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Act Naturally

Katie silently traced the rivulet of a single raindrop with her finger from inside the car window as she and George continued their journey north in his Jaguar. They had left London to begin the long drive up to Liverpool immediately following the boys’ matinee performance earlier that day, and, although she’d anticipated the trip lasting well into the evening, George’s manic driving had her wondering if they wouldn’t make Liverpool by nightfall!  Removing her hand from the window, she sighed deeply.

“Katie…?”  George called to her warningly, casting a dark look her way.

“What?” she replied defensively.

“Yer doing it again, luv.”

“I am not!”

“Ye are!  Now, stop it!”  he ordered gently but firmly.

After a few moments, she turned in her seat to face him. “But George….”

“No ‘buts,’ Kate.  Let it go.” he shot back adamantly.

Ignoring his instruction, she continued, “Just because there was nothing in the papers this morning doesn’t mean….”

“Let – it - go,” George emphasized each word, his tone soft, but insistent.

“We should have just told, Brian,” she huffed.

“That would have accomplished nothing.”

“But everyone in the club heard me, George!  Do you honestly believe people aren’t gonna talk?”

Shrugging, George answered, “So, what if they do?  They’ve no proof.  ‘ave ya any idea just how many rumours go ‘round about us as it is?  This will be just one more.”

“But -- ”

“And…as long as Brian stays out of it, that’s how he’ll deal with it – as just another rumour – that’s all.”

“But…what if it turns out to be true?” Katie asked quietly, her voice quivering.

It was George’s turn to sigh.  Taking his hand from the shift, he gently took hold of her’s and brought it to his lips.  “Then we take care of things properly.  I would never leave ya on yer own like that, Kate….I’d do right by you.  I hope you already know that.”

Sliding as close to George’s side as she was able, Katie rested her head against his shoulder.  Keeping his eyes on the road ahead, George leaned over a bit and gently placed a kiss on her forehead, wrapping his arm firmly around her shoulders.  “I love you, baby girl,” he murmured softly.

“I love you, too, George.  I’m so sorry I made a mess of things.”

“You didn’t, luv.  Besides, I’m the one who pushed you to tell me what was bothering you, and I’m also the one who didn’t use a condom or pull out before I – ya know….So, if anyone’s to blame, it’s me, Katie.”  

Silence descended upon the couple again as they were each lost in their own thoughts.  George knew that Katie was worried, and he had no idea how to keep her from worrying.  Even though he’d repeatedly told her they’d marry, he knew she still obsessed about everyone else’s possible reaction to her falling pregnant, especially her father’s.  There were no words George could offer to alleviate that worry.  Also, while not nearly as important as other matters now, George was concerned that the surprise he’d planned so carefully was going to be ruined.  Ah well, there’s nothing fer it but to go ahead with things as planned and see what she says.  I reckon the worse she could say is “no.”  But George didn’t want to entertain that notion – not even for a minute.

Despite Katie’s prediction, it was well after nightfall when they arrived in Speke – the suburb on the outskirts of Liverpool where George’s family resided.  When George told her how near they were, she felt herself growing increasingly nervous about meeting his parents.  What if they don’t like me?  What if they think George can do better?  Recalling what George had told her about his former girlfriends in Liverpool – one had even won some beauty contest! – her anxiety escalated. What if they like her better?  

By the time George shut off the engine in front of the Harrison home, Katie had worked herself up into a pile a nerves.  George opened his door and emerged from the small vehicle, stretching his muscles which had grown tense and sore from the long drive.  Walking around to the other side of the Jag, he opened Katie’s door and extended his hand to help her from the car.  When she didn’t take it right away, George leaned down a bit to see her, “Kate?”

Snapping to attention, she nearly jumped at the sound of his voice.  Now, George was really concerned.  Crouching down beside her, he took both of her hands in his.  “What is it, luv?  What’s wrong?”

