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Chapter Thirty-Nine

I Feel Fine

The next morning, Katie awoke to find herself alone in the room she shared with Louise.  George had spent the better part of the previous evening trying to talk her into sneaking into his room for the night, accepting her refusal only when he realized that he was likely still contagious, and getting her sick could mean an abrupt and early end to an already short visit.  She sighed at the memory – she would have loved to have stayed the night with him, especially since it would have been a rare chance for the two of them to have the suite to themselves.  The other three Beatles - along with Cynthia, Mal, and Neil - had been taken out for a celebratory night on the town by “Murray the K.”  Still not feeling up to par, George opted out, returning to the Plaza with Katie, Brian, and Louise.  

As she lay in her bed, she noticed that she could already hear the distant shouting and singing of the fans gathered outside the hotel twelve stories below.  Quickly glancing at the clock on the bedside table, she was surprised to find that it was already ten-thirty.  She felt exhausted….unusually so.  Even allowing for the late hour she finally turned in, she fully expected that the mere excitement of being with George and the wildness of all that was happening with the Beatles in New York would have been enough to energize her.  Cringing at the thought of having to leave her bed, she laid there for several more minutes, staring at the ceiling, and wondering why the room felt so cold.  At last, she kicked off the covers, immediately grabbing her robe for warmth, before rolling from the bed with a groan.  She was just slipping into her robe when the telephone rang.  Reaching down to answer it, she put the receiver to her ear – 

“Hello?” 

- but the sound that came out her mouth was an indecipherable croak…. 

Oh shit!

“I’m fine!” Katie rasped insistently.

“Yer not!” Louise shot back even more insistently.

The girl jumped up from the bed and started pacing the room in agitation.  “I don’t want to stay here, Louise!”

“If yer running a fever, young lady, ye’ll not be leaving this hotel much less this city!”

Just then, George came in holding a thermometer.  “Here ya go, luv….under the tongue….there’s a good girl!”  He slipped the glass tube between her lips, gently pushing her chin up to close her mouth.

Katie resumed her pacing.  “I’m not missing George’s first concert, Louise!” she argued around the instrument protruding from the corner of her mouth.

“You will if yer ill, Katie, and I’ll broach no further argument!”  

“Ya have to keep yer mouth closed, Kate, or it won’t give us the right temperature,” George admonished.

Ignoring him, Katie continued, “I don’t know how you can say that when we don’t even leave until tomorrow!”

“Katie…,” George called warningly.

Louise huffed in annoyance as she tried to reason with the girl, “Because, Katie, if yer sick, then it’s entirely probable that you have what George had, and he wasn’t past it in just a day!”

“You don’t know that I have what he had!”  Katie’s pacing had taken on an almost frantic pace.

“Katie….” he warned a second time.

“Oh, Katie, come on!” Louise said with a roll of her eyes.

“Well, you don’t!” Katie responded angrily.

“KATIE!” George shouted, startling both Katie and Louise into silence.

“What?” Katie asked meekly.

“There’s more than one way to take yer temperature, ya know, and if you don’t shut yer gob, I’ll take it the other way!” 

Katie’s eyes went wide as she plopped down on her bed, pulling the pillow in her lap.  For the next sixty seconds, she uttered not a single sound.

Louise covered her grin with her hand, but inwardly credited George for accomplishing the task of getting Katie to sit quietly so they could take her temperature accurately.  Having had put the back of her hand to the girl’s forehead earlier, she already knew that the teen was, in fact, quite feverish.  Now, the problem was getting her to cooperate.  There was no way she was in a condition to travel, and, contrary to what she believed, it wasn’t at all likely that Katie would be recuperated as soon as tomorrow morning.

After a minute or so, Louise removed the thermometer from the girl’s mouth and stood under the light to read it.  With dread, she announced, “A hundred and one point five.”

Katie fell back on the bed, threw the pillow over her face, and screamed in frustration while George sighed heavily, shoving his hands in his pockets.  “So that’s it, then,” he murmured sadly.   “She can’t come to Washington.”

Tossing the pillow aside, Katie shot up from the bed.  “George, no!  Now you sound like Louise and Brian!  I’m not that sick!  I’ll take aspirin and cold stuff…and, and…hey, you can call the doctor back, and he can give me the same thing he gave you --”

“NO!” George raised his voice, cutting her off.  “No, Katie,” he repeated more calmly.  “That was just to get me up and around fer the show.  It’s not something that will get you better.”

