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Chapter Thirty-Eight

Everybody’s Trying to be My Baby

“Ladies and gentlemen, at this time we ask that you return your seats to the upright position, secure all trays, and extinguish all cigarettes as we prepare for our final descent into JFK Airport.  Thank you for your cooperation!”

Katie peered out the small window.  “Hey, I can’t see the skyline, Lou!  Shouldn’t we be seeing the skyline?”

Louise rolled her eyes in exasperation.  As fond as she was of the teen, the girl’s hyperactivity had been driving her mad throughout the flight from St. Louis to New York.  “It may very well be that you just can’t see it yet, Katie,” she answered patiently as she continued to thumb through a magazine.

“But we’ve turned already, and all I can see is water!  Look…water, water, and more water…oohh…I see a bit of land…but still no skyline!” Kate whined.  “Hey, is that the Atlantic Ocean, Lou?  It is, isn’t it?  Oh my gosh!  I’ve never seen an ocean before!  I can’t wait to go to the beach in Miami and see it close up.  It kind of looks like Lake Michigan, doesn’t it?  Only it’s much bluer.  Wonder why that is?  But that is the ocean, isn’t it, Lou?”

With a sigh of resignation, Louise returned the magazine to the pocket in front of her and gently rubbed her temples. “Yes, Katie, it is.”  Although she knew the girl was just over-excited about seeing George again, her patience started wearing thin somewhere over Indiana.

“But still no skyline!” Katie repeated, more to herself than to Louise.  “Hmpf!” she pouted as she plopped back against her seat.  After a few seconds, she started on a new topic.  “I hope George isn’t too sick.  What awful timing!  Are you sure that’s all Brian said?”

“Yes, Katie,” Louise replied, her irritation coloring her tone.  “All he said was that George had a throat ailment, nothing more. It’s probably the same throat problems he always got as his birthday grew near.”

“Really?  I didn’t know that!  Gosh, I hope he’ll be well enough by Sunday night!  Do you think he’ll be okay by Sunday night, Lou?  How long would he be sick for when he was a kid?  Was it terribly long?” Louise found herself in awe of just how long Katie could talk without taking a breath.  Without waiting for her companion to answer even one of her several questions, Katie exclaimed, “Oh my God, Louise!  What will happen if he’s too sick to go on?  What will they do?”

Oh my Lord! I am going to lock myself in the hotel bathroom just for a moment’s worth of blessed peace and quiet!  I swear, the child’s talked non-stop across six states!  “I’m sure I don’t know, Kate.”

“George would be devastated!”

“Mmmm….”  I wonder if the stewardess can still bring me some aspirin and water.

“God!  I can’t wait to be with him!” Katie giggled gleefully.  

God, I can’t wait for you to be with him, either! Louise thought, giving the girl an indulgent smile.

“Are you quite certain there’s nothing you can do?” Brian asked the hotel doctor yet again, hoping he would catch the hint that he was being asked to provide something just to get George on his feet for the show.  
“Mr. Epstein,” the doctor started haughtily, pronouncing Brian’s name as Ep-steen, “…as I have already explained, the only thing the young man requires is a course of antibiotics and several days worth of bed-rest.  Nothing short of that will do, and nothing more than that is needed,” he added pointedly.

“I see,” Brian replied frostily.  “Well, thank you, doctor,” he said, extending his hand toward the other man.

As he closed the door after the doctor, the manager swore under his breath, “Bloody hell!”

Ringo’s head shot up.  He had never known Brian to swear.  “’ere, Brian, there’s nothing else to do, eh?  We’ll just have to wait and see,” he offered pragmatically.

Brian shook his head slowly.  “Oh no, we won’t!” he countered as he strode purposefully across the room toward the small desk where his briefcase lay. 

Ringo looked at him quizzically.

Brian withdrew his address book from the leather satchel.  Flipping through its pages, he explained, “That was the hotel doctor, Richard.  What we need is a show business doctor….someone who understands our predicament and will be of some real help.”  Finding the entry he was looking for, he dialed the phone quickly. On the other end, the call was answered on the third ring. “Yes, good afternoon, may I speak with Nat Weiss, please?”

Nearly two and a half hours later, Brian was standing in almost the exact same spot with a different doctor.  

“George can continue with the regimen of antibiotics he already has,” the young doctor instructed.  “I’ve given him an injection of diazepam to help ease his anxiety and help him sleep through most of the day. I’ll return tomorrow afternoon to administer the first of two injections that will have him up and raring to go well in time for the show.”

“I cannot thank you enough, doctor!” Brian said sincerely.

