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Rock and Roll Music

“So, it’s certain, then?” Paul asked tentatively.

George nodded in response as he took a drag from his cigarette.  

“Well,” Paul started cheerfully.  “You must be greatly relieved, mate!  And Katie, as well!”

The youngest Beatle nodded again as he carefully inserted his burning cigarette where the strings wrapped around the tuning keys at the head of his guitar.  Softly, he picked a random melody and replied distractedly, “I don’t know….”

“Eh?” Paul’s head reared back.  “What that?  What don’t you know, George?”

“I mean…,” he struggled to find the words.  “I reckon I am relieved….I know I’m not ready to be a dad, but…,” he shrugged and let the thought hang unfinished.

Looking away, Paul finished it for him.  “But you also feel somewhat disappointed.  Is that it?”

His friend looked at him in surprise. “Yeah!  Exactly!  How did you know?”

It was Paul’s turn to shrug.  “I recall feeling much the same way when Dot lost the baby.  I mean, here we were just about to be married…expecting a baby in mere months.  I s’pose I’d just gotten used to the idea of being a husband and father when suddenly….well, I wasn’t, ya know?”

George did know…and said as much.

“Don’t get me wrong, it’s not like I regret it.  We were just starting to get big, and the last thing I wanted was to be tied down the way John is –”

“Not that it stops him much!” George added with a grin.

Paul gave a small laugh. “Nah, it doesn’t, does it?  But after she lost the baby, I knew I didn’t want to be married, and there was really nowhere for me and Dot to go but to marry or break things off.  So….”

“Ya broke it off.”

“Yeah.  But, like I said, there were times when I felt like I’d – I dunno – lost something, ya know?”

George sighed and pulled the smoldering cigarette butt from between the strings, singeing his fingers in the process.  “Well, it’s not like Katie and I are going to break things off or nowt, but, yer right, I feel sort of…sad.”  He silently stared off in the distance for a few moments, then sighing, added, “But we’ll be married next year, and there’s no reason why she shouldn’t have a baby straight off.”

Paul desperately wanted to advise his old friend against it - against having a baby, against getting married, against getting any more serious than he already was, but he had seen George and Katie together often enough to know that it would be useless…his advice would fall on deaf ears, or, worse, cause hard feelings.  So, in the end, he smiled and said, “Right….there’s no reason why she shouldn’t.”  Changing the subject then, Paul got up and said, “Well, I’ve a few things I still need to get for our trip, so I’ll see ya, George!”

George smiled and said, “Yeah, well, ye’ll want to leave room in yer luggage fer all the things yer going to buy over there and bring back with you!”

“True enough!” Paul agreed with a laugh.  “But I still need to get some clothes to wear while we’re in Miami – not that I’d have much use for them at home!” he said as he headed out of the room.

“Well, at least you already have the proper clothes fer the weather in New York City!”  George called after him.

Paul just laughed and waved at him as he went out the door.

George carefully set aside his guitar and lit another cigarette.  Leaning back, he thought, New York City….Ed Sullivan, Carnegie Hall, and all the rest…and Katie will be there with me fer all of it!

Kevin rose from the easy chair with an audible groan.

“Are you alright, Kevin? Do you need help?” Deirdre fussed anxiously, jumping up from the couch before Kevin could answer.

“No, no, Dee.  I’m fine,” Kevin waved dismissively.  “I’m just beat.  You girls are going to have to finish the movie on your own, I’m afraid.”

“There’s only another half-hour, Daddy.  Are you sure?”  Katie asked.

“I can hardly keep my eyes open, sweetheart.  You can catch me up in the morning,” he smiled affectionately at his only daughter.

“Here, I’ll help you to your room,” Deirdre said, taking hold of Kevin’s arm.

“Dee,” he started in exasperation, pulling his arm from her grasp.  “Will you quit your mothering!  I’m okay!”  He laughed then, seeing the hurt in her eyes.  “I’m not the invalid I was months ago, and I can make it to my bedroom just fine.  Sit and finish watching the movie.”

“Well….okay,” she gave in uncertainly.  “But you holler if you need me.”

“I’ll do that,” he conceded.  Leaning in, he kissed her lips tenderly.  Katie’s eyes went wide with surprise.  Kevin and Deirdre had yet to officially inform her about their relationship, but Kevin had guessed correctly that she already knew.  Seeing her reaction, he winked at her and said, “Goodnight sweetie, don’t stay up too late, now!”

