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Chapter Thirty-Five

It’s Only Love

Katie awoke to find the bedroom bathed in the soft light of early dawn.  Tilting her head upwards, she peered through the dimness, and was just able to make out George’s face.  When she saw that he was soundly asleep, she let out a soft sigh and laid her head back on his shoulder.  Throughout the night, the couple had struggled to stay awake, hoping to make the most of the short time they had left together.  As the night wore on, though, their fervent, almost frantic lovemaking gave way to sleepy caresses and gentle kisses until they both slipped off into slumber.  

Now, trying not to wake George, Katie gently pressed her body closer to his, savoring the feel of his skin touching hers’.  Turning her head slightly, she softly kissed his chest, running the tip of her tongue against his bare skin.  Tenderly, she then buried her face in his neck and inhaled deeply, desperately wanting to memorize his feel, his taste, his scent, longing to immerse herself in him.  As she softly stroked his hair, she once again drifted back to sleep, awakening with a start hours later when she found the room brightly lit by jagged rays of sunlight where it shone through the gaps in the draperies.  Glancing at the clock on George’s bedside table, she breathed a sigh of relief when she saw that it wasn’t as late as she’d thought it had been. 

Slowly and soundlessly, she slipped from the bed and retrieved her robe from the back of the chair.  Tying it around her securely, she quietly left the bedroom and headed for the kitchen to make their morning tea.  While she waited for the kettle to boil, she went to the living room window and peered out through the venetian blind.  Surprisingly, the street was empty of any fans. She thought about how very little she actually saw of London – or of Liverpool for that matter – but reckoned that was the price one paid when one’s boyfriend was a teen pop idol.  The thought still made her laugh.  I wonder if I’ll ever get used to the idea!  I mean, come on, it’s George, for heaven’s sake!  Still smiling, she shook her head at the surrealism of it all, and headed back to the kitchen to catch the kettle before the whistling could wake her sleeping lover.

Once the water was poured in the teapot, she sat at the breakfast nook waiting for the tea to steep. Looking around at the flat, she recalled her impressions the first day she arrived two weeks ago.  Two weeks….Gosh, it sounded like such a long time before I came here, but look at how fast it went!  How am I supposed to go back home after all this?  How am I supposed to go back to sleeping alone…to not seeing George everyday…to my Midwestern boring, dull life…how?  A tear slipped down her cheek, and she reached up to brush it away.  It’s all fine and well for George to keep reminding me that I’ll see him next month, but he’s forgetting that everything might be different by next month…everything!  If I am pregnant, does he really think that Dad is just going to up and allow me to take off for the east coast?  Jesus!  He’ll be lucky if my father doesn’t go out there and kill him!  Oh God!  And Louise!  What will Louise say?  Worse, what will Louise do?

When the anxiety became too overwhelming, she resolved to push all negative thoughts aside for the time being. Taking a deep breath and releasing it noisily, she reluctantly pulled herself up from the chair and went to the kitchen to get the tea tray.  As much as she hated to admit it, the hour was growing late, and she needed to wake George.  Looking over at the wall clock, she registered the fact that she had three and half hours before Neil came to get her, and her melancholia deepened.

Balancing the tray on one hand, Katie twisted the knob and opened the bedroom door.  Carefully setting the tray on her side of the bed, she poured out two cups of tea and fixed them with milk and sugar.  Bringing one cup over to George’s side of the bed, she placed it on his nightstand and leaned over him to kiss his neck.  “Good morning, sleepyhead, I’ve brought you some tea,” she said softly.

George responded with a decidedly unromantic grunt.

Katie tried again.  Combing her fingers through his tousled hair, she said a bit louder, “Time to wake up, handsome!”

She was a bit taken back when he swatted at her hand.

“George, it’s eleven-thirty.  You have to get up,” she tried again, speaking out loud.

Turning over on his side and away from her, he buried his head under the pillow.

Okay, I know we were up most of the night, but this is getting ridiculous!  Taking a step backward, she made sure she was out of his reach.  Then, lifting her leg, she kicked him soundly in the bottom.  “Get up!” she yelled.

That did it.  “Christ!” George shouted in anger as he jumped up and looked around him in confusion.  Spotting Katie, who had now retreated to the corner of the room, he plopped back down on the bed and said, “Bloody hell, Kate, that’s no way to wake a fella!”

