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Another Girl

“My God, George, what were you thinking?!” Louise shouted into the telephone.

George sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose.  “I wasn’t,” he admitted quietly.

“Have you any idea how furious Kevin is, Georgie?” she asked in exasperation.

Oh, I can well imagine!  “I’ll talk to him, Lou --”

“Oh, I wouldn’t, if I were you!” she warned.  “Not now, at least.  Christ, George, he’s likely to put you in hospital as well!”

George didn’t doubt the truth of it at all.  Against his will, his eyes were instinctively drawn back to the newspaper photo.  He hadn’t intended for anyone to find out, especially not Katie’s father.  It was just a weekend holiday!  A chance to relax a bit after all the early mornings and long days of filming.  But someone went and tipped off the fucking press and now….  

 “I’ll apologize…ya know, explain things --”

“Explain?!  How?!  George, how on God’s green earth do you imagine you can possibly even begin to explain to Kevin what you were doing on holiday with another girl while his daughter – the same girl you insisted you were marrying - is lying unconscious in a hospital bed, eh?”

“Pattie is just a friend, Lou,” he offered, realizing how ludicrous that sounded even as the words left his lips.

“A friend!” she spat disbelievingly.  “You’re not fooling anyone, George Harrison!  Why, even mum knows this girl is just some tart looking for a good time at your expense!”

“She’s not, Lou --” he protested weakly.

“Oh please!  What sort of a young woman would agree to go away with you knowing your girl is in hospital?!”

George sighed again.  He knew there were no words he could offer – not to Louise, not to his parents, and, most certainly, not to Kevin Kelly – that was somehow going to make this all okay.  He was just grateful that, prior to this mess, his sister had already returned to America, and Brian had helped Kevin and Deirdre temporarily lease a flat of their own.  He hadn’t seen them since his return from Ireland.  In fact, his only communication with them at all was when the bodyguard at the hospital – the bodyguard he was paying for – denied him access to Katie’s room “at the request of the family.”  He didn’t need to ask why….he’d seen the newspapers.

When the press invaded Dromolan castle and found not only John there with Cynthia, but George there in the company of an unidentified blonde, the news literally exploded throughout Britain:  “Beatle George and His New Love” – “Two Beatle Couples Holiday in County Clare” – “George’s Lissome Blonde” – each headline, each photo caption more incriminating than the next.  Cutting the holiday short, the two Beatles and their companions fled Ireland immediately, only to be greeted by even more press upon their arrival at the airport back in London.  Since that weekend, George couldn’t leave the flat without at least a dozen photographers in tow, hoping to catch a highly-prized photo of him and Pattie together.  

“I don’t know what else I can say, Lou…I don’t know what I can do!”  he whined helplessly.

The desperation in her youngest brother’s voice softened Louise a bit.  “Listen, luv….I’d avoid Kevin for the time being.  Let a few days pass at least.  Even then, perhaps it would be better for you to speak with Deirdre first….but George?”

“Hmmm?”

“Do right by them, yeah?  Do right by Katie.  If you’re wanting to break things off, then say so.  As awful as it is under the circumstances, it’s better in the long run not to drag it out.”

“I don’t want to break anything off!” he exclaimed heatedly.  

“Georgie, no one can really fault you for it if you do.  It’s been more than a month now, luv, and nobody knows what’s going to happen with Katie.  You were there, you heard the doctor….the longer she remains comatose, the less likely it is that she’ll awaken,” she reminded him, her voice cracking emotionally.  Taking a deep breath to steady her nerves, she continued, “…and the more likely it is she’ll have some sort of brain damage if she does come to. You’re only twenty-one, Georgie….a healthy young man, and you’ve hordes of girls clamouring to be at your side.  You’re in an impossible situation…people will understand…even Kevin…eventually.”

“I’m not leaving Katie!” 

He heard his sister sigh on the other end.  “Alright, George,” she relented.  “Either way, just promise there’ll be no more scenes like this.  Kevin has enough to worry about”


“Yeah…okay, Lou….,” he answered in resignation.