“Uh – yeah, okay, Dad….”

“Goodnight, Dee…I’ll see you in the morning!” he said to the other woman before limping from the living room, leaning heavily on his cane.

“Goodnight, Kevin!  Sleep well!” Deirdre called back as she took her place on the couch.  Kevin had surprised her with the kiss, no matter how chaste it was.  It had bothered her that Kevin felt Katie didn’t need to be told yet, but she shared his opinion that the teen already knew something was different between the two adults.  She’d seen Katie’s reaction when Kevin had kissed her and was hoping like hell that the girl would wait and raise the issue with her father instead of with her….but Katie was a sixteen year old girl, and Deirdre wasn’t going to be let off that easily.

With a wry grin, Katie lowered her voice and said, “So…you and Dad, huh?”

“Hmmm?  Oh, the movie’s back on, Kate,” she replied, feigning great interest in show.

“Avoiding the subject!” Katie teased, stretching her legs out over the coffee table in front of her.

“I’m not!  It’s just that the best part is coming up!” she said, trying to divert Katie’s attention.

“Uh-huh…,” Katie shot back sardonically.

Deirdre found it difficult to focus on the film, so, at the next commercial break, she spoke without looking at Katie, “You know, don’t you?”

“That you and Daddy are an item,” Katie asked breezily.  “Oh yeah.”

“I’m surprised you didn’t say anything,” she said with a glint of amusement in her eyes as she looked at the girl sitting next to her.

Growing serious, Katie replied with a shrug, “I guess I just figured you’d tell me when you wanted me to know.”

“I see,” Deirdre murmured distractedly as she toyed with the edge of the magazine lying on the coffee table.  “So….what do you think?”

For the first time, Katie realized how nervous Deirdre was.  It surprised her that her approval was so important to the older woman, and her heart went out to her.  Leaning forward, she laid a hand over Deirdre’s and said, “I think that as long as the two of you are happy, that’s what matters.  I love my Dad more than anything, and you take really good care of him and make him happy.”

“So, you don’t mind?”  Katie could hear the quiver in her voice.

“I think it’s wonderful,” she said sincerely.  

Katie was taken by surprise when Deirdre reached out and pulled her into a hug.  “You don’t know how much that means to me, Katie!”

Releasing the girl, Deirdre sat back and dabbed at her eyes with a lace-trimmed handkerchief.  “It’s such a relief to have that out in the open!” she laughed.  “You wouldn’t believe the amount of energy it takes hiding a secret that big from someone so close!”

Katie thought back to the phone conversation with George that Deirdre overheard.  “Oh, I have some idea…,” she countered.

Deirdre paused and looked at her.  “Yes, I guess you do.  You know, Katie, I didn’t mean to eavesdrop, but, having heard what I did, I can’t pretend I didn’t.  You really thought you might be pregnant?”

“Yeah,” Katie admitted as she played with the fringe on the throw pillow.  “You’re not going to tell my dad, are you?”

“I don’t see it being my place, honey.  But…I would hope that you learned an important lesson from all this.”

“I sure did,” Katie replied softly.  

“Raising a baby at any age can be difficult, but raising a baby at your age….well, it would be near impossible.  You’re so young, Katie don’t waste your youth!” Deirdre spoke emphatically.

“Do you have any kids?” Katie asked curiously.

“No,” Deirdre answered sadly.  “I might have, but, like you, I had fallen in love with older boy when I was very young and believed it was forever.”  She closed her eyes for a moment, appearing lost in the past.  “His name was Dean…Dean Daly.  He was a couple of years ahead of me in school….one of those guys that just seem to get it all right, you know?  The football hero with movie star looks….the guy all the girls want and all the guys want to be.  Lord, I had such a crush on him!” she laughed.

“Did you date?”

