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Chapter Thirty-One

A Hard Day’s Night

Katie sat on her own backstage, brooding over the risk she and George foolishly took the previous night.  Though she tried to push the thought away, she was haunted by the possibility that she might have just gone and gotten pregnant.  And Louise made me promise that we’d be careful!  Oh, and…my God…what would my father do to me? To George?  How could we have screwed things up so badly?  Her worrying came to an abrupt halt as she felt the theater start to vibrate.  They don’t have earthquakes in England…do they?  She thought about getting up and having a look around for the source of the strange rumbling, but, remembering her promise to Mal to stay put, she stayed where she was, listening to the backstage buzz around her for a hint as to what was going on.

Just then, the door to the boys’ dressing room swung open, and George strolled out.  

Running to him, Katie asked, “George, what the hell is that noise?!”

“What noise?” he asked as he pulled his jacket on.

“What noise?  That noise….can’t you feel it?” she asked excitedly.

Pausing a moment, George laughed and answered, “Oh that….they’ve opened the doors, Kate.  It’s the fans coming in.”

“You’re kidding me!  That’s people making all that noise?” she asked disbelievingly.

“That’s Beatlemaniacs,” John corrected her as he drew up beside George.  Giving the youngest Beatle the once over, he asked, “Are ya gonna finish dressing there, mate, or are ya…waiting ‘til later.”  With that, he looked pointedly at Katie, grinning impishly.

Katie smiled and shook her head at John’s teasing, but, looking at George then, she saw John was right…he hadn’t quite finished dressing.  His tie hung undone around his neck and his shirt wasn’t yet buttoned.  

“’ey luv, would ya give me a hand here?” George asked, handing her his gold cufflinks and pulling his jacket sleeve up a bit so she could fasten them at his wrists.  Once she’d fastened the cufflinks, he quickly buttoned his shirt, tucking it in the waistband of his trousers, and knotted the thin tie around his neck.

Katie smiled approvingly at his appearance.  He looked incredibly handsome in his form-fitting grey suit with the touch of black velvet on the collar.

“Would ya happen to have a comb with ya, Katie?” he asked.

“Yeah, sure,” she replied, digging through her purse for her comb and handing it to George.  If I didn’t know better, I’d say he was nervous!  “Are you okay, George?”

“Hmmm?” he sounded, handing her back the comb.  “What do yer mean?”

“I don’t know….It’s just that you’re acting really uptight.  Is anything wrong?”

George shook his head as he lit a cigarette.  Stuffing the pack and his lighter back in his jacket pocket he said, “Nah, I’m alright.  It’s not the show that gets me, it’s how many things can go wrong, ya know?”

“No.  What things?” 

“Well…like catching a jelly baby in me eye, or slipping on something thrown on the stage and falling on me arse, or – oh, and this actually happened at one concert – one of the girls throwing herself on the hanging light to try and swing herself over the stage to jump down to us!”  Giving a little laugh, he added with a sigh, “It’s always one thing or another at these shows….”

Putting her arm around his neck, Katie reached up and gave him a kiss, running her hand through his hair as she did.  “Poor baby!  Well, I’m just happy I finally get to hear the Beatles perform!”

“Oh no, you won’t!” George laughed.  Suddenly spotting Brian coming his way, he nonchalantly reached up and took Katie’s hand and held it firmly.  The last thing he felt like dealing with was a lecture from Brian about displays of affection, but if Paul could get away with it with Jane, then why shouldn’t he and Katie? 

“What?  Why won’t I hear you?”  Katie asked, genuinely confused.

Ignoring Katie’s question for the moment, George greeted his manager, “’lo, Brian!”

“Hello, George!  I see you’re all ready.  And this must be Katie,” he said holding his hand out to the girl.

“Hi Mr. Epstein.  It’s nice to finally meet you,” she replied, taking his hand.

“Same here, and, please, call me Brian,” he said with a smile that faltered a bit when he saw her other hand in George’s.  Quickly regaining his composure he asked, “So I hear you’ll be watching the concert from the wings, yes?”

“That’s what I hear!  I think Neil is setting things up for me…and speaking of setting things up, I just want to thank you for going to all the trouble of arranging my trip.”

“It was my pleasure.  Everything went smoothly, I presume?”

“Oh yes.  It was wonderful!”

“Oh, well, except for the bit where she was stranded in New York City,” George put in wryly.

“Stranded?!” Brian repeated in surprise.

