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Chapter One

I Saw Her Standing There

Tuesday, 17 September, 1963

Benton, Illinois, USA

“KATIE…?”

“Back here,” the response was called out in return. “I’m giving Leslie a bath.”

“Aw, luv, you needn’t have gone to the trouble,” answered the woman as she walked toward the back of the bungalow. “That’s sweet of you, though.”  

Just then, five year old Gordy came running into the hallway to where his mother stood just outside the bathroom door conversing with his fifteen year old babysitter.

“No problem, Mrs. C., I was happy to do it,” the teen replied as she started toweling dry the toddler.  “Everything go ok?”

The young mother ruffled her son’s hair affectionately as he ran off again in search of other adventures. “Oh yeah,” she said, leaning up against the doorway while lighting a cigarette.  “Cor, that Route 3 was backed up fer miles on the way home, though – accident, I reckon.”

“Yeah, well, too bad it’s the only road to the airport.  Did you find the boys ok?”  

“Yeah,” she smiled, “It’s been ages, but I’d know those two gits anywhere.  Amazing to see how our kid has grown.  Quite the looker these days it seems,” she added as a tease to the girl.  Growing serious, she said, “Ya know, Katie, I don’t want you to feel obligated to take him on this week.”

Katie had just finished towel-drying Leslie’s hair and was combing detangler through it.  Leslie wouldn’t have let anyone near her hair with a comb if it hadn’t first been sprayed with Tame.  “I don’t mind at all.  After all, how can one experience America without experiencing a football game?  Besides, Homecoming is a good old fashioned American tradition – good for his cultural education!”  They both laughed as Leslie ran from the bathroom, her long wet hair flying behind her as she went.

“Well, I can tell ya that Georgie seems mad keen on going. Of course, he wanted to know what you looked like.”

Katie wanted desperately to ask how she described her, but refrained.  She knew a bit about George from all that his sister Louise had shared with her.  She knew that he was a musician in a rock and roll band in England.  She also knew that his band had recently had tremendous success there and elsewhere in Europe, even though they remained completely unknown on the American music scene.  Of most concern to her, she knew that he was twenty years old as compared to her fifteen years. What if he just sees me as a kid or just plain doesn’t like me?  

She wondered if his sister had mentioned anything to George about her age and was just about to ask when Louise turned to walk out of the bathroom, calling to her two youngsters, “Alright you two, say a quick hello and g’night to yer uncles and it’s off to bed with you both.  You’ll have plenty of time to play tomorrow.”  Turning to Katie, Louise added, “Katie, will you be a luv and see them to bed for me?”

“Sure, Mrs. C.”

Louise smiled as she started to walk away, but suddenly turned back, “Oh and Katie, when yer done, come join us for a cuppa, yeah?  I know the boys are dying to meet you.”

“Sure, I’d be happy to, thanks!”  

Katie made short work of rounding up the rambunctious youngsters and settling them down for sleep.  She found herself really looking forward to meeting George, especially since Louise was kind enough to loan Katie her copy of his band’s first LP, Please, Please Me.  Long before the record was available in the U.S., George had sent his older sister a copy on the off-chance that she could get local radio stations to give it some airplay. Katie loved the music, but what struck her even more was the photograph.  On the cover photo, he and the three other boys in the band were looking down over a railing.  It was a bit difficult to make out his features all that well, but it piqued her curiosity just enough that she found a way to nonchalantly ask Louise if she had any other photographs of the boy. That was how Katie Kelly – part time babysitter and full time neighbor - first developed a crush on Louise Caldwell’s youngest brother, George.  

Now, he was sitting at the table in the Caldwell’s kitchen, and he had agreed to accompany Katie to the Homecoming festivities at her school this week.  With the children in bed, Katie slipped quietly back into the bathroom to check her appearance.  

She scrutinized the reflection staring back at her from the mirror.  She wasn’t what people would call “a beauty.”  With her auburn hair falling around her shoulders in a mass of curls, large saucer-shaped emerald green eyes fringed with dark lashes, full lips that appeared to be in a perpetual pout when she wasn’t smiling, and a sprinkling of freckles across the bridge of her nose, she might be considered by some to be “cute” or “pretty” even, but, certainly not sophisticated enough to be found “beautiful.”  Allowed to wear make-up only on special occasions, she might be able to make herself look a bit more mature, but, most of the time, this was the face she met each day with.  Turning sideways, pulling her sweater taut, she admired the one true asset a girl her age could put stock in.  Though only five foot four and one hundred pounds even, she had a cute figure accentuated by the blessing of her early development. She sighed at the image in the mirror.  She wasn’t totally satisfied, but it would have to do – at least for tonight.  She just hoped that George wouldn’t think her too much of a kid. At twenty years old, Katie thought of him as quite nearly a man. Steeling herself, she opened the bathroom door and walked down the hall and into the kitchen.

