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Chapter Four

I Want to Hold Your Hand

Katie sat at the table waiting for George to return with their drinks, casually wondering if he would opt to have hers made with alcohol.  It was the first time she’d been in the club, and she harbored no small concern that she would stick out like a sore thumb amid the older teens and young adults.  The lighting, however, was kept dim, so nobody even glanced in their direction when they’d first walked in.  Earlier that afternoon, she and George had gotten plenty of looks, but, she was certain, that was more because of his unusual way he wore his hair.  Crew cuts were more the norm for boys in Benton.

She turned to pick George out at the crowded bar, and, seeing he was going to be a while yet, she leaned back in her chair and tried to relax.  Although the day had gone better than she could have hoped for, she was still a bundle of nerves about sneaking out of the house.  She was sure someone was going to recognize her and tell her father.  At least a half dozen times that evening, she’d considered begging off with some excuse, but, one look in George’s eyes, and any idea of leaving melted away.

There hadn’t been much to show George in Benton – there wasn’t much to show anyone in Benton, so they had spent most of the late afternoon sitting on the grass by the gazebo in the town center.  George had done most of the talking, keeping Katie in rapt attention.  She used the opportunity to study him closely.  Little quirks and idiosyncrasies revealed themselves the more she got to know him, and she found them endearing:  the way his whole face lit up when he laughed, the way his heavy brows would knit together when something made him angry, the way his crooked grin would widen and his dark chocolate eyes would dance when he was feeling self-conscious or embarrassed.

Sitting there in the shade of the gazebo, they’d talked for hours.  He spoke of his home in Liverpool, his family, rock and roll – he especially favored the Tamla Motown groups and singers - and of course, the Beatles.  In turn, Katie spoke of life in Benton – such as it was - the ups and downs of attending private school, her friends and father, and, yes, even her mother.  George made it so easy to talk.  He seemed to really listen when she spoke and asked a lot of questions.  One thing that struck Katie in particular was the fact that he seemed incredibly perceptive and empathetic for someone his age.  While telling him about her mother’s accident, he commented upon how hard it must be for her to be without a “mum,” especially being a girl her age.  

As the sun went down, a chill filled the air.  George removed his jacket and placed it around Katie’s shoulders.  For just that moment, his face was merely inches from hers.  She raised her eyes, meeting his.  He gave her a small smile, “Wouldn’t do having you catch a chill.”

Her heart was pounding so hard, she was sure he must have noticed.  “Thank you,” she shyly replied, her voice barely above a whisper.  

During a lull in the conversation, George reached out and brushed a wisp of hair from Katie’s face.  She looked up at him, smiling her thanks.  His finger continued caressing her cheek as he gazed into her eyes.  Her breathing became shallow and rapid while her heart pounded wildly against her chest.  Oh my God, he’s going to kiss me! 

“Well, little lady,” he said doing a bad John Wayne impersonation, “if you’re going to make it home in time to start dinner for your dad, I’d better get you home, yeah?” 

Huh….?
The spell was broken, and, before she could even respond, George was helping her rise from the ground.  Katie supposed it was just as well since she doubted she could have kept the disappointment out of her voice if she had spoken.

George chatted amiably the entire walk home seemingly oblivious to the fact that his companion was saying nothing at all. Though Katie was really only half-listening, she noticed that George referred to John, Paul, and Richie repeatedly. He talks more about them than he does about his own family!  About fifteen minutes later, they had reached her house.

“Right then, pick you up at ten?” George asked.

Still feeling guilty and nervous at so blatantly breaking her father’s rule, she replied, “Better make it ten thirty so I can have time to get everything ready for school in the morning.”  The truth was, she wanted to make sure her father would be good and gone before George showed up at the door.  If George picked up on this, he didn’t let on.

“OK then, ten thirty it is.  See ya gorgeous!” With that, he leaned forward and gave her a quick peck on the cheek, and, with a wink, he shoved his hands into his pockets and started walking towards his sister’s house.  Katie was about to yell out to him that he’d forgotten his jacket, but, instead, she pulled the collar up to her face and inhaled his scent deeply. Smiling at his receding back, she decided to hold on to it until later that night.  With that, she turned on her heel and entered her house.

So far, everything had gone off without a hitch.  Though still on guard against being seen by anyone who might suspect that she shouldn’t be at the club, Katie allowed herself to feel cautiously optimistic that she might enjoy the evening out with George.  It made her feel a bit giddy being in such a grown up place with an “older man.”  

George returned to the table carrying two glasses.  As he gingerly placed them on the table, Katie noticed that they looked identical.  She watched as George removed the jacket she’d returned earlier, tossing over the back of an empty chair at their table. Then, loosening his tie and unfastening the first button of his shirt, he reached for his drink, holding the glass up in a salute.  Taking his cue, Katie giggled and raised her glass to his.

“To naughty Catholic school girls!” he offered with a sly grin.  Katie feigned insult, but broke out laughing, and, tapping the rim of their glasses together, they took a sip.  

As the burning liquid hit the back of her throat, Katie started coughing.  George laughed good-naturedly as he patted Katie on the back.  Her eyes watering and her voice raspy, she asked, “What the hell is in this, kerosene?” 