The siblings exchanged their good-byes and hung up.  George slid down on the couch and, propping his feet up on the low table in front of him, stared at the ceiling, trying to figure out a way to make things right again.  Giving a derisive snort, he thought, I was so bloody certain I could get away with it….that nobody would know!

He hadn’t lied to Louise…not really.  Pattie was just a friend…mostly.  She’d caught his eye the first day they started filming when he’d spotted her standing off to the side of the set with a group of other models costumed in gym slips.  He’d been flattered when he noticed the way she repeatedly stole glimpses of him, nervously averting her eyes when he’d catch her at it.  By the end of that first day, he had gotten to know her a bit.  Sitting next to her during lunch, he’d engaged her in conversation, quickly alleviating any lingering anxiety she might have been experiencing over talking to a Beatle.  He’d discovered that she eighteen years old and would turn nineteen on Saint Patrick’s Day…that she was a model, working regularly in London and Paris…that she had been reared in Kenya, returning to England shortly after her mother remarried…that she had gotten the part in the film because she had worked with Dick on a commercial for potato crisps.  He found her easy to talk to, friendly and sweet, and, certainly, quite attractive.  He’d rationalized that he was doing nothing he needed to feel guilty about…it was just talking after all.  He’d even convinced himself that it was perfectly reasonable for him to ask her to dinner.  Everybody’s got to eat, don’t they?  And what’s wrong with enjoying good conversation over dinner?  Pattie, however, had a different perception and politely declined the invitation at first, informing him that she had already had a boyfriend.  It surprised him how much the rejection smarted.  Looking back on it now, he knew he should have recognized that feeling for the danger signal it was.  

Almost everyday when his part in the day’s filming had ended, he went straight to Katie’s bedside.  However, as the days gave way to weeks with no improvement, George started feeling afraid, depressed, and oddly restless.  He didn’t set out to be unfaithful – he’d learned that lesson the hard way - but, as he watched his mates heading out to clubs and parties at night and on weekends while he headed to hospital, he felt a growing resentment….not toward Katie, certainly, but about the situation overall.  The more his resentment and restlessness grew, the more he rationalized choices that led to the fiasco over the trip to Ireland.

No, he hadn’t set out to be unfaithful…but, the truth was, he had been, and, George himself finally had to admit that now.  Even though he’d made sure that Pattie had a room of her own at Dromolan, he realized now that all the dinners and drives, the long talks and meeting each other’s families, the chaste goodnight kisses that evolved over the weeks into all night shagging sessions – not to mention their trip to Ireland with John and Cyn over Easter weekend -   all pointed to the fact that they were more than friends….that they were a couple….and all of his rationalizing wasn’t going to change that fact.  While the press knew Katie Kelly only as a friend of the Harrison family who was critically injured in an accident outside of George’s flat the night of his birthday party, only those closest to George and Katie knew the full extent of his betrayal.

Leaning forward, George lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply, vainly hoping the smoke would help calm him.  After several minutes, he jumped up from the couch and started pacing the length of the sitting room in agitation.  Pausing at the window overlooking Williams Mews, he found himself staring at the spot where Katie was hit by the vehicle.  Yet again, George was transported back to that night, reliving the nightmare from the point when Katie threw open his bedroom door to that horrible moment when the car skidded straight into her.  George quickly shook his head as if the act could rid him of the awful scene that replayed so frequently in his memory.  He had thought it a blessing that no one but the other Beatles and their inner circle knew what really happened that night, but now, he’d gone and done it again….he’d betrayed Katie, only this time, both of their families knew what George had done.  I have to make this right.  I have to get Mr. Kelly to listen and to forgive me.  Katie can’t wake up and find out what I’ve done.  I don’t know if she’ll forgive me fer what happened the night of my birthday, but surely she’ll want nowt to do with me if she finds out about this as well!  Once again, George was left holding onto only hope…but he wasn’t sure what he was hoping for….that she would wake up or that she wouldn’t.  As strange as it seemed, at least for now, she was still his.

