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Chapter Thirty-Four

Things We Said Today

The Harrison clan was gathered around the kitchen table, chatting over dinner.  Although the group numbered only eight, the level of conversation made it sound as though there were twice as many people in the room.  As this was the last night of George and Katie’s visit, Peter and his fiancée, Pauline, as well as George’s eldest brother, Harry, and his wife, Irene, were there.  The only Harrison family member missing was Louise, who had left Liverpool years ago when she married Gordon.  As Katie enjoyed the warmth and closeness of the family, that struck her as very sad.  How hard it must be for George’s mother to have her only daughter and her grandchildren so far away….and for Louise herself – being so far from family!  It was easy to see, though, where Louise got her congeniality and sense of hospitality.  Her parents taught her well.  Thinking about George’s mother and Louise led Katie to think about her own mother, and she was suddenly overcome by a powerful sense of loss.  Her thoughts must have been reflected in her face as George reached out and squeezed her hand, his expression conveying the question, “What’s wrong?”  Katie smiled and shook her head.  Pushing all sad thoughts away, she returned her attention to those gathered around the table.

“So when will you be leaving for America, Kate?” Harry asked.

With a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach, Katie replied, “The day after tomorrow.”

“I’ve never been on an airplane in me life,” Irene put in.  “How do yer stand being up there, Katie?”

“It’s not so bad once you’re just flying straight.  It’s the take-off and landing that gets me!” Katie replied, demonstrating the ascent and descent with her hand.  As she did so, the light caught her ring…and everyone’s notice.

“Ooh, but that’s a lovely ring, Katie!” Pauline said.  “Is that an emerald?”

Panicking, Katie looked at George, who was studying the remaining food on his dinner plate.  “Uh…yes….emerald.”

“Isn’t that just gorgeous! May I see?”  Pauline pressed.  Katie obliged and held her hand out toward girl.

As Pauline and Irene inspected Katie’s ring, George kept his eyes glued to the plate in front of him.  He swore he could feel his mother’s eyes boring into him and wondered if she’d told his father about their earlier conversation.  Taking a deep breath, he braced himself for the inevitable, deciding to face it head-on.  With a lightness he wasn’t really feeling, he raised his head, and, smiling, announced, “Well, now’s as good a time as any to tell ya all --”

The room went silent as everyone looked his way.

“Katie and I are engaged!”

The silence continued for several seconds.  Katie tried to summon a smile that didn’t quite make it to her lips.  George felt his stomach turn over.  Oh Christ!

Finally, it was George’s mother who broke the silence as she went to Katie and hugged her, gushing, “Well, that is wonderful news!  Welcome to the family, luv!”

That’s all it took.  Wishes of good luck and congratulations floated from around the table. George’s father went to fetch a bottle of champagne left over from New Year’s Eve so the family could “…celebrate properly.”

George glanced up at Louise who looked at him and winked.  At that moment, he loved his mother more than ever.

The champagne was poured, even for Katie, and everyone toasted the couple.  It didn’t take long for the inexorable questions to start.

“When’s the date, then?” Harry asked George.  The family looked at George expectantly.  Though the question seemed logical and harmless enough, everyone sitting at the table, including George, knew what Harry was really asking….Did you get her pregnant?

“Er, not fer a while yet.  Katie has another year of school….so, perhaps a year from this summer.”  No, I didn’t.

Katie avoided looking at George for fear the truth would be too obvious to anyone watching.  Well now….that might not be quite true.

“What does yer dad say, Katie?” Irene asked.

“Uh, he doesn’t exactly know about this yet,” Katie answered haltingly.

“I’d love to be a fly on the wall fer that convo, eh, ‘arry?” Peter laughed and Harry nodded his agreement.  Clearly, though, George did not see the humor, and one look at his face told his brothers just that.

“Hmph…our kid…getting married!” George’s father mused.

It was late in the evening when Harry and Irene left, and Peter took Pauline home, leaving only George and Katie and George’s parents around the table.

“Shall I put the kettle on?” Louise asked.

Yawning, George replied, “None fer me, mum, thanks.”  Then, looking at Katie, he added, “We’ve got an early start tomorrow, luv, we should be getting on to bed.”