The doctor smiled and patted Brian’s shoulder.  “Not at all, Mr. Epstein!  It’s my pleasure to be of assistance. Besides, I got to meet the famous Beatles!”  To the three healthy Beatles gathered there in the sitting room, he said, “You boys are causing quite a stir in the city!” 

“Well, you certainly have been of assistance…tremendous assistance….and, please, call me Brian.” Brian enthused.  Quite a good looking chap!  I wonder….  “Perhaps you’d permit me to properly show my gratitude by allowing me to buy you a drink at the hotel bar.  I hear the Oak Room makes the best martini’s in all of New York!” 

The doctor’s eyes met his for what Brian felt was just a beat too long for mere courtesy.  Interesting….Perhaps, then?

“That’s very gracious of you!  I’d enjoy that…Brian,” he responded with a smile that spoke volumes.  Brian felt a thrill pass through his body.

 “Splendid!  Shall we go, then?”  Brian held the door, allowing the young doctor to pass before following him into the hall.  
The boys looked at each other, grinning knowingly, but saying nothing.  Looking at his watch, Neil jumped up.  “Shit!  I’ve got to get to the airport to meet Lou and Katie!”

“I thought Mal was going?” Paul asked.

“Er, he was, but…he had something he needs to take care of here, so he’s asked me to fetch them.”

“Oh!” Paul nodded in understanding.

“Still…,” Neil continued nervously, remembering George’s strange behavior when Katie left London the previous month, “…best not mention it to George.  I wouldn’t want him getting upset with Mal…you know how he can get.”

Paul nodded again.  In fact, he had no idea what Neil was talking about or even why George should care who met his sister and girlfriend at the airport, but wasn’t interested enough to pursue the question.  “Yer driving yerself then?”

“What?!  Are you mad?  Did you see the traffic out there?!  Nah, I’m taking a taxi,” Neil replied as he slipped into his wool overcoat.

“Right,” Paul laughed in agreement.

“Well, I’m off!” Neil said, opening the door.

“We’ve known that, son!” John quipped sarcastically from behind a newspaper.

Popping his head back inside, Neil stage-whispered, “Heads-up, lads!  Murray the K is back and heading this way!”

John threw the newspaper aside in annoyance.  “Ah, fuckin’ hell!”

Neil arrived at the gate just as the passengers on the flight from St. Louis began to disembark. Peering through the gate, he watched anxiously for Katie’s tell-tale auburn hair.  Upon seeing her at the top of the stairs, Neil’s heart began to beat a bit faster.  Don’t be ridiculous, ya berk!  She’s George’s girl and only has eyes fer him.  Wasn’t that made clear enough when ya last saw her?  Besides, even if she did fancy ya a bit, what would she think when she finds out ya have a kid with another woman…a woman who’s the wife of another man no less…and the mum of a mate!  Nah, better to just keep it friendly.  Christ!  Maybe Mal should have come instead!

“Neil!” she shouted and started to run toward him.  Throwing herself into his arms, she hugged his neck tightly and gave him a kiss on the cheek.  “It’s so good to see you!  We were wondering who would be here to meet us!”

Neil smiled at her in a daze.  “Hello Katie, good to see you, too.  Where’s Louise?” he asked.

Katie looked back and pointed at the platinum blonde woman ambling toward the two of them.  Blonde?  Neil thought.  I thought Louise was a brunette like the rest of the Harrison clan!

When Louise drew nearer, Katie began introductions.  “Neil, this is George’s big sister, Louise Caldwell – or “Lou” as we like to call her.  Louise, this is Neil Aspinall, old school friend of the guys, road manager extraordinaire, and all around nice guy!”

Louise and Neil shook hands and made polite small talk.  This was the first time Neil was meeting the eldest Harrison sibling.  She was long gone from Liverpool by the time he became involved with the boys’ group.

Turning to Katie, then, Neil asked, “So, how was yer flight?”

“It was okay,” Katie replied with a shrug, “…but we didn’t see the skyline!”

Louise groaned low, but audibly.  Smiling at Lou’s reaction, he assured Katie that they would, indeed, see the most famous skyline in the world on their drive into the city.

Once the girls’ baggage had been retrieved and a taxi secured, the three spent the ride to Manhattan discussing George’s malady.

Katie looked to be near tears as she asked Neil, “So, he really is that sick?”  A glance at Louise confirmed that she, too, was now worried.

“Well, he’ll recover, no doubt.  The question is, though, will he recover in time for tomorrow night’s show?”

Katie asked the question no one wanted to ask.  “What will happen if he’s not?”