With sudden decisiveness, George crossed the room.  Dismissing his sister’s advice, he picked up the telephone receiver and quickly dialed the number.  On the fourth ring, the call was answered.  Biting his lower lip nervously, he took a deep breath and began, “Hullo, Deirdre?  It’s George….please don’t hang up, Dee…I need to have a word with you…please….”

Gabe McCarty was bringing his gear out to the trunk of his car.  The gig went over incredibly well, and even the frigid Midwestern winds of late March couldn’t diminish his euphoria.  “Out like a lamb,” my ass! he chuckled to himself.  Having loaded his amp and guitar, he reached up and slammed the trunk closed, blowing on his cupped hands in a futile attempt to warm them.  As he did so, he glanced up to see an older man walking swiftly in his direction.  

“Gabe?  Gabe McCarty?” 

Gabe looked at the older man curiously.  Looks kinda old to be a fan!  “Yessir!”

The man extended his hand as he drew closer.  “The name’s Mike Yourisin, son.”  Gabe shook the proffered hand with an uncertain smile.  “I’m with the Detroit Press.  If you happen to have a few minutes, I’d like to buy you a drink and have a bit of a talk.”

Oh man!  The Detroit Press wants to do an article on the Four Vests?  Cool!  “Well, sure, Mr. Yourisin, I’d be happy to!”

“Oh, hey, kid, it’s Mike, ok?” the journalist laughed.  “Don’t make me feel any older than I already do!”

“Well, alright!  Mike, it is.  So, uh, what do you wanna talk about, Mike?” Gabe asked coyly as the two of them walked back toward the club.

“Well, I understand that you had a chance to spend quite a bit of time with one of the Beatles --” he paused and checked his notepad, “— a George Harrison?  He visited Benton in the fall of last year, is that right?”

Gabe felt his heart sink, but quickly recovered when he realized that he could still work his band into the story.  “Yeah….yeah, I did….”

After ordering and receiving their drinks, the two men took their glasses and found a quiet corner in the crowded bar.  Taking out a small notepad and pencil, Mike asked, “So, how did you meet Harrison?”

Gabe took several sips from his drink and answered, “It was his sister – Louise Caldwell? – she arranged for the two of us to meet before he’d even arrived.  She knew that I had a band and thought that George would enjoy having another musician to – you know – hang around with.”

Mike was writing quickly.  As he finished, he looked up and smiled.  “So, you and this Beatle spent quite a bit of time together?”

“Well, some time….not a lot of time.  Most of his trip he spent with Katie,” Gabe clarified before taking another sip from his glass.

Mike looked up quizzically from his notepad.  “Katie?”

Gabe nodded as he swallowed.  “Katie….Katie Kelly.”

“And Harrison spent most of his time with her?”

“Oh yeah!  They were tight, man.  Even after he left….I heard she went to England and visited with him….oh, and that she was with him and the others when the Beatles were over here last month.”  Gabe paused for a moment, then added with conspiratorial grin, “As a matter of fact – and I don’t know if this is really true or not – I heard she moved over there to be near him.”

“Really?!”  Mike was intrigued.  Initially, he scoffed at being given this assignment, but, in all of his background research, he didn’t remember coming across any “Katie Kelly” – and he wasn’t a man who forgot things.  This could be something!  “Okay, so this woman dated Harrison and then made trips to England to visit him?”

“Woman?” Gabe laughed.  “Katie’s in high school, man!  She’s only sixteen…jailbait!”

Holy Shit!  I may have hit the friggin’ jackpot here!  Mike gave a small smile and tried desperately not to let his excitement show.  “Sixteen, huh?  Wow!  She a local girl?”

“Mmm-hmmm,” Gabe confirmed as he sipped from his glass.  “Yeah, she lives next door to his sister….goes to Immaculate Conception.”

“Excuse me?”  Mike looked up in confusion.

“Immaculate Conception – it’s the Catholic high school here in Benton.”

