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Chapter 5

January arrived with an icy blast from the northern skies with the coldest weather they had experienced in quiet some time in the region. During the past five years the winter months had been very mild. But now the entire region was paralyzed as the ferocious winter storm knocked out power lines and telephone service. The ice and snow seemed relentless and Catherine found her family at the mercy of the storm. They were without power for several days and school was cancelled as well. Not only were the children restless and bored, but Catherine found that she too, was at loose ends. Teresa stayed on campus because traveling was out of the question. 
Not hearing from Philip was the worst thing about the entire ordeal. Just hearing his voice was always uplifting to her spirit.
Finally, the storm relented. The ice and snow began to melt, and conditions were back to normal with the electrical power and communication services restored. Catherine and Phillip’s first conversation is very emotional with Philip telling Catherine how much he had missed her and she admitted she felt the same way. His voice was warm and caressing as always and she felt an overpowering urge to be near him and to feel his arms wrapped around her protectively, holding her and reassuring her that everything would be all right. She knew she had fallen in love and she wondered if her love was strong enough to deal with the unsettled future.
The conflict with Aunt Jeannie had not been resolved even though they had spoken a few times by telephone. She was adamant in her feelings and her voice was as chilly as ever. Catherine decided to overlook the obvious even though the children were now aware of Aunt Jeannie’s obvious hostility.

Mrs. Cagney telephoned and asked Catherine to help plan a surprise birthday party for Philip near the end of January. They worked out the details by phone and the guest list included the people in the Business Department at the college where he worked. His secretary, Mrs. Langley and all three of the student workers were invited, along with several of Phillip’s colleagues from the college, and Teresa rounded out the guest list.
The plan was agreed that Catherine would arrive at the college around 5:00 in the afternoon on the day of Philip’s birthday and offer to take him to dinner with a private celebration. It was her responsibility to keep him from the house until 6:00.
She secured a sitter for the over-night visit and took care of all the other arrangements needed to be made. Feelings of guilt in leaving the children quickly assaulted her senses but she quickly dismissed them with a little self-talk. She was looking forward to seeing Philip again and nothing else mattered at that moment.
“Am I a terrible mother?” She asked herself.

At times during the drive to the college, feelings of guilt assaulted her senses, but she reminded herself to stick to the plan. She would be back at home on the next day with the children.
Catherine arrived at the building she had previously attended during Career Day weekend and found Philip in his office grading papers. She met his secretary, Mrs. Langley, and all three of the student workers assigned to his office. Two of the young ladies were classified as sophomores and the oldest, Lela Davis, was a senior. 
She told Philip she had come to celebrate his birthday with him and had planned to take him to dinner. He was surprised and touched by the gesture since Catherine had taken a day of leave to spend time with him. About one-half mile from the restaurant Catherine feigned sickness and asked Philip to take her to Crestwoods. He insisted on taking her to the emergency room at the local hospital, but she assured him that she would feel better if she could just get to Crestwoods. When they reached the mansion, even she was amazed by her acting skills. Philip quickly helped her from the vehicle and tenderly held her as they walked slowly to the front door. 
Holding Catherine with one hand, he hastily unlocked the door with the other hand and when it swung open there were shouts of “Surprise, Surprise!”

He looked at Catherine in utter amazement and disbelief.
She quickly stated.

“Philip, I feel much better now.”

We’ll talk later, Catherine.”  He quietly whispered in her ear.
Philip and Catherine made their way around the room greeting everyone and thanking them for coming. It was a great party, with good food and the fellowship was congenial.  By 9:45 most of the guest had departed except Lela, the oldest of the student workers who offered to stay and assist Mrs. Jackson and Mrs. Cagney with the cleanup.

Catherine and Philip were enjoying a private moment in the library. They were both emotional wrecks after such a long separation. Their feelings and needs were evident in their awareness of each other. After a long, passionate kiss, Catherine realized they were on the brink of an explosive situation. It was Philip who demanded more.