Katie’s eyes filled with tears as she shouted at him, “Fine!  That’s just fine, George!  You don’t want me there?  Your first concert in this country, and you don’t want your fiancée there?  Maybe I shouldn’t even be here, huh?”  George winced at the sarcasm with which she said “fiancée,” and appeared near tears himself at her outburst.

Upon hearing Katie make reference to the engagement, it was all that Louise could do to keep from rolling her eyes again.  It was Deirdre, not Katie, who first told Louise about the proposal and the kids’ plans for the future, and she felt none too happy about it. The only one who held the so-called “engagement” in more contempt than Louise was Kevin, whose initial reaction was to demand that Katie return the ring.  However, Deirdre – the lone voice of reason – had convinced both Louise and Kevin that forcing Katie’s hand would only result in driving her further into George’s arms.  “Humor her….allow time to bring wisdom.  She’s a sixteen year old girl, and he’s a twenty year old pop star, and they’re living in two different countries.  There’s no way this will last!”  It sounded like common sense to Louise at the time, so she held her peace….but she couldn’t help the visceral response she felt anytime the subject was brought up.

Turning to his sister, George quietly asked, “Would ya mind giving us mo, Lou?”

Glancing at the girl who glared angrily back at her, Louise gave a curt nod.  “Right…okay.”

George walked her to the door, but, at the threshold, she turned back and, keeping her voice low, said, “You must convince her to stay put, George.  She will only make herself worse if she tries to travel in this weather, and Kevin is trusting me to look after her.  So….promise me?”

George just nodded his agreement, closing the door as Louise walked down the corridor.  Taking a deep breath to steel himself for the argument to come, he turned back toward Katie.  

“That’s not fair, Kate,” he said quietly.

“What?” she snapped.

Sighing, he walked toward her bed, and sitting down next to her, he replied, “Saying that I don’t want you with me….yelling at Louise….all of it.  It’s not fair.  It isn’t as though she wants to keep you from coming to Washington, and it isn’t as though I don’t want you there with me.  Yer ill….you need to rest and get better so you can come along to Miami with us…with me.  If you insist on coming to Washington, and you get even more ill, then ye’ll be sent home….you know that.  Is that what you want?”

Katie kept her eyes lowered, saying nothing.

“Is it?” George pushed.

“No,” she whispered grudgingly.

“Right, then.  You stay here and take your medicine and rest.  Listen, yer not going to be missing much anyway.  I’m going to be dead busy today with the press conference and another two…or ten!...in Washington…both before and after the concert….and you remember my telling you that Brian had this soft idea of telling the British Ambassador that we’d come to his party?  Well, it isn’t as though ye’d be allowed to come with me, Cynthia isn’t even going.  So, ye’d be bored out of yer skull anyway!  It’s just an overnight trip....I’ll be back here the next day, and, if yer well enough, maybe ya can come to one or both concerts at Carnegie Hall, okay?  But, either way, that will give you three whole days to get better so yer okay fer Miami.  Right?”

Katie hesitated before conceding, “Yeah, I guess.”

George smiled with relief.  “Good!  It’s settled then!”  Standing, he drew the covers back on the bed.  “C’mon, in yer go!”

Slowly, Katie stood and removed her robe.  Sliding in under the covers, she allowed George to pull them over her.

Giving her a kiss on the forehead, George said, “The hotel doctor’s going to be up in about an hour to see ya.  In the meanwhile, I’ll have Mal order some tea fer ya.  Are ya hungry?  Do ye feel like eating something?”

Katie shook her mutely.

“Alright….I’ve got to get down to that press conference soon.  We’re already late.  The fellas sent a note down telling them they had headaches – get this – from all of the photographer’s flashbulbs!  As if they’ll believe that one!” he laughed.  

Katie gave an insincere half-smile.  He seems a bit too cheerful for a guy so upset that his girl won’t be with him!

Standing at the door, George turned back and said, “I’ll check in on ya after the press conference, luv.  While I’m gone, phone Louise in our suite if ya need anything, okay?”

“Okay,” she replied sadly.

“Love ya, baby girl!”  He was gone before she could answer.