“I see,” Mike murmured as he jotted the information down.  When he finished, he slipped the pad and pencil in his jacket, downed his scotch and soda in one go, and, shook Gabe’s hand, saying, “Well, thanks, Gabe, you’ve been really helpful.  It’s been a pleasure meeting you.”

Gabe looked at the reporter with surprise.  “That’s it? We’re done?”

Mike stood and slipped into his overcoat. “Oh yeah,” he replied, feigning nonchalance.  “I’ve been asked to write up a small article.  You know, capitalizing on this whole Beatle fad.  It’s nothing much…but you’ve given me some good stuff, Gabe.  I appreciate your time.”

“Yeah, okay…,” Gabe replied dismally as he watched the other man walk away.  Aw, screw it! 
 “Hey Mike!” he called out to the reporter’s retreating back as he shot up from his seat and went after him.  Mike turned back upon hearing his name, giving Gabe a chance to catch up.  “Look, man….uh, I was wondering….is there any chance you could maybe just give the Four Vests a mention in this article?”

“You want some free publicity, is that it?”  Mike teased amiably.

“Yeah, well, we wouldn’t mind it!” Gabe grinned and answered awkwardly.

“Sure, kid,” Mike agreed with an appreciative laugh.  “I’m sure I could manage a mention.”

“That would be great….thanks, man!”  Gabe enthused, clapping the other man on the shoulder.

Mike Yourisin made his way toward the exit of the bar.  Out on the street, he spotted a telephone booth directly across from the building.  Slipping inside the small box, he inserted the correct change and dialed the out-of-state number.  When his call was answered, he said, “Hey Frankie!  I’m here in Illinois…yeah, Benton…I’m here following up on that story ya wanted me to do on that Beatle….Yeah, well, I just finished talking with a kid who knew Harrison while he was here, and you won’t believe what I was told!....Well, let’s just say those mop-heads….yeah, yeah, okay - mop-tops - whatever!  Let’s just say they’re not quite as ‘clean-cut’ as they’d like everyone to think they are!....Heh! I’ve got a hell of a story and, Frankie, we’ll have the scoop on everyone!”

“May I take your order, please?” the waiter asked politely.

“Please, Deirdre, order whatever ya like,” George encouraged the woman sitting across from him.

“I didn’t come here for lunch, George,” she answered, her tone kind but firm.  Turning to the waiter, she said, “Just tea, please.”

The waiter then turned his attention to George.  Holding up two fingers, George indicated that he would have tea as well.  Taking the menus from both patrons, the waiter thanked them and left the table.  

George glanced nervously around at the other patrons who were staring at him in recognition and whispering fervently to each other.  Anticipating the lack of privacy, he had wanted Deirdre to meet him at his flat, but she had insisted on a public place.  Even though they were given a table in a back alcove of the restaurant where they’d be hidden from any passers-by outside, they remained quite visible to many of those inside the restaurant.  George desperately wished he and Deirdre could have had more privacy, but he realized he had to make the best of the situation, understanding that he was lucky she was willing to talk to him at all.

“I want ya to know how very much I appreciate your meeting me, Deirdre,” he offered sincerely with a hesitant smile.

Uncharacteristically, Deirdre did not return the smile when she replied, “Don’t thank me….I don’t know myself why I allowed you to talk me into this, George, and to be completely honest, if Kevin was ever to find out I was here and talked to you, he’d be beyond livid!”

George continued to bite his lower lip nervously, wincing from the sting of the raw open skin that resulted from the habitual practice lately.  “I know, Dee,” he answered softly.

“Perhaps you should just say what you have to say, George.”

What do I have to say?  What can I say?  Deirdre continued to look at him expectantly.  I’ve nothing!  Should I beg forgiveness? Should I offer money? What should I do?  What will she care about?  What will he care about?  The only thing either one really cares about is Katie – a girl lying in coma because she caught me with another girl, and, now, here I’ve gone and been unfaithful again…only this time, they all know. No, nothing I say or do is going change any of this! 

