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London, England

Katie peered excitedly out the window of the plane as began its descent into Heathrow.  Although it had been less than two weeks since she was last with George - and just a mere month and a half ago that she returned to the US from her Christmas break visit with him - she felt every bit as excited as she was the first time she’d arrived in England that overcast late December morning, perhaps even more so.  This time, George wasn’t expecting her, and it was all she could do to keep from blurting it out to him when he’d phoned.  It was the perfect gift to give a boy who could pretty much get anything he wanted for himself.  Nevertheless, she felt that momentary dread as it occurred to her again that it might have been a better idea to let someone there know she was on her way.  She hadn’t been quite honest with her father about that….no one would be there to meet her plane, help with her luggage, or drive her to George’s flat.  Those were tasks she’d have to manage on her own this time.

Checking her watch, she thought briefly about calling Neil from the airport, but dismissed the idea just as quickly.  He’d be at the studio with the boys right now wrapping up the day’s session, and the last thing she wanted to do was encourage any further false hope that they could ever be more than just friends.  She’d made sure to ascertain George’s schedule for that day – as inconspicuously as possible of course.  The boys had been madly busy of late, often spending long hours in the studio.  They were putting the final touches on the songs they had written for their first movie which they would start filming the following Monday.

She knew George had a photo shoot that morning at the NEMS office to mark his 21st birthday and that he would then spend the remainder of the afternoon at Abbey Road.  There was one song he’d sounded really excited about – one of John’s as she recalled – and George felt it could be yet another big hit.  After they finished in the studio, it would be back to the flat George and Ritchie shared in Knightsbridge for a “proper celebration” of George’s birthday.  That was where Katie decided she would surprise him.  She figured that would give her enough time to get from the airport to the hotel, rest up a bit, then bathe and dress before heading out.  She couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when she showed up.  

He’d repeatedly expressed his wish for her to be with him on his birthday, especially such a significant one.  At twenty-one, George was now considered a “man” – a fact that leant itself easily to the usual off color jokes from John about “morals charges” for certain types of activity with his “underage” girlfriend.  She smiled to herself and shook her head in half-embarrassment, half-excitement, surprised at just how much she was looking forward to that “certain type of activity.”  Feeling the curse of her Celtic heritage as her face flushed hot, she lowered her head as the stewardess leaned over and requested that she fasten her seatbelt.  She knew her face had turned its usual shade of crimson due to her earlier thoughts – a fact confirmed by the quick double-take the stewardess gave her as she continued down the aisle checking the other passengers.

She reached into her purse, and, for at least the fifth time since she boarded the plane, she pulled out the blue velvet box that held George’s gift.  She planned to wrap it before she left the hotel.  Opening the box, she ran her finger over the inscription on the silver I.D. bracelet.  She still wasn’t sure about the gift.  After all, with his money, he could afford something much nicer.  Then there was the inscription.  Would he think it was – as he would say – “soft”?  The outside was engraved simply “George,” but, on the inside, Katie had the jeweler engrave:  “True Love Ways – Now and Forever, Katie 2/25/64.”  She had thought the inscription containing a reference to their song was perfect, but now, she wasn’t so sure. She snapped the box shut and, biting her lower lip, stared out the window again.  Maybe I just worry too much, she thought, even if George doesn’t like the bracelet, he’d never say so, and he’ll be happy just to see me….won’t he?  Oh God….  For a fleeting moment, the thought set in that maybe he wouldn’t be happy to see her – maybe he’d made other plans that her arrival would ruin!  Stop it, stop it, stop it!, she mentally chastised herself.  Of course he’ll be happy, he said he wanted me there, didn’t he?  Resolving to put all negative thoughts out of her mind, she returned the box to her purse and sat back in her seat.  I can do this. Things will be fine, better than fine even.  It will be wonderful!  
In fact, she was quite proud of the fact that she had managed to pull off this whole thing on her own – the plane fare, albeit economy class as opposed to the much nicer first class seat she’d enjoyed on the last trip; the hotel reservation; transportation; and, most of all, convincing her father to let her go.  He had secured the promise from her that she would be staying either with the Harrison’s or with John and Cynthia, and, although she felt terrible lying to him, that didn’t stop her from doing it anyway.  

Her reverie was interrupted by the stewardess’ announcement requesting that all passengers prepare themselves for landing. The familiar butterflies in her stomach set their wings beating as Katie felt the plane turn and begin its final descent toward the Heathrow runway.  

The ease with which she passed through customs was a pleasant surprise, and Katie took it as an omen that all would be well.  She’d retrieved her suitcase quickly and easily, and, since she packed lightly for her short stay, she’d only her case and purse to contend with.  The line at the customs station was short and moving quickly.  When her turn came, the officer merely glanced from her passport picture to her face, and then he stamped her visa.  Handing her passport back to her, he said with a smile, “Welcome to the United Kingdom, Miss, enjoy your stay.”  Feeling a bit heady, Katie picked up her belongings, winked at him, and said, “I plan to, thanks!” She then headed out towards the Arrivals lounge.

