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Chapter Ten

Do You Want to Know a Secret

Katie decided to leave her house a bit early.  The earlier sun gave way to clouds, and it looked like it could rain any minute.  She wanted to be indoors when it did.  As she was passing Mrs. McGinty’s house, she noticed one of the buds from the old woman’s prize-winning rose bush was missing.  Oh George, you didn’t!  She snickered to herself.  The extended warmth in their part of the Midwest as autumn approached had bushes and trees still blooming quite late into the season – Mrs. McGinty’s “American Beauty” rose bush included.  Old Mrs. M is going to be mighty upset when she sees that!

Approaching Main Street, Katie walked past the gazebo and on into Woolworth’s.  Heading towards the snack counter, she took a seat on the stool nearest the window so that she could see the gazebo.  Checking her watch, she realized that she had fifteen minutes to kill.  So, she ordered a Coke, and kept an eye out for George.

She didn’t have to wait long.  Only five minutes had passed when she spotted him crossing Main Street over to the gazebo.  From her vantage point, Katie observed him waiting for her.  I wonder if he thinks I’ll show up? Maybe he really is worried I won’t. Maybe I shouldn’t!  She was already starting to move even as the last thought formed itself in her mind.  

George’s back was to her as she crossed over to the square that rendered the intersection of Main Street a quadrangle separating North and South Main Streets from West and East Main Streets.  Feeling suddenly awkward and shy as she approached the gazebo, Katie was uncertain what to do or say.  With her heart pounding in her ears, she fleetingly wondered how it was possible that one person could have such a profound effect on another.  As she came near the railing, Katie called his name, the lump in her throat rendering her voice barely above a whisper.  George’s head snapped around, “Katie!” His relief was physically visible.  Using one hand for leverage, he leapt over the railing, landing on the lawn in front of her.  “You came!  Thank you!”

“Thank you for the letter and Mrs. McGinty’s rose,” Katie replied with a smile.

George was momentarily distracted, “Who?” but, realizing what Katie was referring to, he added furtively, “Oh!  Is that whose rose bush that was?  Well, it’s the thought that counts, right?”

“One thing though - How did you manage to get in?  I looked around, but couldn’t figure it out!”

“Me and James Bond – we ‘ave our secrets, ya know!” he joked.

Katie tilted her head, indicating that she was expecting an explanation.

“Well, then, good ol’ Mr. Bond never came up against you, eh?  OK – so I removed the screen from yer bedroom window and crawled in.”

Katie’s eyes widened in shock, “You did what?!” she laughed.

“I put it back when I left,” he offered. 

“You’re lucky the neighbors didn’t call the cops on you!”

George smiled awkwardly, “Yeah, well…It worked, yer here.”

Katie returned his smile and asked, “So…now what?”

Looking at the sky, George said, “Well, I was going to suggest a walk, but it looks like that might have been decided for us.  How about we go back to your’s?”

“Mine?”

“Yeah, well, I would suggest going back to Lou’s, but the kids wouldn’t give either one of us a moment’s peace, I don’t think.”

“Oh, o.k.  My father’s home, but he’ll be asleep until four or five.”

“Fab, let’s go before the skies open,” and, with that decided, George grabbed Katie’s hand and the two started walking quickly back the way they came.

They were only a block from their destination when the rain started.  It was heavy drizzle at first, escalating into a downpour that had the two soaked through by the time they reached the house.  Laughing, they ran up the few steps to Katie’s front porch.  “It’s a good thing we’re right next door to each other,” Katie said.

George stood with one hand propped against the doorway, right above Katie’s head.  “Hmmm…’ere I was thinking that it was too bad we’re right next door,” he replied coyly.

“Why’s that?” Katie asked incredulously.

“Because I have no excuse to stay here until me clothes dry…,” he replied flirtatiously.

“Ah, but what would you wear if you did stay here?”

George raised his brows suggestively in response making Katie laugh.  “Go get changed, George,” she ordered, still laughing.

