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I’ll Follow the Sun

“Why does it feel like we’re always saying good-bye?” Katie asked miserably.

George pulled her closer, burying his face in her auburn curls.  “I know, luv,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with emotion.  Forcing a brighter tone, he added, “Just try to think how great it will be when you come to London in the spring, though, eh?”

Pulling back just enough that she could see his face, she replied, “But George, that’s practically two months away!  That’ll be the longest we’ve been apart yet!”

He silently gazed into her eyes.  They glistened with unshed tears that, for some reason, made the green appear darker than usual. “I love you, Kate,” he said softly.

With a heartfelt sigh, she laid her head against his chest, basking in the warmth and comfort of his arms, knowing that, in a matter of minutes, she would have to leave him…again.

They were interrupted by a knock on the door.  Suspecting he knew who was on the other side, George called, “Come in.”  

Mal popped his head in the door, “Ready when you are, Kate.  I’ll be out in the sitting room when yer ready to go, luv, okay?”

Katie nodded mutely, and Mal gave a sympathetic smile before withdrawing and closing the door.  George covertly glanced at his watch and saw how late it was.  “I hate to say this, baby girl, but you’d best get going if yer going to make yer plane.”

The lump in Katie’s throat felt like it doubled in size, and she felt new tears stinging her eyes.  This time, she allowed them to fall….it was futile trying to hide them.  She was wearing her loafers which, at five foot three, made it necessary for her to stand almost on tiptoe to close the near seven inch gap in height just to kiss George, even though he’d bent his head forward.  When they broke from the kiss, a rush of words poured forth, “I wish I could fly to New York with you and go home from there….I really wish I was just going with you period…back to England….and spring, George…God!  It just feels so damn long!  And what about your birthday?  I can’t even be with you on your birthday!  And it’s your twenty-first birthday, too, not just any old birthday!  This is all just so damn unfair!”  By the time her tirade faded, she was sobbing.  She clung to him and buried her face in his shirt, her tears creating a wet, transparent patch on the white cotton.

“Shhh…’salright, luv.  It will be alright….”  He didn’t really know what to say to calm her, and truth be told, he was feeling fairly miserable himself.  She was right….spring did seem far away…and he was going to have to go all that time without seeing her even once.  In a way, I’ll have it easier.  At least I’ll be busy making the film.  Then again, she’ll be back at school, spending time with her dad and Deirdre, larking about with Jeanie and her mates, going to the Band Box and the Drive-In.  So, she’ll have school and her family and her mates and…boys…  The thought came to unbidden and unwanted, and he felt his stomach do a flip when he’d thought it.

They were interrupted by a second knock at the door.  Unlike Mal before her, Louise didn’t wait to be invited in.  “Katydid,” she called softly, reverting to the affectionate nickname, “…we’ve really got to get moving, pet.  There’ll be traffic, ya know?”

George handed her a tissue, and Katie wiped the tears from her face, “Okay, Lou, I’ll be right out,” she replied, trying to control the lingering hiccoughs. 

“Two minutes, yes?”  Louise asked gently but firmly.

“Okay.”

When Louise shut the door, Katie smiled almost apologetically at George.  “I guess I’ve got to go now.”

“Yeah,” he agreed dejectedly.

With worry furrowing his heavy brows, George bit his lower lip and tried to suppress the rising panic as he looked on while she picked up her purse and hung it over her shoulder.  “Erm, Katie?”

“Yeah?”

What am I going to say? “Please stay true?  Please don’t believe everything you read about me? Please don’t fall out of love with me?  Please don’t fall for someone else?” 

“I…er, ya know…I’ll ring ya every chance I get…and letters – I’ll write ya letters and such, yeah?  I mean, I know this will be hard, but we were apart almost as long the first time….we can get through this, okay?”

Katie regarded him thoughtfully.  Something in his tone and demeanor told her he was concerned.  Why? Does he really think he has anything to worry about?!  Putting her hand to the side of his face, she said, “I love you, George.  You’re the only boy I’ve ever loved and the only boy I ever will love.  Please don’t forget that.”  And please don’t go around “shagging” the fans!  
They then shared one last fervent kiss, each one sensing the desperation in the other.  “I love you,” George repeated brusquely.

