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Chapter Twenty- Seven

It Won’t Be Long

“Uh, Katie?”

“Hmmm?”

“You are planning to come back, right?”

Katie paused and looked at her friend curiously, “Yeah…why?”

With a nod toward the large suitcase which sat propped open on Katie’s bed, filled to almost overflowing, Jeannie replied, “Because you’re packing as though you’re leaving for two months instead of two weeks!”

Katie pulled a face and answered, “Hey, I don’t know what George has planned, and I just want to make sure I have all the right clothes!”

“If I know George, you could show up with an empty suitcase for all he has planned!” Jeannie   shot back with a lascivious giggle, prompting Katie to smile and shake her head.  Though Katie felt she could hardly admit it to Jeannie, it was precisely those sort of “plans” that Katie was looking forward to most of all.  The mere thought of George making love to her set butterflies loose in her stomach, and she found herself wondering, yet again, if one of the few nights spent alone with George would be the night they would finally “go all the way.”  It never once crossed Katie’s mind that this was a decision she should participate in making.   

“So, are ya gonna do it?” Jeannie asked, interrupting Katie’s musings.

“W-What?!” Katie exclaimed in surprise.  How did she know what I was thinking?  Oh God!  Does it show?  I’ll bet I’m blushing!  She covertly glanced in the mirror to check.

“You know…tell your Dad that you’re okay with him seeing Deirdre.”

“Oh!”  Katie replied with obvious relief, causing Jeannie to look at her oddly.  “Yeah, of course!   The way I figure it, even if Dad does like her the way she likes him, he won’t do anything about it if he thinks it’s gonna upset me.”

“Do you think he already knows she likes him?”

“I think he does, but I don’t know….men are so hard to read, ya know?” Katie observed like a seasoned pro.  “I mean, she’s lived here now for more than a month and is with him constantly….helping him with his physical therapy, cooking for him, cleaning for him.  I mean, she’s already more like a wife than a nurse!” 

“Yeah, everything but sex!” Jeannie added with a laugh, oblivious to the look of disgust on her friend’s face at the thought of her father having sex.

“Anyway….I’m gonna talk to him tonight while Deirdre is out grocery shopping. That way, if he does decide to go for it, they’ll have a whole two weeks to themselves.”

“Hey, you might come home to find they’ve gotten married!” Jeannie laughed.  Katie stared at her friend in disbelief.

“Jeannie?”

“Yeah?”

“Shut up!”

Later that night, after Jeannie had left, Katie passed the time making last minute preparations for her trip, obsessively checking and rechecking all of the items she’d laid out for the next day.  Although she had already showered and dressed for bed, she knew that, between her nervousness and excitement, she would have difficulty falling asleep.  Not only would she be seeing George very soon, but this would be the first time she’d have left the country and flown on a plane – and she was doing both on her own!  She tried to calm her anxiety by convincing herself that the date of her departure was, in itself, fortuitous.  She would be flying to England the day after Capitol Records finally released a Beatles song.  The American company owned by the British EMI, the parent company of the boys’ label, had so far rejected issuing any of the Beatles’ European hits.  So, instead, those records ended up being issued by small local labels that lacked the funding to adequately promote them.  However, Beatlemania was growing to the point where it was actually making news in the U.S., and Capitol could no longer dismiss the boys as a foreign fad.  “I Want to Hold Your Hand,” which saw over a million orders before it was even in the shops in the U.K., was launched in the U.S. that very day, and everyone – the boys, Brian, and even their producer – believed the Beatles finally stood a chance of breaking into the American market now that Capitol would be promoting it.  Everything seemed to be looking up.  And who knows?  Maybe it will become a big hit over here while I’m away!  The thought of being with George in England when The Beatles had their first big hit in America pleased her enormously.

George had phoned earlier than usual that evening to tell Katie that everything was arranged for her arrival.  Despite her excitement, she was rather disappointed that he wouldn’t be at the airport to meet her.  He’d explained a while ago that Brian preferred the boys to keep their relationships hidden from the fans and the press, believing that somehow, knowledge that one or more of them had a girlfriend would hurt their popularity.  George himself, like Katie, felt that the belief was unfounded.  After all, it was widely known that John was married and a father, and it certainly did nothing to diminish his popularity.  However, the boys generally complied with the policy, if only to placate their rather high-strung manager.  