“Well, I tried waking you nicely – it didn’t work….this did,” she countered logically as she made her way around to her side of the bed.  She sat cross-legged on the bed and sipped from her teacup. 

George glared at her, but finally broke out in a grin and shook his head.  Picking up his cup, he asked, “How long have you been awake?”

“Not long.  I got up right away and went to make the tea.”

“I’m going to miss this, ya know,” he said raising the cup at her.

“Yeah, well I’ve spoiled you!”

“I like being spoiled!”

“Mmmm…so I’ve noticed.”

“’ey, you seem to do okay with being spoiled yerself, missy!”

Setting her cup down, she scooted over to him and wrapped her arms around his neck.  “Ah, but you do it so well!” she giggled.  Setting his own teacup down, he put his arms around her waist and pulled her closer.  Laying her head against his shoulder, Katie said wistfully, “I’m going to miss this.”  

They’d been lying like that for several minutes when George broke the silence, “Er, baby?”

“Hmmm?”

“There’s something we need to talk about.”

Raising her head, Katie looked at him expectantly.  “What’s that?”

George’s brows furrowed as he toyed with hem of Katie’s robe.

“George?” she prompted anxiously, sitting up and facing him.

“We need to talk about…er…well, what – no, how – we’re going to handle things…you know,” he said with a nod toward her abdomen.

“Oh!  I thought we weren’t going to worry about that until we knew for sure we had something to worry about.”

“Yeah, well...that’s true.  It’s just that by the time you figure out whether…ya know…ya are or ya aren’t…ye’ll be back in America, and I’ll be in Paris.  We should – I don’t know- plan what we’re going to do.”

Katie felt the adrenaline rush through her body.  It was one thing when she thought about the possibility of being pregnant, but, when George referred to, it somehow made the threat all the more real…and frightening.  “I’m not sure that’s necessary,” she said, trying to laugh it off.

George didn’t even crack a smile.  Looking at her earnestly, he insisted softly, “I think it is, Katie.”

Unaware, Katie twisted the ring her on finger nervously.  “I can’t think about this today, George,” she replied with a quiver in her voice.  “It’s too much, you know?”

Reaching out, George gently touched her cheek, “I know it is, baby girl, but if you find out yer pregnant while we’re apart, ye’ll feel better knowing that we’ve sussed it all out already.”

She felt the tears stinging her eyes.  This is not how I wanted to spend our last morning together!  “Okay,” she conceded.

“Right, then,” he began, sounding very business-like – it almost made Katie laugh.  “The first thing ye’ll do is to ring me.  Ye’ll have the number and passwords and such so ye’ll have no problem there.”  He hesitated before adding, “Tell no one else, Katie, before ya tell me.  Promise me.”

“I promise.”  

“Okay….While I’m in America, I’ll arrange to fly out and come to Benton --”

“George!”  This time she did laugh.  “How the hell are you going to do that?  From everything I’ve heard, every minute of that trip is scheduled with something!”

“Nah, Miami’s not.  So, it may have to wait ‘til then, but I’ll manage.  Anyway, I’ll come out there, and we’ll tell yer Dad together.”

Katie’s eyes went wide and her throat constricted at the very thought of telling her father she was pregnant.  

“I’ll explain to yer Dad that we’re getting married straight off – Brian can arrange that, but yer Dad’s going to have to give permission for you to marry.  Now, I can’t imagine him not doing that when yer preggers --”

“Jesus!” Katie whispered in awe.  “You’ve really thought this all out, haven’t you?”

George looked at her in surprise.  “Of course I did, Katie.  Christ!  It’s all I’ve been able to think about!”

Katie looked at George in wonder.  Now that is funny!  Here he’s been telling me not to worry about it – or even think about it – and look at him!  He’s got the whole thing planned!  I didn’t even suspect!  I mean, yeah, since that night at the club, he’s been careful about not coming inside me, but that was it! I had no idea he was this worried!

“Katie?” 

“Yeah?”

“This is important, are ya listening to me?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, I don’t know if we’ll get married there in America or if we’ll have to get married here – I’ll leave that to Brian to take care of -- ”  George stopped talking when he noticed the glazed look in Katie’s eyes.  With a loud sigh, he said, “Listen, luv, the most important thing is that the sooner we’re married the less it will look like we married because you were pregnant, see?”