Seeing the genuine worry etched in his handsome features, Katie felt a swell of love for him.  Knowing then that no one who had raised such a thoughtful, loving boy could be all that bad, she squeezed his hand in reassurance and smiled sweetly, “Nothing, George.  I’m just tired, I guess.”  She allowed him to help her rise from the car, then threw her arms around his neck, “I love you, George, I really do!” she whispered emphatically.

Laughing in pleasant surprise at her sudden outburst of emotion, George wrapped his arms around her waist and lifted her from the ground to kiss her passionately.  Pulling back a bit, he smiled and said, “Yer daft, ya know that, don’t ya?”

“Mmm-hmmm.”

“Good.  That makes two of us!  I love you, too, ya daft bird,” he said, kissing the tip of her nose.  “Now then, let’s get on inside before me mum comes out to find out who’s snogging in front of her house, yeah?”

“Yeah,” Katie giggled, “okay.”

Any lingering worry that plagued Katie about George’s parents dissipated within minutes of meeting them.  The older couple were both gregarious, warm individuals who went out of their way to make Katie feel welcome and at home.  It helped, too, that Peter was there, still living at home during the months leading up to his wedding.  Grabbing Katie up in a tight hug, he kissed her cheek, and said, “It’s fab seeing ya again, Katie.  I’m glad to see yer survived our kid’s driving there!”  

“Barely!” she joked, giving George a wink.

“I know it’s late and you both must be right knackered, but I’ll put the tea on and a bite of something to eat, shall I?”  Mrs. Harrison offered.

“That’d be grand, mum!”  George replied enthusiastically.

A short while later, the family was gathered around the kitchen table, chatting over endless mugs of sweet, milky tea and a simple but fulfilling spread of fresh bread and scones with clotted cream, assorted jams, and thick slices of ham on the side.  As Katie soon discovered, the kitchen was the heart of the Harrison home, a common practice among Liverpudlian families.  She quickly found herself warming to George’s chatty, friendly, and funny family.  As much as she was enjoying herself, though, the long day of traveling was catching up with her, and she felt herself growing sleepy.  Picking up on this, George’s mother expertly steered her family toward wrapping up the evening’s gathering.  

“George,” she said, “I thought we’d have Katie stay in your room – you know it’s a bit bigger - and you can take Harry’s old room, if that’s alright.”

“Yeah, sure, Mum.  That would be fine.”

“Right then, Peter, will you help yer brother take their things up to the rooms?”

“Sure, Mum!”  he readily agreed as he and George noisily headed back out to the hall to see to the task, playfully swatting at one another and trading affectionate insults the way brothers do.

“Katie, luv, I’ll show you up to the room and make sure yer settled in all comfy, yeah?”

“Thank you, Mrs. Harrison,” Katie replied politely as she bid George’s father a good night and followed the older woman up the stairs.

Upstairs, Louise had just finished showing Katie where the bathroom was and where she could find towels and cloths when the two brothers came bounding up the stairs with George and Katie’s luggage.  Laying Katie’s suitcase on a chair in the corner of his old bedroom, George excitedly told her that Peter and his fiancée, Irene, had invited the two of them out for a night of “clubbing” the following evening.  

“What do yer think Kate?  Feel up to it?” he asked animatedly.

It made Katie feel good to see George so obviously happy to be home.  Away from the pressures and hectic pace of London and the Beatles, he seemed to be more like the George she’d known and fallen in love with back in Benton.  “Absolutely!” she replied, smiling broadly.

“Gear!” Glancing at his mother, who’d taken a seat on the edge of the bed, he made a show of yawning and stretching.  “Well, I’m all done in!  I’m sure I’ll be out like a light in mere minutes!” he said with a covert wink at Katie.  Leaning over, he gave her a chaste kiss on her cheek.  “’ave a good night’s rest, luv.  I’ll see you in the morning!”  Then, going over to his mother, he added, “’night, Mum.  Thanks a lot fer everything!”