When he spoke, his voice was husky with emotion.

“Catherine, I need … I need to be with you. Sweetheart, your kisses are so sweet and kissing you seems like the most natural thing in the world to do. It feels so right and it feels so good. Stay here for the weekend or let me go with you to Tallinville so we can be together.” He urgently begged.

“Philip . . .  I . . .”

He sighed and looked deeply into her eyes.

  “I can’t understand why you cannot commit to this relationship. After six months I still don’t know where I stand with you. You’ve known me all this time and yet you seem to still have doubts about me. You keep me at arms length. How can you really get to know me without giving me a chance to prove my love for you?  You can’t use the children as an excuse, because the children and I get along just fine.  So, what is the problem, Sweetheart?  Can’t you tell me what you are so afraid of?”  He asked.
“Philip…”

He sighed.

“I know Aunt Jeannie is giving you a hard time right now, but I know it will soon blow over and everything will be fine. From the second day we met, you have claimed to be a difficult person. That’s not true. You are not a complicated person.”

He was silent for a several seconds.

“Catherine, I have to ask you something.”

He was silent for several long seconds before continuing.

 “Do you have someone else in your life?  Maybe I have been presumptuous as usual.” 
“No Philip. There is no one else.”

Then he spoke slowly and very softly.

“I’ll give you time to come to a decision about what we have or don’t have. I won’t pressure you anymore. I will give you whatever time you need to come to a decision concerning our relationship and I will wait to hear from you. I have waited this long and I am sure I can wait a little longer. I’m giving you the opportunity, Catherine, because I want you to be able to live with your decision. If I don’t hear from you, then I’ll know beyond a shadow of a doubt that our relationship was not meant to be.”
He looked deeply into her eyes and smiled. He kissed her forehead and then he walked quietly out the door without looking back and left her in the study alone. She waited almost a half hour for him to return but he did not. She knew then that she had to get her head on straight and she had very little time. 
Catherine slept very little that night, So many questions and too little answers. Time was no longer on her side. It was time for her to face her “Red Sea.”
Philip was nowhere around when she left early the next day. Mrs. Cagney and Mrs. Jackson both saw her off but realized that something was very wrong. It was a somber farewell.

Somewhat puzzled, Mrs. Cagney looked at Mrs. Jackson.

“Something dreadful has happened.” 

“What on earth could have happened in such a short time? They were so happy during the party.” Mrs. Jackson replied.

Both ladies were visibly upset.