“Yes, I see,” Katie answered slowly. “But Paul was right…what is Brian going to say, George?”

Shrugging, he replied, “Well, he’ll be none to happy that’s fer sure, but even he will realize that there’s nothing else fer it.”

“So, you think he’ll still go along - make all the arrangements and stuff?”

“Of course!”

“What about your parents?  What are they going to say?  Oh my God!  And Louise! What about Louise?  You know my father will tell her.  Oh no!  And what if she tells your parents before you have a chance to?”

George looked at Katie worriedly.  “Looks like I’m not the only one who’s been thinking a lot about this, eh?  Baby, we can’t get all worked up worrying about what people are going to say.  We’ll drive ourselves mad if we do.  One thing at a time, one person at a time, okay?”

Katie gave a hesitant nod.

Tilting his head, George regarded her quietly.  “Katie?”

She looked up at him.

“You…do want to marry me, don’t you?”

“Someday, George, yes…I’m just hoping it doesn’t have to be so soon.”

“Yeah, well, me too, Kate, but – if it comes to that – yer okay?”

She smiled sadly at him, “I’m okay.”

Looking past George’s shoulder, Katie noticed the time.  Draining the last of her tea, she stood, “I should get a bath and start getting ready so I don’t have to rush.”

“A bath, eh?”

“Yeah,” she replied, looking at George curiously.

With a sly grin, he asked, “Ya want some company?”

Laughing, she responded, “Well, of course, who else is going wash my hair?”

A couple of hours later, George and Katie were sitting at the table, having just finished a late lunch.  They were sharing a second pot of tea while waiting for Neil to arrive.  For the third time that afternoon, Katie asked, “Are you really sure you can’t some to the airport?”

“Katie!” George exclaimed with an indulgent smile,   “I’ve told ya time and again, I can’t!  We have our last Christmas show tonight, the Palladium tomorrow night, and then we’re off to Paris!  I wish I could, but I simply can’t!  Please tell me you understand.”

“Yeah, yeah, I do!” She mocked with a roll of her eyes.

Taking her hand, George kissed it, and said, “Please don’t be like that, Katie!  You know I’d be there if I could.”

His smile and sad eyes melted Katie’s heart. “Sorry.”

“’Salright,” he answered with a wink.

Just then, the phone rang.  Katie’s pulse quickened….Neil, she thought sadly.  

She heard George saying, “Right, c’mon up.”  He hung up the phone and walked back over to the table.  “That’s Neil on his way up,” he informed her needlessly.

Less than a minute later, Neil was ringing the doorbell.  George opened the door and invited him in to have a cup of tea.  “Oh aye, I reckon we have a bit of time,” Neil replied, taking a seat at the table while Katie poured out a cup for him.  Sitting back in the chair, George watched Neil watching Katie as she moved about.  The two of them had established an easy rapport over the past couple of weeks that disturbed the Beatle.  His dark eyes narrowed as he once again wished that Mal had been available to drive Katie to the airport instead.  

Glancing over to the door, Neil saw Katie’s coat and purse hanging from a nearby chair.  On the floor beside them was her small traveling bag.  “Where’s yer suitcase, Katie?”

“Oh, it’s in -- ”

“It’s in the boot me car,” George interrupted evenly, his tone surprising both Katie and Neil.

“Uh, yeah, I packed up before we left Liverpool,” Katie explained, glancing at George inquisitively.  He lowered his eyes as he sipped from his teacup.  She then looked over at Neil, who only shrugged imperceptively. 

Finishing his tea, Neil pulled back the cuff of his shirt and checked the time on his wristwatch.  “I hate to say this, but we’d best think about getting a move on, Katie.  Ya can never quite tell what the traffic is going to be like.”

They each rose from the table.  Katie felt her heart breaking.

Tossing Neil a set of keys, George said, “’ere, why don’t you go get Katie’s luggage out of the boot.  Give us a few minutes, and we’ll be down.”

“Right,” Neil replied and was gone.

Katie started to gather up the used plates and cups when George came up behind her and took them out of her hands.  “’ere, leave those be,” he ordered softly.  Turning the girl to face him he saw tears running down her face.  “Ah, Katie…,” he gently chastised even as he pulled her into his arms.  “None of that, now, eh?  It won’t be long until we see each other again, luv!”

“I know,” she whispered into his chest. “I’m just going to miss you so much, George!”  Throwing her arms tightly around his neck, she added, “I love you!”