“Well, no…” Katie made an effort to laugh away his concern as she simultaneously glared at George.  “….not stranded exactly.  I was…delayed…for a few hours while at Kennedy.”

“Oh!  Well…those things do happen when traveling.”

“Yes, I suppose they do,” Katie conceded, seeing George snickering out of the corner of her eye.  Suddenly, someone called Brian’s name.  Taking advantage of Brian’s distraction, Katie quickly kicked George in the shin.

“Well, if you’ll excuse me….Katie, enjoy the concert…oh, and George, I’d like to have a brief word with you when you have a moment.”

Katie and George watched while Brian walked away.  “Brief word me arse!” George mumbled.

“Did you say something?”

“Er, no…Listen, luv, I’d better go and see what he wants.  I’ll be right back, okay?”

“Yeah…yeah, go ahead.”

 “Okay, you just stay here with.…” He looked around at everyone standing back stage, seeing no sign of the person in whose care he’d left Katie.  “Where’s Mal?” he asked shortly.

“Don’t be angry, George,” Katie mollified him.  “He needed to get some important papers for Brian from -Alistair?  - Anyway, I told him to go and see if he could catch him before he left the theater.  I told him I’d be fine,” she stressed, seeing George’s frown.

George lit yet another cigarette, and mumbled, “He still shouldn’t have left ya.”  Katie decided to allow the remark to pass without further comment.

“Aren’t you going to see what Brian wants?”

“I already know what he wants,” he said tiredly, “…it can wait.”
Pulling a small step ladder over toward the crate where Katie had been sitting, he sat down on the middle rung, pulling her down to sit on the crate next to him.  “We haven’t long to wait, Katie.  Cilla’s going on now.”

“Cilla?”

“Cilla Black.  She’s a singer from Liverpool, as well.  Funny thing, that - her real name is White, not Back, and she managed the coat room at the Cavern – that’s a club where we played while we were still in the ‘pool.  She’d get up on stage and do a few numbers, but she’s made it really big over here.  Brian manages her as well as a few other Liverpool groups now.  I’ll introduce you after the show!”

“Okay,” she replied quietly.  The two sat in silence for a while, watching all of the activity around them.  Though Katie didn’t realize it, George was watching her intently.  Reaching out, he took her hand away from the strand of hair she was twirling frantically – a nervous habit leftover from childhood.

“What’s wrong, Katie?” he asked, moving closer to her.

“N-Nothing!” she stammered in reply.  

George just stared at her.  “Listen, luv, if there’s one thing I’ve learned, it’s that ya twist yer hair into knots when yer nervous or upset.  So which is it?”

Amazed at George’s observation, Katie continued deny that anything was bothering her until he wore her down.  She knew she was going to need to talk about this with him sooner or later, and sooner might be just that much easier.

“Well, it’s just that…it’s…you see, I…,” sighing in resignation, she finally said, “George, we need to talk about something really important,” she said quietly, trying not allow others to overhear her.  

George looked at her curiously, “What is it, Kate?  Y’alright?” he asked, deeply concerned.

“Uh, yeah, I’m okay.  It’s just tha-”

“Hello, boys and girls,” John boisterously shouted as bounded up to the couple again.

“’ang on, John,” George said with a nod to his friend.  Turning his attention back to Katie he said, “Go on with what ya were saying, luv.”

“Uh…,” she looked at George and John in turn, both of whom were looking at her intently, waiting to hear what she had to say.  Growing flustered, Katie said the first thing that came to her mind.  “I-I just wanted to say…uh, break a leg!” she smiled insincerely.

“Cor, what you won’t resort to ta get this lad into bed!” John chastised her mockingly before a comely blonde caught his eye.  With a comical leer at George and Katie, he took off after her.

“’ey John, we don’t have that much time,” George jokingly called after him.  Turning back toward Katie, he grew serious again and asked, “That’s not what ya wanted to tell me, was it, Katie?”

“No, but it’s…personal, George,” she confirmed.

“Tell ya what,” he started, “We’ve been invited out after the show to a club not far from here.  We can talk then.  Would that be alright?”

“Sure, George, that would be fine.”

Looking up, George spied Neil, and called out to him.  As the road manager approached, George said, “Neil, I have to see Brian before the show.  Would ya look after our girl here, and make sure she stays out of trouble?” he winked at Katie.

“It would be my pleasure,” Neil agreed with a smile.