“Nah, it’s scotch and coke – it’s all the rave in Liverpool,” he joked.

“Oh my God! I think my throat is on fire,” she gasped.

Putting on a posh accent, George said, “I believe it’s an ‘acquired taste’” He then added seriously, “Shall I get you a glass of water, luv?”

Katie continued to clear her throat and dab at her eyes, “No thanks, I’ll be fine…I think.”

George smiled at that and then added in mock sternness, “You just be sure to go easy on that.  I don’t fancy the idea of having to pour you back home!”

Katie rolled her eyes at him, “Believe me, you have nothing to worry about there.  Besides, I don’t think I could if I wanted to.”

“I could get you something else to drink if you like?”

“No, no….this will be fine.”

George looked dubious, “Well, if yer sure….”

“I am,” Katie replied with a confidence she didn’t feel. Then, in reassurance, she again raised the glass to her lips, and sipped.

“Hey, Katie!” 

Unsure who it was that was calling her name, she prayed to anyone listening that there was another Katie in the club.  However, as she glanced around at the crowd, she saw the unmistakable form of Gabe McCarty walking toward the table where she and George sat.

“Hi Gabe…”

“Well, you’re the last person I expected to see in here!” he exclaimed with a tipsy smile.

Before Gabe could ask what she was doing there, Katie launched into introductions, “Gabe McCarty, I’d like you to meet George Harrison, Mrs. Caldwell’s brother from England.”

As the two young men shook hands, Gabe asked, “You’re not Mrs. Caldwell’s youngest brother – the one in a rock and roll band?”

George rolled his eyes good-naturedly, “I see my reputation precedes me thanks to my sister!”

As the small group shared a laugh, Gabe clarified, “Yeah, she told me about you….even let me listen to your album.  You guys are smokin’!”

Katie added, “Gabe here has a band of his own- ‘The Four Vests’.  They’re pretty popular around the county.”

“Izzat right?” George looked to Gabe for confirmation.

“Yeah, we do alright,” the young man replied modestly.  “But, hey, your sister said you might be interested in sitting in on a gig with us….”

George groaned aloud in embarrassment,  “Aw, Gabe, I’m so sorry she….”

“No, no, man.  That would be cool. I mean, if it’s square with you, that is.”  Katie couldn’t help noticing the way that Gabe slurred his words.  Apparently, he had more than his share to drink.

“Erm….actually, I’m on a bit of a holiday, ya see….”

“Oh, hey man, no sweat. Listen, we’re paying the VFW in Eldorado this weekend. Why don’t you and your family – oh, and Katie here – come on out?”

“Well, that sounds good to me.” George replied dubiously as he sought Katie’s acquiescence with a raised brow.  She shrugged in return, “Sure, I suppose.”

“Cool, man, that’s cool,” Gabe said, albeit quite loudly, causing some heads to turn in their direction.  Slapping George on the back, he said, “Well, I didn’t mean to interrupt your date, man.”  As he said the word “date,” he leaned in towards George and gave him a wink and sly grin.  Katie didn’t know if she felt flattered that Gabe thought they were on a proper date or offended at the suggestiveness that wink implied.  She decided to say nothing.  

“Right, well, see ya there, then, Gabe,” George said, obviously trying to hasten the young man’s departure.

“Sure, sure.  Nice meetin’ ya, man.  See ya Katie!”  Gabe responded as he backed away from the table, very nearly spilling his drink on a woman as he turned to head back towards his own table.

Katie and George watched him for a bit until he was out of sight.  George turned back to the table and, picking up his drink said to Katie, “Seems like a nice enough fella.”

Katie gave a slight giggle, “Yeah, well, he’s a lot nicer when he’s less drunk!”

The two fell into a comfortable silence for a few minutes, when George broke it with a question, taking Katie off guard.  “So, do you have a fella?”  The question seemed off-he-cuff, but Katie had to wonder why he would have waited this long to ask.

“Um…no, not at the moment.”  She answered, feeling strangely self-conscious, as she played with cocktail stirrer in her glass.

“Oh, I see.”  George commented as if he did.  After a moment, “Why is that?”

“Why is what?” Katie asked, genuinely confused.

“Why does a pretty girl like you have no fella ‘at the moment’?”  His grin as he asked this made her wonder if he was deliberately putting her on the spot.

Katie just shrugged her shoulders and shyly answered, “I dunno.  Guess I’ve just been busy.”

“Ah, go on, then!” George laughed, leaning back in his chair.

“What?” She asked in surprise.

“I’d wager yer dad doesn’t let you date yet, isn’t that so?” he asked teasingly.

“I would like to point out to you, Mr. Harrison, that I am sitting here with you.  How do figure that would be the case if my father didn’t allow me to date?”  Though said with a smile, Katie felt the sting of George’s perception.

George cocked his head to the side, “Well, this is different.  It’s a favor, isn’t it?  To Lou, I mean.  ‘Sides, yer dad knows I’m only here fer a bit.  He knows I’m harmless,” he added with a wink.

If you only knew! thought Katie.