“I love you, too!”  Katie exclaimed with equal ardor. 

They parted from their embrace, and he walked with Katie out into the sitting room, his arm wrapped so tightly around her shoulders, it almost hurt her.  Upon seeing the young couple finally emerging from the room, Mal and Louise stood.  “All set, then?” Mal asked convivially.  Although Katie had grown fond of the large man, she resented his cheerfulness in light of her own misery.  Not trusting her own ability to keep her tone cordial – or even civil – she merely nodded in answer.

John, Cynthia, Paul, Ringo, and Neil had already said their goodbyes and were long gone, having headed down to the beach early that morning.  Only Brian was left in the house.  While George hugged his sister, Katie thanked Brian, giving him a hug and kiss goodbye. The three men then walked with the women out to the waiting car.  Mal slid in the front seat next to the driver, and Louise and Katie sat in the back.  Before they pulled away, George leaned in through the open window and gave Katie one last kiss.  As they drove from the house, Katie waved at the two figures fading into the distance, contorting herself in the backseat just to keep George in sight as long as possible.  When she could no longer see him, she turned around and sat staring out at the passing scenery, seeing none of it.  Louise made a few attempts to engage the teen in conversation, but gave up when it became clear that the last thing Katie wanted to do at that point was talk.  Instead, Lou turned her attention to Mal, who was never at a loss for words and good conversation.

They arrived at the airport with little time to spare.  Veering the car over to the curb in front of the terminal, the driver left the car running and got out to assist Mal with the offloading of the girls’ luggage while Louise went to fetch a porter.  With their flight already in the boarding stage, Katie and Louise were allowed to pass through to the check in counter ahead of a long line of disgruntled passengers.  Once they were checked in, Mal led the two women to the gate, inwardly blessing the ticket agent for phoning ahead to let the gate attendants know they were on the way.  By the time they arrived at the gate, they were only passengers left to board, and they needed to hasten their goodbyes.

“Thank you so much for everything, Mal….It was lovely meeting you!  Take good care of our kid, won’t you” Louise said hurriedly as she gave him a hug and a kiss on both cheeks.  Then, turning to the agent, she handed him her boarding pass.

Katie threw her arms around the big man’s waist, which was as high as she could reach.  “Thanks again, Mal!  Look after George for me, okay?  And have a safe trip back to New York and London!”

“Ah, it was my pleasure, luv!” he grinned.  Suddenly remembering, he withdrew an envelope from the inner breast pocket of his sports jacket.  “I almost forgot, Kate!  Neil asked me to see that you received this before you left,” he said, handing her the envelope.

Katie accepted it with a puzzled smile.  Mal shrugged in response as if to say “I don’t know what’s in it.”

Shoving the envelope into her purse, she handed the agent her boarding pass and followed Louise out onto the windy tarmac and onto the stairs leading to their plane.  At the top, Katie turned back and waved before disappearing inside.

Their seats in first class were only a few rows back from the entrance they’d just come through.  They quickly buckled themselves in, and, less than ten minutes later, the plane was barreling down the runway.  Looking out the window, Katie noticed that she could see the coast and searched in vain for Star Island.  Realizing it was impossible to pick out from her altitude, she sadly closed the shade, and, closing her eyes, feigned sleep to avoid any conversation.  Every now and then, she reached up and brushed a tear from her cheek.  Please God, let the next two months pass quickly! she prayed fervently as the plane turned and headed west.

“The girls get off okay?” Paul asked as he poured himself a drink.

“Yeah,” George answered grimly.

Paul leaned against the counter and regarded his old friend.  “She really means a lot to yer, yeah?”

George replied irritably, “Of course she does!”

Paul sipped his drink and nodded thoughtfully.  “Do yer really think you two are going to make it, then?  Ya know, do yer think you really will marry next year?”

“I’m dead certain of it,” George replied resolutely.

“Right,” Paul said quietly, raising an eyebrow in doubt.  “She’s very young though, George, isn’t she?”