“Och, Georgie, no thanks needed, luv!  I’m happy to meet yer Katie and have you home fer a bit.  It seems we hardly get to see you these days!”  Though it made Katie feel good to have George’s mother refer to her as his Katie, it also brought a blush to her face.  

“Ah, I know, Mum.  I’d love to get home more, but we’ve been dead busy of late!”  

“It’s true, Mrs.Harrison!  I couldn’t believe how much the guys have packed into each day – I’d be exhausted!”

“Well, speaking of being exhausted,” Louise said as she rose from the bed, “…you two best get yerselves to bed and try to get a good sleep.  Katie, if you need anything, darling, anything at all, just let me know, okay?”

“I will, Mrs. Harrison – and thanks!”

“Yer very welcome, luv,” Louise answered. She then gave Katie a kiss on her forehead.  “Goodnight, pet!”

“Goodnight.”  Katie was both surprised and touched by Louise’s gesture. 

“Come along, George,” his mother jokingly called out to him.

“Don’t ya trust me, Mum?” he asked in mock-indignation.

“Not one bit!” his mother replied, making Katie and George laugh.

Once she was alone in George’s room, Katie started to prepare for bed. After a few minutes, she noticed that the room was growing colder.  Moving over to the electric heater placed within an old fireplace, she saw that the wires were no longer glowing red.  She flipped the switch on the side a few times to no avail.  Following the cord to the outlet, she ascertained that it was plugged in.  Damn!  What are the chances the heater would break down the night I arrive?  She sat back on her heels and contemplated her dilemma.  Suddenly, she remembered seeing blankets piled in the linen closet where the towels were kept.  Not wanting to disturb anyone, Kate thought she’d be okay for the night if she had a couple of extra blankets.  

Very carefully, she opened the door to the room and tip-toed out into the hall.  Quietly opening the linen closet door, she was just about to reach up for a blanket when Peter whispered behind her, “Alright, Katie?”

Startled at first, Katie gave a small laugh and explained the problem with the heater, concluding with the assurance that she’d be alright with the extra blankets.

“Aye, that heater is just about as old as George is!  It’s not used much these days, but I can’t have ya sleeping in a cold room, Katie!  Tell ya what….You take my room fer tonight, and I’ll sleep in George’s.  Tomorrow, we’ll replace the heater, and you can have the room back, okay?”

“I don’t want to put you to any trouble, Peter!”

“It’s no trouble, luv.  Besides, I spent more than half of me life with no heat anywhere but in the kitchen!”

“If you’re sure….”

“I am, and I insist!  We Harrison men are quite chivalrous that way!”

Katie laughed.  “Okay then, just for tonight.”

“Great!  Let me just get a few things from my room, and then it’s all yer’s!”  Following Peter’s lead, Katie grabbed her clothes for the morning from George’s room and was soon settled into Peter’s room for the night.  She snuggled beneath the covers, grateful for the warmth.  Within minutes, she slipped into a sound sleep. 

Down the hall, in George’s old room, Peter Harrison was also snuggled beneath the covers, the extra blankets adding both weight and warmth.  He was half asleep when he heard the door creak open.  He was about to call out Katie’s name, thinking it might be her returning for something she’d forgotten for the morning.  However, as he lifted his head a bit to peer above the covers, he saw the familiar thin frame of his youngest brother outlined in the doorway.  Deciding to have a bit of fun, he stayed quiet.

George entered the room, shivering slightly in the cold.  Why did she turn the heater off?  Closing the door softly, he locked it for good measure.  Moving quickly but quietly toward the bed, he slipped between the sheets and shifted his body close to hers.  Leaning over, he whispered seductively, “Christ, baby, I’ve wanted you all day!  I can’t wait anymore…yer driving me mad!”

Peter turned his head back toward George, “Tell me you don’t really talk that way to that sweet little girl!” he joked.  Hearing his brother’s voice, George jumped out of the bed in alarm.

“What the fuck?  What are you doing here?  Where’s Katie?”