Following the airport exit signs out of the terminal, Katie walked toward the area where the taxis were queued.  When she was last in London, Neil had explained that there were always a few available at any time of the day or night.  Again, luck was on her side as she secured her ride into the city with ease.  Taking her suitcase, the driver loaded it into the boot of his vehicle, and said,   “Good afternoon, Miss, where can I take ya?”  

“The Mayfair Hotel, please.”

Katie had to suppress a snicker as she caught the drivers eyebrows raise in response to her destination.  Since her father paid for the flight, she resigned herself to flying economy, but, since it was her savings that went to pay for the hotel, she splurged on the four-star accommodations, more than just a little certain she would only need it for the night, and, even then, reasonably sure that she wouldn’t be spending the night there. 

The driver closed the rear door behind her after she slid into the vehicle.  Sighing happily, she looked out the window as they passed through the suburban neighborhoods.  About a half hour later, she knew they were close to central London by the increase in traffic and pedestrians. As she continued surveying the view from the window of the taxi, she suddenly became aware of a familiar song playing on the radio.  Excitedly, she leaned forward and asked the driver, “Ummm….excuse me, sir, but would you mind turning up the volume a bit?”

“A fan, are ya?” he smiled.

“Yeah,” she giggled, “you could say that.”

The driver raised the volume a bit, and Katie sat back and let the butterflies in her stomach have free reign as the music floated from the scratchy speakers….

“Last night I said these words to my girl…..”

“So, do ya ‘ave a favorite?”

Her giddiness was barely containable, “Oh, yeah!”

“I’d take ya fer a Paul-girl,” he guessed, glancing back at her in the mirror.

“Come on, (come on)…Come on, (come on)….”

She shook her head, “Nope.  I’m a George-girl.  I am most definitely a George-girl,” she replied with a laugh and resumed her study out the window, still smiling.

“Please please me, whoa, yeah, like I please you.…”

The taxi no sooner pulled up to the entrance of the hotel than the doorman appeared to assist her from the vehicle.  Opening her door, he greeted her ebulliently, extending his white-gloved hand to help her rise, making her feel just like a princess. She checked in at the front desk then followed the bellhop as he escorted her from the lobby to the elevator and up to her room.  Arriving at the third floor, the bellhop led the way to a door halfway down the carpeted corridor. Unlocking the door, he reached in and switched the light on, bathing the room in a soft, warm glow. Katie gasped in pleasant surprise as she looked around.  It was gorgeous! 

Setting her suitcase on the case rack, the young man turned toward her, “Will there be anything else, Miss?”

Still distracted by her new surroundings, it took Katie a second to register the question.  “What?  Oh, umm, no, thank you.  Thank you very much.”  With a smile, she handed him a folded bill with one hand while accepting the room key with the other.
“Thank you very much, Miss.  If you should need anything at all, please just ring the front desk.  Have a good evening, Miss.” Gesturing with a tap to the brim of his hat, he nodded slightly and left the room.

Katie walked a circle around the room and let out a low whistle.  “Swanky joint.”  
Turning toward the darkened bathroom, she felt for the light switch, and, flicking it on, smiled when she saw the large claw-footed tub.  “You and me have date, big fella.”  
Then she caught the sight of something rather odd….Two toilets?  She contemplated the mystery.  They didn’t quite look the same.  His and Hers? she wondered.  Resolving to ask George about this later, she shrugged and made her way back to spacious double bed.  
Picking up the receiver to the phone, she conveyed her request for a transatlantic telephone call to the hotel operator.  After being assured they would ring back when the call was connected, she got down to the business of unpacking those clothes and other items she would need for the night.  Glancing at her watch, she saw it was…ten-thirty?!  Smacking her forehead, she remembered, Time change! OK, we’ll just blame this one on jet lag!  She had just finished fixing her watch when the telephone rang.  It was the operator.

“Your party is connected, please go ahead.”  The next voice she heard was her father’s, four thousand miles away.

After a brief chat with her father, Katie napped restlessly for a couple of hours before enjoying a lovely long soak in the bath.  Luxuriating in the rose-scented water, she thought about the evening ahead.  It was nearly seven p.m., and she knew George’s party was just getting started.  She planned to arrive a couple of hours after it was underway.  That would be long enough for him to socialize and open his friends’ gifts, but short enough that he would still be relatively sober when she got there.  As the time to leave grew nearer, so did her sense of excitement and anticipation.  As she prepared for the evening ahead, she had to consciously will herself to calm down more than once, especially when she had to repeatedly wipe off and reapply her eye liner because her hands were trembling so badly.  


She had ordered a tray of tea before entering the bath and had just poured the last remaining cup from the pot.  She was just about ready.  All she had left to do was to slip into her dress & shoes and brush out her hair.  Snapping her fingers in sudden remembrance, she went to her purse and withdrew the blue velvet box.  Pulling out the paper, ribbon, and card from her suitcase, she set about the task of wrapping the gift, taking one last opportunity to inspect the bracelet.  Still not feeling too confident about her choice of gift, she carefully wrapped the paper around it and secured it with the ribbon.  The card had already been written out and sealed.  She placed both items back in her purse, drained the remainder of her tea, and resumed her final preparations.