“What do yer mean?” George shot back defensively.

Paul put his hand up in surrender.  “Don’t get angry, mate, I’m only saying the obvious, ya know?  She’s young – a teenager…a kid, really, and she’ll still be a teenager next year when yer  planning to marry.”

“So, what’s yer point?” George demanded with a huff.

“Only that the two of you were at each other’s throats more than once during the past couple of weeks…usually over other girls.  I’m just saying that maybe she’s a bit too young to be thinking about marrying.”  He waited for George to say something, but the other Beatle only stared quietly out the patio doors.  Taking a deep breath, Paul took the plunge.  “And ya know, George, maybe you are, too.”

George slowly shifted his eyes to meet Paul’s.  “What the fuck do you know, Paul?  We love each other, and we both want to be married.  Unlike Jane, Katie is looking forward to being me wife and having children with me.”  He knew it was an unkind thing to say – a fact confirmed by the subtle wince Paul gave as he said it, but he was growing tired of the constant barrage of criticism from others.  

Paul’s eyes narrowed.  “Yeah, yer right, it’s none of my business.  I just thought I could talk to ya…as a mate, ya know?”  He turned to leave, but turned back suddenly and added, “And by the way, ya know fuck all about Jane and me.  Fer yer information, we have talked about getting married.  It’s just that we both decided it would be better to wait until she’s grown up, ya know, George, until she’s an adult.”  With a derisive snort, Paul walked out of the kitchen, leaving George on his own.

He felt a bit guilty about bringing Jane into the conversation.  He’d done it specifically to get at Paul, but, especially after seeing Paul’s reaction, he felt badly about it.  A few times, his friend had confided his concern that Jane’s career meant more to her than he did.  Paul and Jane were still very much in the blush of a new relationship, but even now she was taking acting roles and making plans that would make their periods of separation even longer.  The fact that Paul was crazy about the young actress made it all the more hurtful for him.  George had to admit to himself that it was low blow.  He promised himself that he’d find Paul later and apologize.

Sighing, he went to the sliding glass door and stepped out on the patio.  Walking a few feet toward the edge of the large in-ground pool, he lowered himself into a lounge chair.  Twilight was just descending upon the Florida coast, and George tilted his head toward the sky, noticing the first few stars twinkling dimly in the distance.  Katie should be arriving in Chicago by now.   He did the calculations in his head….she’ll have thirty or so minutes to then catch her plane to St. Louis…another hour and a half, she’ll arrive….and then the hundred mile drive to Benton. 
He felt sad and lonely thinking how just this morning they’d made love, and now, she was halfway across the country…far from him.  I wish I could ring her! But he knew it would be hours yet before he could even hear her voice.

He heard the whoosh of the sliding glass door and cringed.  He wanted to be left alone.

John called to him.  “’ey, Georgie!  We’ve a few people over from the clubs.  Why don’t ya come in and join us instead of sittin’ out here sulkin’?  It’d do ya a world of good, son!”  

“I’m not really feeling like a party right now, ta, John,” he replied sullenly.

John walked over to where George lay stretched out on the lounge chair.  “C’mon, Georgie….it’s our last bleedin’ night in the house, eh?  Tomorrow we’re back at the hotel and then it’s back to England.  Let’s make the most of it.  Ya can go back to mournin’ tomorrow!”  

George looked up at his friend, and couldn’t keep from smiling when he saw the big grin pasted on John’s face.  

“Come ‘ead, mate!  Ya can drink yerself legless until ya ferget yer Lolita!  I’ll join ya even!”

“There’s not enough drink in the world,” George brooded.

John kicked the chair.  “C’mon, George!” he said more seriously.  “It’s just what ya need.”

Knowing he’d get no peace from John, George hauled himself out of the lounge chair.  “I reckon I could come in fer a bit,” he conceded reluctantly.
This appeared to make John happy – too happy - leading George to believe that John had already gotten a head start on the drinking.  “Ah, that’s the style that Mary sat on!”

