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Chapter Two

Sylvia sat at the kitchen table, absorbed in reading the newspaper spread open in front of her.  
“I don’t even think that is a cat! Cats have fur!” Gina asserted, staring at the cat who sat staring unflinchingly back at her.

Without looking up from the paper, Sylva answered, “It is, Gina.  It’s an Egyptian cat.  They’re not supposed to have any fur.”

“Ugliest damn thing I ever did see!” Gina murmured.  Taking in the other two cats that slinked into the kitchen, she said, “You know, I think Mary Frances is turning into a Mrs. Krupke!”

“Hmmm?” Sylva sounded as she rustled the newspaper turning the page.  “Mrs. who?” she asked disinterestedly.

“Mrs. Krupke!” Gina replied, slapping the table loudly.  “You remember!  When we were kids?  She had the apartment upstairs from ours….my bedroom always smelled like cat piss because of her!”

“Oh yeah, I remember her,” Sylvia answered disinterestedly, still scanning the paper.

“Hmpf!  I’d be doing her a favor getting rid of these damn cats!”

“Who?  Mrs. Krupke?”

“Mary Frances!”  Gina cried in frustration.  “I wonder how…?”  Eyeing the kitchen carefully, she thought a moment before asking, “Do you think a garbage disposal would do the trick?”

Just then, Mary Frances walked into the kitchen.  “You’re not putting my cats in the garbage disposal, Gina,” she stated matter-of-factly.  To Sylvia, she said, “I’ve made up the guest bedroom for you, Syl.  The towels are on the bed.  You remember where everything is, I’m sure.”

“I haven’t been gone that long, Mare!” Sylvia laughed.

“You have too many,” Gina interrupted.

“Towels?” Mary Frances asked in confusion.

“Cats!” Gina yelled.  “You’re turning into Mrs. Krupke!”

“Mrs. who?”

“Oh for crying out loud!” Gina swore and gave up.  “Where’s the pain in the ass?”

“If you’re talking about Connie, she’s outside smoking a cigarette and talking on the cell phone,” Mary Frances answered as she busily flitted about the kitchen preparing a pot of tea.

Craning her neck to peer past Mary Frances’ shoulder, Gina asked coyly, “Oh, is that my purse?  Would you pass that over to me, Mary Frances?”
Her friend moved to do as she asked, but, seeing the purse Gina was talking about, she stopped and turned back.  With her hands on her hips, Mary Frances chastised, “Gina, you know very well that is not your purse, it’s Connie’s!”

“Is it?” Gina asked sweetly.  “My eyes are getting so bad I --”  

Mary Frances was having none of it. “You know very well that’s Connie’s purse!”  Softening then, she added, “Sweetie, you’ve got to stick to taking your meds on schedule….you’ll end up overdosing yourself!”

“Really, Gina….listen to Mary Frances,” Sylvia chimed in.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Gina replied indignantly.  “It was an innocent mistake….anyone could make it!”
“Uh-huh…,” Sylvia answered dubiously.  Setting the newspaper aside, she asked Mary Frances, “So, have you thought any more about what you’re going to do with Myrna’s ashes?”
Mary Frances bit her lower lip and shook her head sadly.  “I just don’t know, Sylvia.”  Reaching over the counter, she turned on the small radio, lowering the volume a bit.  “I’ve been thinking about nothing else.  And you know what’s really odd?  All I can seem to think about is how much she missed in life.  I’d be okay with her not being married and having kids or not having traveled or things like that if I knew that’s what she’d wanted…but, Syl, you know as well as I do that Myrna wanted more.”

“That she did,” Gina agreed solemnly.

“Aw, Mare,” Sylvia said, “…everybody has some regrets!  You can’t do everything!”

“We’re not talking about ‘everything’ though!” Mary Frances lamented.  “We all had dreams – everybody does! – but at least some of ours came true!”  Remembering her late husband, she added sadly, “Even if only for a while.”
Sylvia sighed and nodded in agreement.  “I know, hon.  She wasn’t happy, but what on earth do you figure you can do about that now?  Worrying yourself won’t change what was.”

“Yeah, I know that,” Mary Frances allowed.  “…but I just feel such a responsibility to do this right…to give her what she would have wanted for once.”

The three women lapsed into silence as the radio played softly in the background.

“Hey!” Gina brightened.  “Beatles!”

“What?” Mary Frances asked in confusion.

“On the radio, listen….see, they’re playing the Beatles!”

Sylvia and Mary Frances listened a moment before recognizing the song.  “‘I Want to Hold Your Hand’!” Mary Frances said with a smile.  “You know, I can still remember the four of us trekking to Dempsey’s through the cold and ice to buy that record!”

Sylvia grinned at the memory.  “We pooled all of our change together to buy it!”

“But Myrna was the only one who had her own record player,” Gina reminded them. “…so we had to listen to it at her house!”

“That’s right!” Sylvia concurred.  “It’s remarkable her parents didn’t toss us out on our ears after a while!”
“Gosh, but those were great times, weren’t they?” Mary Frances asked.
“Mmm-hmmm,” Sylvia sounded.  “Remember how the four of us each chose our own Beatle?”

“We were convinced we were gonna marry them!”  Mary Frances laughed.

Sylvia smiled.  “Every girl back then was!” 