“No, not then.  I mean, I was completely the opposite….quiet, studious, shy and awkward….no, I’m afraid he didn’t even know I was alive in high school….but I never forgot him.  I had graduated high school and went right into nursing school.  The war had just begun, and I had volunteered with our local Red Cross….that’s when I met him again.  He had enlisted and had just returned to Chicago from boot camp.  My goodness!  If he was handsome as a high school athlete, he was just devastating as a young soldier!  My high school ‘crush’ became an obsession, but, this time, for some odd reason, he noticed me, too.  Naturally, I jumped at the offer when he asked me to dinner.  After that night, we spent most of his two week leave together.  He told me that he loved me, and I had no reason not to believe him….I was that naïve.  When he played the old ‘I’m going to war and I don’t know if I’m coming back’ card, I fell for it…totally.  I gave myself to him, believing we were in love, believing we had a future.”  Deirdre paused, leading Katie to wonder if she’d forgotten that there was anyone else in the room.  Knowing that Deirdre’s late husband’s name was Hank, Katie was expecting her to say that Bobby had been killed or captured.  The teen was enthralled with the tragic love story.  

Impatient to learn what happened, she prompted, “So…what happened then?”  

Deirdre turned her head and looked at Katie.  Smiling sadly, she continued, “Dean shipped out, and, two months later, I discovered I was pregnant.  I wrote him immediately, fully expecting that he would write back and tell me he was coming home so we could be married or that I was to go to England so we could marry there….but his letter, when it came, said neither of those things.  Instead, he told me that he had met a girl there in England….that they’d fallen in love and gotten married the previous month…and that she was expecting their child that summer.  He apologized and wished me luck – can you imagine?! – and that was the last I ever heard from him.”

“Oh my God!  Deirdre, that’s awful!  What did you do?”

The older woman slowly shook her head at the memory.  “I panicked, Katie.  As I said, I was young.  I couldn’t bring myself to tell my family, and I had no close friends to speak of.  I was alone…and frightened.  There was another student nurse, a girl – as we referred to in those days – of loose morals.  I had overheard her talking one day about one of the doctors on staff.  Although he had been married, she had an affair with him, and I suppose he must have hurt her quite badly because she was ranting about him.  One of the things she said was that he was making extra money on the side performing ‘illegal surgeries.’  Well, even I knew what she was hinting at…and, sadly, I was right.  Long story short….I sought him out and had an abortion.  This so-called doctor scraped my uterus so badly, it was year before I had another period, and, because of what he did to me…I was unable to carry a baby to term – I couldn’t have children.”

Katie sat in shocked silence.  After a few minutes, she said, “I don’t know what to say, Deirdre!  How awful!  I’m so sorry….”

“I didn’t tell you this to make you feel sorry for me, dear.  I told you because, God forbid, one day, you could be facing the same choices.  As it is, you almost were!  And, before you say it, I know your situation is different – both with your young man and with your father, but Katie….no girl should have to deal with an unwanted pregnancy….don’t throw your youth away!  You can never get it back….you can never get a lot of things back.  You’re making some very adult choices here.  Realize the limitations you have to contend with.  Women can’t get access to any form of birth control unless they’re married, so you have to rely on the man to avoid getting pregnant.  Too often, the men are indifferent to the threat because, too often, they’re not the ones who have to pay the consequences!  You already had one close call, Katie….be careful.  I don’t say that because I don’t understand, but because I do….too well.  I know you’ll be with your young man again in New York soon….just promise me you’ll be careful and think hard about your decisions.”

“I-I will,” Katie replied, still unsure how to respond to all that Deirdre confided.  “Deirdre?”

Deirdre looked up at Katie questioningly, her eyes shining with the tears that threatened.

“Does my father know any of this?”

Deirdre smiled, “He knows all of it.”  They passed several minutes in silence, then Deirdre stood and stretched.  “I suppose I’ll be getting along to bed now.”

“Okay,” Katie acknowledged quietly, but, just as Deirdre started to walk away, she called out, “Deirdre?”

“Yes?”

Deirdre watched as Katie pulled the chain up that fell just inside her shirt.  Dangling on the end of it was a gold cross and, next to it, an emerald ring.  Curious, Deirdre moved closer to inspect the ring.  “My, that’s beautiful!  George?”

Katie nodded.  “It’s an engagement ring.  He’s asked me to marry him...right after I graduate.”

Deirdre regarded the girl for a few moments.  “As I said, Katie, your making some very adult choices.”  Tapping the ring with her finger, she added, “It really is a lovely ring.”  She straightened and started to walk away again.

“Um, Deirdre?”

The woman stopped and turned around.  “Hmmm?”