George gave a half-smile and shook his head slowly as he followed John back into the house.  Entering the kitchen, he heard the record player blasting from the sitting room and what sounded like dozens of voices talking all at once.  John handed him a glass which George mindlessly took a gulp from.  As he swallowed the burning liquid, his eyes went wide and he stared at John in disbelief.  “What the fuck is this?” he said through watering eyes in a choked voice.

“Scotch and coke!”  John replied brightly.

“Where’s the coke?” George jokingly demanded.

Smiling wryly, John assured him, “Well, there’s a shot in there somewhere!”  

“I can believe it!”  

Just then, someone – a reporter fellow that had befriended the boys – called John’s name.  George took advantage of John’s distraction to walk through the room, greeting familiar faces whose names he couldn’t remember.  Looking straight ahead, he froze.  There, propped up against the wall, drink in hand and a Cheshire Cat-like smile directed pointedly at him, was the blonde from the Peppermint Lounge.  “Christ!” he swore under his breath, vowing he’d find out who had invited her and kill them.  He wanted to back track and run the other way, but it was too late.  She had pushed off the wall and was sauntering his way.

“Hiya, Georgie,” she greeted him saucily.  She went to kiss his lips, but he turned his head and the kiss landed on his cheek.

“’lo…Sandy, isn’t it?”  he replied politely.

“Oh!  You remember my name.  I am impressed!”

“Yeah, well…,” he floundered, looking around for some means of escape.

“I was really hoping I’d get to see you tonight,” she told him, laying a hand on his chest.

“Really…,” he answered inattentively.  Perhaps she’ll take the hint.

Just then, someone turned the record player even louder, making conversation all but impossible.  Sandy had said something else then that he didn’t catch, and that gave him an idea.  Forcing an apologetic expression, he leaned in and spoke loudly in her ear, “Sorry, luv, can’t hardly hear fer all the noise!”  Why is she smiling?  Did she not hear what I said?

The girl leaned in and, placing her hand at the back of his head, spoke in his ear, “Then let’s go somewhere more quiet…and private, hmmm, baby?”  She pulled back to see his reaction, leaving her hand where it was.

George realized his mistake and started to panic.  Before he could answer, she had taken his hand and was leading him down the hallway. The only rooms down that way were the bathroom and the bedrooms…and he had a strong suspicion she wasn’t leading him to the bathroom. Oh shit!

It was late in the evening by the time Katie and Louise arrived back in Benton.  While Gordon was emptying the trunk of the luggage, Katie was saying goodnight to Louise.  As she hugged the woman, she said, “I’m sorry if I was any trouble, Louise.  I really do appreciate your taking me with you and for talking my dad into letting me stay those extra days.  I had a great time!”

“Yer welcome, pet!” Louise answered, smiling affectionately at the teen.  

“I’m sorry I wasn’t very good company on the way home,” Katie added guiltily.  “It was kind of a tough day.”

Louise reached out and ran a hand through Katie’s hair.  “I know, luv.  Honestly, I wasn’t expecting anything else!” she laughed, making Katie smile.  Growing serious, she asked, “Ye’ll be alright, though?”

Katie sighed loudly and looked up the street so she wouldn’t have to see the sympathy in Louise’s eyes.  “I guess.”

The woman pulled her young neighbor into a hug, “Well, it’s been a long day.  You get a goodnight’s rest, and you’ll feel better in the morning, okay?”

“Yeah….goodnight, Lou.”  Katie crossed the lawn to her house while Gordon followed with her luggage.  She turned and waved again at Louise before entering the house.

As she suspected, her father and Deirdre had waited up for her and greeted her effusively when she came through the door.  Both she and her father thanked Gordon for driving all the way to the airport in St. Louis, and, while Katie greeted Deirdre, she saw her father and Gordon good-naturedly arguing as Kevin tried unsuccessfully to give Gordon some cash to offset the expense of the travel.  Finally, Gordon called “goodnight” to everyone and left before Kevin could covertly slip the bills in his pocket.

When the three were alone, Deirdre offered to fix tea and coffee, so the small family gathered around the table in the kitchen.  Reaching across the table, Kevin took his only child’s hand and exclaimed sincerely, “It’s good to have you home, sweetheart!  We’ve missed you!”