Returning to the bathroom, she removed her dress from the hanger on the back of the door where she had placed it to allow the steam to remove any wrinkles.  Unzipping the back, she stepped into it and contorted her arms just so to reach the zipper in the back.  She inspected herself in the mirror and wasn’t displeased.  It was a simple A-line empire-waisted dress of lavender satin and chiffon that she had bought last year for a wedding.  The off-shoulder top necessitated a strapless bra that she found uncomfortable, but the effect was quite becoming.  The hemline was just a bit above her knee, and she loved the way the voluminous skirt swirled up when she turned.  George will not be disappointed! 

Moving to the mirror, she removed the clip from her auburn curls that fell nearly to the middle of her back.  She’d been born with naturally curly hair that often didn’t cooperate as she struggled to submit it to the latest styles, and the English dampness played havoc with any attempt she made to straighten it.  So, she opted for simplicity and merely changed her part from its natural middle to the side and brushed the long fringe over her eyebrows.  The effect was perfect, simple yet sexy. She’d picked up the can to spray her hair in place, but then changed her mind.  She wanted it soft and natural, remembering how much George loved to run his fingers through it.  Last, she slipped on a pair of matching lavender pumps.  Standing before the mirror, she tried to imagine how George would react upon seeing her – just like this.  A glance at her watch told her it was nearly time to find out.  Before leaving the bathroom, she picked up the bottle of Chanel that George bought and sent to her from Paris, dabbing it on all her pulse points – wrists, neck, inner arm – and, as an afterthought, in her cleavage.  She returned to the bedroom, and removed her coat from the hanger in the wardrobe.  She slipped into it and grabbed her purse from the bed. Standing at the doorway, she surveyed the room to make sure she wasn’t forgetting anything.  Reassured, she switched off the light, closed the door, and dropped the key into her purse.

With the exception of the lift operator, Katie was alone for the duration of the trip from her third floor room to the lobby, and it gave her a few moments to think about how completely incredible pulling off this trip had been.  When she had originally thought about flying to England to surprise George for his birthday, there was no way she believed her father would let her, especially not after the discussion they’d had about what she and George had been up to.  She was so happy the tension didn’t last long. She understood that, to her father, her relationship with George meant simply that he was losing his little girl, and she knew that hurt him, which, in turn, hurt her.  She didn’t want to have to choose between the two men she loved.  So, to her reckoning, this trip was “meant to be” – call it fate, providence, whatever….  To her sixteen year old mind, there were larger forces at work.

The lift came to a stop, and Katie snapped back to the present.  Bidding the attendant a good night, she stepped out into the lobby and walked over to the entrance.  The doorman greeted her, “Good evening, Miss.”

“Good evening, I would like a taxi please.”

“Very good, Miss.  May I inform the driver as to your destination this evening?”

“Yes, please.  It’s Whaddon House on William Mews…in Knightsbridge.”

“Very good, Miss.  If you’ll just wait in here where it’s nice and warm, we’ll have you on your way in no time.”

“Thank you,” she responded softly, the butterflies in her stomach turning into bats.  

In less than two minutes, a taxi had pulled up to the entrance.  The doorman held the car door open for her.  “Have a good evening Miss,” he said as he closed the door behind her.  Settling in the back seat, she confirmed the address with the driver and was on her way.

She knew the drive would be about fifteen minutes or so, depending on traffic.  She closed her eyes against the glare of neon lights and rested her head against the back of her seat.  

“Miss?  Excuse me, Miss?”  Katie struggled to open her eyes.  She came to quickly when she realized she was still in the taxi and had actually fallen into a sound sleep.

“Y-yes?”

“Whaddon House, you said?”

“Mmm..yes.”

“Well, here we are.”

Katie glanced out at the familiar façade of George’s building.  There was no mistaking it, either.  A crowd of young girls, larger than when she was here before, was camped on the sidewalk.  Shit.  I’d forgotten about them.  Word must have gotten out about the party!  Then, remembering the waiting driver, she reached into her purse, pulled out a bill, and handing it to him said, “Please keep the change.”

“Thank ya kindly, Miss.”  

She just smiled in acknowledgement, “Goodnight.”

The taxi drove off and Katie stood outside the building, hoping the girls wouldn’t bother her.  George and Neil had gone out of their way the last time she was here to hide her from the fans, so she had no fear of being recognized.  But just the fact that she would get into the building where two Beatles lived would be enough to set some of these girls off.  Taking a deep breath to steel herself, she started walking briskly and purposefully toward the entrance, hoping to give every impression that she belonged there.  Though she avoided looking at them, she could hear remarks being made behind her.  She approached the entrance and, as Neil and George instructed her last December, requested that the doorman ring the flat belonging to Carol and Nigel Hanson.  “May I ask who is calling?”

“Certainly, if you would be so kind, just tell them it’s Katie Kelly from America,” she replied, adding in a quieter voice, “…George’s girlfriend.”  She didn’t know if Carol and Nigel knew about the engagement, so she played it safe.