“I don’t know, Katie.  It’s not as though the Beatles can perform without him,” Neil replied.  Hesitantly, he told the two women about the doctor Nat Weiss recommended.  “The fella says he can give George something that will get him through the show at least, so we’re all hopeful.”

Katie and Louise exchanged a worried look.  “What is this ‘something,’ Neil?”  Louise asked.

“I’m not sure, Louise,” Neil answered, although he had his suspicions about the drugs the doctor would administer the next night.  One look at Louise told him that she suspected the same.

As the cab turned onto to Fifth Avenue, Katie spotted the crowds of fans surrounding the hotel even though they were yet a block away.  “Oh my God!” she uttered in awe, her eyes as wide as saucers.

Neil gave the driver instructions to drop him at the next curb and then to continue circling the block before the Plaza until he saw Neil waving him over outside the 58th Street entrance.  Before exiting the cab, he turned back to Katie and Louise and said, “Now, once the taxi pulls over and stops, you’ll want to move quickly.  Not so fast that you draw any unwanted attention to yerselves, but fast enough that yer inside the hotel within a few moments.  I’ll have a couple of policemen with me, but even they would be no match fer this crowd should they storm, right?”

“Of course,” Louise answered calmly.

Katie just nodded mutely as she was overcome with the familiar queasiness she’d not felt since London.  With sudden clarity, she remembered everything she disliked about Beatlemania.

“Right then,” Neil replied with satisfaction, leaving the cab then and walking toward the hotel.  The car pulled away from the curb as soon as he closed the door to the vehicle.

Noticing that Katie had grown quiet, Louise looked over at her and saw how pale the girl appeared.  “Alright, Kate?” she asked with concern.

Keeping her eyes trained on the large ring she now wore on her hand again, Katie whispered, “I hate this part!”

Growing more concerned, Louise turned bodily toward the girl.  “What do you mean, Katie?  What do you hate?”

The cab turned back onto Fifth Avenue and the crowd came into view again.  Katie waved in their direction.  “This!  I hate this!”

Putting her arm around the teen’s shoulders, Louise tried to reassure her.  “Aw, luv, Neil and the others will make sure yer kept safe.  I’m sure of it!”

“I know that, Lou.  It’s just that…all this…well, it makes it hard to just be normal, you know?”

“I’m not following ya, Kate.  What do yer mean?”

Katie sighed heavily and looked out the window again.  “I guess I was just hoping it would be different here than in England.  I should’ve known better,” she said dismally.

Just as Louise was about to speak, she noticed the cab pulling over to the side.  Glancing out the window on Katie’s side, she saw Neil and two New York City policemen standing there waiting.

“We’re here, Kate,” she nudged the girl gently.

Having made it safely from the taxi to the lobby, the trio walked through toward the bank of elevators.  Neil led the way followed closely by Louise with Katie trailing behind.  Just as Neil and Louise turned the corner, a policeman grabbed Katie.

“Oh, no ya don’t, little girl!” he said, roughly pulling her back by her shoulders and steering her toward the exit.

“HEY!” she shouted indignantly.  “I’m with them!”

“Yeah, sure, pull the other one! Come on, out ya go!”

“No, really…,” she struggled as he dragged her along the marble tiled foyer.  “NEIL!  LOUISE!  HELP!”

Hearing Katie’s panicked cries, Neil jumped from the elevator.  Turning back to Louise, he told her to proceed up to the floor and ran back to the lobby.  “LET HER GO!” he shouted when he saw what was happening. As he approached the officer who was still holding onto the girl, he put on his most professional manner.  Years of watching Brian operate had taught him a thing or two.  “Excuse me, officer, but that young lady is with me.”

“And just who the hell are you?” the policeman asked gruffly.

Neil suppressed the urge to return the man’s rudeness and instead replied, “I’m Neil Aspinall, I’m the Road Manager for the Beatles…and this young lady is Miss Kathryn Kelly, a close personal friend of George Harrison’s.”

“Who the hell is George Harrison?”

Neil’s smile hardened.  “George Harrison is one of the Beatles.  He is currently upstairs in his room and is quite ill.  Miss Kelly and Mr. Harrison’s sister have come from Illinois to look after him.  If you’ll just check with the management, I’m sure you’ll find that everything is in order…they’re expected.”  Inwardly, Neil cursed himself for not taking Louise with him.

The police officer had taken an instant dislike to the young Englishman.  In truth, he disliked the whole business of wasting the city’s money babysitting hundreds of teeny-boppers and four mop-haired rock and rollers that he felt should have stayed in England.  Looking at the girl he still held in his grip, he gave a malicious smile.  “She don’t look twenty-one, pal.”