Katie noted with a detached interest, Interesting….he’s a “we” now!  “Thanks, Daddy…,” she started somberly.  “….it’s good to….” she stopped suddenly, and both Kevin and Deirdre looked at her in surprise. The girl sat with her head bowed, staring at the table.

“Kate?” Kevin asked worriedly, but received no reply.  “Katie?” he repeated.

Deirdre walked from the stove over to where Katie sat.  Leaning down, she placed her arm around the girl’s shoulders and asked, “Katie, is something wrong?”  
Still, no reply.  The two adults looked at each other in question and concern.  Worry turned to alarm when they saw a fat teardrop plop on the back of Katie’s hand.

Leaning forward, Kevin asked, “Jesus!  Katie, honey, what’s wrong?  Please tell us!”

Her voice quivering, Katie said, “I love you….”

Kevin looked at Deirdre helplessly.  “I love you, too, sweetheart --”

She cut Kevin off, and added, “…but I can’t bear this!”

“Bear what, Katie?” Deirdre asked gently.

“It hurts so much!” she cried as a sob took hold.

Kevin was up and out of his chair.  Taking his daughter in his arms, he rocked her slowly while Deirdre crouched at her side, holding her hand.  “Katie, did something happen?  Did someone…hurt you?” Kevin asked nervously.  
The girl shook her head as her body wracked with sobs.  Deirdre grabbed a napkin from the holder on the table and handed it to the teen and gently rubbed her arm with her free hand.

“Then, darling, what has you so upset?” she asked calmly.

“I can’t keep leaving him!  Or have him leaving me!” she cried.  “It’s horrible!  I feel like my heart is getting ripped out each time!  And now…now that he’s so famous…there are all these women after him…all the time!  I know he loves me, but how can he keep resisting when I’m hardly ever there?!  I swear, if anything happens…if I lose him because of this…I’ll…I’ll….I don’t know what I’ll do!” She started sobbing again…a heartbreaking cry of desperation.

Kevin’s eyes grew large at the implied threat.  Deirdre watched as he lifted a trembling hand to his brow and knew then just how frightened he was by Katie’s outburst.  She gently let go of Katie’s hand and left the room.  A minute later, she returned and, going to the sink, drew a glass of water.  Bringing the glass over to Katie, she softly instructed, “Here, honey, take this.”  In her outstretched hand was a small round yellow pill.

“What is that, Dee?” Kevin asked suspiciously.

“It’s just a valium, Kevin…a tranquilizer.  It’ll calm her down, and let her get some sleep.”

“Are you sure it’s safe for her to take?”  he asked doubtfully.

“Kevin, I’m a nurse.  Do you honestly think I would offer her anything if I wasn’t sure it was safe?”  she snapped.  Realizing then that both of their nerves were frayed by what was happening, she quickly added, “I’m sorry, darling.  Yes, it’s perfectly safe.”

Kevin smiled sadly in apology at his new love.  Turning his attention back to Katie, he urged, “Go on, honey, do as Dee says.  Take the pill…you’ll feel better.”

Katie did as she was told.  A few minutes later, her sobs had subsided, trickling to the occasional tears and sniffles.  As she drank her tea, she listened inattentively as Kevin and Deirdre regaled her with tales of woe concerning their own adolescent experiences with love and relationships.  While she knew that they meant well, the relationships they were describing couldn’t even begin to compare with the intensity – or the intimacy – of what she and George shared…but she couldn’t very well tell them that.  No father, after all, could possibly be expected to just calmly accept the fact that his sixteen year old daughter is having sex with her boyfriend.

By the time she’d finished her tea she was practically falling asleep at the table.  Noticing this, Deirdre helped her up from her chair and guided her into her bedroom.  A few minutes later, Deirdre came back out into the kitchen.  “She’s all tucked in for the night.  I’ve closed her door for now, but I suggest we open it before we go to bed, Kevin…just in case she calls for us.”