The doorman eyed her suspiciously for only a second, but then smiled and said, “One moment, Miss.”  

Katie didn’t know what arrangements they’d made for the party, but she couldn’t imagine that everyone invited was told to ring Carol & Nigel’s flat. She hadn’t thought what to do if Carol or Nigel wasn’t in.  Just as she was about to give into panic, the doorman returned, and opened the door admitting her entrance.  She heard a collective groan   outside and knew she’d have to be careful around these girls in the future.

“The lift is just to your right, Miss.  Second floor is where you want to go”

“Yes, I remember the way, but I think I’ll take the stairs. Thank you.”  Of course, she wasn’t going to the Hanson’s flat on the second floor but to George’s on the third.  She would have to stop by Carol & Nigel’s and thank them later.

As she rounded the flight of stairs leading to George and Ritchie’s flat, she could hear the sounds of the party.  Music, voices, and laughter echoed through the empty hall.  Katie stopped and sat down on the top step, just listening.  Pulling the compact mirror from her purse, she checked her hair and make-up.  Satisfied, she returned the compact to her purse, which she placed on the top step as she stood and removed her coat.  She took a slow deep breath, and, draping her coat across her arm, picked up her purse and opened the door to George’s floor.  As she stood before the door to his flat, she struggled to control the pounding of her heart against her chest.  Pressing the doorbell, she waited with growing excitement to see the look on George’s face when he saw her.

“’ang on, ‘ang on!  Thur’s someone at the door,” she heard from the other side.  Though she couldn’t quite make out who was speaking, she knew it wasn’t George and felt a pang of disappointment.

The door swung open and standing before her, his white shirt wrinkled with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, top button open, and tie all askew was an obviously-inebriated John Lennon.

“Oi!” he yelled to no one in particular, “Look who it is!  Miss Bloody America!  ‘ow are ya, luv?” he asked, and, wrapping his arm tightly around her waist, he pulled her in toward him and kissed her briefly but powerfully, full on the lips.  Leaving his arm around her waist, he leaned back and grinned at her drunkenly.  “Georgie din’t say anything ‘bout yer coming,” he slurred.  Before she could answer, he added with a sly grin, “An’ we all know ‘ow Georgie loves to talk ‘bout yer comin’!”  With that, he began to howl with laughter.  Typical John.  Katie just smiled at him and shook her head.  

“George didn’t know I was coming, John, it’s a surprise.”

Another familiar voice added, “Ah, he’ll be dead chuffed when he sees ya, luv.”  Katie looked around John to find who was speaking to her.  Ritchie’s puppy-dog blue eyes smiled back at her as he extended his hand, pulling her in for a kiss.  “How’ve ya been, Kate?”  

“Great!  You?”

“Ach, ye know, no rest fer the wicked – nor those of us who ‘ave to put up with ‘em.”  They both laughed as Ritch said this last bit looking squarely at John who gave a “who, me?” expression in return.  

Katie scanned the room, not recognizing most of the people there.  Pointing to the crowd, she leaned in so Ritchie could hear her and asked, “Who are all these people?”  He   looked about the room and, grinning widely, responded, “I’ve no bloody idea!”  Katie had to laugh at the probable truth of it. For some reason, it was always like that around the boys these days.  People just grew out of the woodwork around them.  She’d almost forgotten how odd it felt to be here in London where Beatlemania had a head start. She leaned in toward Ritchie again and asked, “So where’s that fella of mine?  I’ve come a long way to wish him a Happy Birthday in person!”

“He should be back in his room changing his clothes.  John thought it would be a larf for him and Paul to each shake up a bottle of champagne and spray them at the birthday boy - the poor lad was soaked to the skin!”

John poked his head between the two of them and added, “Yeah, Katie, the poor lad could use yer help getting his trousers off – just don’t let the coppers catch yas at it!”  Katie just rolled her eyes.  Oh Lord!  He’s not gonna keep at this again, is he? With that he howled with laughter.  Ritchie and Katie just looked at each other in bemused exasperation.  

As the volume of the music increased, Katie signaled Ritch that she was heading back to find George.  Ritchie just nodded his head to acknowledge he’d understood.  John, on the other hand, had found a tall buxom brunette to distract him for the time being.  So Katie made her way through the crowd toward the back of the flat and George’s bedroom.

Jesus!  It’s like a friggin’ maze in here!  Each room was packed wall-to-wall. As Katie attempted to maneuver through the mass of people, she gave up being polite.  There simply was no other way to move anywhere other than to slide her body between others.  This, of course, gave the men in the room extraordinary opportunities to “accidentally” brush up against the women, and Katie was sure that several of the disembodied hands that found their way to her bottom and bust as she moved toward George’s room knew exactly where they were going and what they were doing.  There was nothing else for it except to try and hasten her way.  

She had actually made quite good progress for a bit when she came to face to face with a young man she recognized, but whose name she could not recall.

“Well, ‘allo thur!” he greeted her exuberantly.

“Umm…hi, how are you?”  He obviously remembered her, and she was too embarrassed by her own lousy memory to not just play along.