“My dad…he doesn’t know…yet.  Can I ask you not to mention this until I have a chance to speak with him?”

“Again, Katie, it’s not my place to tell him anything.  However, I’d advise you not to wait too much longer.  It won’t get any easier with time.  Goodnight, honey.”

“Goodnight.”  Katie watched Deirdre walk away.  She was still feeling bowled over by Deirdre’s story.  In a strange way, she felt flattered that Deirdre had trusted her enough to tell her.  Maybe that’s why I showed her the ring.

Reclining back against the couch, she inspected the ring again.  She desperately wanted to wear it, if only as a connection to George.  She felt she was somehow betraying George by not wearing it and resolved then that she would talk to her father in the morning.  Deirdre’s right…it isn’t going to get any easier, and when I meet George in New York City, I want everyone to know I’m his fiancée!

Brian strode quickly into the room set aside for the Beatles and their entourage by the authorities at Heathrow Airport.  “Mal?  Mal, will you gather the lads for me, please?”

Brian sat down next to John, so distracted he didn’t even notice him there.  “Well, hello to you, too, Mr. Epstein!” John quipped, batting his eyelashes.

“Oh!  John!  Yes, yes, good afternoon,” he replied hurriedly before going back to shuffling numerous papers he’d taken from his briefcase.

One by one, the three remaining Beatles made their way over to where John and Brian sat.  Glancing up, Brian confirmed that all four were present and passed each of them a sheet of paper.  “Your itinerary in America, boys.  This is for your eyes only, please, so do be careful with them.  They contain flight numbers, schedules, hotels, passwords, and the scheduled rehearsals and performances.”  

As Brian continued with his instructions, he didn’t notice that John had folded his copy into a paper airplane and had just sent it flying across the room.

“While in America, you should present yourselves as a group at all times.  No private interviews or photos, please.  If anything is questionable, please consult me first.”

“Personally, I find Paul’s suit quite questionable, Brian!” John interrupted.

Brian continued as though he hadn’t heard him, ignoring the snickers from George and Ringo.  “You are to schedule nothing yourselves.  Nothing.  If any request makes it’s way to you, direct that individual to me, clear?”  He didn’t wait for them to answer.  “Alright, we’ll be boarding shortly, so please stay together.”  Putting the papers back in his briefcase, Brian snapped it shut.  Without another word to the group, he stood and walked away with John giving a Nazi salute to his back.

“Christ!” John swore as he plopped into his seat.

“He’s more nervous than we are!” Ringo observed.

Paul walked around and took the seat vacated by Brian moments before.  “Ah, that’s just Brian being Brian, ya know?  He wouldn’t know what to do with himself if he didn’t have something to fret about.”

For his part, George remained uncharacteristically quiet.  With all the activity in the room at the moment, though, none of the other three noticed.

Suddenly, Neil appeared before them.  “Right, lads.  Here we go!”

The four of them stood and grabbed their carry-on bags.  Following Neil to the exit, they waited while the press accompanying them on their inaugural appearance in U.S. situated themselves outside on the tarmac.  The noise from the fans surrounding the gate was tremendous, but as the four young men from Liverpool stepped into view, the sound overtook even the jet engines.  

The group took their time, waving at the fans and giving the photographers plenty of opportunity to snap photos.  As they ascended the steps leading into the plane, they paused once more, and, turning back to the crowd, gave a final wave before disappearing into the cabin.  Each of them found their seats in first class, settling in while they waited for the press to board the flight.  John and Cynthia sat together….Paul didn’t sit at all, but had thrown his bag on the seat he wanted….George slid into the very last row of seats in first class and pulled his coat tightly around him….Ringo followed George, taking the seat next to him.  Looking over at George, he noticed that the boy looked even more pale than usual.  Knowing George’s dislike of flying, he asked, “Alright George?”

George shook his head, watching the press fill the empty seats around him.  “I don’t know….must be tired or sommat…and me throat hurts like hell.”

Just as the cabin door was slammed shut, Ringo placed the back of his hand against George’s forehead, and his eyes went wide.  “Yer burnin’ up, mate!”

The stewardess’ voice filled the plane.  “Ladies and Gentlemen…and Beatles, Pan American Airlines would like to welcome you aboard flight 101 to New York City….”