Neil was starting to find the man tiresome.  “And there’s no reason why she should!” he said impatiently.  “As I told you, she is a close personal friend who’s accompanied by Mr. Harrison’s sister and is expected.  So I suggest you either check with the hotel manager or let us be on our way!”

The police officer glared at Neil for several seconds.  Finally releasing Katie, he gave Neil a forced smile.  “Just doing my job, sir!”

Neil took Katie’s arm and replied, “Yes, well you might consider ‘doing yer job’ a bit more politely!”  Turning he led Katie back toward the elevators.  As he was walking away, he heard the other man murmur, “Limey prick!”  He decided to ignore it…for the time being, but he had noted the man’s badge number and intended to lodge a complaint at the first opportunity.  A sadistic wanker like him shouldn’t be around young girls!

Once they were safely inside the elevator and Neil told the operator the floor he wanted, Katie half-whispered, “I’m sorry, Neil.”

He was about to tell her that, in the future, she mustn’t dally behind.  That she must make sure she stays with whoever is escorting her.  That she must be attentive.  He was going to tell her these things…until he noticed that her hands were shaking and that she was near tears.  Softening, he said, “‘Saright, luv.  Did that tosser hurt you?”

“N-No.  I’m okay,” she replied, still averting her eyes.

Instinctively, Neil put an arm around her shoulders.  “Yer alright now, Katie.”  Bending to see her face, he asked, “Okay?”

She nodded.

Giving her shoulder once last squeeze before he regretfully let go of her, he forced a smile, “’ere, cheer up, luv!  Ye’ll see Georgie soon….I’m sure he’s wondering where ya are!”

That did it.  Katie looked up at him and gave a small smile, and he thought his heart would break.

As the two entered the suite, Louise came running out into the sitting room.  “Good Lord!  Where have you two been?  Katie, are you alright?”

Giving a small laugh, Katie answered, “I’m fine, Lou!  I just made the mistake of moving too slowly and got grabbed by a cop.”

“No!”  Louise exclaimed in shocked disbelief.

“Yeah, he was just about to throw me out when Neil arrived and saved the day…again!”  She beamed at the road manager.

“Well, it’s a good thing he did!  Katie, your father would never forgive me if I lost you in New York City, nor if I allowed anything to happen to you!  Please do be more careful in the future, will you?”

“Okay, Lou, sorry,” Katie replied, trying but failing to look remorseful.  Finally, looking around her, she noticed how quiet it was.  “Hey, where is everybody?”

“Well, the other three are out and about the city with the press getting publicity photos taken.  Yer man is sound asleep in there,” Neil said, inclining his head toward a door just off to the left of where Katie was standing.  

Katie looked at Neil in dismay.  “Sound asleep?”

Neil looked at her sympathetically, “Afraid so.  The doctor gave him an injection of something to help him relax and sleep.  He should be out most of the day.  Sorry, Kate.”

“He’s got to wake up sometime today!” Katie insisted.

“Oh, most certainly!  He’ll have medication to take, and he must have something to drink at least.  You did say he’d been running a fever.  We wouldn’t want him to dehydrate!”  Louise concurred heartily.

“Well…yes,” Neil agreed in face of the onslaught of the two women.  “What I meant to say is that he would be in and out most of the day….although he probably won’t be able to stay awake fer long.”

“Oh,” Katie uttered, appearing a bit placated.  “That’s different.”

“So….are ya hungry, girls?” he asked as he held out the room service menu.

“Mmmm….yes, I could go for a bite,” Louise replied, taking the menu from him and scanning it as she lowered herself onto the couch.

“I’m famished!” Katie exclaimed, jumping over the back of the couch to peer at the menu over Louise’s shoulder.

Keeping her eyes on the menu, Louise said evenly, “Katie, do try to behave as a proper young lady, hmmm?”

Ignoring the remark, Katie squinted at the menu. “What’s ‘pate du foie grois’?” she asked, massacring the French.

“Goose liver….prepared as a spread,” Neil answered off-handedly. “….definitely an acquired taste!”

“Blech!  No…skip that.  How about….cal-a-mar-i?”

“Ah…that would be squid…breaded and fried…served with red cocktail sauce or lemon,” Neil explained proudly.

Katie stared at the young man for several moments.  “No,” she replied decisively.  After a few more minutes of studying the menu, she asked, “How about tripe…that sounds pretty simple…what is it?”

Louise and Neil looked at one another and smiled, “You don’t want to know, and you definitely don’t want to order it,” Louise answered with a grin.