Katie was reluctant to call it a night, especially knowing it would be the last of this visit. She had become very fond of the older couple and had enjoyed being with them, spending hours talking over endless pots of tea.  Although she loved her own father dearly, she hadn’t realized how lonely she had been until she came to Liverpool.  She was sure that George would be quick to point out the pitfalls of having siblings, but, just then, she rather wished she’d had one.

As George waited for her, she nodded, and rose from her seat.  As had become the custom during her stay, she went to each of George’s parents and gave them each a kiss goodnight, thanking them for dinner, then allowed George to take her by the hand and lead her up the stairs.

Entering George’s old room, she flicked on the lamp.  She was grateful that someone – probably Louise – had already turned on the new electric heater, making the bedroom nice and toasty.  Turning around to pull her nightgown from her suitcase, she gasped in surprise when she saw that George had followed her into the room, closing the door behind him.  He went to her and tried to take her in his arms, but she pushed him away, hissing, “George!  What are you doing?  Your mom is going to be up in moment…get out of here!”

Smiling, he tried again, “Aw, luv, we’re engaged now!”

Keeping her voice low, she argued, “But we’re not married yet, mister, so…out!”

Rolling his eyes, he went to the door and opened it, “Better?” he asked sarcastically.

“Yes, thank you,” she answered primly.

Once again, he tried to embrace her.  This time, she let him.  Laying her head on his shoulder, she sighed heavily.

“What’s the matter, baby girl?” he asked gently.

“I don’t know,” she mumbled into his shoulder.

“Ah, c’mon now.  You must have some idea.  Tell me.”

“It’s stupid.”

“Hmm…no doubt,” he teased in agreement, prompting her swat at his arm.

“Jerk!” she exclaimed, pulling away from him.

Laughing, he pulled her back. “No, no…really, stupid or not, please tell me what’s bothering you.”

Another sigh.  “It’s just that…I feel like everything is…ending.”

George puzzled over this for a moment.  “Katie, we’ve just told me family we’re getting married.  That’s hardly an ending!  More like a beginning, if ya ask me!”

“Yeah…I know that.  But…it’s like…it’s like I have nothing to look forward to going home.”

“What?!  Why Kate, I know ya must miss yer dad…and Jeanie!  Don’t you?”

“Yes,” she answered slowly.  “But….”

George waited, but nothing followed.  “But what, luv?” he gently coaxed.

Lifting her head from his shoulder, Katie looked up at him.  “But I know I’m gonna miss you more.”

“Ah, I know, baby,” he said, pulling her head to his chest.  “I’m going to miss you, too.  But, first off, aren’t you putting the cart before the horse here?  We still have more than a day together before you leave - ”

“In London,” she shot back flatly.

George ignored her tone. “And second, I’ll be in America next month fer a while, and ye’ll join me - ”

“And a dozen others,” she shot back in the same tone again…George ignored it…again.

“And…I thought we agreed that ye’ll come back on yer spring holidays from school - ”

“If my father lets me,” she replied the same again.  George pulled back and looked at her disapprovingly, one heavy brow arched.

“Ya know, missy, I reckon yer just in disagreeable mood tonight,” he chastised.

Avoiding his glare, her only response was a slight shrug.  He continued, “So stop acting like a spoiled brat - ”

“Wha - ” she started in surprise.

“…and just appreciate the fact that we have any opportunity to see one another at all what with us living in two different countries, all the madness of the Beatles, and yer schooling and such.”

Indignant, she exclaimed, “I don’t believe you called me a spoiled brat!”

“I didn’t call you anything….I told you to stop acting like one,” he reasoned.

“Fine,” she replied glibly as she plopped down on the bed, arms folded against her chest.

George stood looking down at her.  Smiling, he slowly shook his head realizing how frequently he forgot how old Katie really was…until she acted her age.  He knew from experience that there would be no humoring her out of her foul mood.  Walking over to the bed, he leaned down and placed a kiss on her forehead.  “I love you, ya know.  Ye’ll feel better after a good sleep.”  Before hard feelings could escalate, he turned and walked out of the room, softly closing the door behind him.