“’ey!  Not too much pleasure, ya hear?” George grinned.  Leaning down, he gave Katie a kiss.  “I hope ya enjoy the show, luv.  I’ll see ya afterward, yeah?”

“Okay, George,” Kate replied.

Once George had walked away, Neil said, “C’mon with me, Kate.  We’ll get ya all set up in the wings where you can watch the show.”

Neil led Katie to stage wing closest to the dressing room.  Pulling out a stool, he set it before her, saying, “There ya are, luv.  Ya can watch from here.  Now listen, Katie, once the boys launch into their last song of the night – “Twist and Shout” – yer gonna have to make a run fer the stage door.  One of us we’ll see you to the car you’ll be riding in, and we’ll all meet up at the club.”

“I won’t be riding with George?” she asked dismally.

“Ah, no, sorry, Kate.  The boys only ever ride on their own.  Well, sometimes me or Mal ride with them, but nobody else, and, certainly, no girlfriends or wives.”

Neil felt a pang of sympathy for the girl.  Her expression betrayed just how lost and overwhelmed she was feeling, and he wished there were a way to make it easier for her to adjust to all that was happening.  Unfortunately, there just wasn’t time, so it had to be “a baptism by fire.”  

“I’ll be right here throughout most of the show, but I may need to step away periodically.  Don’t worry, though, either Mal or I will always be within shouting distance,” he assured her.

Katie looked out at the audience with dismay.  How the hell would either of them hear me over that racket?  Forcing a smile, she merely replied, “Okay, Neil…no problem.”

Katie sat, watching the last of Cilla Black’s segment.  She enjoyed what little she got to hear of the tiny redhead with the big voice, but felt badly for the singer as chants of “we want the Beatles” echoed throughout the theater during her performance.  The boys then came on and performed a comedic skit for about ten minutes.  Try as she might, Katie couldn’t heard a word that was being said.  Based on the way they were dressed up, though, she could tell it had something to do with a doctor. 

When they’d finished, Rolf Harris, a well known personality in Britain who was filling in as the show’s compere, came out and introduced a group called The Fourmost.  Once again, fans periodically chanted for the Beatles during the songs, and, once again, following this performance, the Beatles came out and did another quick skit she couldn’t hear for all the screaming.  The screaming didn’t start in earnest, however, until the boys came out to perform their own set.  

Katie was thrilled that they started off with George’s “Roll Over Beethoven,” and she wondered if they always did that song first or if that had been for her benefit.  From the moment George opened the song with his lead riff, she sat totally mesmerized by and in awe of…the audience.  Largely comprised of young teenage girls - girls her age - the audience screamed, shrieked, and cried their way through the concert.  They bounced up and down in their seats, grabbed at one another, and pulled at their own hair.  She had never seen anything like it!  

Several feet away, Neil watched Katie watching the audience.  He had grown so used to the mania himself, he hardly even concerned himself with it anymore, but seeing Katie experience it for the first time alternately amused him and worried him.  At one point, a girl sitting near Katie’s side of the stage cried out, “I love you, George!” prompting Katie to do a double-take.  Neil laughed aloud at the expression on her face.  Not even a half-hour later, the boys started playing the opening chords to “Twist and Shout,” and Katie, nearly shell-shocked by now, came to and jumped off the stool, running for the stage door, appearing visibly relieved when she saw Neil there waiting for her.

“Where’s yer coat, Katie?” he asked as she pulled up short from her run.


“Oh!  Oh no, I forgot it in the dressing room!” she wailed.

“Well, ye’ve got yer purse, yeah?”  She shook her head, holding it up for him to see.  “Right then, you go on fer now, I’ll come back and get it fer ya.”  Placing his hand on the bar to open the door, he said, “Now, yer gonna run to the car immediately in front of ya, okay?  Ready?”  Her heart pounding, she just nodded that she was ready.  “Okay…GO!” Neil threw the door open and Katie ran out, jumping down the single step.  Throwing herself into the back seat, she heard someone slam the door behind her.  Pulling herself up to sit on the bench seat, she saw a policeman standing outside the car.  For good measure, she looked to make sure the doors were locked, figuring she’d just unlock them when she saw whoever else was riding with her approach the car.  It was only a few minutes later when she saw Brian Epstein walking out the door and towards the car with a man she didn’t recognize.  Leaning over, she unlocked the door right before the policeman opened for the two men to enter.  Once they were settled in the back, the car pulled away from the curb.