Katie still wasn’t sure how she felt about Brian Epstein.  On the phone, he seemed nice enough, and he certainly went out of his way to make sure that Katie would be looked after.  He had also managed the impossible task of reassuring her father that all appropriate proprieties would be observed while she was in England, allowing her to look forward to the trip without the dreaded lectures and threats.  Even so, Katie couldn’t help but feel that the manager didn’t entirely approve of George’s relationship with her. She was certain her age had a lot to do with the disapproval she sensed, but she hoped he would come around once he got to know her.  Regardless of George’s assertion to the contrary, she knew that Brian’s approval meant a lot to him, and that, in turn, made it important to her.

There seemed to be a lot of uncertainties brewing, and, as the time for Katie’s departure grew nearer, she seemed to only think of more.  She tried to imagine what it was going to be like, seeing George in England where the Beatles were already famous pop stars.  No matter how hard she tried, though, she’d end up in giggles.  This, after all, was her George…silly, handsome, sweet George.  She just couldn’t see him as a “British Elvis.”  Be that as may, however, she knew that she had to somehow wrap her mind around it.  Being with George in London and Liverpool was not going to be the same as being with him in Benton….things were going to be different there in England, and, apparently, it would begin the moment she landed at Heathrow.  While George and the other boys were at the theatre preparing for their Christmas Show performance, she would be met by Neil Aspinall, an old schoolmate of George and Paul’s from Liverpool who was now working as their road manager.  George had included a photo of Neil in his last letter so Katie would know what he looked like.  He had also put Neil on the phone to her several times over the past couple of weeks so she would feel more comfortable when she did meet him alone at the airport.  The gestures were both thoughtful and effective, but she still couldn’t help but feel rather frustrated that, after waiting for nearly three months, the man who would be meeting her wouldn’t be George.

She had just checked her purse for her passport for the third time that night when she heard a light tapping at her bedroom door.  “Kate?  Katie?  Are you still awake?” her father whispered.

“Yeah, Dad,” she called out.  “Come on in.”

Kevin opened the door, and, leaning heavily on the wooden cane, slowly limped into his daughter’s bedroom.  Making his way toward the bed, Katie jumped up from the chair she was sitting in, “Here, Daddy, sit here.  It will be easier for you to stand up again.”

“Thanks, sweetheart,” he replied, wincing as he lowered himself onto the chair.  Watching her father struggle, Katie felt a pang of guilt.  Perhaps this wasn’t such a good time for her to be leaving.  She knew, however, that it was useless to raise the issue.  Her father would merely insist that she stick to her plans.  She found that somewhat ironic, considering her father’s lingering suspicions about George’s intentions.  However, Louise had confided to her that Kevin still worried that his accident had traumatized Katie, and he wanted her to get away and enjoy herself for a while.  Even so, he had done everything but personally fly to England to gain assurances from virtually everyone that Katie and George would be “supervised” at all times.  If she had found her father’s conversation with Brian embarrassing, she had felt nearly mortified anticipating his conversation with George’s parents.  Thankfully, George’s parents – perhaps alerted by George himself – offered assurances before her father even raised the subject.  

Leaning back in the chair, Kevin closed his eyes for a moment, blowing a sigh of relief.  The fine sheen of sweat on his brow glistening under the light revealed just how much the effort cost him to simply walk into her bedroom.  It frightened Katie that her father still experienced so much pain.  Alarmed, she said, “Dad, you know…I really don’t have to go….”

“You’re going,” he said in a tone that broached no argument. 

“But….”



“That’s the end of it, Kate,” he snapped sternly, softening his expression when he saw the worry in his daughter’s face.  “I’ll be fine, baby.  Deirdre will be here, and Louise and Gordon have gone out of their way to offer their assistance if I need it.”

Not completely convinced, Katie slowly nodded her head, “Okay…,” she replied, then, grinning mischievously, she added, “I know you just want to be alone with Deirdre!” 