Snuggling down under the warmth of the covers, Katie lay in her bed feeling sorry for herself.  One thought kept replaying itself in her mind….George….with all those girls around him trying to catch his attention….and I’m not there!  
Outside her window, she could hear the distant and jubilant singing from the growing crowd of fans seeming to mock her….

“We love you Beatles, oh yes we do….”

“Oh, shut up!” she hissed, throwing one pillow against the window and burying her head under the other.

The following morning, New York City was blanketed in a continuing snow storm.  The Beatles were scheduled to fly into Dulles Airport from LaGuardia, but the four concurred that flying was out of the question.  George put it succinctly to Brian when he stubbornly insisted that he was not going to fly in “fookin’ blizzard!”

Despite the fact that it was Lincoln’s birthday – and therefore a national holiday – arrangements were hastily made for the group to make the trip via train from Penn Station.  Since numerous representatives from the press – including the now omnipresent “Murray the K,” the self-proclaimed “fifth Beatle” - would be traveling with the group, an additional car was connected to carry them all.  Before noon, the entire entourage – save Brian, who arranged to fly to DC later that day – boarded an old Richmond, Fredericksburg, and Potomac sleeper car, aptly named the “King George,” and made the little more than three hour trip to Union Station in Washington, DC.  Upon arriving, they were greeted by more than two thousand fans who braved the snow storm to greet their heroes.  Tellingly, Ringo informed one journalist that it was “….great being here in New York….”  On both the journey to and from DC, the boys clowned around for the journalists and for the camera of two brothers who were hired to document the boys’ trip to the US for Granada Television back in Britain.  They were giddy with the monumental success they experienced conquering America.

Back in New York, Katie had to admit to herself – if not to anyone else – that it would have been a mistake for her to have tried making the trip.  In spite of having been given a hefty injection of antibiotic by the hotel doctor, as well as a prescription for continued treatment, she was feeling worse than the day before.  Not feeling up to doing anything else, she slept throughout most of the day, and it wasn’t until nightfall that she started to feel any improvement.  George had phoned her twice from DC, the first call made following the concert; the second, following a disastrous visit to the British Embassy.  He had woken her both times when he phoned, and she fell asleep during the second phone call, right in the middle of his rant about “some bird snipping Ringo’s hair.”  As sick as she was, though, it didn’t escape her notice that there were the sounds of a party in the background when George phoned that second time from his hotel room.  Much to her chagrin, among those sounds, she could hear distinctly female voices, but she felt too sick and too tired to make an issue of it at the time.  Mentally filing the incident away for a future discussion, she struggled to stay alert through the conversation, but drifted off anyway, awaking the next morning to find the beeping receiver hidden among the bed covers.

She awoke again that afternoon and knew immediately that the boys had returned when she heard the crowd of fans gathered outside.  She reached over to the phone, intending to call George, but paused when she considered that she’d been lying in bed for the past twenty-four hours.  Rising from the bed slowly, she made sure that she felt well enough before standing and gathering her things for a shower.  A half-hour later, she sat on the side of her bed, running a comb through her damp hair, and phoned the boys’ suite.

Not long after hanging up, George came bounding into her room.  “Hello, gorgeous!” he shouted vigorously as he jumped on the bed beside her.  Leaning in, he gave her a peck on the lips.  “How’re ya feeling, babe?”

“Not as well as you, obviously,” she replied with a giggle.

“Ah, well, we’ll have to see what we can do to change that, eh?” he said with a wink as he lay back against her pillow, folding his arms under his head.

“Comfy?” she asked with a grin.

“Quite, ta!” He reached out and pulled her down with him until she was laying beside him, her head on his chest.  Feeling the dampness of her hair through his shirt, he exclaimed, “Ech!  Yer all wet!”

“I washed my hair!  You couldn’t see it was wet?”  

Just then, there was a knock at the door.  “Come in,” Katie called.

Hearing Katie’s invitation through the closed door, Neil twisted the knob and walked in, pausing momentarily when he saw that George was there.  The smile on George’s face disappeared instantly when he saw Neil come through the door.

“Hey, Katie, I just wanted to see how ya were feeling, l--” Seeing the dark look on George’s face, he stopped himself from adding the habitual “luv.”

Oblivious, Kate smiled brightly.  “I’m feeling better, thanks, Neil!  It’s nice of you to check!”

