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All My Loving

A beam of early morning sunlight peeked through a gap in the drawn curtains of Katie’s bedroom window hitting her face and waking her.  Startled by the brightness, she popped up in her bed and looked at the clock - it was only six in the morning.  She would need to wake George soon as she expected her father to be home by eight-thirty.  Lying back upon the pillow, she turned and watched George’s face while he slept.  It seemed to her that he possessed a sort of ethereal beauty…a contrast of dark and light…the darkness of his hair, eyes, lashes, and brows stood out against his pale skin, and his lips often appeared almost blood-red in color, especially when he smiled.  He had the look of a romantic gothic hero…her Heathcliff upon the moors…the thought made her smile. Reaching out, she gently placed her fingers against his lips.  George’s eyelids fluttered open, registering no reaction when he found himself staring back at his young lover. Giving Katie a sleepy smile, he asked, “What are ya doing?

“Just looking,” she answered with a smile of her own.

“Ah, I should think you’d be tired doing that,” he murmured softly as he stretched his hand forward and ran his fingers through her hair.

“Never,” she whispered.

Lifting up from the bed, George looked past Katie to glance at the clock on her bedside table.  Satisfied, he laid back with a sigh.

“We’ve got time,” she said.

Raising his heavy brows, he asked cunningly “Oh aye?  Time fer what, then?”   Katie giggled awkwardly in response.

“Oh, that…,” he smiled knowingly as he rolled over on top of her.

The couple made love again, stopping short of actually consummating the act….the desire to slowly savor this last time superseded by the knowledge that they needed to remain vigilant about the time.  Afterward, Katie lay against his bare chest while George smoked a cigarette, each knowing that time was slipping away, but neither wanting to be the first one to move away.  Finally, it was George who said, “As much as I hate to, Kate, I need to get moving.”

Her only response was to pull herself closer to him, tightening her arm around his neck.  “Oh God, George, I don’t want you to go!” she whispered fervently.

Crushing the cigarette in the ashtray, he wrapped both of his arms tightly around her and kissed the top of her head.  “I know, baby, neither do I.  Or, at the very least, I would love to take you back with me to London, but, fer now anyway, we’ll just have to make do, right?”  Bending his head, he unsuccessfully attempted to look at her face.  He understood why she hid when he felt a teardrop fall on his chest.  Feeling the lump of emotion rising in his own throat, he feigned ignorance and, forcing a light tone, said, “Ya know, luv, when you come to England, we’ll have almost two whole weeks together to do as we please….that’s more than we had this time yesterday when we woke up, yeah?”

“I guess so…,” she mumbled into his chest.

His tone turned serious as he added gently, “Right, then, let’s think about how fab it’s going to be when we’re together, and not think about how miserable we’ll be when we’re not. There will plenty of time fer that later, Kate, ok?”  Katie nodded and buried her face in the curve of his neck.  He could still feel her tears falling from her face onto his shoulder, running in a single trail down his side. Embracing her tightly, he cleared his throat and began to sing softly:

Close your eyes and I’ll kiss you

Tomorrow I’ll miss you

Remember I’ll always be true

And then while I’m away, I’ll write home everyday 

And I’ll send all my loving to you…

Smiling, Katie looked up, her face wet with tears.  She smiled, prompting George to grin self-consciously.  “That’s beautiful, George!  Did you write it?”

“Ah…no…that would be Paul, actually...,” he said with a grimace, but, perking up, added, “…but I sing the harmony on it!  It’s one of the songs we’re working on fer our new LP.  I’ve got one of me own on this LP that I’d written…but I’m afraid it doesn’t make fer a very good love song!”  

“Oh!  I still want to hear it though!  You know, you’ve never really sung for me before…besides the time at the VFW, I mean.  I like it…and I love the song.”

“Well, I’ll tell ya what….  Once the LP is issued, I’ll send it to you, and you can play that song again and again until you never want to hear it again!” he said, making her laugh.

“That would be nice, George, I’d like that!”

Brightening, he said, “Of course, you might already be in London with me by the time it comes out….Oh well…all the same!”

“I can’t wait to hear it, George,” she said, her smile fading in the quiet aftermath of the conversation.  