“Kathryn, do not start that again!” He couldn’t hold a serious expression and ended up shaking his head dismissively and smiling.

Katie had to laugh at the blush that rose on her father’s cheeks.  She had known that he found Deirdre attractive, but he grew flustered and embarrassed when she tried to talk to him about it.  It really was quite charming and sweet, and Katie found herself hoping that the two would make the most of the next two weeks while she was away.  Her father had been alone far too long, and Katie liked Deirdre.  Judging by Kevin’s shy smile, so did he….a lot.

“So, are you all set for tomorrow?” he asked, anxious to change the subject.

Katie nodded, “I think so.”

“Listen, sweetie, I, uh, want to talk to you about something.”

The seriousness of his tone alerted Katie, and she grew concerned.  “What is it, Dad?”

He appeared to stall for a few seconds, and this only served to cause Katie further worry.  At last, he cleared his throat and said, “About you and George….”

“Yeah?”

“I, uh…I…know that there will times when you and George will be alone…together….”

What is he saying?  

“Well…you see, Katie…guys are, uh…well, I suppose you could say guys…think differently than girls do, you know?”  

Look at that!  He can’t even bring himself to look at me!  I know he isn’t about to tell me I can’t go…so…what?

“And…uh…sometimes that means that they won’t be, you know, thinking clearly because they, uh…are…well…preoccupied….”

“Preoccupied with what, Dad?”  What the hell is he talking about?!

Kevin, wiped his brow and cleared his throat again before answering.  “Well, honey…preoccupied about…uh…sex….”

Oh no!  He’s not! Katie felt her face grow hot, a sure sign that her embarrassment was making itself known in the redness of her face.  She quickly looked away from her father.  “You don’t have to worry about that, Dad,” she said shortly.

“Well now, Katie, while I would love to believe that’s true, it would be very foolish on my part.  After all, you’re a pretty young woman and George is a healthy young man…it’s bound to, uh….”  

If he says “come up” I swear I will die right here!

“…be an issue.”

Oh, thank God!

“You just need to understand, sweetheart, that it’s…well, it’s up to young ladies to draw the line – to make sure you don’t wind up in, uh…you know…compromising situations.”

Oh, Daddy!  You have no idea, do you?

“Because young men will…well…they’ll, you know…try.”

Well, he didn’t have to try very hard, Dad!  Katie almost giggled aloud at the thought.  Quickly covering her mouth with her hand, she attempted to look pensive so her father wouldn’t see the smile that she was struggling to suppress.

“Being away from home, you have to make your own decisions, Katie, be responsible for yourself…that’s a tall order for such a young girl.  So, I just want you to understand that you’ll need to be especially…well…vigilant…around George.”

Oh my God!  Next, he’ll be having me fitted for a chastity belt!

Kevin was quiet for a while he struggled to find the right words to say.  Resigned, he added softly, “It’s just that I love you, sweetheart, and I never want to see you hurt.  I’ve spent the last sixteen years raising you, caring for you, protecting you…loving you.  Skinned knees are a lot easier to deal with than broken hearts, but both are inevitable when you have a daughter.”  Katie looked up and saw her father smiling wistfully at her, prompting her to feel somewhat guilty at her earlier thoughts.  For a moment, she thought she saw tears reflected in his eyes.

“Look, Dad….”

“Katie,” he interrupted, “You’re growing up.  There’s nothing I can do about that. As much as I’d love to keep you my little girl forever, you’re growing into a woman.  You’re going to win the war, honey…so let the old man win a few battles, okay?”

Katie got up and went to her father.  Leaning over she hugged him tightly.  “It’s not a battle, Daddy,” she whispered in his ear.

Giving a small laugh, he replied, “Just wait until you have kids of your own!”  

As she straightened up, Kevin leaned forward and hoisted himself carefully from the chair.  “We’d better get some sleep, Kate.  Louise has insisted we join them for breakfast!” he said with a wry smile.  “Are you sure you don’t mind my not going to the airport with you, sweetheart?”

“No, really, Dad, it’s fine.  Both Lou and Gordon will be there.  That’s a long ride, and it would be horribly uncomfortable for you.”