“Yeah, it’s nice of ya to check, Neil,” George repeated dryly.  

Neil got the message.  “Right,” he started nervously.  “Well, I’ll leave ya to it, then…just wanted to…er, ya know, see if ya needed anything.”

“Thanks, Neil, I appreciate it.  I’m fine, though.”

Neil nodded once, painfully aware that while Katie might have appreciated the gesture, George certainly didn’t appear to.  “Okay, then.  I’ll, er, see ya later.”

“Okay!  Thanks again!” Katie called out as the road manager left the room.  Looking at George, she asked point blank, “Why do you talk that way to him?”

“What way?” George tried and failed to look surprised.

“Mean…like you’re pissed off or something.  Why?  He was only trying to help.”

“Yeah, well….he’s always ‘trying to help’!” George groused in reply.

Katie chided, “George!”

“He fancies ya, ya know,” he stated bluntly.

Katie shrugged dismissively.  Now George really was surprised.  “You know?!”

“Yeah, so what?  It’s not like he’s made any passes at me or anything.  Besides, what do you have to worry about?”

“You shouldn’t encourage him,” George rebuked her.

“I don’t!”  It was Katie’s turn to be surprised.

George made a disgruntled sound of disagreement, but opted to change the subject.  “So, do ya think ye’ll be able to make the concert?”

“I’m thinking I’ll skip the show at seven and come to the nine-thirty instead.  Is that okay?”

“Mmmm….I reckon,” he said, playing with a drying curl. “Ya don’t have to come at all if you don’t feel up to it, baby girl.”

“Oh no!” Katie answered quickly.  “I’m feeling much better, and I do want to go.  I just want time to get all prettied up for you!” she added teasingly.

“As if it were possible fer you to get any prettier than ya are!” he joked back.

“Oh…you’re good!” Katie laughed.

George’s laughter faded to a smile as he looked at the clock over Katie’s shoulder.  “Ya know…,” he began, “….we have a bit of time before we have to leave….”

“Yeah, so?” Katie grinned at his tone.

“So….I was thinking….we could find a better way to spend the time than just talking….”  He raised his brows suggestively.

“Really?”

“Oh yes!  It’s not as though we’re going to make each other sick, is it?”

“Uh-huh…,” she deadpanned.  “George?”

“Hmmm?”

She smiled coyly.  “Lock the door.”
The storm had abated considerably by Thursday morning, and by the time the Beatles, their entourage, and the several men from the press boarded the one-thirty National Airlines Flight 11 to Miami, everyone was looking forward to the sun and warmth that waited only hours away.  Arriving at the airport, they were surprised to discover that someone posing as their representative had changed their tickets from first class to tourist.  It really didn’t bother the boys much, but Brian was livid!  When the DC-8 arrived in Miami, it was met by over seven thousand teenagers and a near riot.  Windows in the terminal were smashed and the crowd had broken through the first line of policemen.  All passengers, except for the boys, Brian, Neil, and Mal, were made to exit the plane first.  As she, Louise, and Cynthia were taken to the Deauville Hotel in one limousine, Katie worried about the boys’ safety.  She’d seen the crowd going wild, and knew that, whether they meant to or not, they could seriously hurt the boys.  When she finally saw George walk in to her room, she breathed a sigh of relief.  Going to him, Kate put her arms around his waist. “You’re okay!”

“Of course I’m okay!” he laughed.  Then growing perturbed, he pulled her aside and said, “Listen, I don’t know how that prick Murray Kaufman pulled it off, but he’s sharing a room with me!”

“Oh no!  George, what are we going to do?” Katie whispered urgently, checking to make sure that Louise couldn’t overhear them.  “We only have until Monday!”

George looked over at his sister before answering, “I’ve arranged a separate room fer us!  Now, listen, it’s on another floor, so ye’ll have to be careful, right?  That copper they put on us is dead keen to know when we’re even going to take a piss, so ye’ll have to be cagey, yeah?”  Slipping her a small paper, he said, “It’s room 712, and it’s fer Mr. and Mrs. George O’Hara, okay?”
Katie giggled at his choice of alias.

“Hide that paper, don’t let anyone see it or catch you sneaking out.  I’ll ring you when I’m there so ye’ll know when to come down.”

“Who set this up?  Who knows about it?”

“Neil arranged it, and only he and Mal know.”