“It’s nice to see ya again.  Didn’t reckon you’d be back on this side of the pond until Spring.  “ow’s the nuns in Illinois?”  OK…he was clearly someone who was more than a nodding acquaintance.  Damn!

“Oh, the same, you know, but one more year, and I’m free of them.”  He laughed along with her.

Just then, someone shouted out, “Gerry!”  That was all the prompting her memory needed.  Gerry….Gerry Marsden.  He has a band in Liverpool, too.  She’d met him over Christmas break when George had taken her up north to meet his family.  She smiled in relief, grateful that she could at least return his cordiality.  “So how’s your group doing?” she asked him.

“Oh, not so bad,” he responded, but Katie could tell from the smug way he answered that he was being consciously humble.  She remembered George telling her a few days ago that the Gerry and the Pacemakers had a new record in the top ten.  George had sounded genuinely happy for the group.  Gerry’s band was also a part of NEMS stable of artists and, so, was also managed by Brian.  It was that way with all these groups.  If there was any competitiveness at all, it was friendly and good-natured.  Even the Rolling Stones, who many considered the Beatles’ biggest rivals, were friends.

“’ey, yer dry!” Gerry exclaimed.

“Huh?”

“’ere ya go, wet yer whistle, luv,” he said as he handed her a flute of champagne.

“Thanks, Gerry,” she said, sipping the bitter liquid.  She wasn’t such a fan of champagne, but, when in Rome….”Well, I’ve got to find George, so I’ll talk to you later, okay?”

“I’ll be around, pet,” he said with a wink.  God, these guys are all such flirts, every last one of them!  The thought amused her until she thought of George.  She didn’t much care for the idea of him flirting with anyone, no matter how innocently.  Her glass in hand, she resumed her pilgrimage to the back of the flat, trying desperately not to spill her drink as she was jostled by the crowd.

Finally, she stood outside George’s bedroom door.  Taking a moment to collect herself, she raised her hand and rapped her knuckles against the door.  After a few seconds with no response, she put her ear to the door.  He’s still in there, isn’t he?  She gave a dismayed glance back at the crowd that filled every free inch in the flat.  If George had left his bedroom as she was making her way back, it was entirely possible she could have missed him with all of these people here.  She hoped nobody would tell him she was here before she saw him.  That would ruin the surprise.  Just at that moment, she heard laughter coming from his room – George’s laugh – she’d know it anywhere.  Someone was in there with him.  Paul probably.  Maybe he needed a change of clothes as well.  She raised her hand again, and knocked more loudly.  “Yeah?” George yelled from the other side of the door.  She didn’t want to answer and give herself away, so she knocked a third time, expecting he’d swing open the door.  “Christ Mal, what is it?  Come in.”

That was her cue.  Perfect.  He thought she was Mal knocking.  She turned the door knob and, throwing open the door, yelled, “Sur-”  The second syllable caught in throat and died away in a quiet whimper.  Her glass slipped from her hand and shattered against the hardwood floor, prompting George to turn suddenly toward the doorway.  Expecting to see Mal, and already annoyed at the intrusion, he was just about ready to tell him to “bugger off” when he saw Katie staring back at him, her eyes wide.  Her coat and purse slid from her arm as she felt every muscle go weak. They stared at each other for what felt like an eternity, but, in reality, was only mere seconds before George yelled, “Shit!” and jumped up, covering his nakedness with the blanket and scrambling to slide his trousers on as quickly as he could. 

“”ere Georgie, ‘ooze she?” whined the blonde laying just as naked beneath the sheets on his bed.  

His bed.  We made love in that bed everyday I was here.  The room felt stifling hot to Katie all of the sudden.  George was saying something to her, but the only word she heard or understood was her name, which he repeated endlessly.  The blonde was talking too, angrily by the look of it, but Katie heard none of it.  Just as George rose from his bed, still in the process of fastening his trousers, the first coherent thought formed in Katie’s mind, and she obeyed it immediately as soon as it registered….RUN!

Tripping over her fallen coat on the floor, Katie kept herself upright by grabbing an arm out of the mass of revelers.  All sense of propriety gone now, Katie shoved and pushed her way through the crowd, her only thought was to escape.  Suddenly, she felt someone grab her arm, but she was pulling away even as she turned to see who it was – Neil.  His expression registered surprise at first, then worry as he mouthed the word, “What…?”  Her head filled with white noise, and she shook it, only then feeling the trail of hot tears streaming down her face.  Pulling out of Neil’s grasp, she slammed the front door open and practically fell into the hall.  Slamming through the door to the stairwell, she ran down the stairs as quickly as her heels would let her.  In the emptiness of the stairwell, she could finally hear….someone was running after her, desperately calling out her name….George.  She quickened her pace in response.  Further back, she heard Neil yelling for George, telling her that he was still pursuing her as she reached the main foyer.  She knew George couldn’t chase her outside where the fans were still gathered, especially clad only in trousers – barefoot and shirtless.  He was close behind when she reached the front door.  He called out to her again, “Fer Chrissakes, stop Katie, please!”  The slamming door cut off the sound of his voice just as she felt the cool, damp London night air hit her face.  Finally outside the building, she hazarded a look back and gasped as she saw George running out the door after her.  She glanced from George to the crowd of girls now moving in a single wave in his direction.  Just then, both Neil and the doorman burst through the entrance and came up on either side of the Beatle. 