Kevin pondered this for a moment, then gave a decisive nod. “Okay, if you’re sure.”

“I am,” Katie smiled.  “You just stay home and relax….”

“Alright, honey,” he kissed her forehead and turned to go.

“…with Deirdre.”  He turned back and Katie gave him a wink, smiling widely.

“More coffee, Kevin?”

“No, thank you, Louise…I’m stuffed.  Really that was a wonderful breakfast!”

“Oh, go on!” Louise smiled.  Pretending to grow serious, she added jokingly, “Well?  Go on…go on!”  Everyone at the table shared a laugh.

“Katie, is yer wristwatch broken?” Louise asked as she poured another cup for her husband.

“No, why?” the teen asked, perplexed by the question.

“Because the way ya keep checking it makes me think it’s not working!”  Louise replied slyly.

“Very funny!” Katie laughed.

“Oh, Gordon!  Before I forget, here’s ten dollars for the gas,” Kevin said, reaching into his pocket for his wallet.

“Ach, no, Kevin!  Don’t ya give it a second thought!”  Gordon answered.

“No, really.  I appreciate you and Louise taking Katie all the way to St. Louis.  It’s the least I can do.”

“Put yer money away Kevin Kelly,” Louise ordered.  “It’s no good here.  Besides, are you forgetting she’s off to see my kid brother?”

“There, ya see?” Gordon interjected.  “It’s all her fault as it is!  If it weren’t for herself puttin’ her nose into it and playin’ matchmaker with yer wee girl there, we wouldn’t have to be takin’ her to St. Louis to the airport!”  His brogue grew thicker with the teasing, and the laughter only encouraged him to tease Lou more.

“Oh, get on with you!” she laughed and squealed as she pulled out of reach just as her husband was about to playfully swat her bottom with his rolled up newspaper.  Leslie and Gordy giggled incessantly, enjoying their parents’ silliness.

Katie looked on with a smile, wondering if this is what it would be like if she and George were married.  At the thought of George, she checked her watch again.  In another half-hour, she’d be on her way to the airport.  She could hardly sit still for all the excitement she felt.

“This is for you, Katie,” said a small voice at her elbow.  Looking down, Leslie was holding out a homemade card.  On the front, drawn with an array of colored crayons, was a picture of an airplane and several people who were bigger than the aircraft.  On the inside, printed in large block letters, was BONE VOYGE!  Katie hid her laughter.

“Well, thank you Leslie!” she said, reaching down to hug the little girl.

“Hey, I helped, too!” Gordy yelled unhappily.

“Oh, you did, huh?  Well, come here little man and give me a hug so I can thank you, too!” Katie said to him.

“Uh-uh.”

“Why not?” she asked, taken back.

“You’re a girl!”

“Why, yes I am, Gordy!  So, what’s wrong with that?”

“Girls have cooties!” he screeched, running off towards his room laughing…a sure sign that Katie was supposed to chase him and work for her hug.  Oh well, there are worse ways to kill a half-hour! she thought, and took off after him.

Three hours later, Gordon was driving Katie and Louise in his ’61 Dodge Dart along Route 3.  Katie perked up as they passed the familiar sign indicating the exit for the airport.  Thankfully, she had managed to sleep most of the trip, not having slept much the previous night.  Pulling up at the curb outside the International Departures terminal, she remembered the overwhelming sadness she had felt just three months ago when George had left from the same building.  Now, it was her turn to go, only she was going to George…finally, they were going to be together.  

Feeling a sudden impatience, Gordon had no sooner stopped the car, then Katie was outside, ready to grab her suitcase, anxious to be on her way.  Louise got out of the car to accompany Katie through her check-in while Gordon went to park the car.  Standing on the curb, Katie looked around for a porter to take her large suitcase.  When one hadn’t appeared five minutes later, Katie picked up the case and led Louise inside.  As she entered the building, Katie stared with dismay at the crowd milling about the check-in counter.