Catherine tried to put things in perspective during the long drive home. What was she afraid of? Why couldn’t she commit to Philip?  All he wanted was to know was where he stood with her and the part he now played in her life. Without a doubt she knew she loved him, but she was unable to express herself for fear she was making a mistake. 
How could loving a man like Philip be wrong? He was charming, attentive to her every need, and sensitive to her feelings. Sam had been just the opposite. He was always practical, and romance was always downplayed and that was one of the things she missed most in her marriage. Now she had found someone who was a dream come true and she was dragging her feet—afraid to take the plunge. It was her doing—all of it. She did not deserve a man like Philip nor could she blame him for this ultimatum. After all he was a man and his physical needs had taken a beating dealing with her. He probably thought she was just a dizzy-headed female incapable of getting her head on straight.
She had a decision to make, or she would lose Philip as well and that was now her greatest fear. She did not want to think of life without Dr. Philip Cagney. There would be nothing but emptiness, a void that could not be filled.
Philip did not call to see if she had made it home safely and she was extremely disappointed. He always called.
 Philip, from the first day they met, had given so much to the relationship and she had given nothing in return. She could not blame him for being angry with her. She was equally angry with herself.
What was she worried about? She had to face the truth. She had already lost Aunt Jeannie’s love and devotion. What else was there to lose?  Sam’s death had pulled the final curtain on their act and he was now a memory. Maybe Aunt Jeannie blamed her for Sam’s death. She should have been the one to close the store that evening, but Sam had offered to go in her place. He was killed during a robbery, shot twice in the head. He had lived for two hours and died without regaining consciousness. The perpetrators of the crime had never been captured. One witness reported seeing two persons running from the scene, but the police could not find any solid leads. There really was no closure for herself, the children, or Aunt Jeannie. 
Catherine had wasted no time in selling the business for it was a constant reminder of Sam’s death. Besides, the children needed her more than ever while trying to deal with their father’s death. But there was no one to help her deal with her loss. Aunt Jeannie had become withdrawn, refusing to allow Sam’s name to be mentioned in her presence. Catherine had to cope alone and during her grieving she realized that grief had to be shared for healing to take place. So many nights she had cried until she was numb with grief and pain. But it did not solve anything. Sam was gone from her life forever.
She had tried to maintain some semblance of normalcy in their lives by doing things with the children that she and their father had always done. The trips to the park, the movie outings, and attending school activities were simply not the same. Something was missing and that something was “Sam.” Maybe it was time to bury the past and face whatever the future had to offer. She had been given a second chance and now was as good a time as any to take “a leap of faith.”
On Monday Catherine received a letter from Philip in the mail. She was so nervous she could hardly open the letter. She read the letter and with a little cry of anguish, dropped it to the floor. 
The letter read:


Catherine,


After careful consideration to our last conversation. I 

believe it is not worth the effort to continue our association.
 I suggest that you seek companionship elsewhere and I
 will do the same. In fact, I never want to see you again. 
 Good Luck,            

It was simply signed, Philip Cagney.

She became numb, paralyzed with pain. It was too late. The very thing she was afraid of had finally happened. It was over because of her. She had blown all chances with Philip. It was now final that he was out of her life because she was too stupid to recognize a good thing—too mixed up in the head to reach for this one last chance she had been offered. Now it was over, and she felt her life was also over. Her knees buckled from the pain and she sat down in the nearest chair to steady herself as the trembling started. Never would there be another man in her life like Philip Cagney. He was everything a man could be.
Thank goodness the children were not around and did not witness her reaction to Philip’s letter. She had to pretend everything was alright for now. All she had to do was erase that name from her mind and deprogram her senses to feel no pain or show any emotion. The children did not need to know. She would have to tell them at some point but not until she was in control of her own emotions.
She managed to make it through the first day after receiving the letter without the children knowing anything was wrong. Late at night behind the closed door of her bedroom she was able to release some of the pent-up emotion and anger she was feeling. She used her pillow to muffle her sobs as the despair that she was feeling at times seemed to take her breath away.

“Oh, Philip!” she cried over and over. 

She felt the very same despair when Sam died and there was no one to comfort her then. Will there ever be anyone to help her?  She thought to herself. She felt doomed to a life of emptiness.
She managed to find some degree of comfort in the weeks to come.  She told herself that is was good she had not made a commitment to Philip. He probably would have dumped her anyway. How could he be so cold and callous in telling her that he no longer wanted to see her? It was unforgivable but she was probably better off without him. But when she thought of how he had held her in his strong arms and the tenderness he had always shown her, her heart would break all over again. Once she had passed a man on the street whose aftershave was one of the same fragrances that Philip wore, and she almost went to pieces. She had to get over him soon and she was determined that she would because “the sooner, the better.”
There was one loose end she had to take care of and soon. She had mistakenly left information at Philip’s cabin during the Christmas holidays that was needed to complete student records at the end of each semester. She desperately needed that information before the middle of March. It was inevitable that she retrieved the information as soon as possible. She decided to visit the cabin during the day while Philip was at the college and would not have to worry about any contact with him.
It was a Friday. She dropped the children off at school around seven-thirty, made arrangements with the sitter for after school, and made her way to Crestwoods. She arrived around eleven-thirty in the morning and Mrs. Jackson was surprised and happy to see her when she answered the door. Catherine explained her dilemma and Mrs. Jackson offered to give her the key to the cabin. She asked Mrs. Jackson to go with her to the cabin, but Mrs. Jackson declined citing an appointment with a repair man in about thirty minutes.

