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Chapter Twelve

Ask Me Why

Peter Harrison grinned as he watched Katie watching George as he performed with the Four Vests on stage.  With her elbow propped on the table, and her chin propped in her hand, the titian-haired teen stared dreamily at the object of her most recent affection, oblivious to anyone around her.  When Peter tried and succeeded in catching his sister’s eye, he gave a quick nod of his head in Katie’s direction, intending that Louise would share the humor.  However, when Louise did glance over at the girl, her smile gradually faded, and her brows furrowed….clearly, what she was seeing displeased her.  Peter looked at his sister in confusion, silently mouthing the word, “What?”  Louise, however, just shook her head and went back to watching the youngest Harrison sibling’s performance.  Peter sat back in his chair, mentally filing the incident away to ask Louise about later.

They had all traveled together in Gordon’s car to the VFW Hall in Eldorado: Peter, Louise, George, and Katie.  Gordon opted out of the evening by volunteering to stay at home with the two children. When they arrived, the group took a table near the stage, all four of them watching the first half of the show the Four Vests performed.  At the break, the boys from the group came and joined George and his table.  Everyone offered compliments to the band for an excellent performance, and George commented on the coincidence that the bassist in the group was left handed just like the Beatles’ bassist.

 It had been agreed in advance that George would join the Four Vests for the second half of the show.  So, when the break had ended, George took out his guitar, checking the tuning. Katie gave George a kiss for luck, and George ascended the stage to Gabe McCarty’s introduction of him as “the Elvis of England.” 

Although the group had gone to the trouble of learning a few Beatles songs based on records provided by Louise, George decided against playing any Beatles materials without the other Beatles.  He explained that while he appreciated the effort, he didn’t feel that it would be fair to play those songs on his own to an American audience, especially not when the Beatles were still hoping to break into the American charts.  The boys in the Four Vests were understanding and supportive.  So instead, the five young men played the popular rock and roll covers that they were all familiar with.  George played so well and blended so completely with the Four Vests that the audience was bowled over.  When the show ended, it was to an extended applause and a standing ovation.  George was walking on air by the time he came off the stage.  In his giddiness, he grabbed Katie about the waist and holding her tightly swung her around in a circle, kissing her passionately when he set her back down saying, “’ow’s me girl?”

Katie could tell her face was red just by the heat she felt.  “Fine!” she said, laughing.

“Great show, lads,” Peter said, offering a handshake all four boys in the band, “I’m glad to see our kid ‘ere didn’t hold yas back too much!”  Everyone enjoyed a good-natured laugh at George’s expense.

“Oi, you…,” George raised a fist at his older brother in mock anger.

“I think you were wonderful!” Katie gushed, her arms still around George’s neck, his arms still around her waist.  Realizing she said this only to George, she grew embarrassed and said to the boys in the group, “I mean, you all were wonderful!” she tried to cover, sparking another round of laughter.

“Ta, luv,” George said shyly, kissing her again to the hoots and hollers of Peter and the Four Vests.

Louise had been watching the unfolding scene with an increasing sense of discomfort.  Attempting to act nonchalantly so as not to alert her youngest brother or her young neighbor, she turned to Katie and asked, “Katie, take a walk with me, yeah?”

“Sure, ok…,” she stood to follow Louise outside, giving George a slight shrug.

Once they were outside, Katie said effusively, “Wasn’t he just wonderful, Lou?  Ya know he played True Love Ways just for me!  It’s my favorite song of all, and now, it’s our song!”

“Did he?” Louise asked distractedly.

Katie shook her head enthusiastically.

An extended silence followed….

“Erm….Katie…there’s something I want to talk to you about….”

“Yeah?”

“About you and Georgie….”

 “What about us?” Katie asked, growing concerned.

“I’m worried…” Louise began, when Katie interrupted her.

“Worried?!  Louise, you know me better than that!  Why, I’d never hurt George!”

“It’s not George I’m worried about, Katie….it’s you.”

“Me?  Why on earth would you be worried about me?”

“Katie…you knew, as you have known all along, that George will be going home to England.”

“I know,” Katie replied evenly, casting her eyes away from Louise.

“Well, it begs the question….Why get serious about a boy you know you can’t have a lasting relationship with?”

“Who says it can’t last?” Katie challenged.

Louise looked at Katie skeptically.  

“No, really, Louise….I’ll be eighteen in just over two years.  Then I can move to England and be with George….”

“Katie!  You’d leave your father all alone here?!” Louise asked in surprise.

“W-well…I s’pose he could move, too.” Katie offered weakly.

“And leave his job?”

Frustrated, Katie exclaimed, “I don’t know, Lou!  I can’t stay in Benton the rest of my life, ya know!

“Some people do….”

“Not me.  No way,” she shook her head vehemently, “As soon as I’m eighteen, I’m outta here!”

“Really?  That surprises, me, Katie.  I should think you would have more loyalty to yer dad.”  Louise contested with a raised brow.

Katie looked at her guiltily.  “I do, Lou.  I am loyal to my dad – I love him, but I love George, too, and I….,”  Katie stopped short when she saw the surprise on Louise’s face.