“Ah, here she is!” exclaimed Gordon.  Very often, Katie had trouble understanding Louise’s Scottish husband.  When they had first moved to Benton, Gordon had come to her front door asking to borrow a Philips screwdriver, and she had thought he was speaking a foreign language.  Their first meeting remained as much a source of amusement to Gordon as it remained a source of embarrassment to Katie, and he never failed to recount the tale to anybody who hadn’t heard it.  “Now sit yerself doon and enjoy a proper cup of tea,” Gordon ordered her with mock sternness, “Pete and George were kind enough to bring us real tea – not that stuff in wee baggies with stringies ye heathens try to pass off on unsuspecting ex-pats!”  

As the group shared a laugh, Katie shyly moved toward the table, and, noticing the empty chair between Gordon and George, chose the remaining seat next to Louise who put on her best formal hostess tone, “Katie Kelly, I’d like you to meet my wee brothers, Peter and George Harrison.” Pouring the last remaining cup of tea from the pot, Louise indicated each of young man as she said his name with a nod in his direction.  

Katie first acknowledged Peter, sitting directly across from her, “Pleased to meet you.”  Then, turning her head toward George, “Welcome to America…”  She had meant to add, “I hope you enjoy your stay,” but even the three words she did manage to get out ended in little more than a whisper as her eyes met his.  Though George was smiling, there was definitely a look of appraisal in his dark eyes.  It felt as though he was looking right through her.  Katie had to suppress a shiver, but remained mesmerized by his gaze.  Her reverie was interrupted by a well-timed whistle from the kettle boiling on the stove.  Louise rose, “Anyone else fer another pot?”

Peter responded with a yawn, “None fer me, Lou, I’m dead knackered.  If it’s alright with you, I’ll just finish this one here and pop off to the bed fer a kip before tea.”

“Sure, luv, I can even set tea out a bit later if you like,” Louise offered.

As the conversation continued in the background between Louise and Peter, Katie ventured another glance at George over the rim of her teacup.  He was still smiling at her, his chin resting on his hand.  Didn’t his mother ever teach him that it is impolite to stare?  Just then, as if reading her thoughts, he winked at her, giggling softly at her reaction.  Is he mocking me?

As Katie pondered this, she became suddenly aware that someone was talking to her, “…so I guess we’ll be seeing you around a bit. It’s a pleasure meeting you, Katie,” Peter was saying as he rose from his chair.

“Hmmm?  Oh….oh yes, Peter, I hope you get some rest after your journey.”  Good save, Kate! 
“Will you be joining him, George?” Louise asked as she moved about the kitchen preparing to start cooking.

Katie tried to appear indifferent to George’s response, but felt a visceral sense of relief as he answered his sister, “Not just yet, perhaps in a bit.” Looking up in Katie’s direction, he smiled through his fatigue.  Feeling both shy and excited, Katie smiled in return.  Then, knowing exactly the response she would elicit, she announced, “Well, I had better get going.  Dad will be getting up soon and I have to start dinner.”  Just as she was rising from her chair….
“Oh, well that’s just silly, Katie.  Why don’t you and yer Dad just join us?  I’m making more than enough!” Katie smiled inwardly, and continued her ruse.

“Aw, no really,” she feigned protest, “I don’t want to put you to any trouble.”

“It’s no trouble at all,” Louise gently squeezed Katie’s shoulder as she passed.  “Besides, I insist.”  

Louise and Gordon Caldwell hadn’t lived in Benton very long, but those that knew Louise knew it was hopeless to argue when she “insisted.”  So, after yet another glance in George’s direction, Katie gladly gave up and gave in.  “Well, thank you, that’s very kind.”

“Wonderful!  I’ll ring your Dad in twenty minutes and tell him.”

Satisfied, Katie sunk further into her chair and glanced at George again.  Empowered by her successful manipulation and feeling just a bit brazen, this time, Katie winked at George.  He raised one brow in surprise, but as his endearingly crooked smile widened, Katie felt a flush of both pleasure and panic.