“Is Philip at work today, Mrs. Jackson?” She tentatively asked.

“Isn’t he always?" You know that man hardly misses a day of work.” She replied.

Soon the records would be in her hands and that would be the end of another chapter in her life. Oh, the lessons she had learned during the past seven months. 

She assured Mrs. Jackson she would return the key in about thirty minutes.

Mrs. Jackson’s reply was, “take all the time you need dear. There is no rush.”

When Catherine arrive at the cabin, her heart was heavy for she knew she would never see this beautiful place again, and on the other hand, she felt relieved that she would be able to sever all ties with Philip and move on. 
“Move on to what?” She asked herself aloud.
 She was content to just sit in the car and take it all in. She was, in fact, taking a mental picture--one that she hoped would stay in her mind and comfort her for a long time to come. 

The warms rays of sunshine invading the interior of the car did nothing to warm her cold soul. She realized that she needed to quickly collect her things and get back to Tallinville where she belonged. She was no longer a part of this world—Philip’s world.
“I can’t stay here forever.” She said to herself and reluctantly let herself out of the car. She could not resist the urge to walk to the edge of the beautiful lake and take in the sights of nature. It was a breezy March day and the water was swaying back and forth in rhythm with nature’s clock. 
How she wished she could turn back the hands of time. She never should have allowed herself to become involved with Philip. But she had and now her heart was broken into tiny pieces that were too small to mend. She had made the wrong decision. After all the soul-searching she had done and precautionary measures she had taken, she had still gotten hurt. 

It could have been worse. Thank God, she still had her dignity and self-respect but there was little consolation in that thought.

“Move on, Catherine!” she told herself. “It’s time to get going.”

She approached the cabin slowly. Soon the documents would be in her hands. It was a relief to know she had finally reached her destination without any contact with Philip. She did not have the strength to face him, besides he had said it all in his letter. She had read that letter a thousand times and there was no misunderstanding his message. And each time she read it she went deeper into despair.
When she reached the steps of the cabin, she sat down with her back to the entrance to read the letter one last time. It still had the same effect on her heart and mind.

There was no mistaking the beautiful scenery at the cabin. Tulips of yellow, pink, and lavender were poking their heads up from the soil signaling the arrival of spring—a beautiful time of the year with new beginnings and new life. There would be no celebration of spring for her. There had been beauty all around her and in her weakened state she had disillusioned herself into thinking she was a beautiful princess and Philip was a dashing prince coming to her rescue. She had always had an over-active imagination and now it had cost her plenty—her piece of mind.

She knew in that very instant her life would never be the same and that thought was more than she could bear. The huge tears she had held at bay for weeks spilled over and Catherine dropped her head in her hands and sobbed openly. Her shoulders shook as the pitiful sobs presented themselves repeatedly.
Philip, standing inside the cabin near the window, had silently observed Catherine’s progress from the moment her car had come into view. He was thankful Mrs. Jackson had not disclosed his whereabouts to Catherine. He had taken the day off in hopes of getting his head together since he had not heard from Catherine. Some “alone time” was much needed since his relationship with Catherine appeared to have ended. Mrs. Jackson called to the cabin and told him that Catherine was on the way and had no idea he would be there. He quickly moved his vehicle out of sight and was quietly waiting inside the cabin for her to arrive. 

He noticed that she had lost some weight, but she was as beautiful as ever and his hungry eyes took in every inch of her. As he watched her progress to the edge of the lake, he wanted to go to her. Her body language had all the signs of someone who was wresting with a momentous problem. From the way her arms were folded across her body and the tilt of her head toward the sky were tell-tale signs of chaos.