“That bad, huh?”

“Yes!” Both Louise and Neil responded.

“Okay,” Katie laughed, “…but now I’m curious…what is it…really?”

“The stomach lining, usually of a cow, but it could be from other animals,” Neil replied.

Looking back to Louise, Katie said, “I wonder if they have peanut butter and jelly.”

“Not likely, luv,” Louise replied.  Putting on a posh accent, she continued, “This is the Plaza my dear!  I’m sure they only serve the finest gourmet cuisine!”

“Uh-huh…well, if by ‘gourmet cuisine’ you mean disgusting foods that make you want to vomit, I agree!”

Neil laughed and said, “Listen Kate, if you’d prefer, I can send out for something a bit more to yer liking.”

“Would you mind?” she asked tentatively.

“Not at all!  I’ll have the concierge send up the menus of some local restaurants.”

“Thanks, Neil, you’re a lifesaver!”

“Yer very welcome, luv.”

Rising from the couch, Katie said, “Well, I’m gonna go check on George.”

Louise set aside the menu, and asked, “So shall I order anything for you, Katie?  You really should eat something.”

Shrugging, the teen replied, “I guess I’ll just have a burger.  They must be able to come up with that, don’t you think?”

“Oh, I think so,” Louise agreed as she stood and went to the phone.

Katie went to the door leading to the room where George lay sleeping.  Carefully turning the doorknob, she tiptoed into the darkened room, closing the door soundlessly behind her.  She kicked off her loafers in the corner of room and walked toward the bed, keeping an eye on the figure underneath a pile of covers, and smiling when she spotted the large tuft of dark hair against the white pillow.  Walking around to the other side of the bed, she crouched down and gently pushed away the sheet that covered George’s face.  Her heart swelled as she looked upon the fair face of the boy she loved so much.  She marveled at the way his long dark lashes swept nearly to his cheekbone, and giggled soundlessly at the strange urge she had to apply mascara to them.  She grew serious, though when she noticed just how ashen his lips appeared.  Usually, they ranged in color from deep pink to blood red, contrasting vividly against his pallid complexion.  Now, however, color was almost indiscernible in the dim light leaking in from the closed drapes.

Feeling her leg starting to cramp, Katie stood and quietly dragged the large armchair across the carpet, grateful for the thick floor covering that muffled the sound.  By alternately pulling and pushing, she put the edge of the chair flush up against the side of the bed.  Climbing over the side of the arm, she sat, folding her legs underneath her Indian-style.  With her elbows resting on her knees, she propped her head in her two hands and sat silently studying her young lover as he slept on.  He’s got to be alright for the show tomorrow night…he’s just got to be!  This is too important for him – for all of them – to miss.  This doctor thinks he can get George well enough to do the performance, but I’m not stupid…and neither is Louise.  I have a pretty good idea what’s going to be in that injection.  If what this doctor is going to give George is safe, then why didn’t the hotel doctor offer to do it?  Neil said that the hotel doctor would only give George the penicillin, and that he insisted George had to rest in bed for several days.  So, does that mean that George could make himself worse by getting out of bed and going out?  I just can’t believe this is happening now!  My poor George! 

She leaned forward and gently brushed her fingers through his hair.  Throwing caution – and Lou’s repeated warnings that George was contagious – to the wind, she bent down and kissed his lips ever-so-lightly.  She froze when he stirred a bit, breathing a sigh of relief when he didn’t awaken.  Leaning her head against the wing of the armchair, she watched George sleep, drifting off to sleep herself after a while.

She came awake when she felt someone lightly kiss her lips.  “George?” she called quietly, still half-asleep.

“Hello gorgeous!” George whispered.

Her eyes fluttered open to find George smiling back at her.  “Hey you,” she replied hoarsely, smiling back at him.  Coming more fully awake, she pulled herself up, her legs still folded beneath her.  Leaning toward him, she wrapped her arms around his neck. Slipping his arms around her waist, George fell back against the bed, pulling her on top of him.  Before she could react, he flipped her over onto her back so that he was lying on top of her.

“I’ve missed you,” he murmured seductively in her ear.

“Get off me!  You’re sick…and contagious!” she laughed.

“Ah, but it’s worth it just to be in me arms, admit it!” he smiled.

“Well, someone’s rather full of himself, huh?” she teased.

“Ya want me and ya know it!” he joked back.

“I swear, if you get me sick before we get to Miami, you will be in big trouble, mister!”

Pulling back, he looked at her in mock hurt.  “Miami?!  Is that all that matters to ya?”