George felt his own eyes stinging and blinked repeatedly.  “I love you, too, Katie!”   After a few seconds, George said, “Now, be sure to ring me when ya get there.  As a matter of fact, ring me when you get to New York…ya know, so I can find out if yer stranded again,” he teased.  Pulling back, he bent down and peered under Katie’s hair to see if she was smiling.  It warmed his heart to see his teasing had the desired effect.  “C’mon, luv, I’ll walk ya down.”  Picking up her coat, George held it open for her to slip into.  Handing her the purse, he picked up the small flight bag and looped it over his shoulder.  With his arm around her, Katie walked out for George’s flat for the last time. 

On the way downstairs, they ran into the Hanson’s.  “Are you off, Katie?”

“Yes, I am.  It’s been nice meeting you both,” Katie replied.

“Well, the next time you visit, we all must get together for a nice dinner, yes, George?” Carol offered.

“That would be nice, Carol.”

Taking both of Katie’s hand in hers’, Carol said, “Well, you have a safe trip, luv,” Leaning in, she gave Katie a light kiss on both cheeks.

“Thank you.”

“Cheers,” Nigel called back as they walked away.

“Bye-bye,” Carol added.

Katie waved at the older couple.  “Nice people,” she said to George.

“They are.  Nigel’s alright, but Carol can drive ya half-mad sometimes,” he laughed.

“Well, they’re proud to be living next door to two Beatles!”

“Yeah, and there’s no one in London she hasn’t told!  Probably how the fans found out where we lived to begin with,” George groused.

“Now George, that’s not fair, you know as well as I do that the fans would have figured it out eventually anyway.”

“Hmmm…maybe.”

When they exited the building, they found Neil leaning up against his car, waiting.  Upon seeing the couple, he straightened and walked toward them.  Putting a hand out, he nodded toward the flight bag and offered, “Take that from ya, George?”

“I’ve got it,” George snapped, prompting Katie and Neil to exchange a look of surprise yet again.

“Er…right…well, yer suitcase has been switched to my car, Katie, so whenever yer ready, luv…,” the word died on Neil’s lips when he saw the withering look George was giving him. 

“Ya know,” George started slowly, “…perhaps I can go with yer afterall.”

Katie exclaimed, “That would be wonderful” while Neil exclaimed, “Are ya bleedin’ mad?!” simultaneously. 

“Why?” Katie asked Neil.

“Because the lads are doing their last show at the Astoria in a matter of hours!  There’s no way to be sure ye’d be back on time, George, unless we just dropped Katie and left straight away!”

“What’s wrong with that?  She’s a big girl now.  That’d be alright, wouldn’t it, Kate?”  George argued.

“Uh…yeah…sure, I guess so.”  Katie responded uncertainly.

Neil looked at George in amazement.  “You would allow her to wait in a strange airport for what may turn out to be hours all by herself?”

“It’s not hours, Neil,” George scoffed.

“There’s delays, George!  Sometimes those delays can last fer hours!”

“Delays, eh?  Yer worried or hoping, mate?” George asked snidely.

“Wha’?!  What are ya going on about, George?  You’ve been harping at me since I got here!”

That was it.  Neil had called him out.  What’s worse, he’d done it in front of Katie.  

“George?  Is something wrong?” Katie asked softly.

George looked down at his boots, feeling at a loss for what to say. Finally, he answered quietly, “Nah, there’s nowt wrong.  Neil’s right, ya shouldn’t be left on yer own…just in case.”  To Neil, he added, “Sorry, mate.”

“’Salright, George.  I know yer just upset at Katie’s leaving…can’t say I blame ya on that account,” he said with a wink at Katie.  He had intended to lighten the mood, but, again, it backfired as he saw a dark look overcome George’s features.

Katie must have seen it, too because she stepped in between the two men. “I appreciate your wanting to come along, George, but I understand that you have to be sure you’re there on time for the show.  It’s getting kind of late, so we’d better be on our way.”  Embracing George, she whispered in his ear, “I love you so much, and I’ll miss you!  I’ll phone you from New York, okay?”

Squeezing her back, George murmured, “Yeah, okay.”  Pulling back he held Katie’s face in his large hands, and kissed her.  “I love you, baby girl!  Have a safe trip!”