Katie felt her face redden and bit her lower lip nervously.  She didn’t like the idea of Neil knowing that she and George were sleeping together.  

But that’s silly!  Why should I care?  I certainly don’t care that Mal knows!  So why does it bother me that Neil does?  Besides, it’s not like he didn’t know before this anyway.  He certainly knew when I was in England.  Hell, for that matter, he knew that I thought I was pregnant!  So, why should I care what he thinks?  

But she did.  Perhaps it was because she knew how he felt about her.  Oddly, she found herself thinking, George should have asked someone else to do it.  

“Kate?” George prompted.

Remembering then that George was waiting for her to respond, she agreed, “Okay, George.”

That night, led by the Beatle-appendage known as “Murray the K,” the boys, their press agent - Brian Sommerville, Katie, and Cynthia went out to sample the Miami nightlife.  Accompanied by only the one policeman, they spent most of the night in a dark corner at the Peppermint Lounge.  Within thirty minutes, word had spread that the Beatles were in the club, and Katie suddenly found herself being jostled and pushed aside by seemingly dozens of heavily made-up, sparsely clothed, big-haired, bigger-busted beauties who pulled at George….trying to get him on the dance floor, trying to sit in his lap, trying to run their hands through his hair…basically, trying anything they could think of to catch and keep his attention.  Among them was a tipsy bouffanted blonde who was unusually persistent and forceful in her pursuit of George.  Katie watched the woman’s gross behavior with growing indignation.  Her irritation was matched by Cynthia’s, who endured much the same treatment, but with much more grace….the sort of grace, Katie supposed, that develops only from experience.  

By the time they left the club and headed to another, Katie was glad to slam the door behind her.  She was shocked however, when she walked into the Wreck Bar at the Castaway’s Hotel to find many of the same girls waiting for the group.  Who the hell told them where we were going? she thought angrily.  Well before they had reached the second bar, George was more than aware that Katie was not happy.  He tried to make amends by being especially attentive to her, but the attempt ended up backfiring.  The couple was out on the dance floor swaying slowly to Ed Townsend’s “For Your Love.”  The obnoxious blonde, who had followed the group from the Peppermint Lounge, approached them, and asked in a pseudo-sugary voice, “May I cut in?”

Katie was prepared to say, “No,” but George beat her to it.  “Sorry, luv,” he told the blonde with a smile. “…but I’ve promised this dance to me girl here.”

Katie saw the blonde’s eyes sweep over her dismissively, “Oh….well, when you’re done dancing with your little friend then, Georgie, I’ll be waiting for you at the table, okay baby?”  She traced a pointed red fingertip down his cheek and winked before turning and sauntering away. George stood speechless as he watched her go.  With a laugh, he shook his head in disbelief.  Turning back to Katie, and, with a grin, said, “Sorry, luv!”

Katie stopped dancing and just glared at him.

“What?  What is it?” he asked in obvious confusion.

“Your ‘little friend’?”  Katie repeated heatedly.

“What?  Katie, why are ya getting angry with me?  I didn’t say anything, did I?” he asked defensively.

“You know, George, that’s just the point!  Why didn’t you say anything?”

George shrugged.  “I don’t know, Kate!  Who cares what a total stranger thinks anyway?”

“I care, George!  I care that you were talking to that-that…woman…all night --”

“I wasn’t!” he half-laughed with incredulity.

“—and yet she somehow has the impression that I’m only your ‘little friend’?”

“Kate --”

“Oi, George, we’re heading back to the hotel, mate….you two coming?” Ringo called as he approached them, interrupting the argument.

John sidled up drunkenly to Ringo and threw an arm around his shoulders.  “’ey Ritch, these two are always coming, aren’t yas?” he slurred with a wink.

George was about to ask them to give he and Katie a few minutes, but she interjected, “Yes.  I’ve had more than enough of this crap for one night!”  She stalked off without looking back.

When Katie returned to her hotel room, Louise was already fast asleep.  George had tried to stop her from walking away when the elevator doors opened on their floor, but she ignored his pleas and kept walking.  He didn’t want to make a scene in front of the others, so he let her go for the time being.  Later on, when the telephone rang in her room, she knew it would be him and answered it immediately so it wouldn’t wake Louise.  

Grabbing the receiver, she answered, “What?”