“No,” she giggled.  “…but…”

“But what?” he challenged with a sly smile.

“It’s just that I don’t want to be so sick that I can’t sit out on the beach in my new bikini while you guys are off  getting interviewed and being all big and famous and stuff!”  She smiled coyly as George looked at her warningly.

“Ye’ll be locked away out of sight when I’m not around to keep an eye on ya, missy!”

“Says you!”

“’Tis all the saying it takes….I’m the man…the man’s the boss.  So learn yer place, woman!” 

Just as he finished talking, he was hit squarely on the side of his head by a flying pillow, knocking him on his side.  Popping up, he said indignantly, “’ey, I’m sick here!”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she laughed “You don’t look all that sick to me!”

“Don’t I?”

“Uh-uh….”

“Well, in that case….c’mere ya little tart!” he made a grab for her across the bed.

Jumping off the bed, Katie stood and laughed at him.  Just as he stood to go after her, a wave of dizziness brought him to his knees.

“George!” she yelled, rushing to his side.  He was on the floor on all fours, shaking his head trying to clear his vision and lose the ringing in his ears.  “Kate…,” he called weakly.  “I need…the bed….”

“I’m gonna get Neil!” she cried in a panic.

“No!” he cried out.  “No, just help me…help me back to bed, eh?”

Katie tried to quell the fear as she did as he asked.  Half-crawling to the edge of the bed, he leaned on Katie, almost bringing her down, as he pulled himself onto the bed.  He lay there catching his breath before straightening himself, allowing Katie to cover him with sheets and blankets.  “Are you sure I shouldn’t get someone, George?”

He nodded in reply.  

“But you almost passed out!” she reminded him nervously.

He swallowed with some difficulty.  “The injection…it’s because of the injection…the medicine.”

“The injection the doctor gave you?”

Again, George nodded.

“Do you know what he gave you?”

“No…only that it makes me sleepy.”

“But you seemed fine only a moment ago!”

George gave a slight shrug.  Turning his head toward Katie, he opened his eyes and gave her a small smile.  “Sorry I scared ya, luv.”

Returning his smile, she replied, “It’s okay, George, I’m just worried about what this doctor is doing.  I mean, you should feel better after getting medicine, not worse.”

He furrowed his heavy brows thoughtfully.  “I don’t feel worse exactly….I just feel tired.  But I seem to recall that he said the injection would help relax me and let me get some rest.”

Katie looked at him with worry.  The change in him frightened her.  Even now, he seemed ready to drift back to sleep.  Not knowing what else to do for him, she though it best that she allow him to do just that.  “Can I get you anything, George?  Water?  Tea? Aspirin?”

“Nah, I’m alright, Kate,” he assured her.

“Can I do anything for you?”

At that, his smile widened and he raised his brows.

“Pig!  I mean…get you another pillow or blanket?  A wet washcloth?”

“’Salright, Katie…I’m okay…really, luv, you don’t need to fuss,” he replied sleepily.

“Okay,” she answered softly.  “I’ll leave you to get some sleep, but I’ll be right outside the door, so call me if you need anything.”

With his eyes closed, he smiled, and, feeling for her hand, took it and kissed it.  “Ta, luv.”

Leaning over, she kissed his forehead, wincing when she noticed how hot he felt.  With a last caress across his cheek, Katie rose and quietly left the room.  She closed the door behind her and stood just on the other side, thinking.  I don’t know what that doctor gave him, and I don’t know what he’s thinking of giving him tomorrow night.  The only thing I do know is that is a very sick boy in there!  

George slept off and on through the remainder of the evening, waking only to take his antibiotic and the occasional drink of water or cup of tea. Eating, however, was impossible as long as George’s throat remained inflamed. A couple of times, he stayed awake long enough to have a short conversation with Katie and Louise, but, until the doctor showed up again the next evening to administer the first of two injections, Katie didn’t see George as alert and active as she did when she’d first arrived. 

When it came to the rest of the boys looking in on George, Louise was as strict as a drill sergeant, limiting them each to only a couple of minutes in his room before booting them out.  Although George listened patiently and sympathetically to their complaints about this, inwardly, he was secretly grateful to Louise.  He just didn’t have the energy to watch or participate in their antics which were fuelled by the giddiness of their overwhelming success in the US.

The next morning, George appeared to be feeling a bit better, although far from healthy.  Worrying that he hadn’t eaten anything since the plane trip over, Katie was thrilled when she got him to eat a soft boiled egg.  George washed the egg down with two cups of tea.  When they’d finished breakfast in his room, Katie gathered the used dishes and brought them back to the room service cart in the sitting room.  After giving everyone else a report on George’s status, she carried a tray of tea back into the room.  Pouring them both a cup, she fixed them with milk and sugar.  Handing a cup to George, she sat on the edge of the bed with hers and sipped the hot drink gingerly. They drank their tea in companionable silence for the next few minutes.