The two held each other closely for several minutes longer, lost in their own reveries.  Suddenly, George chuckled, and said, “ ‘ey Kate?”

“Hmmmm?”

“There’s something I keep meaning to ask you….”

“What’s that?” she asked without moving.

“Remember the day before the dance…the day when I came to get you at Jeanie’s?”

“Yeah….”

“Well….Remember how I was a bit peckish coz I hadn’t had me tea yet, and I asked Jeanie if I could take a piece of fruit from the bowl on the table?”

Uh-oh!  “Vaguely…,” she lied.

“Well,” he laughed, “I picked up this banana, see?  And I thought I was going barmy, but….”

Suddenly Katie bolted up in bed. “Is that my dad’s car I hear?”

George listened for a moment.  “I don’t hear anything,” he said in bewilderment.

“I-I’m pretty sure it is, George.  I better go check,” she said, throwing back the covers and slipping into her robe.

“Yeah, well….I reckon ya’d better,” George agreed, as he, too, sat up and started to slip into his jeans.

Katie bolted from the bedroom, down the hall, and into the living room.  For good measure, she went to the front windows and peered out into the deserted street.  “Nope!  I guess I must have heard someone else’s car,” she called out to George who was just walking into the living room after her.

Still looking somewhat puzzled, George joined her at the window, pulling the curtain aside to check the street for himself.  “Well, I don’t know what you thought you heard.  I didn’t hear a thing.”

“I’m gonna go put the kettle on for the tea,” she announced as she made her way toward the kitchen.  “Do ya want some breakfast?”

Now George was really confused.  “Do we have time?  I thought yer dad was going to be home any minute.”

“Nah, he’s not supposed to be home until around eight-thirty,” she replied.

 “Eight-thirty?  Then, what made you think…,” George began, but stopped as he discovered that Katie was already gone from the doorway.  Now that made no sense!  He followed her into the kitchen.  Padding up behind her, he snaked his arms around her waist, and, lifting her hair, kissed the back of her neck.  Moving his lips up to her ear, he murmured, “’ere, why don’t ya leave that fer now and come join me in the shower, eh?”

“What if my dad comes in,” she laughed, pulling away from him.

“Ya said yerself that he won’t be in fer a bit yet….C’mon, we won’t take long…and then, if we’re sitting eating brekkie at the kitchen table when he does come in, it won’t look so suspicious, see?”

She grinned at him, “You’ve got this all figured out, haven’t you?”  His only response was a smile as he grabbed hold of both of her hands and pulled her down the hall and into the bathroom.  Once inside, she opened the cupboard and pulled out two towels for her and George, saying, “You’d better lock that door and keep your voice down, just in case.”  George did as she suggested and went to the tub to turn on the water.  “ ‘ow do ya like yer water?”

“Hot!” she exclaimed.  George grimaced in response.  “What?  Why?  How do you like it?”

“I like mine warmish, but not hot…,” he explained.

Katie thought for a moment, and said, “Tell you what….we’ll compromise.  Make it just a tad warmer than you would ordinarily fix it. That way, your’s will be a bit warmer, and mine will be a bit cooler, okay?”

“Gear…,” he laughed, turning to adjust the water.  Straightening, he started to unfasten his jeans.  Katie inconspicuously turned away as she toyed with the tie on her robe.  When he’d undressed her the night before, she was embarrassed enough, but now, in the full light of day, the thought of him seeing her nude nearly mortified her.  Still, there was no way out of it.  Glancing back, she found George standing completely naked, looking at her questioningly.  With a deep breath, feigning an indifference she definitely did not feel, she quickly undid the tie and slipped the robe from her body, draping it from the hook on the back of the door.  She felt her face start to redden, and was a bit relieved when the small bathroom began to fill with steam.  She further concealed her blush by allowing her hair to fall forward, partially concealing her face.  Taking George’s extended hand, she allowed him to help her step over the edge of the tub, glancing at him through the veil of hair and offering a quick smile of thanks as she did so, knowing that, once under the shower, she could attribute the blush to the heat of the water if he should notice.  George followed her into the tub, and, closing the curtain, pulled her into his arms and kissed her as water cascaded over and between them.  