Kevin nodded absently as Deirdre poured out another two cups of coffee for them.  They sat in silence for several minutes, contemplating the strange events of the evening.  Finally, Kevin ran a hand through his hair and hissed, “Jesus!  I knew it was mistake letting her get this involved with that boy!  I knew it, Dee!”

Reaching out, she placed her hand on his arm.  “Kevin, you couldn’t have known it was going to go this far!  Please don’t blame yourself!”

“What was I thinking, Dee?!  She’s a sixteen year old girl, for Christ’s sake!”  He seethed in frustration and fear.  “Well, this is it!  This is it, Dee!  I am forbidding her to have any contact with that boy again!”

“I wouldn’t do that, Kevin!” Deirdre cautioned quickly.

“What else can I do?  You saw her tonight!  My daughter – my little girl – Dee!  She was threatening…she….” He broke down, and Deirdre shot up out of her chair and went to him.  Putting her arms around him, she held him closely.  “I can’t lose her, Dee!” he croaked emotionally.

“Shhh…I know, darling…I know…but you must listen to me, Kevin.  What’s going on between Katie and George is much more serious than you understand.  If you try to come between them now, you’re as good as forcing Katie to choose between the two of you.  Believe me when I tell you, nothing…nothing can compete with a young woman’s lover….not even her father.”

Kevin pulled back and looked at her skeptically.  “Lover?  That’s a bit much, don’t you think?  He’s her boyfriend!  Girls her age go through several boyfriends!”

Taking the chair next to him, Deirdre held onto his hand.  She looked into his eyes and said earnestly, “No, Kevin, it’s not a bit much.  It’s exactly what he is.”  She debated the wisdom of what she was about to do, but resolved that it was important that Kevin understand exactly what was at stake.  “George is not merely Katie’s boyfriend….he is her lover.”

She held Kevin’s gaze, willing him to understand…praying she had not made a mistake.  Kevin returned her gaze with one of bewilderment and disbelief.  Slowly though, Deirdre saw his expression change as the truth and gravity of the situation finally dawned on him.  “No!” he whispered emphatically.

Nervously, she nodded in affirmation.

“Oh God!” he groaned, covering his face with his hands.  “Oh Jesus Christ!  My baby…my little girl!  What the fuck was I thinking?!”

“Kev --”

“I’ll kill the limey fucker!” he shouted, jumping up from his seat and pounding the table with his fist.  “I’ll fucking wring his skinny neck!”

Deirdre jumped up out of her seat then too.  Going to him, she whispered urgently, “Kevin, please, keep your voice down, you’ll wake her!”

Clasping his hands on top of his head, he paced the kitchen like a caged animal, barely able to contain his rage. Deirdre stood by anxiously, hoping the fury would burn itself out.  Maybe I should slip him a valium, too! she considered half-seriously. 
Whether because his anger did eventually dissipate or whether because the pain in his injured leg became too much, he finally did collapse into a chair and, in emotional exhaustion, laid his head on top of his arms and moaned, “What did I do?  Oh God, what the hell did I do?  I’m so sorry, Nora!  I’m so very, very sorry!”

Deirdre put her arms around the broken father, and ventured softly, “I’m certain Nora would be the first to tell you that this isn’t your fault, Kevin.  Your daughter fell in love and allowed her heart to lead her instead of her head.  Lord knows there are women twice – three times! – her age that have done the same!  And from everything Katie has told me, Kevin, George did not take advantage of her…he loves her, Kevin…he loves Katie.”

“But she’s only sixteen!” he moaned desperately.

“And you think that somehow makes her immune?  No, Kevin, she’s in love.”

Kevin sighed heavily and rubbed his tired eyes.  “What am I going to do?” he asked helplessly.

“The damage – so to speak – is done, Kevin. It’s too late to try and stop this now, and I don’t think you could even if you tried.  The only thing you would succeed in doing is alienating your daughter.”  Steeling herself, she plunged in, “I think you should consider Brian’s offer.”

She waited nervously for Kevin to explode again, but he didn’t.  He didn’t look angry at all, merely defeated.  “How the hell am I supposed to allow my teenage daughter to move thousands of miles away to another country?  Especially now that I know…what I know.”