“Would you like me to fix you a hot bath to soak in?” she asked him, breaking the quiet.

He made a show of sniffing himself.  With a big grin, he asked, “Are ya trying to tell me something, Kate?”

Laughing, she replied, “No, no!  I just thought that maybe you’d be a bit sore from being in bed all day yesterday.  A hot bath would help relax you and loosen your muscles.”

“Ah…,” he nodded.  “Join me?” he asked mischievously. 

“No way, mister!  You’re still sick, and you’re still contagious!”

“I’ll hold me breath,” he offered helpfully, making her giggle.

“You’re silly!”

“Maybe that bath would be a god idea, Kate.  Would ya mind?”

Rising from the bed, she said, “Of course not!  I’ll get it started.”  She went into the small bathroom, and, plugging the tub, started running the water.  Before leaving the room, she tested the temperature of the water, adjusting it to her satisfaction.  As she re-entered the bedroom, she asked, “Shall I lay out a clean pair of pajamas for you or do you want to dress?”

George checked the clock before answering, “Nah, it’s still early.  I’ll just slip into the pajamas.”

Katie went to the suitcase he didn’t have the energy to unpack the day before, placing the items in the drawers and closet as she came across them in her search for the pajamas.  Suddenly, she paused and straightened.  “Oh!  Should I unpack your things completely? I mean, we’re leaving for D.C. Tuesday morning.”

“Yeah, but we’re coming back here when we return to New York, Kate,” he clarified.  Realizing what she was doing, he said, “Aw, luv, you don’t have to do unpack fer me.  I’ll get to it!”

“It’s okay, I don’t mind,” she answered, resuming her task.

George watched her affectionately. “Ta, Kate.”

As she passed him she leaned down and kissed him lightly on the lips.  “You’re welcome!”

She went into the bathroom, and, setting George’s shaving bag on the counter near the sink, bent down and turned off the faucet.  Double checking to make sure that the towel and washcloth were in easy reach from the tub, she dried her hands and walked back out into the bedroom.  “Your bath’s ready!  Do you need me to get Neil to help you, or will I do?”

Once again, George found himself feeling perturbed at the way she always thought of asking for Neil’s help before anyone else’s.   “Ya know, Katie, there are other fellas who work fer us besides Neil,” he said in a surly tone.

She regarded him for a moment before answering.  “I know that, George, but, since Neil is the one I know the best, he’s the one I feel most comfortable talking to or asking for help.  Why is that a problem?”

George looked away guiltily.  “I didn’t say it was a problem, did I?”

“You know, since you brought this up, what is your problem with Neil anyway?  Did you two have a fight or something?  Even that day I left England, you seemed really upset with him.  Why?”

George was discovering that Katie had a unique way of making him feel foolish at times…like now.  “I don’t remember,” he lied as he unbuttoned his pajama top.

Katie stood there watching him, debating whether or not to pursue the issue.  Finally, she let it go.  After all, he’s probably nervous enough about being on American TV for the first time, and he’s still not well.  That’s more than enough to handle.  She mentally filed the topic away for discussion at a later and better time.  “Okay, do you think we can get you in and out of the tub on our own?”

George appeared to think about it for a bit.  Nodding thoughtfully, he said, “I should think it will be okay.”  Removing his top, he stood shakily and tested himself.  Satisfied that he wouldn’t be hit with another wave of dizziness, he took a few tentative steps.  So far, so good!  Katie stayed close by just in case he became too weak.  Though I’m not sure what she’s going to be able to do if I keel over!  It’s not as though she can keep me from falling or carry me off if I do!  Still, knowing she was close by gave him the confidence to keep going.  

When he made into the bathroom, he gave Katie a triumphant grin….a grin that gave way to embarrassment when Katie asked, “Okay, now do you need to use the toilet before you get in tub?”

“Katie!” he cried.

“What?” she asked in confusion.

“Fer chrissakes, I know when I need to use the toilet!”

“Well, I don’t know!  It’s the fist time I’ve seen you out of bed all morning.  I just figured that after four cups of tea, you might have to pee!”

“Ah, fer crying out loud!” he grimaced.

“What is your problem?”

“It’s – It’s….I don’t know – it’s embarrassing, ya know?  It’s not something a fella talks about with his girl!” 