“Anyway,” George began, draining his drink first, “they all probably reckon I’m too old fer ya at any rate.”

Katie was grateful for the fact that George was looking in his glass, trying to shake loose an ice cube.  Otherwise, he would undoubtedly have noticed the expression of shocked disillusionment that drew over her features as he said this.

She quickly looked away from George and down at her hands folded in her lap.  Not really knowing how to respond, but feeling that she wanted….no, needed to be anywhere else but here with him, she said softly as she pushed her chair away from the table and stood, “It’s late George.  I really need to get home.”

Now it was George’s turn to look surprised.  “Already?  We haven’t been here but an hour, luv!”

“Yes, well, I have to get up for school in the morning,” she started, still not able to bring herself to look at George, “I can get a cab home.  You can stay, if you like.”

Now George was really confused.  “Don’t be ridiculous, Katie.  I brought ya here.  I’ll see ya home!”  He stood, throwing his jacket over his shoulders, trying all the while to catch her eye.

Katie just gave a curt nod, and, turning away without saying another word, she headed fro the exit.

George followed, feeling he’d said or done something to upset her, but not quite able to fathom what it was.

Once outside, George had to practically run to catch up with her.  Drawing up beside her, they walked in silence for the first block.  Finally, he could bear it no longer, “Katie,” he said, putting his hand on her arm to stop her, “erm…listen, if I said anything out of line, I apologize.  I was just joking about yer dad not letting you date, ya know, but….” He floundered for words as they stood facing each other, Katie’s eyes downcast.  Clearly, he had upset the girl, and, for that, he felt terrible.  He had truly been enjoying her company, and, truth be told, fifteen or not, she was – as the lads back in the ‘Pool would say – “a bit of alright.”

“It’s alright,” Katie said, still not looking at him, “let’s just get home, huh?”  With that, she started walking away.

George stood just a beat longer, but quickly caught up, falling in step with her.  The only sound was clicking of both their heels on the paved sidewalk.  As they turned onto McCann Street, George struggled for something to say to put things right again.  By the time they’d reached Katie’s door, he said the only thing he could think of to say, “Kate, please, I really am sorry.  I’m not really sure what I said to upset you – was it the thing about yer dad?” No answer. “Well,” he said with a sigh, looking around him, “whatever it was, I wished I hadn’t said it.  I’ve gone and upset you, and, especially after the lovely day we spent…Well, I just wished I hadn’t have said it.  That’s all. I guess I’m just not very good at talking properly to young girls.  Ya know, it’s been a while since I’ve been around any much,” he added with a laugh to try and lighten the mood.  

What George didn’t know is that was the third time today he’d said or done something to make Katie feel like she was just a kid to him, and she desperately wanted him to see as so much more.  It seemed as though every time she thought something romantic was developing between them, he reminded her - in one way or another - that they were worlds apart.  Truly, it was driving her mad.  First he flirts with me. Then there was that moment at the gazebo when I thought he was going to kiss me. Then he buys me a drink – a real drink – and treats me as though I really was his date.  It’s just so damn confusing!  Now, he’s apologizing like his life depends on it.  If I’m just a kid, then why should it matter so much? Unless…the thought grew, and it was all that Katie could do to keep from smiling as the truth of it hit her. Unless it’s him who’s confused.

Katie slowly raised her eyes to George’s, and they seemed to be pleading with her to forgive him. A child would pout, stubbornly refuse to give an inch. She needed to handle this like a “woman.”  She gave him a small smile, “It’s o.k., George.  I’m sorry, too.  Sometimes I can just get oversensitive.”

George continued to look at her as though he wasn’t sure she was serious.  Then, very cautiously, he asked, “Yer sure?  We’re o.k.?”

Katie nodded her headed in agreement.  “I did have a lovely time today, George.  Thank you.”

George’s relief was almost palpable as he answered, “I’m glad, luv.  Me, too.”  

See, he means it. It’s not my imagination!

Then, shyly he asked, “Are we still on fer the weekend then?”

“Of course we are.”  I’m just going to have to figure out a way to make him see me as more mature – a girl he can be with!

“Alright,” he said with a smile.  Leaning over, he kissed Katie’s cheek again.  “G’night then, luv”  Damn!  Why didn’t I turn my head so he would’ve caught my lips?  Katie, girl, you are going to have to take some chances!

“Goodnight, George.”  Unlocking the door, Katie let herself into the house, giving George one last smile as she closed and locked it again.  She stood just inside the door and listened as his boot heels clicked away down the path and up the sidewalk to the house next door.

Though it was late, and Katie was tired, she decided to run a bath for herself before retiring to bed.  She had too much on her mind to sleep anyway.  She had to figure out a way to keep the accidental meeting with Gabe from turning into a fiasco.  After all, she’d be hard pressed trying to explain exactly how and when – not to mention where – the arrangements for the weekend were made should he father find out.  Most importantly, though, she needed to start brainstorming ways to move George past his nervousness concerning her age.  This was going to take some thought and planning – and she didn’t have a lot of time.  So, it was with all this running through her mind that Katie headed for the bathroom to have a soak and think.