Between gasps of laughter at George’s reaction, Peter said, “The heater was broken in here, but I’m not bloody telling you where she is now, ya pervy bastard!” 

Embarrassed but calmer, George gave a half-smile, muttering, “Sod off, ya twat!”  

As Peter continued laughing, George gave him the “two-finger salute” and quietly left the room.  Standing outside the door, he could still hear Peter’s laughter, prompting him to smile and shake his head.  Quietly, he made his way towards Peter’s room.  Pressing his ear to the door, he sighed when heard no sound coming from within.  Briefly, he considered sneaking in to wake Katie, but thought better of it.  There will be plenty of teasing tomorrow as it is fer sure – why make it worse?  Feeling somewhat dejected and more than just a little frustrated, George headed back towards Harry’s old room, casting one last forlorn glance at the door Katie slept behind.

The next morning, the family enjoyed a leisurely breakfast.  Always a late riser, George was the last one down to the kitchen.  After giving Katie and his mother a kiss, he reached for the teapot and poured out a cup.

“Did ya sleep well, luv?” Louise asked.

Before George could answer, Peter chimed in with a wry grin, “Yeah, George, did ya get that little – and I do mean little – problem taken care of?”

“What problem, George?” Katie asked innocently.  Louise and Harold looked on curiously.

George glared at his brother in warning as Peter tried to stifle his laughter.  “It was nothing – just ‘ad a bit o’ trouble falling asleep,” George muttered.

“Yeah, so he came to pay me a visit!” Peter giggled.

“Oh!  Well, that was nice.  I hope you boys didn’t stay up very late,” Louise said, oblivious of the fact that Katie and Peter had switched rooms.

“But George, how did you know that – oh!”  Katie checked herself as it suddenly dawned on her why Peter was laughing.  Glancing in George’s direction, Katie smiled.  It was nice to see George blushing for a change.

They all sat at the table long after they’d finished breakfast.  In turns, Louise and Harold as well as Peter, entertained Katie with stories about George at different ages.  Louise even brought out a scrapbook where she kept the family photos.  As Katie and the boys poured over the scrapbooks, Louise went in search of other photos she wanted Katie to see.

“Ah!  Here they are!” she exclaimed happily as she handed Katie a small stack of old photos.  George slid his chair closer to his girl, so he could look over the photos with her.  However, when Katie saw what the pictures were, she momentarily froze, suddenly remembering what she desperately wanted to forget – at least for the duration of their visit.  “Wasn’t George just an adorable wee thing?” his mother cooed.  “He was a right cherub, he was!”

“First time I saw him, I thought to meself, ah pity, the poor lad is stuck with me own mug!” his father added to everyone’s laughter.

“Ah no, Dad, George is much uglier!” Peter quipped, howling with laughter even as George punched his arm.  Their mother’s demands to “…stop behaving like a pair of hooligans!” went ignored.

The photo shook slightly in Katie’s trembling hand, passing unnoticed by everyone but George.  As the discussion carried on in the background, there was a part of Katie that wondered Is this what our baby would look like?  Furtively raising her eyes to meet George’s, she was all but certain that he was thinking the same thing.  The slight smile and wink he gave her confirmed her suspicion.

“Well, I happen think he was adorable…and still is!” Katie announced proudly.

Peter jokingly rolled his eyes in response and said, “Cor, girl, you must be in love – they say it’s blind, after all!  Reckon it must be!”  

“Sod off, ya wanker!” George laughed.

“Language, lads!” Louise warned them sternly, but even Harold was laughing.

“Sorry, Mum,” George apologized insincerely even as he covertly gestured obscenely toward his older brother.

At last, Louise rose from the table and started clearing away the breakfast dishes, Katie stood, offering to help.

“Ah no, luv,” George quickly put in.  “’ere, why don’t you just go watch telly with this tosser -- ” 

“George!” his mother warned again.

“Oh! Sorry!  I mean…this wanker…” he grinned mischeviously at his mother.