Watching the scene unfold before her, Katie was not even aware that she was moving… not until she saw that George was hell-bent on following her, that is.  Stepping backward into the street, she readied herself to turn and run across and down the road on the other side, but, in that last second, she saw George’s eyes go wide, his arms reaching out for her futilely, his mouth screaming out a single word….“NO!!!!”  With that, the world went black for Katie Kelly.

George had watched in horror while the vehicle had tried to turn out of the skid, its brakes locking.  She’d run right out in front of it.  Whether she’d forgotten to look for traffic coming from the right or whether she had even been aware she’d run into a street – George would never know.  He could only look on helplessly as the vehicle’s impact sent Katie’s slight body flailing backward to land with a sickening dull thud on the wet road.  Someone screamed.  He thought it might have been one of the girls, but, then again, it might have been him.  He wasn’t sure.

He ran to where Katie laid in the street, unmoving and unconscious.  Just as he went to lift her head from the road, amid the growing cacophony of excited voices and autos screeching to a stop up and down William Mews, he heard a single authoritative voice order, “Don’t touch her!”  Confused, he glanced up in the direction from which the voice had come to see an older man – perhaps fifty or so – walking` briskly toward him.

“I’m a physician, son.  Don’t move her.  Her neck or back could be broken, and you could do more damage,” the man said, looking only at Katie.  Crouching beside her, he removed his leather gloves, and took her limp wrist between his fingers.

Do more damage?  How does he know what happened upstairs?  George wondered in confusion. As the doctor continued to check what vitals he could, George realized he was talking about the danger of doing more damage to her injuries.  The man then raised his eyes scanning the crowd that had formed around them.  “Has anyone rung for an ambulance?”  Almost as if in response, the sound of sirens closed the distance as they grew nearer.

At that same time, several police vehicles pulled along street haphazardly.  Taking little notice, George dismissed them with the quick thought that Neil must have had the doorman ring for them.  Emerging from their vehicles, several of policemen quickly set about the task of corralling the young Beatle fans back away from the scene of the accident…and George. The other officers firmly ordered onlookers to move their vehicles to make way for the approaching ambulance.  

Seemingly out of nowhere, Neil appeared beside George holding his shirt, jacket, socks, and boots.  The younger man was shivering uncontrollably, and Neil knew it was due to more than just the cold.  He feared George was in shock and wished then that he would have thought to grab a bottle of scotch as well.  “Quickly,” Neil urged him in a low voice, “put these on.”  He held out the shirt as George mechanically did as he was instructed, slipping into his shirt and then his jacket.  After a few seconds, seeing that George was too traumatized to even remember to button up his shirt, Neil completed the job for him.  Gently pushing him to sit on the curb, he then helped George slip his wet feet into his socks and boots.  Leaning back, he looked George over.  The lad looks as though he’s had better days, to be sure, but it’ll do if the press shows up. If? No, more likely when.  Not even Brian will be able to keep this out of the papers.  For the first time, Neil forced himself to glance at where Katie laid in street.  Tears burned his eyes and his stomach clenched.  He couldn’t fuckin’ just leave her be back in Miami!  “Ta,” George half-whispered as he moved back to kneel beside Katie.  It hadn’t escaped Neil’s notice that George’s eyes had not left her the entire time, and he was torn between loyalty to his old school mate and his feelings for the young American girl.

George reached Katie’s side again just as the ambulance made its turn onto the street.  The doctor rose and moved toward the ambulance to speak with the attendants, leaving George alone with Katie for the first time since the accident happened.  He surveyed the length of her body, taking in what injuries he could make out in the dim light from the street lamps.  Her stockings, torn with ladders this way and that, revealed the scraped and bleeding skin beneath.  The chiffon hem of her dress was wet, splattered and darkened with mud…or was it blood?  His dark brows furrowed, he reached over and pulled the hem down toward her knees from where it had ridden half-way up her thigh.  Her left leg was bent slightly beneath her right, one arm extended straight out from her shoulder, while the other was bent at the elbow with her hand resting lightly against her shoulder, her face was turned slightly away from him, strands of hair gently blowing across her face.  Kneeling over her supine body, supporting his weight on his left hand just above her head, George leaned in and ever-so-gently brushed the loose hair out of her face, glimpsing, in the process, the abrasion on her left cheek from the paved road.  Leaning back into his original position, he lifted his left hand to steady himself when he felt the stickiness of the moisture on his hand.  Raising it slowly to his face for closer inspection, it became quickly apparent that what he had thought was moisture from the wet roadway was, in fact, blood.  Looking back down where Katie’s head lay, he saw, with growing panic, the ring of darkness surrounding her head like a halo.  His heart was beating wildly against his chest as he mentally repeated a litany….Oh Christ, oh Christ, oh Christ….  
“I didn’t feel any fractures or protrusions in the neck area, still, one can’t be too careful,” he heard the doctor informing the attendants as the small group of men quickly walked the stretcher over to where Katie lie.