Pulling away he stood looking at her as he took the soap and lathered it between his hands.  Replacing the soap in the dish, he gently turned her around and began to slowly massage the lather over her upper body, running feather-light touches around her nipples, and down between her legs, keeping his movements slow and sensuous.  Picking up the soap again, he repeated a similar ritual as he turned her back around to face him, massaging the scented lather onto her back and bottom, all the while wordlessly keeping his eyes locked on hers.  Retrieving the soap a third time, he crouched and lathered each of her legs and feet, sliding his hands up her body as he rose.  Taking her into his arms again, George kissed her tenderly.  Their bodies sliding against one another created an incredibly erotic sensation that had them both in an increasing state of arousal.  

Slowly breaking the kiss, George reached over and picked up the bar of soap, offering it to Katie with a brow raised in invitation.  Taking the soap from his hand, she built up a lather between her hands and followed George’s example…starting with his neck, over his chest, and down his abdomen.  She wasn’t quite certain how to deal with his already erect member, and, feeling awkward, was prepared to skip it altogether, but George gently took her hand in his and, wrapping it around his cock, wordlessly encouraged her to massage the lather up and down the shaft, which grew increasingly harder under her attentions.  Closing his eyes, George leaned back against the tiled wall and let Katie stroke him to orgasm. It didn’t take him long.  Shooting his load onto her belly as he climaxed, he softly moaned her name, prompting her to smile in gratification while she continued to soap him as though nothing was out of the ordinary.  

While George stood rinsing off under the stream of water, Katie picked up the bottle of shampoo and opened the top, but he reached around her and took the bottle from her hands, “Tilt yer head back,” he softly instructed her. She did as asked, and, pouring the fragrant liquid into the palm of his hand, he proceeded to gently shampoo her hair.  Katie loved feeling his fingers in hair and the way he touched her with such care and gentleness.  Once past her initial self-consciousness, she found the act of bathing with him wonderfully erotic and intimate.  She briefly wondered if her parents had ever shared something so personal.  Memories started flashing through her mind of different times when, as a little girl, she’d watched her parents together without their knowing she was there….the time she’d snuck out of her bed, long past the time she should have been asleep, to find Kevin and Nora dancing closely to the low music on the radio, wrapped in each others’ arms, oblivious to anyone or anything but each other….the time she heard them softly talking on the front porch, Nora sitting on Kevin’s lap, his arms around her waist - her arm around his shoulder, her fingers idly playing with the hair at his neck ….the times when the small family would be taking their meals in the kitchen and Kevin, in a burst of silliness, would grab Nora onto his lap, or into his arms….So much love – so much laughter!  God, when was the last time Dad was that happy?  This is how they must have felt…completely, blissfully in love and happy!  Tears stung her eyes as she realized, for the first time since her mother’s death, the extent of her father’s loss.  He didn’t just lose his wife and his child’s mother…he lost his best friend and lover….  
George helped to her to rinse the shampoo from her hair, and, handing her the bottle, crouched down in the tub so she could reach his head.  She was grateful for the opportunity to compose herself before George noticed and started to ask questions she wasn’t prepared to answer.  Rising, George and Katie switched places under the water as he rinsed his hair under the warm stream.  Leaning over, he shut off the shower and turned off the faucets.  Katie reached through the curtain and grabbed the two towels, and, handing one to George, they both toweled dry and stepped out of the tub.  Katie slipped back into her robe as George slid back into his jeans.  Noticing how quiet she’d become, he asked with some concern, “Alright, luv?”

Turning toward him, she smiled sadly, “As alright as I can be, I suppose.”

Sighing heavily, George put his arms around her, whispering, “I know, baby girl….”

They stood like that for several more seconds before George added brightly, “ ‘ey, how about that breakfast?”

Katie looked up at him and smiled, “Yeah, okay.  I’ll put the kettle on and go jump into some clothes before Dad finds us like this.  Then I’ll get breakfast started, okay?”

George kissed her forehead, saying, “Fab – I’m famished!”

Giggling, Katie pulled back from him, “When aren’t you?”  She started to leave the bathroom.