Katie lay on the bed like that for some time afterward, staring at the ceiling.  I can’t believe he called me a spoiled brat!  Bastard!  He has some nerve!  Just because he has a whole other life beyond me….  She sat up suddenly.  “Maybe that’s it!” she said aloud.  Of course he’s not worried about missing me!  He’s got the best of both worlds, doesn’t he?  He probably doesn’t even have the time to miss me….  She laid back down, and allowed herself free rein to bask in an ocean of self-pity.  

Falling asleep fully clothed, she hadn’t even gotten under the covers.  So, she was surprised when she awoke to find that someone had thrown a blanket over her during the night.  Again, she surmised it was probably Louise, who had a nightly habit of checking in on Katie before going to bed herself.  Katie had to smile as she wondered whether Louise checked on her to make sure she was comfortable or if she checked to make sure that George hadn’t snuck back into the room.

Having completed most of her packing the day before, it didn’t take Katie long to get ready in the morning and finish the last of it.  Leaving her suitcase in the hall, she went downstairs to the kitchen where, to her surprise, George was already up and seated at the table along with his father and Peter.  Louise had heard the girl coming down the stairs and was at the stove pouring Katie a cup of tea as she entered the kitchen.

“Good morning!” Katie greeted them with a smile.  

Everyone returned her greeting, including George who rose and gave her a chaste kiss, “G’morning gorgeous!  Sleep well, then?”

She was prepared to remain put out with George over their conversation the previous night, but, when he smiled and winked at her, she just melted.  “Yes, I did….I guess I was more tired than I thought.”  George smiled.  He understood the code…that was as much of an apology as he was going to get from her.  There ya are, then.

“Ach, I imagine ya were, darling!”  Louise said, handing Katie her cup of tea.  Then, to the others, she explained, “I looked in on her last night before turning in, and the poor thing was sound asleep on top on the bedding!  Didn’t even manage to change into a nightie!”

Aha!  Bingo!  I was right…it was Louise!  “Thank you for covering me with the blanket,” Katie said shyly.

Louise walked around the table, refilling everyone’s half-empty cups from the teapot.  She laid a hand on the girl’s shoulder as she passed her, “Yer welcome, luv….I couldn’t very well leave ya to freeze all night!”

Katie reached up and placed her hand over the other woman’s, a glance of mutual affection passing between them.  

As the usual morning chatter resumed, a wave of melancholia swept over Katie yet again.  She had only known the family for days, but it felt like she’d known them her whole life. She looked at Louise…her face lined with age, but with eyes that sparkled and danced with good humor…a warm smile ever-present on her lips…constantly in motion…taking care of everyone.  Next, she looked at George’s father, Harry…a face so much like George’s own…that smile that makes one wonder what he’s up to…always gregarious, kind, and witty.  Then Peter…Katie felt badly  that she didn’t spend more time getting to know Pete when he was in Benton, but George proved to be a potent distraction from anything and everyone else those two weeks.  It was evident to Katie that Pete and George shared a special bond.  More than mere brothers, they were, as George would say, “best mates.”  When George developed his passion for music, he had Pete in his very first group.  Katie’s attention then turned to George.  He was too busy telling a story to the others to notice her studying him.  Having seen him now both with the Beatles and their entourage and at home within the warm embrace of his family, she smiled remembering the way he’d come alive around his parents and siblings.  It was a subtle difference…one wouldn’t notice it if one didn’t know him well.  She wasn’t sure if the difference was that he was more on edge as “Beatle George” or if he was just more relaxed as just plain old “George.”  She found herself hoping that he felt as relaxed and at home with her as he seemed to be here at home with his family.  Well, I suppose when we’re married…we will be family.  Hell, we might be “family” faster than we’re planning if I don’t get my period! She felt the familiar rush of panic at the thought and quickly pushed it from her mind.  There’s no point in worrying about that until I’m sure there’s something to actually be worried about! No…a year from this summer…that’s what he said.   I’ll be his wife, and he’ll be my husband.  Husband….  The thought caught her off guard and she started to giggle, causing everyone to look at her curiously.

“What’s so funny?”  George asked with a smile.