“Oh for heaven’s sake!” she cried, relenting.

  “…and I’ll help Mum.”

“You?!” Katie asked with more surprise than was polite.

“’ey, I can make meself useful, ya know!” George replied indignantly.

Katie got up and went around to where he sat.  Bending down, she gave him a quick kiss, whispering “Oh, I know that!”  She then followed Peter and his father into the sitting room, leaving George wearing a wide smile as he watched her go.  Turning his attention back to his mug of tea, he thought about how much he loved Katie and how much and how quickly his – and her - life could change in the next month or so.

Sensing her youngest son had something on his mind, Louise took a seat at the table again.  “Ah, Katie’s a lovely girl, George!”  

“Yes, she is,” George murmured distractedly, toying with handle on his teacup.

“And very sweet, as well!”

“Mmm-hmmm,” he agreed.

“Er…she does seem a bit…well, young, though.  George, how old is Katie?”

Ah, and there it is!  Sighing loudly, George replied, “Katie’s sixteen, Mum…just turned last month.”  Better to just get it out and have done with it!

“Oh!” his mother exclaimed in polite surprise.  “Well…she doesn’t just seem young then, she is young!”

“I s’pose,” he grumbled into his cup, sipping his tea.  “But, she’ll be done with her schooling a year from this spring.”

“Er, how do Katie’s parents feel, George?  Ya know, about her…seeing a lad…well…yer age?”

“I thought I’d told ya, Mum….It’s just her dad…her mum’s passed.”  George shrugged as he continued, still avoiding his mother’s eyes.  “I dunno…her dad wasn’t keen at first, but he’s come ‘round,” he paused, then added with a small laugh, “…though I reckon that has more to do with Katie than with me!”  He risked a glimpse at his mother’s reaction.  She was smiling at him, albeit uncomfortably – he had seen that smile before.

“I see,” she said slowly, pouring them both another cup of tea from the pot that sat between them.  “Well, he allowed her to come here for her school holiday, so I assume he must approve, then?”

“Mmmm,” George uttered noncommittally.  

“Still….she’s awfully young to get that serious about a fella, George…”

George knew where this was leading, and figured now was as good as any time to set his mother straight.  “She’s mature fer her age, Mum…or…I dunno….perhaps I’m immature fer mine, but, either way….we’re together…ya know, we’re a couple, and…the thing is, ya see…I, er…I love her, Mum.”  Louise’s brow shot up at the mention of love.

“Oh!  I see,” she said thoughtfully.  “So, it’s as serious as that, is it?”

Leaning back, George tipped the chair precariously on its back legs and peered into the sitting room.  Finding Katie engrossed in whatever his father, Peter, and she was watching on the television, he reached over and withdrew a box from his jacket pocket.  Setting it in front of his mother, he whispered, “Katie’s real Christmas present.  I’ve yet to give it to her.  Not that she’s expecting it since I’d sent her that coat earlier this month.”  Nodding at the box, he told his mother, “Go on, have a peek…I’d like to know what ya think of it.”

Louise lifted the box while George kept a surreptitious eye out for Katie.  Upon opening the box, it was all she could do to keep from gasping aloud when she saw the ring.  It was an oval emerald surrounded by small diamonds and set in a gold band.  She didn’t know much about jewelry, but looking at the size of the gem, she guessed it was several carats.  She was suddenly aware of her youngest child’s dark eyes appraising her reaction.  Forcing a smile, she closed the box and slid it back to George.  “Well!  I’m sure there aren’t very many sixteen year old schoolgirls walking about with a ring that size on their fingers!” she attempted to joke, already knowing that this was no ordinary ring.

Dropping the box back in his jacket pocket, George braced himself.  Looking directly at his mother, he quietly said, “It’s an engagement ring, Mum.  I’m asking Katie to marry me.”