“ ‘ere, I’ve been working up an appetite since last night, I’ll have you know!” he called after her with a wicked grin.

She smiled and winked at him as she left the bathroom, thinking to herself, God, I love that boy!

Kevin came into the kitchen just as George and Katie were finishing their breakfast.  Rising from the table, Katie fixed her father a plate and poured him a fresh cup of coffee.  The three of them enjoyed a casual conversation over breakfast and tea for nearly an hour when George looked up at the clock on the wall, and, standing, announced, “Well, I had better head back to Lou’s and get me things packed up.”

“Do you need any help?” Katie asked.

George thought for a moment about all the items he’d accumulated since he arrived in America.  “I won’t say no!” he grinned.

“Okay, just give me a few minutes to clear away the dishes and clean up, and I’ll be over.”  She didn’t want to let George out of her sight for a moment longer than she had to today.

“Right, luv…ta,” he replied, then, turning to Kevin, George extended his hand, saying, “Mr. Kelly, thanks fer everything…and thanks fer allowing Katie to come visit me family fer her holiday break!”

Kevin stood as well, and took the young man’s hand, saying, “Right, son, have a safe trip….You know, the holidays are still a ways off yet, but I’m going to want to speak with your parents about this…visit.  You understand, I’m sure.”

George stole a quick glance at Katie and responded, “Ah, yeah – yes, of course I understand, Mr. Kelly…whatever you need….oh, and, of course, I’ll be picking up the tab, yeah?  So, I…er…I’ll be in touch.  Well, either me or Brian…erm…Brian Epstein, he’s our manager.  It’s him who tends to see to these sort of things.  Then again, you don’t know him, so – yeah, I’ll be in touch, ya know…soon…,” George mentally kicked himself as he realized that he was rambling on senselessly.  It was an old habit whenever he got nervous.  Smiling uneasily, he bid Kevin good-bye, and giving Katie a quick peck on the lips, asked her, “I’ll see ya shortly, then?”

Still reeling from having George kiss her in front of her father, all Katie could do was nod in agreement.  Finding her voice after a few moments, she added, “I’ll walk you out.”  Giving her father a quick smile, she walked out of the kitchen with George and toward the front door.  

Once the two were alone on the porch, George turned to her, and, rolling his eyes, said, “Christ, yer dad is going to think I’m daft!  What was I thinking going on like that?! ”

Katie laughed at his discomfiture.  “I wouldn’t worry about it.  You told him what he wanted to hear.  That’s what’s important.”

“Yeah, well…,” George mumbled as he looked around the street.  Turning back to Katie, he took hold of one hand and leaned in to give her another quick kiss.  “Don’t be long, eh?”

“I won’t,” she assured him with a wistful smile.

With that, George jogged down the steps and across the yard separating the two houses.  Katie waved at him as she turned to go back inside, hoping her father wouldn’t delay her any longer than necessary.

“It’s quite busy for a Monday,” Louise exclaimed.  Katie had only been to the airport once before when an old school friend of her father’s came to visit shortly after Nora’s death.  It seemed to her that the airport was doomed to be associated with sad memories…first, her mother, and now, George.  Perhaps that will change this December! she thought optimistically.

Louise, Gordon, and Katie all made the hundred mile trip to accompany Peter and George to Lambert Airport in St. Louis. Although she was glad to have those extra hours on the drive, Katie knew that, once they arrived at the airport, it would not be a long wait for George’s and Peter’s flight.  Thankfully, the faithful ’61 Dart was big and roomy with Gordon behind the wheel and Louise sitting next to him while Peter, Katie, and George all sat in the back.  Katie sat in the middle, with George’s arm around her shoulders.  She held onto his other hand tightly - letting go only long enough for him to smoke the occasional cigarette.  The conversation in the car was kept intentionally light, and, at one point, Louise helped to lift the mood even further when she initiated a discussion of all the places George should take Katie when she visited Liverpool.  For a little while, Katie was even beginning to feel a sense of excitement in anticipation of her upcoming trip.  It really isn’t that far away…after all, today is October 1st, so, really, we’ll be together in London in less than two months!  