Katie smiled and slipped into the car where Neil was already waiting behind the wheel.  George closed the door, then, leaning down through the open window, he kissed her once more, and said to Neil, “Take care of me girl.”

Neil smiled, “As if she were me own!”  

As George watched the tail lights head away from him down the alley, he wondered to himself whether or not Neil was aware of what he was doing.  Concluding that it made no difference either way, George muttered, “Fucking tosser!” and made his way back upstairs to his empty flat…alone.

“Well, at least it’s not as crowded as when I got here!” Katie laughed as she pulled her belongings from the car while Neil retrieved the suitcase from boot.

“Ah, well, it’s crowded enough, though!  Listen Kate, why don’t you wait just inside those doors while I go park the car.  Then I’ll come back and help you to get all checked in, yeah?”

“That’s sweet of you, Neil.  Are you sure it’s not too much trouble?”

“Not at all.  It’s why I’m here!” he replied.  “Besides, George would have me hide if anything happened to ya!” he added with a smile.

“Okay, I’ll wait here then.”

“I won’t be long!” he called out to her before sliding in behind the wheel.

As good as his word, Neil was back in under ten minutes.  He accompanied Katie to the ticket counter where she received her boarding pass and checked her suitcase through to St. Louis.  Once everything had been secured for her flight, the two went into a small café to pass the time before Katie’s flight over a pot of tea.  Choosing a table near the back of the café and away from the crowd, they settled in comfortably for the next forty minutes until Katie’s flight would be called for boarding.  The tea arrived quickly, and Neil poured out two cups, gently pushing one of them in Katie’s direction.  As she fixed the tea with milk and sugar, she decided to raise the issue of George’s odd behavior.

“Neil?”

“Hmmm?”

“Do you know why George seemed so angry and upset as we were leaving?”

“Yes, I think I do,” he answered, saying nothing more.

“Well, why?” Katie prodded with a giggle.

Neil laughed good-naturedly.  “Well, ya just said it yerself, luv!  Ye were leaving!”

Katie pondered this for a few seconds, and then shook her head.  Neil noticed the way the auburn curls bounced off her shoulders as she made the movement and thought it lovely.  “No, I don’t think so,” she said.  “I mean, I’ve been leaving all day, and he wasn’t acting that way.”

“No?”

“No,” she confirmed as she pursed her lips and blew lightly on the hot tea before taking a sip.  She really has lovely lips…perfect really.  They look as though they’d feel very soft.  And when she smiles….  “Neil?”

“Hmmm?  Sorry, me mind was wandering, Kate!” he confessed shyly.

Is he blushing?  Just because I caught him daydreaming? “I hate to say this, Neil, but it almost seemed as though he was angry with you about something.  Did you boys have an argument earlier?”

“No, no, we didn’t.  Not even so much as a cross word.  If he’s upset with me, I daresay I can’t fathom why.”  

Katie rested her chin her hand and looked off in the distance.  “Curious,” she said.  

Look how small and dainty her hand is…even her hands have freckles!  Perfectly oval nails…ah, she’s right not to varnish them.  She doesn’t need make-up and all that shite….she has a natural beauty…not like all those tarts the lads seem to go fer!  Them with their black circles around their eyes and fake eyelashes and white lips!  I mean…some make-up is alright I reckon, but those birds overdo it.  And the hair!  Piling their hair two feet high and lacquering it to the point that it feels like a brick wall!  Not Katie though…a natural beauty, like I said. “Katie?  Might I see yer ring?”

“Sure!” she answered, holding her hand out.  

Very carefully, Neil took her hand in his on the pretense of looking at the ring.  Soft….her hand is so soft….long, thin fingers….cor, she feels so fragile…like, if I squeezed too tightly, she’d shatter.  Ugh!  That ring!  It’s far too large fer such a dainty hand!  What was George thinking?  Ah…probably showing off, he was!  Sure, he’s got money now, and he wants Katie to know. It’s crass!  “It’s lovely…congratulations on yer…er, engagement.”

Katie laughed aloud.  “Now try saying that with a straight face!”

“Sorry?”

“Come on, Neil!  Do you honestly think it’s normal for a girl my age to be engaged?”

Neil was taken back by the question.  “Well, if that’s how you feel, then why did you agree to marry him?”

“Because I love him,” she stated matter-of-factly.

“So….,” Neil struggled in confusion, prompting Katie to smile.