“Katie, please don’t hang up!  Listen, I’m in our room downstairs.  Come down so we can talk, luv.  Ye’ve got the wrong idea, Katie….really, you do.  Please come down here!”  George pleaded.

“Piss off!” she replied before hanging up.

The next day, the boys were up and out early for a “Life” magazine photo shoot.  Later that afternoon, a car was sent to pick up Cynthia and Katie and bring them to a marina to join the boys for an afternoon of boating.  Plagued all her life with motion sickness, Louise opted out of the trip, preferring to stay at the hotel and lounge with a book down by the pool.  Upon arriving at the marina, the girls were brought aboard and hidden inside while the group posed for some photos on and around the borrowed yacht.  Afterward, the boat headed out to open sea where they would all spend the afternoon enjoying a well-earned rest.  Halfway out, however, Brian Sommerville discovered that a local journalist and his photographer had stowed away.  He angrily demanded that the yacht be turned back and the two be bought ashore immediately.  Katie watched the spectacle and wondered if life with George was now doomed to always be this crazy.

Once it was just the boys, the two girls, the two Brians, Neil, Mal, and the annoyingly-present “Murray the K,” they were finally able to breathe easy.  Even out at sea, though, their peace and quiet was intermittently disturbed by other boaters who yelled and blew whistles at them.  Cynthia and the boys were taking it all in stride, but Katie wanted to scream.  She was lying out on a towel on the top deck next to Cyn while John and George were swimming and taking turns diving off the boat.  At one point, Murray joined the boys in the water, prompting Katie to wonder unkindly, Where’s a shark when you want one? After only a short while, Murray climbed out, and the two girls watched as their men swam in silence. A few minutes had passed when Cyn asked, “So….you and George are having a row, eh?”

Katie was startled by the frankness of the question, especially since she had purposely avoided arguing in front of anyone.  “Why do say that?”

Cyn laughed, “Are ya joking, Katie?  We’re all living on top of one another.  It’s hard not to notice.”

“Oh,” Katie said quietly.  “Well, yeah….we are, but it’s not like I want to be.  I mean…we don’t have much time left together.  This isn’t how I really want to spend it.”

“I see,” Cyn murmured, adjusting her sunglasses.  “Well, then….fix it.”

“How?” Katie asked helplessly.

“Apologize…tell him the argument’s done…whatever it takes….just end it…now.”

“It’s not that easy, Cyn,” Katie replied sadly.

“Oh, I think it is that easy, Katie.  It’s the pride that gets in the way, isn’t it?”

“It’s my pride that started this stupid argument anyway.”

“How’s that?” Cyn asked curiously.

“This woman at the club last night….she spent almost the whole night talking to George…touching him and flirting with him…and he just let’s her!  I mean, man, he was eating it up!  Then, we go to the other club, right? And George and I finally get to spend some time together when suddenly, there she is again!  Then she calls me his ‘little friend’ and he says nothing!  Nothing!  Can you imagine?!”

Cynthia shook her head slowly, leading Katie to believe that she shared her resentment, but, then, she asked quietly, “What would you have had George say, Katie?”

What?!  “Uh…how about…maybe, something like…‘Hey Blondie!  She’s my girlfriend, ya stupid bitch, so get lost!’?” Katie replied crossly.

Cynthia laughed.  “Well, as much as I would have loved to heard that convo, yer fergetting, Kate….the boys aren’t supposed to have girlfriends.”

Katie froze.  She had forgotten that.  She didn’t much agree with it or like it, but it was the policy for the group.  “Oh yeah,” she said softly, and bit her lower lip nervously as she watched George pull himself up the ladder at the back of the boat.

Leaning toward the girl, Cynthia gently nudged her shoulder with her own and whispered with an encouraging wink, “Go on, then….kiss and make up!”

Less than an hour later, George and Katie did “make up” in the master bedroom below deck while the rest of the group was still gathered around the table on deck following an early dinner. An umbrella kept the hottest sunrays at bay, and a soft balmy tropic breeze cooled them.  However, although they floated on calm seas, the boat appeared to be rocking quite incessantly. Brian was pleased when he noticed everyone smiling, but noted the curious way they appeared to be avoiding looking at one another. 

As the movement of the boat increased, he sagely – if naively - observed, “Hmpf!  There must be quite an undertow!” The group broke into a raucous laughter.