The excitement turned to dread, however, when Katie spotted the sign indicating the exit for the airport.  In less than twenty minutes, Gordon was pulling the large white car into a space in front of the terminal.  Leaving the vehicle running, he, George, Katie, and Peter all got out and started to offload the mound of luggage.  A porter appeared from seemingly nowhere and loaded the luggage onto a cart, leading the way toward the baggage check.  Gordon hopped back into the car, and he and Louise drove away from the curb in search of a nearby parking space.  Once inside, the boys approached the counter to check the pile of luggage and obtain their boarding passes.  George kept his new Rickenbacker with him, not willing to trust his newly acquired guitar to the baggage handlers outside.  Once the brothers were all checked in for their flight to New York City, the three young people made their way to the gate to meet up with Gordon and Louise.  There they would all spend the short wait for the boys’ departing flight.

Now that they were here, Katie started to feel the rush of adrenaline and the now-familiar lump in her throat forming that signaled the threat of tears.  It seemed that George must have sensed this as he kept looking at her worriedly, quietly asking her, “Alright, luv?”  Each time, she’d nod her head and force a smile, but she knew by his expression that she wasn’t fooling him.  Practically squeezing George’s one hand between both of hers’, she inattentively absorbed snippets of conversation.  Louise was saying to her brothers, “Now, don’t let years go by before coming for your next visit.  Peter, I expect you to bring your lovely bride here for a nice holiday.  George, don’t forget to speak to Brian about making the arrangements for me to join you in Florida, yeah?”

“It will be fine, Louise,” George said with some exasperation, “You know how Brian is with these things…he misses nothing.  Everything will be taken care of, I promise.”  Then, glancing at Katie who was staring out the window overlooking the tarmac, he leaned in toward his sister and whispered, “And don’t you ferget to talk to Kevin about letting Katie come along!”

Just as her youngest brother had done, Louise glanced at her young neighbor to make sure she wasn’t listening, and quickly replied in a whisper, “I’ll do what I can, Georgie, but I’m not promising anything.  You know how Kevin is, and really, I think his decision will be based in large part on how the Christmas holiday goes…so bear that in mind and no monkeyshines!”

George grinned, giving Louise his most innocent expression, prompting her to swat his arm with the rolled up magazine she was carrying.  Suddenly, a woman’s voice came over the intercom announcing that George and Peter’s fight was to begin boarding.  Katie felt herself really starting to panic.  Turning and looking at her, George lifted one heavy eyebrow, and sighed heavily.  “It look like it’s time,” he murmured distractedly.  

She watched as George picked up his flight bag and guitar case, and, hanging his bag on his shoulder and shifting the case to the hand of the same arm, he put his other arm around her, holding her firmly.  The small group then walked with the boys through the door leading out to the tarmac.  Since only passengers were allowed beyond the fenced-in gate area, the small group stopped to say their farewells.  Peter grabbed Katie up in a tight embrace as Louise was hugging their youngest brother.  “Cheers, Katie…it’s been lovely meeting you,” Peter said enthusiastically.

“You too, Pete,” Katie replied with a quivering voice, hugging him tightly.

Pulling out of the embrace, Peter said with a large smile, “’ey, tell ya what…we’ll all four hit the town when you come over, yeah?”

“That sounds wonderful, Pete!” she said, trying to sound enthusiastic. “Have a safe trip and enjoy New York.”

Seeing the tears he knew weren’t meant for him standing in her eyes, Peter said kindly, “Ta Katie, I’m sure I will.  You take care of yerself, yeah?”

She nodded mutely, but added suddenly, “Oh, and one more thing….” 

“What’s that, luv?” Peter asked, smiling.

“Take care of my guy here, okay?” She smiled then, quickly wiping away the single tear as it rolled down her cheek.

“I’ll do me best!”  Peter replied softly, then turned to his sister and brother-in-law.  Just as Peter left Katie, George gently pulled her off to the side.  The two stood looking to each other’s eyes for several long moments.   Abruptly, George pulled Katie into his arms and held her close to his chest.  “I’m going to miss ya, baby girl!” he whispered gruffly, struggling to keep his emotions under control.  

“God, George, I’m gonna miss you, too!  I don’t know how I’m gonna make it all the way to December!” she cried passionately.