“Uh…nothing, really….just thinking,” she said dismissively as she then tried to hide her smile behind her teacup.  Slowly shifting his gaze from her, George continued his story, recapturing the others’ attention, but he kept glancing over at her, making it difficult for her to keep a straight face.  Finally, she just looked elsewhere until she could regain her composure.  After a few minutes, she hazarded another glance at those gathered around the table, and she thought to herself….I’m really going to miss these people!

Despite Louise’s protests, Katie helped clear away and wash up the breakfast dishes.  Once the two women started their tasks, the men made short work of disappearing from the room.  As Katie was drying the last dish and placing it back in the cabinet, she could hear Pete and George bringing the luggage down the stairs and out to the car.

“Erm…I’m glad we have a few minutes alone, luv,” Louise started.

Katie regarded her quizzically.

“Here, come and let’s have a sit down.  There’s something I want to talk to you about.”

Right away, Katie started to worry.  “Is anything wrong?”

“No, no…nothing like that,” Louise smiled.  “I just wanted to have a word with you about this…engagement business.”

“Engagement business”?  Katie thought.  That doesn’t sound too good!

“I’m a simple woman, Katie, but I like to think that I’m also an honest woman, and I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t have…er, well…concerns…about George’s plan to marry a girl so young.”

Katie was speechless.  Louise had seemed so happy for them last night.  

Laying her hand on top of Katie’s, George’s mother quickly added, “Please don’t misunderstand, darling, it’s not you.  You’re a lovely girl, and I know my George loves you very much.  I don’t object to your marrying, I just worry about your marrying so young.”

Louise’s gentle words notwithstanding, Katie struggled to find a response.  “I see,” she whispered, lowering her eyes so that Louise wouldn’t see the hurt lurking there. 

“Now I know my son well enough to know that nothing I say is going to change his mind once it’s made up, and, if the two of you do marry before you’re even really an adult, well…I can’t say I’ll be happy about it, but I will still be happy for you…for the both of you.  You’d be my daughter, after all!”  Louise smiled at her, and Katie struggled to smile sincerely in return.

“I just want to ask you to really think about it all, Katie.  A marriage can be difficult enough for any couple of any age, but you would have that and everything that comes with marrying young and marrying one of the four most famous young men in the country!”  Seeing the effect that her words were having on the girl, Louise tried to clarify what she was trying to say.  “I’m not asking you to change yer mind, luv…I’m just asking you to really think about all the things you’d be taking on – and giving up – at what?...seventeen yeas old?  That’s all, Katie.”

Katie’s thoughts were in a muddle, and she had no idea how to respond.  Finally she just said the only thing she could think of, “I love him,” she said softly.  “I would do anything to make him happy.”  Raising her eyes to meet Louise’s Katie added desperately, “I just can’t imagine not being with him!”

Louise smiled sympathetically. Reaching out, she ran her hand through Katie’s auburn curls.  “Well then,” she began, “…just promise me you’ll think about it all very carefully, luv, won’t you?”

The teen nodded, and Louise leaned in to embrace her.  Lord, help us!  Louise thought as she hugged her closely.  George says they’re to be wed in a year and a half…who knows what will happen between now and then?  If they go through with it, at least I’ll know I’ve had my say.  With that last thought, Louise Harrison surrendered the matter to fate.

Less than thirty minutes later, George and Katie were saying their good-byes before starting their long trek back to London.  Katie made her way down the line of three….Louise, Harry Senior, and Peter.  Harry Junior and Irene, unable to leave their respective workplaces, had already bid the young couple good-bye the night before as had Pauline, who had prior family commitments.

“Now, Katie, be sure to give yer dad our best wishes…tell him we hope his recovery continues to go well…and do keep in touch, luv,” Louise said as she hugged the teen closely.  “I so enjoy writing letters - ”

“She’s not joking!” George laughed.  “She writes back to almost every fan that writes me!”

Katie laughed, recalling the mail bags that lined the Harrison’s hallway.

“Oh, hush, you!” Louise jokingly chastised her youngest son.  “Anyway, Katie, I’d love to hear from you and know how yer getting on, yeah?”

