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Chapter Forty-Three

Every Little Thing She Does

When Deirdre called Katie to the telephone, Katie knew it could only be George.  It’s not like it’s going to be Jeanie!  she thought sadly.  She’d felt somewhat guilty about avoiding George’s call the previous night, but, so much had happened in so short of a time, it left the girl with her head spinning.  What she needed more than anything was time to think.  She doubted that George was going to understand that too readily what with his “Northern sensibilities”  - a polite way that Cyn referred to the blatant chauvinism all of the boys embraced.

Taking the phone from Deirdre, Katie murmured, “Thanks,” and put the phone to her ear with no small amount of foreboding.  “Hello?” she spoke tentatively into the receiver.

“Oh, so yer taking me calls this afternoon, are you?” George asked sarcastically.

His tone put Katie on the defensive immediately.  “Actually, George,” she began in a clipped manner, “…it’s only morning here.”

“Well, if you can tell time so well, luv, then where the hell were ya when I rang back at six yesterday?”  Katie could hear the irritation in his voice.

“It’s…complicated,” she replied with a measure of hesitation.

“Sorry?” he asked in disbelief.  “It’s complicated?  Is that really the explanation you just gave me?”

Oh God!  Not another fight!  “George, please….,” she pleaded.

“Please what?  Yer the one avoiding me Kate!”

“I don’t wanna fight,” she said quietly.  

On the end, George could hear the quivering in her voice and, remembering what Deirdre had told him about Katie breaking down, he changed his tone immediately and asked gently, “Is there something wrong, luv?”

Katie laughed sardonically as she brushed a single tear from her cheek.  “Yeah, you could say that.”

“Tell me, Katie, please,” he asked, genuinely concerned.

Sighing shakily, she explained, “Daddy knows about us…you know –” 

“I know,” George put in grimly.

“Well, we had a ‘talk’ last night.  He told me about talking to Brian…about going to school there in London --”

“I thought he didn’t want you to know yet?” George interrupted.

“Yeah, well…he didn’t….but he found out that I’d overheard Deirdre talking to you about it.  Anyway, he told me how it wasn’t what he wanted, but that he felt forced to do it, especially ‘under the circumstances.’”

“What circumstances are those?” George asked in confusion.

“Us, George….sex,” she whispered into the phone, cupping her hand around the mouthpiece.

“Oh…that!  Was he terribly angry?”

“Oh God!  I wish he had been, George.  This was worse in so many ways….he just sounded so sad…so disappointed, and I know he’s disappointed in me.”  Silent tears started to flow as she told George about the conversation.

“Aw, luv, no…no, he’s not!  C’mon, Katie, he loves you. You know that!”  George countered.

“No,” she sniffed.  “I know I’ve let him down, George.   I can’t tell you how many times he said, ‘I didn’t raise you that way’ or ‘Your mother would be so ashamed.’  And he wouldn’t even look at me, George!  My own father couldn’t even bring himself to look at me!  It was awful!” she cried.

George could hear his girl crying on the other end and his heart broke for her.  He wanted to tell her that it would all be okay….that, in a short while, he was going to make her the happiest girl in the world, but, in his memory, he kept seeing himself walking back into the bedroom in Miami and finding Sandy lying naked in the very bed upon which he’d made love to Katie….and he felt like a heel.

Before George could think of something comforting to say to her, Katie continued, “….and before I talked to Dad, I went over to Jeanie’s to tell her the news.  To be honest, I knew she wasn’t gonna like it much, but I thought that she would eventually come around.  Instead, we had a big fight.  She said some really cruel things, George….and she’s supposed to be my best friend!”

“I’m sure she just knows she’s going to miss you, Katie, that’s all it is.  She will come around, baby girl.”

Yeah?  You’d be singing a different tune if you knew what she said about you!  “Yeah, maybe….”

After a few moments silence George said sympathetically, “It sounds like you had a bad day, baby.  I’m so sorry.”

“Yeah, me too.”

“Soon, though, we’ll be together, Katie, and things will feel different,” he ventured optimistically.  “Just think about how nice that will be, eh?”

“Yeah,” she attempted to sound happy for George’s sake, but failed miserably.  She could hear his sigh down the wire.

“Katie, there’s time yet fer things to be put right with both yer dad and Jeanie, luv.  Don’t be so sad….and don’t let this spoil our happiness…please?”

She was going to reply, but then, something George just said triggered a question.  “Hey George?  Just when am I supposed to move to London?  Dad didn’t say, and I didn’t want to ask.”

“Well, from what I’ve been told by Brian, yer dad said it was okay if ya came here after you finished school this year.  When is that? June?”