Even though she’d suspected it, it was still a bit of a shock hearing George confirm the suspicion.  “Marry you?  But George, she’s just a girl!  An’ fer that matter, you yerself aren’t even twenty-one yet!  Why on earth are ya thinking of marrying already?”  she froze as the question left her lips.  Turning pale, she stammered, “Oh George!  She’s not….”

“No!” he laughed nervously.  After all, nothing was certain yet, so she didn’t need to know that there was a possibility of a child.  Also, he reasoned, he’d bought the ring with the intention of asking Katie to marry him before the revelation at the club. “No, nothing like that, Mum!  I just love her, that’s all!”

Visibly relieved, Louise said, “Well, George, that’s all well and fine.  By all means, then, see one another….visit each other on holidays and such….but why hurry to marry then, luv?”

Glancing into the sitting room, George ascertained Katie still was watching the television, then, lowering his voice, he spoke in a tone that pleaded for understanding, “Because I don’t want to lose her, Mum!  We’ll have to wait more than a year to be married as it is….I don’t want to wait any longer than we have to!”

“Oh George, luv, what about the Beatles, then?”

George was taken back by the question.  “What about them?”

“Well, yer just starting out, darling….and you’ve so much going on right now…recording and touring and appearing on the telly and radio and such.  Why, we hardly get to see you much these days!”  She reached out and laid her hand on top of his.  “Ah, luv….would it be fair to do that to yer new bride?  ‘specially one so young?  She’d be – what? – seventeen?  Really, George!  Have you thought this out all that well?”

George sighed as disappointment washed over him.  Knowing he would already be dealing with one parent’s disapproval, he’d desperately wanted his own parents to be happy for him and Katie.  “Don’t ya like her, Mum?” he very nearly whined.

“Oh George, of course I do!  She’s a lovely girl, and I would hope that you’d marry a girl just like her!”

“Just like her….” he repeated flatly.

“Yes!”

“But not her.”

“Not now, George….there’s a difference.”  It broke Louise’s heart to see her youngest so upset, and it upset her to know that she’d been the cause.  However, she reasoned, she would rather him be upset now by her disapproval than later by an unhappy or broken marriage.  Reaching out, she ran a hand through her son’s long hair, “I love ya, son.  You’ve always had a good head on yer shoulders – even if it does have a bit too much hair these days! – but yer not thinking with yer head….yer thinking with yer heart.  Take care, George.  That sort of thinking can get you into all sorts of trouble.”

He nodded mutely as he continued to stare at his tea, now grown cold.  “I can’t help it….I love her, Mum, and I want to be with her.  I can’t ask her to just pick up an’ move ‘ere without offering marriage….her dad would never go along.”

“But he will let her marry at seventeen?” she asked skeptically.

George waved dismissively with a grimace, “It will take some work, but, if she goes back to America engaged to me, at least he has a year to get used to the idea, see?”

Louise gazed at George for several seconds, a look of concern furrowing her brows.  “It sounds like you’ve made yer mind up, George.” 

“I have,” he replied quietly.  “But I’d really like it if you would go along.”

It was Louise’s turn to sigh heavily.  Smiling more genuinely now, she said, “George, you’ve always been so headstrong.”  She paused, remembering something, then chuckled, “I still recall how insistent you were yer first day of school.  You did not want me to walk with you!  You were so small and so young, but…you’d decided you were too old to have yer mam walking ya, so off ya went, like a right wee man.”  She paused again, smiling wistfully at him.  “Ya never knew, but I followed you that day.  Out of sight, to be sure, but I had to be there just in case ya needed me.”

He remembered the incident and smiled at his own tenacity as well as his mother’s wisdom in allowing him to think he’d gotten his way.

“Well, son,” she said softly, her eyes glistening, “…no matter what you decide ever….I’ll always be here…just in case ya need me.”

George swallowed the lump that had formed in his throat.  Rising from his chair, he went and crouched down beside his mother.  Taking her hand, he brought it to his lips and kissed it.  “Ta, Mum.”