“Katie, this is my assistant, Alistair Taylor…Al, this is George’s…er, friend from America, Miss Katie Kelly.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Miss Kelly,” Alistair said, gently shaking her hand.

“Likewise…and please, call me Katie.”  Alistair just smiled genially in response.  Katie felt terribly awkward being alone with Brian and this man she’d never met.  She already knew that Brian disapproved of her relationship with George, and earlier tonight, she had a suspicion that whatever it was that Brian wanted to talk to George about, it had something to do with her.  Trying to assuage her discomfort, Katie asked brightly, “So, where are we heading?”

“Ah, I believe we’ll be dropping you at the club.  George will be along shortly,” Brian replied, then started speaking to Alistair about some business he’d conducted earlier in the day.

Dropping me?  They’re just dropping me at a club somewhere? All by myself?  Gee, thanks, George!  Soon after, the car was pulling over.

“Right, Katie, this is you, dear,” Brian said as he opened the door and slipped out of the car to allow Katie to exit on the sidewalk.

“Very nice meeting you, Miss – Katie,” Alistair smiled.

Stepping from the car, Katie asked Brian, “Uh, I’m not sure where it is I’m supposed to go.”

“Right there, luv,” Brian said, pointing right in front of them, “…the Ad Lib.  Just take the lift up to the club.”

“Is there someplace…you know…special inside I should wait?”

Brian gave a light laugh.  “Not to worry, Katie.  Someone will find you, I assure you.  Just have a seat anywhere you feel comfortable.  As I said, George will be right along.”

“Okay…I guess I’ll see you later.”

“Oh, I should think so.  Have a good evening, dear, and don’t let George stay out too late, will you?”  He slipped back in the car and, for the second time that day, Katie was left alone on the curb with no idea where she was.

Entering the club, she stood in the doorway, allowing her eyes to adjust to the low lighting.  From beside her came a woman’s voice, “Checking yer coat, Miss?”

Glancing to her right, she saw young woman leaning over the counter to the coat check room, exhibiting considerably more cleavage than dress.  “Excuse me?” Katie asked.

The young woman looked at Katie contemptuously, and with a smirk, repeated, “Yer coat, luv?  Are ya checking it in?”

“Oh!  Oh, no, I don’t have - No thank you,” Katie replied politely, moving further into the club.  Scouting for a table where she could sit and still see the door, Katie noticed that the young women in the club all looked to be in their early to mid-twenties and were all dressed up…many of them aiming more for sexy than attractive.  Katie unconsciously tugged at her brown plaid wool skirt, feeling considerably out of place among the young swingers.  Quickly making her way to the nearest table she saw tucked in a corner, she slipped into a seat, trying to hide her knee sock-clad legs and penny loafers.  Dammit, why didn’t George mention that we might go out to a club tonight?

“What can I get fer ya, luv?” the waitress asked, startling Katie.

“I-I guess I’ll just have a coke, please.”  The waitress walked away without saying another word.  Seldom had Katie felt so out of place and gawky.  She wished she could just leave, but leave for where?  God, I must look like a choir girl who lost her way!  She groaned inwardly as she further remembered that she was wearing a headband and no make-up in addition to her entirely inappropriate attire.  Sliding down a bit further in her seat, she wished she could have ordered something stronger than coke.

“Pardon me?”  Katie looked up and saw the face of a very handsome young man smiling at her.  He’s not as good looking as George, but still….

Straightening a bit in her seat, she smiled back, answering, “Yes?”

“I was wondering if this seat was taken?” Did he just wink at me?  He did!  Oh my god, he’s flirting with me!  Maybe I don’t look so bad after all!  What do I do?  George wouldn’t like it if he came in and saw another boy sitting with me….well…good!  I didn’t much care for being dumped on the sidewalk all alone twice today and kept waiting at a club I was clearly not dressed for!  It would serve him right!  After all, it’s just talking, that’s harmless….

Smiling a bit wider, she replied coquettishly, “Why no, no it isn’t.”

“Brilliant!” he exclaimed, and just as Katie was about to introduce herself, he added, “Then you won’t mind if I take it to that table over there, we’re one short.”  What….

Praying she didn’t look as foolish as she felt, she replied as graciously as she could, “No, no, of course not.  Please, go ahead!”

“Thanks very much!” the young man said with another wink.  Maybe it’s just a nervous tic.