“I’ll be sure to write you,” Katie agreed with a smile.

Harry took hold of her hands and kissed her forehead.  “It’s been lovely meeting ya, Katie.  You have a safe trip back home, and do be sure to keep in touch, luv!”

“I will…I promise!”

Pete then grabbed Katie and leaned her backward, causing her to yelp in surprise.  As he pretended he was going to kiss her, he looked to his younger brother for a reaction, but George, long used to Pete’s antics, just rolled his eyes in mock exasperation.  Setting Katie upright again, Pete gave her a kiss on the cheek and whispered, “I can’t wait to hear what yer dad is going to say when ya tell him yer marrying this birk!”  Then, for the benefit of his parents and brother, who knew very well that he’d just whispered something disparaging about George in Katie’s ear, he said in a loud voice, “…and have a great trip back to America!”

Katie giggled in response.

Then it was George’s turn to say good-bye to his family, and it was all Katie could do to keep her emotions in check as she looked on.

Louise choked back tears as she hugged her son, “Now don’t be so long getting home next time, Georgie!  I shouldn’t have to turn on the telly or wireless to find out how my own son is, right?”

“Right, Mum.  I will,” George replied, his voice cracking with emotion.

As George approached his father, he was pulled into a hug.  “Don’t be worrying yer mam, son,” Harry said gruffly, his own voice quivering with emotion.  “Ya might think about ringing home a bit more.”

“Aye, it’s not like ya can’t afford it, ya cheap bastard!” Pete exclaimed good-naturedly, amidst reprimands from his mother and a cuff to the back of the head from his father.

George turned his attention to his brother.  “Tosser!” Pete said with a grin.

“Wanker!” George replied, laughing.

“And in the middle of the street, no less!”  Louise exclaimed in frustration.  

The brothers gave each other a short embrace.

All of the good-byes formally said, the small group stood awkwardly, no one wanting to make the first move.  “Well…,” George began.

“Yes…,” his father answered.

Going around to the passenger side of the car, George opened the door, “C’mon, Kate, we’d better get started,” he said.

Giving the group one last quick smile and short wave, she joined George, gracefully sliding into her seat.  

As George went around and slid into the driver’s seat, Katie could see the tears glistening in his dark eyes. She knew he was on the verge of crying, but was trying his hardest not to show it.  Out of respect for his pride, Katie pretended not to notice.  As he started the car and they moved away from the curb, the couple waved at the three standing in the spot where the car had been. Katie noticed George glancing back at his family in the rearview mirror several times until they turned off Macketts Lane.   She quietly gazed out her window for while until she was sure George’s emotions were under control.

Once they were well on their way out of Liverpool, she turned to him.  “You know, George,” she began softly, “…your family is really wonderful!”

“They are, aren’t they?” he smiled.  “Ya had a good time then?”

“I had a great time!”

“I’m glad, luv….They really seemed to take to you.  I think they’re right pleased to have you joining the family!”

She hadn’t told George about her conversation with his mother in the kitchen before they left.  She decided then and there that she wouldn’t.  It would only upset him, and besides, hadn’t Louise said that she’d still be happy for us when we married?  Actually, what she’d said is that she’d be happy for us if we married.  I suppose she’s thinking we won’t make it that long.  Well, she’ll see how much George and I are in love and come around eventually.

Katie absently toyed with her ring. Funny…that’s what George said about Dad…that he’d come around.  I really wish they didn’t need convincing!

Suddenly another thought struck her and she moved her hand over her abdomen, struggling to keep the anxiety at bay.  Well, that would certainly convince everybody!

The trip back to London seemed to pass more quickly than when they’d made the trip in reverse just days before.  Katie was certain it felt that way because it was only hours from the time of her departure.  She and George passed the time talking about ideas for all of their future visits….the coming month, when the boys would make their first appearance in America….Katie’s spring break from school….and her summer holiday.  George mentioned the possibility of taking a short holiday together “somewhere warm,” but that would mean Katie would miss a few days of school.  She promised him that she would try to get her father to agree to let her go.  The more they talked about their plans, the more excited Katie became.  By the time they’d arrived back in London, some of the dread she had felt about leaving England had abated.  She now had things to look forward to.