One attendant crouched just above her head….the other was at her feet, with the doctor just opposite from George.  Cradling Katie’s head in his two large hands, the man above her gently straightened her head.  Just then, a thin line of dark blood flowed slowly from between her lips and down her cheek.  George felt fear flash through his body like a bolt of lightening.  He swallowed back the bile rising in the back of his throat.  He was no doctor, but he’d seen enough films at the cinema to know that was never a good sign.

He watched the men lift and secure Katie onto the stretcher and rose to follow as they wheeled her to the ambulance.  On the count of three, they lifted the stretcher onto the back of the vehicle.  One of them remained inside as the other leapt out and walked around to driver’s side.  “I’ll follow in my vehicle,” he heard the doctor tell them.  The driver nodded and opened his door as the other man stood poised to close the back doors.  Wait.  Only then did George become aware that he had been holding his breath.  He found his voice as he croaked, “Wait…”  They hadn’t heard him.  “WAIT!” he yelled, startling the man in the back.  

Moving quickly toward the ambulance, George said to no one in particular, “I’m going with her.”  The man in the back of the ambulance made as if to respond, but was interrupted as Neil appeared at George’s side, placing his hand on George’s arm to restrain him.  “Here, George, Brian is on his way.  At least wait until we can phone ahead and let them know that you’ll be there.”  He leaned in to whisper, “Ya know, George, security an’ all that.  The last thing you’ll want to deal with now is the press…or the fans.”  This last part he said in a lower voice with a nod in the direction of the girls who were, even now, still waiting for George.

George glared at Neil and said in low voice he barely controlled, “Fuck security, fuck the press, fuck the fans….I’m going with Katie, and if you don’t like it, then fuck you!”  Yanking his arm out of Neil’s grasp, he lifted a leg onto the tail of the ambulance and hoisted himself up inside, taking hold of Katie’s hand as he took a seat opposite the stretcher. The doors were slammed shut then, and Neil stood watching as it accelerated down the street, its lights flashing as its siren wailed. 

George watched Katie as she poured the milk into the two teacups.  He liked to watch her when she didn’t know he was.  He’d studied her familiar gestures, things she did unconsciously – the way she bit her lower lip when thinking, the way she twisted her hair when she was nervous, the way she’d smile shyly when she felt self-conscious, and so many other unspoken messages that communicated Katie’s feelings to George in a language only he could interpret. Once in a while she’d catch him staring, but she’d given up trying to break him of the habit.  

She brought the two cups over to the table and slowly took the seat across from him, wincing as she moved.

“Y’alright, luv?” he asked with concern, laying his hand on top of hers.

Katie closed her eyes for just a second and let out a breath.  “Yeah, just a bit of a rough day.”

She’d had her good days and bad since the accident.  Even now, nearly a month after her discharge from the nursing home, she still experienced frequents bouts of pain.  There was no way around it, though.  If she was going to continue to get stronger, she needed to continue her rehabilitation, but the physical exertion was often arduous and sometimes agonizing.  The doctor had given her a prescription for pain pills, but they made her fuzzy and lethargic, so she put off taking them until the severity of her pain left her no choice.  George gently squeezed her hand and flashed a sympathetic smile, “Would you like a pill, luv?”

“No thanks.  I’ll just take some aspirin and see if that helps.”

“You’re sure?”  

Katie just nodded, adding “The therapist will be here by one o’clock.  That will give me enough time to lie down before the ‘torture session.’”

The physical therapist came to Katie five days a week for an hour’s worth of physical therapy.  It was a necessary, but painful part of the process of recovery.

George drained the remainder of his tea and stood to retrieve his jacket.  “Well, we’ve only about another fortnight of shooting, and then you and I can see about taking a few days holiday, yeah?”  

“That would be nice, George.  I’d like that,” she responded as she pulled herself up from the table.  “Are you at Twickenham again today?”

George nodded and added with a scowl, “Glad to be off that bloody train!  Couldn’t half stand it what with no room to move and all.”

“Oh, George, wait a second!” Katie cried, moving toward the spare room that used to be Paul’s when Brian first secured the flat for the boys.  “I have something for you,” George heard her yell from the other room.

‘S’alright, pet.  Give it to me when I get home.” George said glancing furtively at his watch.  Alf probably already had the car running downstairs.

“No,” said Katie, limping back into the kitchen, “you have to open it now.  I’m already feeling pretty weak,” she added, holding out a rectangular box wrapped in red paper. 

Confused, but smiling, George glanced from Katie to the box she was holding out toward him.  “Kate, if yer feeling weak, ferget the pressie for now, and let me help you to the bedroom for a lie-down.”

“No, George, you must open this…now,” she replied with a sad smile.  “Besides,” she said brightening, “I never gave you a present for your birthday.”

George’s smile faltered when she said this.  In all the time that had passed since that night, he and Katie never talked about “it” – the incident that caused Katie to run from George and into the street.

“You needn’t have done that, Kate,” he said quietly, looking away from her, “….no worries, luv.”