“You’re most welcome,” she answered dryly, as the waitress returned and set her glass of coke in front of her.  Katie raised her glass and made a mental toast to herself….Here’s to my first full day in London…where I keep ending up alone, making a fool of myself, oh - and let’s not forget – where I just might have gotten pregnant!  Feeling a rush of panic, she wondered what was holding George up.  Nearly twenty minutes later, she heard the commotion in the room raise in pitch and volume.  That must be them.  

She couldn’t see the doorway for all the people standing in her way, but, trusting that Brian was right when he said someone would come and find her, she sat back and waited for someone to do just that.  It didn’t take long.  “There you are!” she heard Neil exclaim as he came toward her.  “George and Paul are in their regular booth in the back, God knows where John ran off to,” he said, then, picking up her drink he instructed, “Follow me, I’ll take you to George.”

Katie tried to keep Neil in sight as they crossed the crowded dance floor.  As she came to the booth, George stood, “’lo, gorgeous!”

“Hi,” she said, as he gave her a small kiss.

“I hope ya haven’t been waiting long.  We got a bit sidetracked signing autographs and such.  Did ya get a drink?”

Katie held up her glass, “I got a coke.”

“Did ya want something stronger?”

Katie considered the offer for a moment.  “Not right now, thanks.  Where’s Paul?  Neil said he was with you.”

“What, aren’t I good enough?  Ah, you want the ‘cute Beatle,’ don’t ya?” he teased.

“Oh darn, you figured it out!” she replied glibly.

“I’ve got me eye on you two!” he laughed, adding, “Nah, he’s off chatting up a girl, and John just up and disappeared the moment we arrived.”

“I see,” Katie replied distractedly, thinking that jet lag must finally be setting in.

“Y’alright, Kate?”

“Hmmm?  Oh, yeah, I’m okay.  Just tired, I guess.”

“We’ll make it an early night then,” he promised.  “I just wanted to hear a bit of the group playing tonight.  I hear they’re quite good.”  They then passed several minutes silently watching the crowd, and, every now and then, George would wave at someone.  Suddenly, he broke the silence, “So, what was it ya wanted to talk to me about, luv?  It sounded serious.”

“It is,” Katie nodded.  “I don’t know that this is the place to talk, though.”

“Why not?  We’re alone…well, here at the table anyway.”

“Yeah, but -”

“Ah, c’mon, baby girl, ye’ve had me worried about it all this time…tell me…please?”  As if on cue, the band started playing…very loudly.

Cursing her luck, Katie leaned over, and yelled into George’s ear, “See?  It would be impossible now!”

Repeating the motion, George yelled, “Nah, I can hear ya fine!”

“I don’t want anyone to overhear, George!”

Laughing, he replied, “No one is going to overhear anything, Katie!  C’mon, just tell me what it is!”

George continued to badger her, growing more and more concerned.  Only when he insisted they’d leave the club right then and there did Katie relent.  She didn’t want to be the cause of George missing the group’s performance.

“It-It’s just that I’m worried about something, George…something we did.”

Looking at her quizzically, he asked, “What is it, luv?”

“I-I’m worried I could be pregnant.”

“You’re worried you could be an aunt?!” he misunderstood, not hearing her correctly over the loud music.  “How, Katie?  Ye’ve no brothers or sisters!”

“No!”

“No?  Well, what then?”

“I’m worried I could be pregnant.”

“I still can’t make it out, Kate!” he yelled, shaking his head.

Jesus, this was a stupid idea!  This is not a place to have a conversation like this.  Least of all because he can’t hear what I’m saying!  I can’t believe I’m having to shout this in his ear…it’s ridiculous!  George continued to look at her, his eyes pleading with her to tell him what was bothering her.

She leaned in toward him again, and shouted as loud as she dared, “I said, I’m worried that I’m pregnant!”

That time, he heard her…and so did everyone else in their vicinity of the club, for just as she started yelling, the music suddenly ended.  Groups of people stood gaping at the Beatle and the oddly-dressed young girl sitting with him….Neil was pounding on Mal’s back to dislodge an ice cube he’d inhaled when he gasped upon hearing Katie’s words….Paul stared over at them, his eyes wide with his brows arched up into his forehead, his mouth forming a perfect “o”….George’s eyes never left Katie, though he blinked repeatedly as his mouth struggled to find words…and Katie…Katie wished that the floor would just open up and swallow her whole.  Not even six feet from where the two of them sat, John stood rooted to the floor, smiling wryly, “I can’t fuckin’ wait ‘til Brian hears this one!”