As she made her way to the cabin, his eyes continued to follow her progress and his heart quickened with every step that brought her closer to him.

She sat on the steps with her back to him and he could tell she was reading something, and it deeply disturbed her. Her heartbroken sobs could be heard well inside the cabin and he felt his eyes moisten with tears. He simply could not resist the need to be near her nor could her allow her to suffer any longer.

He opened the door and softly called her name.

Her sobs abruptly stopped, and she raised her head, but she did not turn around. 
He softly called her name again.

Catherine stood up and slowly turned around. Her expressive eyes showed evidence of surprise and she began wiping her tears with hands that were trembling. She seemed terrorized by his presence and slowly started to back down the steps of the cabin.

Philip began to walk towards her. Catherine turned to run but tripped and fell down the remaining two steps and instantly he was at her side.

Catherine tried to get up.

“Catherine, please lie still. You may have broken something.” He said.

“I’m fine, really.” She insisted. His touch was electrifying causing her to tremble even more.
“Please, please let go of me …”

Philip reluctantly removed his hands from her upper arms and stood towering above her. 
Catherine slowly got to her feet and start to walk away but winced in pain as her right ankle gave away and she started to fall a second time.
Philip caught her and effortlessly lifted her up in his strong arms.
Her mind was reeling with questions. How did he get here? He is not supposed to be here. Mrs. Jackson said he was at the college today, or did she? She was terrified because she did not belong in his world anymore.

His voice so close to her ear demanded her attention.

“Please… don’t fight me, Catherine. I won’t hurt you.” He whispered.
He held her close as her fragrance filled his nostrils. He was hungry for the smell and feel of her and his arms tightened their hold of his precious cargo. He carried her inside and gently laid her on the sofa and stood there starring at her for what seem like an eternity to Catherine. 

She was unable to move and could only return his gaze in mute silence. He looked angry and then his features softened, and he became the Philip she had fallen in love with. 
“He’s angry because I am trespassing and have no right to be here. What if he’s here with someone else?” She silently told herself. 
She looked around the room for evidence of someone else’s presence. There was nothing. 

 He would not overlook her impertinence. She owed him an explanation for her presence. That she would give him, collect her records, and make a hasty retreat. She had to leave quickly because his presence was affecting her ability to think rationally, and she was momentarily paralyzed with fear and felt powerless to move or even speak.

  It was Philip who spoke first.

“Catherine, I was wrong to give you an ultimatum and I’m so very sorry.”

Her eyes widened in surprise at his apology and did not go unnoticed by Philip.

“Philip, I can understand why you felt the ultimatum was necessary and I accept responsibility for that, but why would you nullify it two days later?” She asked.
“When did I do that?” he asked somewhat puzzled. “What are you talking about, Sweetheart?”

Catherine slowly opened her purse and removed the letter. She handed it to him with trembling hands.

Philip quickly read the letter and looked at Catherine in disbelief.

“I did not write this.” He stated without emotion. “Is this the reason why I did not hear from you?  My God! And is this the reason I’ve gone out of my mind trying to figure out what I had done to push you away? Is this the reason why I’ve been so miserable for the past six weeks? I don’t believe this!  Why didn’t you tell me about this? Was that why you were crying a few minutes ago?”

Catherine’s speech was marked by confusion.

“I thought… this was your… was what you wanted. You didn’t write this letter?”
“No, I did not! How could I have written something like this loving you as I do? When did you get this?”
“On Monday after your birthday party. This is your personal stationery, Philip. I thought this was what you wanted.”
“There is no way I would have ever written something like this. Yes, I was angry when you left the day after the party, but I was only trying to shock a commitment from you—trying to force you to want what I desperately needed.  I can only imagine how you felt. Mother and Mrs. Jackson did not speak to me for several days. I am so sorry, Sweetheart. Please forgive me.”