She lifted the gift toward him and repeated, “George, you must open this now.”

Slowly, he took the box from her hands as he continued looking at her quizzically.  Moving to the table, he tore the paper off, lifted the lid, and peered at the contents inside.

Startled, he recoiled in horror and disgust.  He looked at Katie in disbelief, and, in a voice barely a step below hysteria, yelled, “What the bloody hell is that?!”  His hand was shaking and his finger pointed toward the box.

As George reacted to the gift, Katie’s expression changed from excitement to dismay, “Why? You don’t want it?”

“What is it?”  His voice squeaked as each word rose almost an octave higher than the previous one.  

“Don’t you know?” she asked, her large green eyes filling with tears.

Thinking to himself that none of this made any sense, George gingerly peered over the edge of the box again.  Upon a second look, he felt his stomach heave, and it was all he could do to keep down the breakfast he’d just eaten.  What he thought at first was a lump of raw meat, he now saw was the unmistakable shape of a heart – a human heart.  The room fell into a slow spin as he struggled to stay in control.  His eyes instinctively squeezed shut.  In a harsh whisper, he demanded through gritted teeth, “What is this?”

“George,” Katie answered slowly, “It’s my heart.”

George’s eyes flew open.  He stared at her incredulously, his eyes widening as she pulled open her cardigan to reveal a growing patch of red on the front of her white blouse. Falling back against the wall, she slid slowly to the floor, her weakness growing.  He slowly shook his head from side to side.  This isn’t happening!  
Katie looked up at George just as the tears spilled over her lashes and ran in rivulets down her cheeks.  “George,” she whispered, “I’m dying.”

“WHAT?!” he croaked.

“I’m dying,” she repeated.  “You can’t live without a heart.”

“Well, why…how did you…I…,” George stammered, unable to articulate the confusion and fear he was feeling.  Unable to believe he was even asking, he knelt before her, “Why did you do this, then?”

“I – I thought you would give me yours.”

“How?” he whispered urgently.  Katie could no longer hold herself up to sit, and she rested her head against the cold linoleum floor.  Her eyelids began to flutter.  He was losing her.

Louder now, he asked, “Katie, how do I do it?”  Grabbing the butcher knife from the block on the counter, he yelled, “Do I just cut it out?”  Then, thinking further, No, won’t that just kill me? Her eyes were now closed.  He shook her gently at first, “Katie?” –  then harder, “Katie?” – his own tears now mixing with hers on the kitchen floor, he grabbed her shoulders, pulling her cold, lifeless body to his, and holding her, screamed…

“KATIE!!!”  

He fell out of the chair and onto the tile floor.  Tile?  With a groan, he was pulling himself into a sitting position just as Brian and Kevin came bursting into the hospital room.

“George?!” cried Brian, “Are you alright?  Was that you yelling?”

Running his hands over her sweat-soaked face, taking a deep breath to calm his pounding heart, George answered quietly, “Nightmare.”

Kevin rounded the bed where his daughter lay, and knelt beside her young lover.  Laying a hand on his shoulder, he said, “Look son, go home and get some real sleep.  I’ll be here, and, if anything changes, I’ll let you know.”  George took his extended hand and let him help him to rise from the floor.  

He stared at Katie’s unconscious form lying in the center of the bed - intravenous fluids, heart monitors, and other assorted wires and tubes protruding from her body.  She looks so small.  Was she always that small?  He took her hand in his, mentally contrasting the size of her hand to his.  Wake up, baby girl.  Please wake up.  He could feel the sting of tears threatening.  Determined not to let Brian or Kevin see him cry, he coughed and rubbed his eyes.  Maybe Kevin’s right.  I could do with a bit of a kip.  Then he remembered the dream and shuddered.  Maybe just a nice cuppa instead.  

It had been near four weeks since the accident with no sign of any improvement.  Katie had been comatose since the night of George’s twenty-first birthday.  Brian had seen to everything – as usual.  It was him who had the heartbreaking task of contacting Kevin back in Benton.  In less than twenty-four hours, Brian had Kevin, Deirdre, and Louise flown to London where they all settled in at George and Ritchie’s flat – Kevin and Deirdre in Paul’s old room; Louise in John’s. A car and driver was placed at their disposal any time of day or night.  Brian also arranged to have Katie placed in a private room with around-the-clock security and private nurses, and the foremost specialists were brought in for diagnosis and treatment.  He had even gone as far as to arrange some flexibility with regard to George’s filming schedule, allowing George to spend as much time as he could at Katie’s bedside.   There was one other thing Brian had assured George that he would see to….something that no one had discussed since that first night.  No one was to know what drove Katie from George’s flat and into the road that night.  Brian knew that he could rely on the discretion of the other lads, as well as Neil and Mal.  Any other witness to the events that evening wouldn’t have known what had transpired between Katie and George in his bedroom, so he knew he didn’t have to concern himself on that account.  However, there was one person who knew the truth – the entire truth – and Brian was committed to finding that individual.  Unfortunately, as is often the case with the boys, George never knew the name of the girl Katie had caught him in bed with.