“I told ya, luv.  Holidays brings travelers.  We’re in fer a bit of a wait, I’m afraid,” Louise said sympathetically.  Sighing, Katie resigned herself to the inevitable and took her place in line.  Fifteen minutes later, her bag was checked and she had her boarding pass.  Slipping her papers and passport back into her purse, she found Louise and Gordon waiting for her near the entrance to the gates.

“Well, I’m all checked in!” She bounded up to them. “What time is it?”

“Er…not yet half-seven,” Louise replied after glancing at her watch.

“You’re kidding?!” Katie’s face fell.

“Ah, Katie…we had to arrive early in case there were any problems,” Louise explained patiently, brushing the girl’s hair back from her shoulder in a motherly way.

“But I have a whole hour and a half yet to wait!” the teenager whined.

“Ah, here’s the thing!” Gordon jumped in enthusiastically, pointing at a coffee shop.  “A nice cuppa will make the time pass more comfortably, eh?”

“I suppose,” Katie gave in begrudgingly, leading the way.  Behind her, Louise looped her arm through Gordon’s, rolling her eyes at him. “See what we have to look forward to?”

The three sat at a back booth, chatting over coffee and pie.  After a while – and a not so subtle cue from his wife – Gordon stood. “I think I’ll go walk off the desert a bit and let you girls chat about girl things, alright?”

“Right, luv,” Louise answered.  “Not too long now, Gordon,” she called after him.  Turning her attention back to Katie, who was playing with her pie more than eating it, she asked, “Alright, luv?”

“Yeah,” Katie sighed, straightening up where she sat.  “All this waiting is a drag, though!  Funny, when George was leaving there was hardly anytime to wait.  Now that I’m leaving, it’s taking forever.  Now I know why it’s called a terminal…you can die waiting!”

Louise listened to Katie’s rant indulgently, contemplating how fond she’d grown of the girl.  It truly would be a shame if George broke her heart!  I do hope it doesn’t come to that.  “So, have you and our kid talked about what you’ll do your first day in London?”

George did discuss that very thing with Katie, but Katie couldn’t tell Louise the truth.  Oh yes, Lou….You see, George said he was going to devour me!  Without realizing it, Katie smiled and the tell-tale blush she’d come to think of as her “Celtic-curse” flamed on her cheeks.

“Katherine Kelly!” Louise exclaimed in shock, snapping Katie out of her pondering.

“What?”  Katie shot back in confusion.  

Louise started laughing, waving her hand, “Never mind.  I’m sure I don’t want to know!”

It was only then that Katie realized how she gave her thoughts away, and the realization mortified her even further.  She hid her face in her hands, making Louise laugh even more.

“If you could only see how red your face is!”

“Stop!”  Katie’s muffled voice both ordered and pleaded.  Noticing the attention the two of them were drawing, Louise struggled to stifle her laughter.  After a while, she leaned forward and, still smiling, quietly said, “Well now, luv, that’s rather what I want to talk to you about, yeah?”

“What?”  Katie asked, wide-eyed.

Taking a deep breath to steel her nerves, Louise looked at the girl sitting across from her and said, “Katie, be careful!”

“Be careful of what?”

Louise cringed at the thought that this wasn’t going to be as easy as she first thought, but she was really the only woman in Katie’s life, and she felt a certain responsibility to the child, especially since George was her brother.  “Katie, I know you and George were…er…well, that you and he…,” Leaning in closer, Louise lowered her voice and said, “I know there were nights his bed wasn’t slept in.”

Katie understood then what Louise was trying to say.  “Oh.”

“I…suspect…that will happen again while you’re away.  Mum told me that you two weren’t expected until New Year’s Eve.  That’s quite a few days – and nights – the two of you will be alone before going up to Liverpool.”

Katie felt a rush of fear shoot through her body.  “Y-You won’t tell my dad, will you?”

Louise laid a hand on top of Katie’s.  “No, Katie, I won’t, but I want you to promise me something.”

“What?”  Katie could hardly get the word out.

“I want you to promise me that you’ll make sure that George…well…that he uses something to make sure you don’t fall pregnant.”  Louise was practically whispering, making Katie strain to hear what she was saying.  “Will you promise me that?”

Katie nodded, then murmured something Louise didn’t catch.  

“Did you say something, luv?”