“Yeah, well, some one ought to tell Ringo he’s late for our wedding!” Gina groused, prompting the other two women to erupt in giggles at the memory of their silliness.

“Ah, Gina, if you’d married Ringo, you’d have never met Vinnie!” Sylvia teased.  “Now, what would you have done without him?”

“A hell of a lot better!” Gina snapped, causing her friends to laugh raucously.

“Oh come on, Gina….you’ve always been crazy for Vinnie!” Mary Frances joined in the teasing.  “And, don’t forget, he gave you a lovely child!”

“No, he didn’t!” Gina replied in all seriousness.  The smiles gone from their faces, Mary Frances and Sylvia exchanged a look of alarm, each wondering if their friend was having another one of her “episodes.”  

“W-What do you mean, honey?” Mary Frances asked anxiously, shooting Sylvia a furtive glance.  
“Frankie is named after his father…his real father, not that piece of shit sitting in prison upstate!” Gina explained.

The other two women exchanged another nervous glance.  “His real father?  Who do you think Frankie’s real father is?” Sylvia asked.

“You know….” Gina grinned.

“No, sweetie, we don’t,” Mary Frances replied.
Leaning forward, Gina whispered conspiratorially, “Frank Sinatra!”

Mary Frances and Sylvia just stared at one another in surprise before breaking out in another round of giggles.

“You should’ve asked for child support!” Sylvia quipped wryly.
“Sylvia Stern!” Mary Frances cried indignantly with a laugh, but the other woman merely shrugged.

Their laughter fading after a while, the three lapsed into silence again while the Beatles’ song continued to play.  Mary Frances broke the silence first.  “Those really were wonderful times though!”
“Forty years come and gone!  Where did the time go, huh?” Sylvia mused.

“Where did those girls go?” Gina asked.

Mary Frances regarded her curiously.  “What girls, Gina?”

Smiling sadly, Gina replied, “The girls we were.”

“We grew up, honey,” Sylvia answered softly.

“Well, growing up is overrated!” Gina affirmed.  “Back then, we were fearless!”

Nodding her agreement, Sylvia added with a laugh, “And wasn’t Myrna always the instigator?”

“She was,” Gina smiled poignantly.  “And she loved the Beatles more than anyone!”

“Remember how she always said she was going to Liverpool?” Mary Frances reminded them.
“Yeah,” Sylvia agreed.  “Even as a grown woman she’d wanted to visit!”

Mary Frances shook her head sadly.  “Too bad she never got to go.  She’d wanted to so very much.  It would have --”

Sylvia and Gina looked up, wondering why Mary Frances stopped short in her sentence.  

Wide-eyed, Mary Frances exclaimed, “Oh my gosh!  That’s it!” 

Confused, Sylvia asked, “What?  What is it, Mare?”

Looking at her friends with barely suppressed glee, Mary Frances said, “I know what to do with Myrna’s ashes!”

“You do?” Sylvia asked, wondering what she’d missed.  

“Liverpool!” Mary Frances cried.  “We can spread her ashes in Liverpool!”

Sylvia looked aghast.  With a nod toward Gina, she demanded, “Are you catching what this one has?  That’s nuts!  We can’t take off for England just to spread her ashes!  It’s just not practical, Mare!  I know you feel badly that --”

“I know what’s happening….”

It was said so softly, yet the words stopped Sylvia mid-rant.  “What did you say, Gina?” 

Looking directly at her friends, Gina repeated, “I know what’s happening…to me.”

“What do you mean, honey?” Mary Frances asked worriedly.

“Go on,” Gina laughed softly.  “You know very well what I mean.  I keep losing pieces of myself….and it’s happening more and more.  Pretty soon, whatever I am…won’t be anymore, you know?”

Mary Frances looked pained as she attempted to comfort her friend.  “Gina, sweetheart, you don’t --”

Staring at her friend intensely, Gina stressed, “I know what’s happening, Mary Frances.” 
Neither of the other two women knew what to say.

“Do you know what the best day of my life was?” Gina continued.  Both women shook their heads.  “The day we all went to see the Beatles at Shea Stadium!  We spent weeks waiting for that concert - and that day? – we took hours getting ready….and all we could  talk about was how we were going to meet our favorite Beatle and what we were gonna do when we did.  The night before the concert, I was so excited and so overwhelmed, I couldn’t even fall asleep!”

“Me, neither!” Mary Frances grinned.

“Nor I,” Sylvia concurred with a smile.

“It really was….it was the best day of my life!  Oh, sure I had happier days – my wedding day, the day Frankie was born – but the day of that concert…?  Life just had so many…possibilities!  Maybe it was improbable, but I could meet Ringo…and he could fall in love with me…and we could live happily ever after!  After Shea Stadium, I was never that young again!”

Reaching across the table, she laid her hand gently on top of her friend’s.  “Mary Frances, we should bring Myrna to Liverpool.  She never did one extraordinary thing in her life.  Let’s give her this one last gift…this one last piece of magic.  Let’s go to Liverpool.”

Suddenly, Connie walked back in the kitchen.  “Liverpool?  Who’s going to Liverpool?”

Nobody spoke for a moment.

“We are,” Sylvia answered, leaving Gina grinning madly and Mary Frances staring at her gape-jawed.

Connie thrust her chin out defiantly.  “Yeah?  Well, somebody better plan on paying me overtime!”