They arrived at George and Ritchie’s flat shortly after eight o’clock.  When George went around to the boot to offload the luggage, Katie stopped him from grabbing her suitcase.  “I packed everything I’ll need for tonight and tomorrow in my smaller bag, George.  You can leave the larger case in there.  That way, Neil can just move it from your trunk to his.”

As she said this, George looked as though he’d only just realized that Katie would be leaving soon.  Hesitating, he only murmured a distracted “Oh!” before he shut the boot.  Once upstairs, he was struggling with the lock when the telephone started to ring.  He managed to unlock the door and get to the phone before it stopped ringing.  Katie removed her coat and set her bag down in George’s room before going out to the kitchen to put the kettle on for tea.  She was fixing the teapot when George came in and asked, “Fancy a bit of clubbing tonight, luv?”

With a grimace, Katie replied, “I was sort of hoping we’d spend tonight alone, George.”

“Ah…right.  Well, that was Paul.  The lads are inviting us along to the Ad Lib….I think they just want to see you again before…ya know.”

That’s so sweet!  He can’t even bring himself to say it!  She went to him and slid her arms around his neck.  “Tell you what….how about if we go for a short while and then come back and spend the rest of the night alone?”

He pulled her closer.  “That would be fab, Kate.”

Giving him a quick kiss, she asked, “So when are we meeting them?”

“They’re already there.”

“Oh!  So, we’re going now?”  she asked in surprise.

“If ya wouldn’t mind,” he replied, adding suggestively, “The sooner we get there….the sooner we can come home.”

Laughing, Katie turned the stove off and went to retrieve her coat.

When they arrived at the club, George was nearly mobbed, almost losing Katie in the crush of the crowd.  She was reminded of all the things she hadn’t missed about “Beatlemania” in the past few days.  Thankfully, Mal and Neil were there to pull them both through and lead them to the table where the others were waiting.  Katie was learning that anywhere one or more of the boys showed up, a crowd was sure to form.  Paul claimed that he was amazed at how quickly word got around…it never took long.  Tonight was no different.  One could hardly move for all the people.

Arriving at the table in the back of the club, Katie was pleasantly surprised to see Cynthia and Jane sitting at the table with John and Paul, but sitting beside Ritchie was an attractive girl who most definitely was not Maureen.  Greetings that couldn’t be heard over the music were directed at the couple, and, when the band finally took a break, Ritchie introduced his companion simply as “Vicki.”  Katie was learning that one didn’t ask questions, so she limited her comments to, “Nice to meet you,” noticing the disapproval on Cyn’s face.

Nearly an hour and several rounds later, there were about three different conversations taking place simultaneously, so Katie was taken completely off guard when a slightly inebriated George raised his voice above the din and said, “Shurrup you lot!”  It wasn’t the most pleasant means of getting everyone’s attention, but it was quite effective.  When he was sure everyone was listening, he continued, “Er…Katie and I have some news to tell ya….”  Everyone waited expectantly, but George just stood there grinning.

Amused by George’s expression, Ringo laughed and asked, “Well, are ya going to tell us?” 

“I am…Katie and I are engaged!” he announced triumphantly.  

“Shhh!” Paul hissed.  “Ya want everyone in the club to hear ya?”

“A simple “congratulations’ would have done, Paul,” George slurred indignantly.  Embarrassed, Katie wished she could slide under the table and out of sight.

“Well, I think it’s just wonderful!” Cynthia exclaimed happily.

“Thanks, Cyn,” Katie replied.

“Er, not that I’m not pleased fer yer, mate,” Paul whispered to George, “…but have ya thought about what Eppy’s going to say?”

George dismissed the question with a shrug.

“Is that your engagement ring, Katie?” Jane asked.

“Yes,” she replied, and automatically held out her hand for the girls to see.  George was pleased to hear them gushing over it.

With the girls distracted, John leaned over toward George and whispered, “So I take it the deed is done, then?”

“Eh?”  George uttered in confusion.

“She’s preggers?”  John asked with a  nod in Katie’s direction.