“It’s okay, Neil!  See, it’s like this….George wants to be engaged.…I love George….if that’s what it takes to make him happy, then – voila! – we’re engaged!  See?”

Neil nodded his head in agreement, and replied, “No, not at all!”  The two of them started laughing.

“It’s little enough if it’s what George wants is all I’m saying.”

“So, will you tell yer Dad, then?”

“Oh, I’ll have to!  I’m sure at some point George is going to mention it.  I’d rather Dad hear it from me than from George.”

“Then, you do plan on marrying George?”  It surprised Neil how sad that made him feel.

Katie sighed and thought before answering.  “I’m only sixteen, Neil, and this is my first time out of America.  Hell, it’s only like my third time out of Benton!”

“Right…it’s not like yer marrying anytime soon, yeah?”  Katie went suddenly quiet and reflective.  “Katie?  Did I say something wrong, luv?”

“No…,” she appeared to hesitate, but then asked, “Can you keep a secret?”

She trusts me!  Now a girl doesn’t take just anybody into her confidence!  “Of course, Katie,” he replied earnestly.

Lowering her voice, she told him, “I might be pregnant.”

Neil felt a rush of heat go through his body.  That fucking wanker!  Couldn’t leave well enough alone, could he?  She’s only sixteen fer Chrissake!  Ah, but they’re all like that, aren’t they?  Like bloody kids in a sweets shop, they are….just grab what they want, and bugger the consequences!  “I’m sorry, Katie….I had no idea.”

“That’s funny,” she said slowly.  “You were in the Ad Lib the night I ‘announced’ it to the whole room! Everyone else heard me, didn’t you?”

Neil thought back to the night Mal almost choked to death on an ice cube he’d inhaled.  He’d pounded on his friend’s back until it dislodged.  He recalled the group of friends reacting to something Katie had shouted, but, by that point in the evening, he was fairly legless, and nobody had mentioned the evening again.  “So, yer saying, the lads and all….they know?”

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure they do.  You’d have to ask George about that.”

In his mind’s eye, he pictured Alistair writing out and posting cheques to several girls in Liverpool and Hamburg.  He knew – as all of the inner circle knew – that Alistair Taylor was known as “Mr. Fix-it” primarily because he served as a buffer between the lads and the families of the girls they put in the family way.  If a girl showed up at NEMS carrying an infant or with her belly hitting her chin, there was seldom many questions asked.  “Mr. Fix-it” would put it all to rights with a contract that would provide minimum support for the child in exchange for the girl’s silence.  The contract also specified that the boy at fault was admitting to nothing.  Neil shook his head, recalling that even now, Paul was deeply embroiled in litigation over a child born to a Liverpool teen he had “dated.”  Anita is her name…Anita Cochrane. Why is it I’m the only one who ever remembers their names, I wonder.   With all this in mind, Neil forced a light tone and asked Katie, “And what does George say?”

“Oh, George wants to get married right away.”

“And how do you feel about that?”

“What’s to feel?  If I’m - you know – then that’s it….we have to marry.”

“You don’t, though.  What about adoption?”

Katie looked aghast.  “Neil!  I could never!  This would be my child…mine and George’s!  I could never give her away!”

“‘Her,’ eh?” Neil smiled wryly, eliciting a shy smile from Katie.  Well, there ya have it, then!  I reckon I shan’t bother mentioning that I know a discreet doctor here in London who could safely take care of the situation for good.

“When will you know, Katie?”

“Not for another week yet.”

“I imagine it will be a very long week for you,” he joked fondly.

She looked at him and smiled sadly.  Those eyes!  My goodness, she has such large, sad eyes.  Absolutely gorgeous!  Such a deep green color…one doesn’t see that color in eyes very often!  Like a jewel! Katie interrupted his musing, “I’d appreciate it, Neil, if you wouldn’t tell anybody I told you, okay?”  

“Not even George?”  Now what made me ask that?

“Especially not George!”  Katie still had no idea what had set George off earlier, but she recognized jealousy when she saw it…even if she didn’t understand it.

Now that is interesting!  Why “especially” not George, eh?  “You have me word, Katie.  Let that be the least of yer worries, luv, okay?”

She nodded.  “Thank you, Neil.”