Katie was surprised that her father agreed to let her go so soon. “Yeah, mid-June.”

“Well, there ya are then!” he exclaimed happily.  “Ye’ll come in the spring and then be back fer good a couple of months later!”

She twirled the phone cord between her fingers.  “For good, huh?”

“Something wrong?” he asked worriedly.

“No,” she replied lightly.  “It’s just that I imagine I’ll be somewhat homesick at first.  You know, missing people back here.”

“Ah, I’ll keep yer busy, Kate, you needn’t worry on that account!” he laughed.

Katie smiled at his enthusiasm.  “I’m sure you will!”

They spent another twenty minutes talking.  He told her all about the reception at the airport in London when they returned, she told him how school was going; he talked about all of the preparations for the film, she talked about the preparations for mid-term exams; he warned her off the boys in Benton, she warned him off the girls…well…everywhere.  It was George who finally had to go.

“Before I ring off, though, Kate, I just want to make sure that you promise me that ye’ll ring me if things go bad again, okay?  And if there’s anything – and I do mean anything – that I can do, just let me know, eh?”

“Okay,” she agreed submissively.

“Right.  Okay, Mal’s calling fer me, so I’ve got to get back in the studio, baby girl.  I love you!”

“I love you, too, George!”

He promised he’d call her again the next day, and the two hung up.  Kate went straight back into her room and laid across her bed. Staring at the ceiling, she replayed the conversation in her mind.  She hadn’t realized George had been phoning from the studio until he’d said it right before they hung up.  And poor Mal is there with them, probably waiting on them hand and foot!  I wonder if that guy ever gets a day off!  It seems like he and Neil both live just to serve the Beatles!  Suddenly, she shot straight up.  “Neil,” she exclaimed aloud as she grabbed her purse and withdrew the envelope Mal had slipped her before she’d gotten on the plane in Miami.  In all the upheaval, I’d forgotten all about it!

Folding her legs under her, she ripped open the envelope and pulled a single sheet of paper from it.  Unfolding the paper, she started to read:


My Dearest Katie,



I was so happy that you and I got to spend some time together while we were here in America.  The time I spent with you was most definitely one of the biggest highlights of my trip!  However, I want to apologize for being the cause of any trouble between you and George.  By now, I’m sure it’s no secret that I’ve grown quite fond of you, (at least it’s not a secret from George!), and I would hate to think that I’ve brought you any unhappiness in any way.  As much as I wish things could be different, I imagine I will have to content myself with remaining your friend, and I do hope that you believe I am.  Your trust and affection mean more to me than I can say, and I would be terribly saddened to ever lose either. You know how to reach me if you should ever need a sympathetic ear. I do hope to see you again soon.

Yours,

Neil

Katie re-read the short letter a second time.  She found it ironic that Neil referred to their time together as “one of the biggest highlights” of his trip when she felt the time was one of her biggest regrets.  Neil has always been so sweet to me, and of course I know how he really feels!  So what do I do?  I go and use him to make George jealous. Nice, Katie, really nice!  Even now the poor guy is apologizing to me for causing trouble when it should be me apologizing to him! She refolded the paper, and, withdrawing her wallet from the purse, she stuffed the letter – sans envelope – inside the billfold of the wallet, returning it then to her purse.  If anyone had asked her why she didn’t simply toss the letter after she’d read it, she wouldn’t have been able to explain the reason, but, within minutes of stashing the letter away, she’d forgotten all about it.

It was a quiet dinner that evening in the Kelly household.  Tensions between Katie and Kevin were still quite high, and poor Deirdre was left to facilitate what little table conversation there was.  Just as the small family was finishing their meal, the telephone rang.  Kevin excused himself and went to answer it, looking for any excuse to escape the discomfort of the closed quarters.  Katie strained to hear who was phoning, but couldn’t quite make it out.  Her curiosity was really piqued when her father didn’t return to the table within a few minutes.  The two women were already on their second cup of tea by the time Kevin came limping back into the kitchen.

Looking up, Deirdre asked, “Shall I warm your plate up a bit, darling?”

Kevin shook his head distractedly.  Looking directly at Katie, he cleared his throat and said, “That was Brian, Katie….”

Katie looked at her father expectantly.  “Again?  What did he want?”

Kevin eased himself down into his chair and replied, “He’s…uh…he’s making reservations…airline reservations.  He wanted to clear the dates with me.”

“Dates?” Katie repeated quizzically.

“Yeah.  I guess you and George made some plans for your spring break, too?”  Although it was a question, Kevin’s tone made it sound like an accusation.

Taken off-guard, Katie answered, “Oh!  Spring break….yeah, we talked about the possibility….”