He quickly sat down on the sofa besides Catherine and took both of her hands and kissed them. 
“I can’t imagine how you must have felt. I am so sorry you had to go through that. I realized something was wrong when after four days I had not heard from you. Catherine, who could have sent this letter? Who in this world would not want us to be together?” He urgently asked. 

He continued.

“Could Aunt Jeannie be behind this?”

“No, Philip. This is your personal stationery. See the watermark. Aunt Jeannie does not have access to your personal stationery. Who could have known about your ultimatum? Do you think the same person is responsible for the incident at the Visitors’ dorm Career Weekend and the motel during Homecoming weekend?” She asked.

“I don’t know who could have known about the ultimatum. More than likely the same person is responsible and for some reason, does not want us to be together. This was a pretty mean trick and it very well could have worked. Thank God you left those reports behind during the holidays or we would have never known. 
They were both quiet for several minutes.

“Catherine, I’ve missed you so much. How I have wanted to have you near me and to think we’ve been apart all this time because of this! Sweetheart, I don’t know if I can ever let you leave me again.”

Catherine began to cry tears of relief. All the sadness and despair she had felt for the past few weeks had been erased by this kind and loving man.

“Sweetheart, what’s wrong? Please don’t cry. I want pressure you ever again, I promise. I’ll wait until you are sure this is what you want.”

“No, it’s not that.  Phillip, please…just hold me. Please hold me. I thought I had lost you forever. I love you with all my heart and I’ll always love you.” She cried.

He gently but urgently pulled her into his arms and slowly kissed her tears away.
“Catherine, I know that I told you I was a patient man and that I could wait until you’re ready. But sweetheart, I don’t think I can wait any longer.”

Catherine smiled and looked deeply into his eyes.

“Philip, you don’t have to wait any longer.” 

He lifted her into his arms and carried her upstairs to his bedroom. He laid his precious cargo on the pillows and immediately joined her there. There was no turning back as they gave in to the cloud of passion that enveloped them again and again.

It was dark when Catherine opened her eyes, and immediately she was aware of her body being encircled by strong arms and her head was cradled on Philip’s bare chest. She did not know how long they had lain in that position, nor did she care.

She felt incredibly lightweight, carefree, and most of all—loved. Philip had proven the depth of his love during the past few hours and had finally convinced her beyond a shadow of a doubt how much he loved and needed her. He had reached for her time and time again and each time she responded with all the love in her heart. 
Catherine awoke the second time to the sound of thunder in the distance, and she quickly sat up in bed.
“Catherine, what is wrong.” Philip asked.

“Oh no, I told the sitter I would be home before seven this evening. I’ve got to call her, and I have to get on the road.”

“Relax Darling. I’ve already called and checked on the children and I asked the sitter if she could spend the night. She sounds like a great person and I promised she would be compensated for her time as well. I also talked to the children and they are fine, apparently in good hands. I told Penny you sprained your ankle and I did not feel you should drive on it today—no lies, just facts. I assured her you would be home tomorrow.”
“When did you do that?” she asked.
“When you fell asleep, my love, and I knew it would be a while before you woke up.” I hope that was all right’

“Yes, it was fine. What did you tell the sitter? She asked.

“Only that you had injured your ankle and that you would not make it home as planned. I asked if she could stay the night and possibly part of Saturday until you made it home.”

Thank you for being so thoughtful.’
“No Catherine, I should be thanking you. I am the happiest man alive at this moment. To have you share my bed and give me the love I so desperately needed has restored my joy. I wish we would stay here forever.”

“Catherine, honey, there is something I am concerned about. In our haste we did not take any precautions. I don’t want you to have to worry about an unplanned pregnancy right now.”

“Oh God,” She said to herself. “Why did she let it go this far without telling Philip?”
Catherine slowly got out of bed and put on Philip’s robe. She walked out on the balcony feeling defeated again.