Below deck, George and Katie lay on the bed, wrapped in each other’s arms, basking in the afterglow of their lovemaking.

The weekend brought equal opportunities to both work and play.  In between the Sullivan rehearsal, photo shoots, and interviews, Katie and Cynthia, sometimes Louise, but always the nauseatingly-present “Murray the K,” joined the group to enjoy a genuine American bar-b-que at the home of their bodyguard, go dancing at Miami’s most popular lounges and discothèques, and they even took in a couple of shows at the nightclubs.  For their part, both Katie and George, anxious to avoid another argument, made a special effort to be considerate of the other.  George tried to remain extra attentive to Katie, especially when other women were around - and Katie tried to remain patient and understanding, especially when other women were around!  During those times when she felt her resolve start to falter, she sought out Cynthia, who would gently but firmly remind her why the things upsetting her were not George’s fault, but a side-effect of his celebrity.

The Saturday before the Sullivan broadcast from Miami, George surprised Katie by informing her that the boys had convinced Brain to arrange for them to stay on in Miami an extra four days.  They were supposed to fly back to England that Monday after the show, but now they’d be staying on until the following Friday.  

Upon hearing the news, Katie said, “George, that’s great for you guys, but I don’t think my dad is gonna let me skip even more days of school.”

George was grinning like a mad idiot.  “That’s the fab part, baby girl!  I already had Lou ring yer father and ask.  He told her that you could sag off school, but have to promise ye’ll make up all yer schoolwork, but Katie….he said it was okay!”

Katie jumped up and screamed with joy, which resulted in two of Miami’s finest bursting into the room.  Seeing Katie hugging George’s neck, they mistook her for an overzealous fan that snuck in and started pulling her off George while George, with a strong grip around her waist, was pulling her back.  Both of them were laughing so hard that neither could explain coherently who she was or that she belonged there.  The police only stared at George oddly as they valiantly fought to “save” him, puzzled why the Beatle seemed to be resisting their efforts.

They’d dragged Katie halfway to the door when Ringo came out his bedroom to see what all the commotion was about.  As he saw what was happening, he ran over, yelling, “’ere! What are ya doing?  Leave off, she’s with us!  George!  Tell them, will ya?”

At dinner that night, George recounted the story for everyone with great relish.  Katie giggled and leaned over, giving Ringo a kiss, “My hero!” she teased, leaving the drummer blushing madly.  

“Ah, yer bleedin’ daft, the pair of ya!” he groused as the group enjoyed a good-natured laugh at his expense.

Sunday morning brought yet another rehearsal for the Sullivan show that evening.  There were to be two performances that day.  One would be taped for a future airing the same way the show in New York the previous week was taped for airing the week after the boys left for England.  The second show, however, would be the live broadcast.  

Since the boys would be tied up for the greater part of the day, Katie, Louise, and Cynthia took advantage of the free time….laying out on the beach, lounging at the hotel pool, and doing a bit of shopping.  Originally George had asked Murray to accompany the girls, but all three women rejected the escort vehemently.  Warned by Brian that they “…simply can not meander about Miami on their own,” Cynthia asked him to have Neil accompany them, and Brian consented.  That afternoon, as the boys were preparing for the afternoon show, George broke a string tuning his guitar.  Checking all of his guitar cases, he discovered he had no more “A” strings.  A cursory check of John’s cases revealed – much to George’s frustration – no strings at all!  “Bloody typical!”  he grumbled to himself.  

When he called for Neil, Mal appeared.  “D’ya need something, George?” the large man asked genially.

“Aye, where’s Neil?”  George asked without looking up from his task.

“Brian asked him to do something.  Will I do?”

“I need strings…an “A”…silk-steel, preferably.  What did Brian ask him to do?”

Mal withdrew a scrap of paper from his pocket and wrote down the information, answering as he wrote, “Oh, Neil’s with the girls.”

George stopped tuning his guitar and looked up the large man.  “What ‘girls’?” he asked pointedly.

Mal paused and looked at George curiously. “The girls, George.  Ya know….Lou, Cyn, and Katie.”

“Neil is with Katie?” George asked crossly.

Realizing this upset George, but not knowing why, Mal replied, “Er, yeah.  Why?  Is there something wrong with that?”

Setting aside his guitar, George stood.  “Everything’s wrong with that.  Where’s Brian?”