“It’s not as though she’d be living with George --”

Kevin shot her a look that clearly indicated his disbelief, but Deirdre continued anyway.

“…she’d be living at school.  It is one of the best boarding schools in Great Britain, Kevin.”

He didn’t respond….he just stared off in the distance.

She took his hand to make sure she had his attention.  “Besides, you need to ask yourself, darling, can you really go through another year and a half of what happened here tonight?  Can Katie?”

He closed his eyes and sighed tiredly.  After several tense seconds, he said quietly, “I’ll phone Brian tomorrow.”

She squeezed his hand and smiled sweetly.  “I think you’re making a good decision.”

“No.  No I’m not.  If I decide to let her do this, it will not be because it’s a good decision, Dee.  It will be because I’d rather lose her to that boy than lose her…forever.”  He paused, adding, “Do me favor, though, Dee…don’t tell Katie about this yet, huh?  Don’t even let her know that Brian was here and talked to us.”

George awoke with a pounding headache.  Glancing at the clock on the nightstand, he saw it was only half-seven.  Far too early to be awake!  Knowing the headache would only worsen, he decided to go in search of aspirin.  Moving slowly, he sat up in the bed, swinging his legs over the side.  Each movement sent waves of pain shooting through his head.  How much did I fuckin’ drink last night, anyway? He tossed the sheet off his lap, noticing only then that he was naked.  Jeans…where are my jeans?  He tried to peer through the dark room, but could hardly see.  Settling for a discarded beach towel, he stood painfully and wrapped the towel around his waist.  Striding forward, he slipped out into the hall and then into the bathroom.  He flicked on the light, wincing at the sudden brightness.  Shielding his eyes with his hand, he opened the medicine chest.  Spotting a large bottle of Anacin, he thought, Ah, blessed relief!  He shook two tablets into the palm of his hand.  Then, for good measure, he shook out two more.  He was going to take the bottle with him back into the bedroom, but considered the distinct probability that the others were going to be in need of the medicine as well.  So, instead, he shook out about ten more tablets to take with him for later use.  Returning the bottle to the medicine cabinet, he used the toilet then headed out toward the kitchen to get a glass of water.  

As he passed through the sitting room, he saw bodies spread out all over the floor.  Apparently, we have some guests, he thought wryly.  
Recognizing one of the prone bodies, he went and stood over it.  Bending a bit, he confirmed it was, in fact, John.  On either side of him were two young women in various stages of undress.  John, who had no such modesty, was spread-eagled, totally nude.  Gingerly, George reached out with his foot and nudged John’s head.  The older Beatle turned onto his side, throwing his arm over the girl, murmuring, “’kay, baby,”   George shook his head and grinned.  Typical Lennon!  He then resumed his quest for water.

In the kitchen, he opened a couple of cabinets before finding the one that held the glasses.  Running the water, he filled and refilled the glass, guzzling the water thirstily, trying to combat the dehydration from the alcohol.  He took the four tablets of Anacin with the third glass, and, topping it off once more, brought the glass with him as he made his way back into the bedroom.

Just as he was about to enter the hallway, George nearly tripped on a wire strung across the floor.  “What the fuck….”   Following the black cord, he found the telephone sitting on the floor and mentally cursed whatever fool had left it there.  Just as he set it back down on its stand, it occurred to him that Katie hadn’t phoned when she arrived in Benton the previous night.  I wonder if perhaps she phoned and someone just took the message.  Instinctively, he picked up the receiver, about to dial her number, but then remembered the early hour.  Disappointed, he replaced the receiver, and mulled over the mystery on the way back to the bedroom the two had secretly shared for the time she was there.  The idea that he was returning to a large empty bed depressed George and he felt a sudden coldness come over him.  On those other mornings, he would have returned to their bed and snuggled up to her for warmth and comfort. Now, however, he’d be alone and that made her absence seem all the more heartbreaking.

Opening the door to the bedroom, George glanced toward the bed and pulled up short with a gasp of surprise.  There, on Katie’s side of the bed, fast asleep, was Sandy.  Leaning his head against the door, George groaned, “Ah, fuck no!”

