked, her voice rising emotionally.  “How the hell can you just up and leave everything and everyone you know and love?  Do we all mean so little to you?  And all for some guy?”

Katie felt herself growing angry.  “George is not just ‘some guy,’ Jeanie!  He is my fiancé --”

“Don’t make me laugh, Katie!  Honestly!  Have you got any idea just how foolish you sound?  Do you even realize how ridiculous it is for a sixteen year old girl to have a ‘fiancé’?” Jeanie yelled.  Suddenly, her expression changed, and she smiled cruelly.  “Besides, it’s not like you’re actually gonna marry him anyway.  I mean, come on, Katie, what do you think he’s really doing when you’re not around?  He’s a pop star….a teen idol….he’s a Beatle!”

“George is faithful to me,” Katie said in a quivering voice.

“Is he?  So he’s not screwing all those girls that chase him, huh?” the other girl jeered.

“He’s not like that!” No longer able to control her temper, Katie started yelling.

“Then he would be the only guy on earth who had the power to resist that kind of temptation!” Jeanie shot back sarcastically.

“He wouldn’t do that to me!” Katie yelled.  “I know he’s faithful to me….I trust him!  He loves me!” 

Jeanie went in for the kill as she sat back and calmly but smugly asked, “Who are you trying to convince, Katie?  Me or yourself?”  

Katie glared at the other girl through a veil of tears, not believing her best friend was capable of such cruelty.  So hurt and angry she couldn’t even speak, she turned and fled from the room, down the stairs, and out the door.  She didn’t stop running until she had reached the top of her block.  At the last moment, she decided she wasn’t ready to face her father yet, and went the other way around the block, extending her walk to give herself time to think and calm down.  In her mind, she repeatedly heard Jeanie asking, “Who are you trying to convince, Katie?  Me or yourself?”  

She knew exactly what to say to get to me…the one thing I worry about most.  How could she do that to me?  After everything we’ve been through together!  Well, it’s good to finally know who my friends really are!  

Fifteen minutes later, she was at her own front door.  Bracing herself, she went inside and straight through to the kitchen.  “Katie!  There you are!” Deirdre cried with obvious relief.   I phoned Jeannie’s and they said you left more than a half hour ago!”  
Katie could tell by the look Deirdre was giving her that someone must have mentioned the argument she’d had with Jeanie, and inwardly thanked the older woman for having the wisdom and sensitivity not to question her in front of her father.

“Sorry,” she replied sadly as she removed her coat.  “I just took the long way home.”

“Well, taking the long way is fine, so as long as you make it home,” Deirdre said softly, and Katie knew that she wasn’t just talking about the walk.  Going to her father then, she leaned down and kissed his cheek, “Hi Daddy.”

“Hi sweetie, feeling better?” he asked amiably, prompting Katie to do a double-take behind his back.

“Oh, Katie, before I forget,” Deirdre remembered, “….George phoned and asked me to tell you that he’d phone again at six.  It appears his flight’s been delayed.”

Katie’s eyes went instantly to her father at the mention of George’s name, but he’d registered no reaction.  That’s curious.  “Hey Deirdre, would you…uh…do me a favor?”

“Certainly, Kate, what is it?”

“When George calls back, would you mind telling him I’m not available….that I’ll talk to him tomorrow?”

Both Deirdre and Kevin froze and looked at Katie questioningly.

In lieu of an explanation, Katie just offered a faltering smile. 

“Uh…I can do that…if you’d like,” Deirdre answered, her confusion evident.

Katie went to the woman and gave her a kiss.  “I do, and thank you.”  Walking toward the hallway, she called back over her shoulder, “I’m just gonna go wash up for dinner.”  

The two adults watched the girl leave the room and, once she was out of sight, they stared at each other, speechless.