Her eyes still cast down, Katie repeated what she had said, “I said, I love him.”

Louise’s heart nearly broke for the girl.  How many times did she herself believe she’d been “in love” when she was a girl?  “I know you do, pet.  I just don’t want to see you end up in a situation you’ll regret.”

“I could never regret being with George!” Katie said emphatically.

Louise just smiled and nodded.  How could reason possibly compete with the passion of a teenage girl who believes she’s in love?

Gordon returned to the coffee shop a few minutes later and suggested that they make their way toward the gate to avoid the crowd.  Not even thirty minutes afterward, Katie’s flight was being called to board, and Louise and Gordon sprang into action….

“Right…do you have yer passport and ticket?”

Katie did a quick check of her purse, nodding that she did.

“And money?  You have cash?”  Leave it to Gordon, the Scotsman, to think of that! Katie thought with a fond smile.

“Plenty!” Katie replied.

“Now remember to check the gate number for your flight to London with the stewardess when you get to New York, Katie,” Louise instructed.

“I will.”  

“And leave your seatbelt on when you’re sitting in case of turbulence,” Gordon added.

“Okay.” 

“Ring for the stewardess if you should start feeling airsick…they have pills for that,” Louise suggested.

“And a sick bag,” Gordon put in, laughing.

“Yer not too nervous are you?” Louise asked sympathetically.

Well, I wasn’t!  “No, I’m fine. Louise. I think you’re more nervous than me!”
“Don’t be cheeky!” Louise smiled.  Grabbing Katie in a tight hug, she said, “Ring us when you get there, and give Georgie and me mum and dad a big hug and kiss from all of us!”

“I will,” Katie embraced each of them in turn.  “Thank you for everything!”

“Ah, yer welcome, pet!” Louise fondly placed her hand against the teen’s cheek.  The call for boarding came over the public address speaker again.  “Right.  That’s you.  You’d better get going!”

“Looks like it’s starting to flurry a bit,” Gordon said, looking out the window.

“Oh, it is,” Louise agreed.  “Wind your muffler about yer neck, Kate.  There’s a wind out there.”

Katie mentally rolled her eyes, knowing better than to actually let Louise see her doing so.  “Okay, I will…bye!”

“Safe trip, luv,” Louise called out as Katie moved toward the door.  “Oh!  Katie?”

What now?  “Yes?”  

“Happy New Year!”

“Ah, yes!  Hogmanay!”  Gordon waved.

“See ya next year then!”  Katie called out as she disappeared out the door.

As she crossed the tarmac and ascended the fight of steps rolled up to the door of the plane, Katie was blasted with a strong wind and pelted with ice interspersed with the snow.

“Man, it’s gonna be a rough flight tonight!” she heard a man saying behind her, her stomach dropping in response.

She was met at the door of the aircraft by a smiling stewardess who asked to see her pass and directed her to her seat in first class.  

First class? She hadn’t noticed that George – well, Brian, really - booked her flight first class.  What a nice surprise!  The surprise was made even nicer as she slid into the window seat of her two seat row and glanced at the economy class seats toward the back of the plane.  Feeling just a bit guilty, she smiled when she saw how small and crowded it looked back there.  When she was settled in her seat, she pulled the ticket from her purse to check the flight to London.  Sure enough, that was first class, too.  

She tried looking out the small window, but couldn’t see very much through the snow and sleet. It didn’t take long for the plane to board, and, as the vibration of the engines accelerated, another stewardess walked up the aisle, asking the passengers to fasten their seatbelts.  Katie saw the stairs being rolled away from the plane, and, within minutes, they were backing away from the terminal.  As the craft turned and headed for the runway, the captain’s voice came over the cabin speaker, welcoming the passengers, wishing them a Happy Holidays, and informing them they were cleared for take off.  Shortly after, they were barreling down the runway, Katie’s hands nervously gripped the armrests as their speed increased.  Suddenly, she felt her body being pulled down into her seat as the plane went airborne.  This was it.  Nearly three months of waiting, and, now, she was on her way.  Looking out at the diminishing lights below her, Katie smiled.  In less than twenty-four hours, I’ll be with George!