Acting dejected, George sighed dramatically, “If you insist, then.”

“I do!”

“Yer cute when yer bossy!”

“And be quick about it, mister!”

George made as if to leave, but, at the last second, leaned in and kissed Katie.  Pulling back, he said in all seriousness, “I really am sorry, luv.”

Overwhelmed, Katie just gave a small smile and nodded her head.  She watched as he reeled around, running down the steps and across the yard.  When he was out of sight, Katie went to her room to pick out a change of clothes.  Taking them into the bathroom, she toweled herself dry before slipping into the new clothes.  She padded barefoot back into her bedroom, hanging her damp clothes on the back of the two chairs to dry.  

Moving to her window, she checked to ascertain that the rain wasn’t coming in.  Glimpsing George moving around in his room, she called out to him, “Hey George, don’t forget to close your window so the rain doesn’t get in!”

He was just on the way out of the room when he heard Katie calling out, reminding him to close the window.  Leaning over, he called, back, “Ta, Kate!” and shut the window with a slam.  At that moment, lightening struck and so did the realization that Katie had known that George was staying in this room.  He stood by the window, stunned, remembering the other night when she had come out of the bath.  Had she known I was watching?  It didn’t seem possible.  After all, hadn’t this whole blow-up resulted because he’d tried to pull her?  If that was what she wanted, why would she have pushed him away?  Unless….

George remembered an incident that happened when he was about fourteen.  He had been dead keen to drive, and, when out of his mum’s earshot, would pester his father to let him have a go.  Finally, it happened one day when George accompanied his father to Huyton.  On the way back, his dad pulled off the main road and stopped the car, leaving the engine running.  Getting out of the driver’s seat, his father went around to the passenger side, “Slide over, son,” he instructed.

“You what?” George was shocked.  How many times had he asked?

“C’mon now, slide on over there,” his father pushed, as he opened the passenger door and lowered himself to the seat.

George was almost too small to see out the window and reach the pedals at that same time, but just made it.  

“Right….now, yer going to put the gear in “drive,” keeping yer feet on both the clutch and the accelerator.”  His father continued to give George initial instructions that, in his nervousness, went in one ear and the other.  The vehicle suddenly seemed enormous, and it scared George witless.

“Erm…listen, Da…I’m not really up fer driving today, ya know?”

His father looked at him quizzically.  “Yer not up fer driving today?” he repeated.

“No, Da,” George shook his head.

“I see,” his father replied, looking away from George for fear of laughing.  “Will ya be up fer driving tomorrow, son?  Or perhaps Saturday would be a better day, then, eh?”

Young George caught on.  “Aw, Da, yer just taking the piss…,” stopping himself just a tad too late, he glanced nervously at his father who was all but laughing aloud.

“Aye, Geo, I’m just taking the piss, lad,” then, turning serious, he said, “Now, put the vehicle in gear, son…”

His father made George drive that day.  In reality, it was more an attempt at driving since, for the life of him, George could just not get the car going in first gear that afternoon.  His father later explained why he pushed George to do it when the youngster was so adamantly against doing it, “You wanted to drive, George, but you had gotten scared when you got behind the wheel.  If I let you get away with it that day, you still might not be driving.  Instead, you were made to face it and get over it…and ya did, son.”

Looking through his window into Katie’s room beyond, George wondered if her behavior last night might not have been for similar reasons.  She liked him well enough, of that he was sure.  She let him hold her hand when they walked together, kiss her, and flirt with her.  Then, there was last night….she was heartbroken.  If she had knowingly tried to seduce him, then maybe she just got scared when it worked.  Maybe I just need to be more patient – take things a bit slower….but, what if I’m wrong?

He watched as Katie stood before her mirror, brushing her hair out.  Then, putting the brush down, just about to walk away, she suddenly turned back and undid another button on her blouse before turning and leaving the room.

George smiled to himself, I’m not wrong….