“We will, Kate.  I promise you that,” he said pointedly.  “Listen, I’ll ring you tonight after we’ve settled in fer the night at the hotel, alright?”  She could only nod in agreement.  “…and that’s it, Kate,” George continued, more animatedly, “…I’ll ring you every night I can…and write!...we can write each other lots and lots of long letters…long, pervy letters!”  They laughed together, then George turned serious again.  “I love you, Katie.  You remember that, alright?”

Nodding, she replied in a voice just barely above a whisper, “I will…and I love you, too, George!  I love you so very much!”

The disembodied voice came over the intercom again calling all passengers to board the flight.  Katie momentarily entertained the fantasy of ripping the microphone out of the stewardess’ hand and shoving it down her throat.  Before she could expand on it, George had her in an embrace and was kissing her passionately.  For a second, Katie felt a flash of embarrassment that George would kiss her like that in front of his brother and sister, but, remembering that this kiss had to last her until December, she threw her arms around his neck, and, pressing her body into his, kissed him as hard as she dared.  Only when they heard Gordon clear his throat and say quite loudly, “Nice weather for flying!” did the two break apart.  Catching Katie’s eye, Louise winked at her, wearing a bemused expression.  Katie heard Peter mumble something incomprehensible to George, prompting George to laugh and tell him to “sod off!”  Peter led the way out to the plane, calling, “Cheers, all!” as he went. Picking his guitar case up again, George leaned in and gave Katie another quick kiss good-bye, as he, too, called, “Tara!” and followed Pete out onto the tarmac. 

Clinging to the cyclone fence with both hands, her face nearly pressed against the metal, Katie watched as George made his way out to the waiting DC-8.  Ascending the stairs, he stopped halfway up, turned around, and waved at her.  She waved back at him frantically, her hand high in the air.  Then, hoping he could see her clearly enough, she blew a kiss toward him.  She knew he had seen it when he smiled and waved one last time before entering the aircraft.  Her heart breaking, she watched as the stairs were wheeled away from the plane and the door shut from inside.  Having no idea where on the plane George was sitting, she didn’t know which window to look at in order to see him….not that it mattered much since she couldn’t see inside the plane from that distance anyway.  

She was only peripherally aware of Gordon and Louise as she continued to watch the crew on the ground make their last minute check of the aircraft, knowing that George would be gone in mere minutes when she saw a crewman approach the plane, carrying the bright orange paddles that would signal the pilot as he backed the plane out its space and direct it toward the runway.  From the moment George disappeared inside the cabin, Katie’s eyes hadn’t left the plane, and she was grateful that neither Gordon nor Louise pushed her to come away from the gate.  Rather, they stayed nearby, but not too close, talking quietly as she stood glued to the fence. Suddenly, Katie heard the roar of the airplane’s engines increase as it then accelerated down the runway and up into the sky.  She watched the plane climb into the clouds until the distance and clouds marred its visibility, but, by that point, the tears had reduced everything to a mere blur anyway. A handkerchief appeared in front of her face, and she looked up to see Louise at her side.  Putting her arm around the girl, Louise said gently, “Come on, luv, dry your tears now.  Gordon has promised to stop at A&W on the way to Route 3.”  Brushing a stray lock of hair from Katie’s wet face, she added with a smile, “What you need is a nice root beer float to drown your troubles!”  

Drying her eyes, Katie asked, “So ice cream’s gonna make it all better, huh?”

“Well, it certainly doesn’t hurt!”  Louise offered encouragingly.

“Hmph!  Ice cream cures a broken heart!  Who knew?”  Katie asked sardonically.

Louise smiled wryly, “Why, every woman who has ever had a broken heart, of course!”

With her arm still around her young neighbor, Louise guided Katie back the way they came.  Pausing to let Katie through the door, Louise looked at her and smiled widely, “Ain’t love grand?!”

Katie paused for one last look through the large plate glass window, searching the grey sky for any sign of the DC-8. 

Close your eyes and I’ll kiss you

Tomorrow I’ll miss you

Remember I’ll always be true…. 

Sighing, she turned back to Louise, and the two women headed for the exit.