Katie laughed.  “Let me understand this….So, we can be naked with each other….we can touch each other and do all sort of fun things to each other’s bodies….but I can’t ask you if you have to pee?”

George couldn’t keep from laughing.  “That’s right – that’s it!”

“Okay….”

“Now, would you step out fer a mo?”

“Why?”

He hesitated, then answered, “Because I have to pee.”

George slept through rehearsals in the afternoon.  The other three, along with Neil, went onto the theater, leaving her, Louise, and Cynthia at the hotel.  The women enjoyed a nice leisurely lunch in the sitting room of the boys’ suite.  The peace and quiet was only occasionally interrupted by sporadic shouts, screams, and singing from the fans gathered outside.  However, even that wasn’t as intrusive as usual since the fans knew that all the Beatles but George weren’t at the hotel.  

When George awoke later that afternoon, he was feeling a bit improved.  Donning a silk robe over his black silk pajamas, he agreed to allow a photographer to snap some photos of him sitting up in bed.  Louise made sure that the session was kept short, and afterwards, she and Katie encouraged him to eat something.  Almost an hour later, the doctor arrived to administer the first injection.

Katie had discussed her concerns with Lou, who tried getting her youngest brother to allow her to stay in the room while the doctor examined him.  Both she and Katie thought it odd when George and Brian objected so strongly.  It only served to convince Katie that something about this doctor – and his treatment – was off.  However, by the time George had to dress for the theater, he was not only feeling better – he was feeling great!  Something about his behavior reminded Louise of Katie on the trip out to New York, which, while normal for Katie, was completely out of character for her brother.  When she pulled Brian aside and asked him what was in the injection George had been given, she was told it was “a vitamin compound.”  Somehow, she doubted it, but remained silent.

While Katie, Louise, and Brian were busy with George and the doctor, the other boys had returned to the hotel.  Dinner was ordered for the three of them as well as for Neil and Mal.  For the first time since their arrival, their suite was empty of all press and photographers, and they all enjoyed their dinner and each other’s company.

When George emerged from his bedroom, everyone at the table cheered.

“He lives!” John shouted.

“Good to see ya up and around, mate!” Ringo said with a wink.

“’ey George, we’re being taken to the Playboy Club after the show.  Ya up to coming along?” Paul asked, blanching when he saw that Katie was right behind George.

“Nah, I’m just coming back here after the show,” George replied.

“Aye, well, if I had that waiting fer me, I’d be coming back here as well!” John said with a leer at Katie.

“John Lennon!” Louise yelled in chastisement, startling an apology out of John.

Just then, there was a knock at the door, and Neil rose to answer it.  Coming back into the room a short time later, he informed the boys that it was time for them to head out to the theater.  They all rose from the table, shuffling about the room as they prepared to leave.

George pulled Katie into his bedroom.  “Well, this is it, I reckon!”

“George! You’re not nervous, are you?” Katie asked in disbelief.

“Yeah, I am…a little,” he confessed.

Reaching up, she brushed the fringe hanging over his brows.  “Aw, you’ll do fine.  You’ve already won their hearts!”

Putting his forehead to hers, he said quietly, “There’s only one heart I’m interested in winning and keeping.”

“Well, you’re halfway there,” she teased with a giggle.  He narrowed his eyes at her.  Just then, they heard John calling for him to hurry.

Taking her in his arms, he said, “Thank you fer taking such good care of me!”

“It’s my pleasure, I like taking care of you,” she cooed as she held him tighter.

Pulling back he said, “Now, don’t ferget, Mal will see to it that the limousine is here on time to fetch you, Cyn, and Lou and get you all safely to the theater.  I’ll see ya backstage.”  He paused then and looked into her eyes.  “I really wish I could kiss you.”

“Me, too,” Katie agreed sadly.

George pulled her into him and held her close as he pressed his lips to her forehead.  “I love you, Katie, and I’m so glad yer here with me to share all this with me.  I’m only sorry I fell ill.”

“You’ll get better,” she assured him softly, cupping his face in her hands.  “I love you, too.”

As George started to leave, Katie called out to him.  Turning around, he looked at her, his brows raised in question.  “Break a leg!” 

As Katie watched George pass through the door to the suite, Louise drew up beside her.  “It all seems quite unreal, doesn’t it?” she asked quietly.

Katie just nodded in response.

“Well, we’d best get ready ourselves if we’re to be on time,” Louise said, steering Katie from the suite by her shoulders.

Later that evening, Katie stood in the wing of the CBS Theater with Louise and Cynthia and watched with tears in her eyes as the love of her life took her country by storm with his three best mates.