“Oh!  Oh, no….well, we don’t know…or we won’t know fer a bit yet,” George answered with a broad grin.

John looked perplexed.  “Then what the fuck are ya doing?”

“How do yer mean?”

“Why are ya engaged if she’s not ‘infanticipating,’ whack?” John peered at the youngest Beatle accusingly. 

“People do get married fer other reasons, ya know, John!”  George said with a laugh.

“Are ya daft, son?!  Look at all the shite caused by me being married!  And I’m twenty-three and have a kid!  Think about what it could do to the group, George, if you were to just up and marry ‘Lolita’ over there!  How old is she anyroad?  Twelve or sommat?”

Taken back by John’s outburst, George gritted his teeth and tried to keep his temper in check.  How fucking typical of John!  Everything is about him, isn’t it?  “Katie is sixteen, John, as you well know.  She’ll be seventeen when we marry - ”

“Ooohhh…seventeen…well, that’s another matter, then!” John quipped sarcastically.

“And…the truth is, it’s really none of yer fucking business!  So, if ya can’t be happy fer us, then just shut yer gob and leave off!”  George hadn’t realized that he and John had raised their voices until he looked over and saw everyone at the table staring at them…including Katie.

“What’s all this, then?” Paul asked quietly.

“Nothing…ferget it,” John growled and looked away.

Katie looked at George questioningly, but he only shrugged apologetically.  Downing the rest of his pint, he stood.  “Well, thanks for inviting us along, but Katie has a flight back to America tomorrow, so we’ve got to be on our way.”

The group was considerably more subdued since John and George’s argument.  Good-byes were made and congratulations were offered to George and Katie in hushed tones.  Having said good-bye to everyone else, Katie approached John uncertainly….she’d heard what he’d said, and it had hurt her.  She didn’t yet know John well enough to know that he had a habit of sticking his foot in his mouth.  “Goodbye, John,” she ventured tentatively.

John looked up at her guiltily.  He stood, and Katie instinctively took a step backward.  To her surprise, he pulled her into a hug, and whispered, “Sorry, luv.  I didn’t mean anything by it.  If you and George are happy, then so am I.”

Releasing her, he looked at her closely for evidence that she had forgiven him.  She looked up at him through the heavy fringe over her eyes and smiled sadly.  “We are happy, John.”

“Right,then,” he said, nodding.  Standing with his hands in his pockets, he tried to move past the awkwardness, “Have a safe trip back, luv….Oh, and…er, we’ll be seeing ya next month, I reckon.”

“Thanks,” Katie replied softly.  

George approached the pair, the anger still obvious in his expression.  “C’mon, Katie,” he ordered, glaring at John.

“Okay,” she replied, then to John, she said, “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Katie,” John answered softly.  George understood then that John must have apologized, and his expression softened.  

Once again, Mal and Neil assisted the couple from the club and to their car.  Before Katie slid into her seat, she turned and gave each man a hug and kiss.  With a smile, she said, “Thanks so much for looking out for me!  I hope I wasn’t too much trouble!”

“Ah, luv, it was our pleasure!  And you weren’t any trouble at all!” Mal answered for the both of them.

“I’ll be by to fetch you around three, Katie,” Neil said without looking at her.  George noticed the way the young road manager blushed when Katie gave him a kiss and filed the information away for future reference.  It was clear to George that Neil had developed a bit of a crush on his girl, leading him to decide that it would be a good idea to keep Neil at a distance from Katie. Next time, I’ll just have Mal pick Katie up and keep an eye on her.  It was too late to make other arrangements for getting her to the airport the next day, however.

Once Katie was in the car, George closed the door, bid the other men a goodnight, and got in the car himself.  In less than thirty minutes, he and Katie arrived back at the flat.  Once inside, Katie removed her coat and asked, “Do you feel like having some tea, George?”

He went to her and pulled her into his arms.  Covering her mouth with his, he kissed her passionately.  Pulling back a bit, he replied, “Nah…let’s just go to bed.”

“It’s funny, you know, but I’m really not all that tired yet.”

George slid his hands underneath her blouse.  With a wry grin, he said, “Good…neither am I.”  Taking her hand, he led her back to the bedroom.