In a matter of seconds, she could feel Philip standing behind her and she knew she had to give him an explanation.

“Catherine, what is wrong?” He asked.

“Philip, I am so sorry. I never should have allowed our relationship to reach this point with telling you something very important.”

“Catherine--“

“No Philip, let me finish, please.”

She took a deep breath.

When Corey was born there were complications and the doctor said it is very unlikely that I would be able to have another child.”

She slowly turned to face him.

“You would make a great father. I can tell because of how you are with my children. You need someone who can give you babies of your own. I can’t do that, and I am so sorry for not sharing this information with you before it came to this. You deserve so much more than I can give you.”
Catherine, you have already given me a world I never thought possible. What’s mine is yours and what’s yours is mine. We already have three children that I love dearly, and I love their mother with all my heart. I don’t need anything else. I was simply concerned about you but now that’s all settled, the sky is the limit. I think this calls for a celebration. He picked Catherine up in his strong arms and carried her inside the bedroom.           

Catherine and Philip left the cabin around noon the next day. There had been a storm during the night with heavy rain and everything looked new and fresh to Catherine’s eyes.  She had her reports and she also had Philip’s love again.
Philip insisted she follow him to Crestwoods. Upon their arrival, Mrs. Jackson informed them that Mrs. Cagney was in the library and Philip suggested that Catherine join his mother while he spoke with Mr. Jackson about an urgent matter. 
“They know--they all know that Philip and I spent last night together.” She said to herself. And now she had to face his mother alone. She took a deep breath to steady her nerves and slowly walked into the library.

Mrs. Cagney seemed happy to see her and hugged her warmly. 

“My dear, it is so good to see you. How have you been?” She asked.

“I’ve been well.” Replied Catherine.

Mrs. Cagney then spoke in a hushed tone.

“Have you and Philip finally worked things out. I have been so worried about the two of you. Agnes felt bad about not telling you Philip was at the cabin but sometimes fate needs a little help. What did you do when you realized he was there?”

“She panicked.” Said Philip upon entering the room.  “Mother, someone played a mean trick on us but thank God for Mrs. Jackson’s intervention or we never would have known.”

He sat on the sofa with Catherine and took her hand in his.

“We will get to the bottom of this one day, I promise you. But promise me you will not keep anything like this from me again. Will you give me your word?” He said.
“Yes, but why are things always happening to us. Someone does not want our relationship to continue and we don’t have a clue.” Said Catherine.
“What are you two talking about? What is going on? Will someone please tell me?” Said Mrs. Cagney.
It was Philip who spoke.

“Mother, on the night of my birthday party, I gave Catherine an ultimatum trying to persuade her to take our relationship to the next level. And I told her if I didn’t hear from her then I would know the relationship was over.” 
“Philip, that was a terrible thing to do.” Mrs. Cagney said.

“I now know Mother, that it was. I almost lost Catherine because someone sent her a letter telling her I no longer wanted to see her again and that it was over. And that is why I had not heard from her. Thank God for Mrs. Jackson. She deserves a raise. I am so grateful to her for being so wise.”

“I sure would like to get to the bottom of this and maybe we will. In the meantime, I will ask Agnes to make a pot of coffee.” Said Mrs. Cagney as she left the room.
“Catherine, I will be back shortly. I need to speak with Mr. Jackson again. Are you alright Baby?” Asked Philip.
“Yes, I’m fine.”
Philip and his mother returned to the library to find Catherine fast asleep.

Mrs. Cagney whispered to him. “You kept that poor child up all night, didn’t you?” 
“Guilty as charged, Mother.”

“She is in no condition to drive home. Let’s make her comfortable and give her a couple hours of sleep.” 

Philip tenderly removed her shoes and reclined the section of the sofa Catherine was seated on. She did not stir at all even when Philip tenderly kissed her forehead. Mrs. Cagney smiled at the scene before her and thought to herself, it was only a matter of time.