“You love George?” Louise asked in dismay.

“Well…I…that is…yes.” Katie replied unable to look at the older woman.

“Oh, Katie!” Lou responded in exasperation.

“Please don’t tell him, Louise, please?  I don’t know what he would say.  I’m….afraid,” the girl pleaded.

“Really, Katie, this has gone too far.”

“No, Louise.  Please, it hasn’t.  I’ll – we’ll work it out.”

“Katie you don’t honestly expect that George is going to wait for you to turn eighteen, do you?”

Katie stood silently with her eyes downcast.  “He will. I know he will,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.”

Louise took a deep breath.  Though it pained her to do it, she knew that she had to be candid with Katie, even if it broke the teen’s heart and betrayed her own brother.  “Katie, there is something you really must know.  I didn’t want to say anything, but, the truth is, well…I never expected to be in a position where I felt I had to, but now…,” she threw her hands up awkwardly.

“What?  What is it, Lou?” Katie asked worriedly.

Louise sat on the low wall that partially surrounded the VFW Hall.  Patting it, Louise invited Katie to join.  The young girl slowly lowered herself to the wall, her eyes never leaving the other woman’s.  Louise looked around her, giving her time to gather her thoughts.  Giving Katie a sad smile, she began, “You know that the Beatles are wildly popular in Britain right now, yeah?”

Katie mutely nodded her head.

“Katie…I don’t know if you fully understand just how popular they are.”

“What do you mean?  I know they’ve made albums and had some hit records….”

“Yes…yes…,” Louise interrupted impatiently, “but there’s more than that.”  She paused, trying to think of an explanation that Katie would understand.  “Alright….you know how girls used to go barmy fer Elvis, yeah?  All that screaming and fainting and such?”

“Yes….”

“Well…that’s how it is with the boys, only there’s four of them, see?  So it’s sheer madness!”

Katie pondered this for a moment.  “So?  What has that got to do with me and George?”

“Katie…imagine four young men with that much popularity…that sort of madness….,” she struggled for delicacy, “imagine…what some girls would be willing to do…ya know, just to get…close…to one of them.”  Looking intently at the girl, she added, “Do you understand me, Katie?”

Katie raised her head to look at Louise, the tears welling in her green eyes, “George would never do that.”

“He would, Katie. He has. I’m sure of it, luv.” Louise answered kindly.

Katie hung her head, again lapsing into silence.  Louise felt as though she was holding her breath, waiting to see if she’d finally managed to get through to the young girl.  However, raising her head, Katie rationalized, “That was before, Louise.  Before me – before us.  It’ll be different now.”

“It won’t, Katie,” Louise insisted, “When he goes home, it won’t be any different at all.  Girls – women, really – will throw themselves at him, and, being a healthy young man, he won’t turn them away” Seeing that Katie remained unmoved, Louise altered her approach, “Besides, aren’t you putting the cart before the horse?”

Katie looked at her quizzically, prompting Louise to clarify, “You haven’t even told George how you feel.  Clearly he hasn’t told you, either.  Katie, he’s told you nothing about being faithful only to you, has he?”

“No,” Katie murmured as a fat teardrop plopped on top of her hands that rested folded in her lap.

“Well, there ya go, then.  Katie, I’m worried that you’re setting yourself up for a disappointment, and I feel just terrible about it.  I feel responsible.”

“You’re not, Louise,” Katie sniffled.  Just then, George popped his head out the front door, and, glancing around, spotted the two women sitting on the wall.  

“Oi!  Did yas get lost out here?” he yelled, grinning.  Katie quickly turned her back to him, trying to covertly wipe the tears from her face.

Lousie placed her hand on Katie’s arm, responding to George, “Nah, we’ll be right in, luv!”

Noticing Katie turning away from him, George’s grin gave way to concern, “Everything alright?”

“Yeah…yeah, it’s fine, Georgie…we’ll be in shortly.

George hesitated, but nodding his head, shrugged, and, stepping back inside, let the door shut. 

Louise gently rubbed Katie’s arm, “Here, I’ll just go in and distract the boys, yeah?  You can duck into the loo and freshen up, ok?”

Katie nodded her head in agreement.  Standing, Louise added, “I hate seeing you this upset, darling. I so wish there had been another way…but, you needed to understand…. George was never going to get seriously involved with a young teenage girl, especially not when there are women available who’ll please him physically with no involvement at all.  You do understand now, don’t you, luv?”

Katie looked beyond Louise to the side of the building where a couple was making out quite heavily, “Yes, Louise, I understand….thank you,” she answered, in a bit of a daze.

Louise smiled, “Good.  I’ll see you inside, then.”

“Ok,” Katie replied softly as the other woman turned and walked back towards the building.  She continued to look in the direction of the amorous young couple, who were obviously intoxicated.  Letting the conversation run through her head again, Katie sighed, and stood.  Taking one last glance at the couple, she quietly said aloud, “I understand, Louise….I understand what I have to do to keep George.”  She then turned, and headed back inside to where George awaited her. 