“Well, he seems to be under the impression it’s more than just a possibility.”  Waving dismissively, he added, “At any rate, he is making the reservations from the evening your out of school until the Saturday before you return.”

“Oh, okay.”  Katie thought she should be thrilled, but her father’s attitude made it difficult for her to feel all that happy about the plans.  He’s given up, she thought, and the thought made her sad.

After a few moments, he continued, “He also wanted to confirm a date for…summer.”  It was obvious to Katie that he was consciously avoiding any mention of her moving to London.

“What did you tell him?” she asked nervously as she ran a finger around the rim of her teacup.

“I told him that I wanted to talk to you first.”

“Oh.  About what?”

“I know…your young man…is behind all this pushing for you to go out there right after you finish the school year,” he began.  “…but, if you’re going to be gone from home for such an extended time, Kate, I’d prefer it if you spent at least part of your summer here.”

Katie looked across at her father and noticed - for the first time - that he, too, was nervous.  He kept his eyes averted as he awaited her response.  Oh my God!  He’s afraid he’s losing me!  The realization took her by surprise.  Moved almost to tears, Katie reached across the table ad laid her hand on top of her father’s.  Smiling sadly, she replied, “Of course I’ll stay, Daddy.”

She noticed Kevin visibly exhale as if he had been holding his breath.  Returning a faltering smile, he said, “Good…good.”  Forcing a lighthearted manner, he suggested, “Perhaps the three of us can plan a camping trip somewhere for a week or two.”

Both Katie and Deirdre voiced their agreement with the idea and spent the next several minutes coming with places they could go.  The teen felt such relief at the return to normalcy – no matter how temporary – she wanted to make it last.  When the conversation finally began to fade, Katie decided to take a risk.

“Uh, Daddy?”

“Mmmm?” Kevin muttered as he sipped his coffee.

“Since I’ll be staying for part of the summer, do you think I can ask a really big favor?”

Kevin eyed his daughter suspiciously.  “You can ask….”

“Well…you see…George’s birthday s coming up…his twenty-first birthday, that is, and…well…I’d really love to be there….”  It was Katie’s turn to hold her breath.

Kevin and Deirdre looked at each other as if they were psychically discussing the question.  At last, Kevin asked, “When’s George’s birthday?”

Knowing she was pushing Kevin to his limits, a pained expression came over Katie’s features as she answered, “The twenty-fifth.”

“The twenty-fifth of what?”  Kevin pressed.

The expression deepened.  “February…?”

“Katie!  That’s less than two weeks away!” he exclaimed.

“I know.”

“Well, you’ve only just returned from taking time off from school to see him!”  

Kevin had logic on his side, but Katie wasn’t completely without ammunition of her own.  “I know, but Daddy, I did get all of my schoolwork done the last time….I promise I’ll do it again….and I’ll have all of my notes to study for my mid-terms.  Besides, I don’t have to take all that much time off from school.  If I can leave early on Tuesday the twenty-fifth – that’s his birthday – then I only have to take off that day, Wednesday, and Thursday…we’re off from school on Friday.  So it’s only three school days, Dad, and it would mean so much to us – to me.”

Kevin sighed heavily, and guzzled the remainder of his coffee.  “I don’t know, Katie…,” he vacillated.  “Even if he is mister big-time pop star, you can’t expect him to pick up the tab every time you get an urge to fly somewhere to see him, you know.”

“Oh, but I wouldn’t!” she corrected him.

“No?  How’s that?  Did you win the Irish Sweepstakes and forget to tell me?” he asked sarcastically.

“No,” she replied evenly.  “I have a bit of money in my savings account – you know, the money I saved from babysitting and birthdays and stuff.  I mean, it’s not all I need, but I…uh…I was hoping maybe you could loan me the rest…?  See, I want this to be a surprise.”

She waited nervously as her father mentally debated the issue.  After what seemed like an eternity, he finally answered, “Well, I suppose it’s alright, and I can cover what you can’t….BUT this is it, Kathryn…this is it until your spring break.  I don’t care what’s going on or where he’s going to be.  No more missing school, agreed?”

Katie squealed in excitement and jumping up, threw her arms around her father and thanked him profusely.  Kevin couldn’t keep from smiling.  It was good to see Katie acting like herself again, even if it meant burying the unpleasantness of the prior evening for a while.  That thought prompted another and he quickly and adamantly interjected, “One other thing, Katie….you will promise me that you’ll stay with either his parents or his married friends – not with him.  Understood?”

“Understood,” she agreed solemnly, but inwardly, she was jumping for joy.  George was right!  Things are starting to look up!

As she was falling asleep that night, her last thought was that there couldn’t possibly be a happier girl in all the world.