The two lapsed into an awkward silence for several minutes.  Neil glanced at his watch and noted it was getting close to the time they’d be calling Katie’s flight for boarding.  He didn’t want their conversation to end on such a strained topic, so brightly, he asked, “I understand we’ll be seeing ya in New York City.  Is that so?”

“If all goes well.  A lot depends on what happens in the next couple of weeks.”

“Ah, I see.”  My, my, aren’t you a clever lad!  Back to this again!

“Right now, the plan is for me to meet you all in New York, stay in New York while you guys go to DC, and then fly down to Miami with you,” she explained. “George is pushing for me to fly to DC with you too, but I guess that will be up to Brian.”

“So, you’ll be with us fer the entire time, then…brilliant!”

“I hope to be.”

“Perhaps we can take in some of the sights in New York while we’re there.”  Did I just ask George’s girl on a date?

Smiling, Katie answered, “I think that’s a great idea!”

“You do?”  Neil asked, pleasantly surprised.

“Sure!  I’m sure George would love to have you come with us!  And anyone else that wants to come along, too!  We’ll just take over the city!” she laughed.

Neil forced a smile.  “Yeah, that would be fab, Katie!”  Right….The boys aren’t known in America yet.  It will be nothing like here.  They’ll be able to come and go as they please with no problem at all.  Which means….George won’t need me to escort Katie and keep her safe.  I won’t be spending much time alone with her at all!  “Well, as you said, that will all depend on what happens.” He saw Katie’s smile falter when he said it, and mentally kicked himself.  Now, why did I go and say that fer?

“Yeah, it will,” she agreed softly.

Neil was just about to apologize when they heard her flight being called over the public address system.  “Well, that’s me!” Katie said as she started gathering her things.

“Here, why don’t you give me yer flight bag, Katie.”

“Oh you don’t have to bother.”

“It’s no bother,” he assured her as he took the strap from her hand.

Neil led the way on the short walk to Katie’s gate.  When they arrived, he looked on while she rooted through her purse for the boarding pass and passport.  Having found both, she draped her coat over her arm and hung her purse on her shoulder.  She then extended her hand to take the flight bag from Neil.  For one bizarre moment, Neil thought she was expecting him to shake her hand, but quickly figured out she was waiting for him to hand over her bag.  Giving the bag to her, Neil said, “Katie, I’m sorry if I upset you back there.  I didn’t mean to.” 
Katie looked genuinely perplexed.  “What are you talking about, Neil?  You didn’t upset me.”

“No?  Oh well, then, I’m glad…because….well, I would hate to do that, ya know?” Oh, just shut yer gob!  Ye sound like a bleedin’ idiot!

“Neil, you have been nothing but kind and patient – a perfect gentleman in every way, and I am truly grateful.”

“Ta, Kate,” he replied shyly.

“No, I mean it.  I don’t envy you your job, but I can’t imagine anyone else doing it half as well.  Knowing those jokers, most days it’s probably pretty thankless.”

Does she really mean that?  I think she does!  She must be the sweetest girl I’ve ever known...and it’s obvious that she like me!  

“And, if I can’t be here to look after my Georgie, I’m glad you are.”  

Neil’s heart sank at the mention of George’s name.  Christ!  Yeah, she may like me, but she loves him!  What was I thinking?  I could never win over a Beatle!

Katie’s flight was called for boarding a second time.  “I’d better go.  Thank you for everything, Neil!  Take care of my boy, huh?”

“Alright, Katie,” he replied, forcing a light laugh.  “You have a good trip, and get home safely.  I’m sure no matter what, we’ll see you next month.”

Katie smiled at him affectionately, causing his heart to beat a bit faster.  Putting her arms around him, she hugged him tightly.  Standing there with his arms around her, he allowed himself the luxury of pretending she was more than just a friend.  Not even a friend…but the girlfriend of a friend.  When Katie pulled back, she’d intended to kiss his cheek, but he turned his head just then and her kiss landed on his lips….he thought his heart would just stop.

Stepping back, Katie giggled, “Oops!”  while Neil just grinned like a schoolboy.  “Bye, Neil!” she said and then walked to the exit where a stewardess took her pass.

Neil watched as Katie crossed the tarmac and ascended the stairs.  When she reached the top step, she turned back and waved one last time before disappearing inside the aircraft.  He continued watching until he saw her plane barreling down the runway and head off up into the clouds.  “Cheers, luv,” he whispered sadly.