 In that moment, it all hit him….the futility of what he was trying to do….the hopelessness of the situation….the magnitude of his betrayal….and, most of all, the increasing probability that Katie – the love of his life, his best mate, the girl he wanted to marry and raise a family with, his “baby girl” - would never open her eyes again.  And it’s all because of me! 

He closed his eyes against the familiar tingle that forewarned the start of tears.  The room felt stifling hot all of a sudden….

“George?”

His heart was pounding like a jackhammer in his chest…. 

“George?!”

….and he was finding it hard to breathe….

“Oh my God!”  Deirdre was up and out of her seat, moving around the table toward where he sat.

His hands were noticeably shaking as he clutched his chest….

“Somebody, call an ambulance!” she shouted.

His hearing went tinny and waves of dizziness overcame him….

“George, hold on….help is on the way!” Deirdre put her arm around his shoulders, trying her best to calm him.

The room tilted and shifted and, knowing what was coming, he thought it incredibly ironic that he was going to….

“GEORGE!”

….faint.

“I can not believe you went behind my back and met with that little cheating son of a bitch!” Kevin seethed in a harsh whisper.

Glancing nervously toward where Brian and Neil sat waiting for the doctor, Deirdre motioned for Kevin to lower his voice.  “Shhh!  We can discuss that later, Kevin!  But right now, we just need to make sure he’s alright --”

“Alright?!” Kevin echoed incredulously.  “This may come as a surprise to you, Dee, but I don’t give a shit if that little bastard is alright!  Not after what he did to my daughter!”

“Oh Kevin, you don’t mean that!” Deirdre argued.  “You’re angry and you’ve a right to be, but you certainly don’t wish the boy any harm!”

Kevin propped himself against the wall and sighed tiredly, running a hand over his face.

“Sweetheart, you’re exhausted.  You’ve been here all night and all morning with Katie….you need to go home and get some sleep.”

Kevin thought for a moment and nodded, “Yeah, I do.  I’m --”

He was interrupted by the appearance of the doctor in the doorway.  Both Brian and Neil rose from their seats and walked over to where the doctor stood alongside of Kevin and Deirdre.  

“Mr. Epstein?” the physician inquired, glancing questioningly at each of the three men.

“Yes…I’m Brian Epstein,” Brian identified himself.  “How is George, doctor?”

“Right.  Mr. Harrison is fine.”  Murmurs of relief emerged from the small group.  Only Kevin remained silent.  The doctor continued, “What Mr. Harrison experienced was an anxiety episode.  Has he been under any unusual stress as of late?”

“You could say that, yes,” Brian answered a bit too quickly, cautiously avoiding Kevin’s steady glare.  

“Well, there you have it, then,” the doctor said with finality.  “With some people, overwhelming stress prompts numerous physical responses which mimic symptoms consistent with those of heart attack.”

“My goodness!  That’s exactly what I thought was happening to him!” Deirdre exclaimed.

The doctor nodded.  “Yes, well, fortunately, these episodes, as uncomfortable and unnerving as they may be, are ultimately harmless.  I’ve administered a light sedative, and Mr. Harrison is resting comfortably now.”

“I see….may we see him now, Doctor?” Brian asked.

“Oh yes, as a matter of fact, you may take him home.”

Neil and Brian looked at each other in surprise.  “Splendid!” Brian exclaimed.  “Is there anything he needs, anything he should do, Doctor?”

“No, not really.  I’ve given him a prescription for a sedative he can take if the stress should become too overwhelming.  It should stave off any future episodes.  Beyond that, I can only suggest that he do what he can to avoid those things which trigger that sort of response.”

“Very good….thank you very much, Doctor,” Brian said graciously.

“A pleasure,” the physician smiled and walked away.

“Well,” Brian began, addressing Neil.  “That’s it, then.  See that security is notified that we’ll be bringing George out, Neil, and ask them which exit we can have the car brought to.  I’ll wait with George in the room until you return.”

“Alright,” Neil agreed.  Nodding an awkward good-bye at Kevin and Deirdre, he left to carry out Brian’s instructions.

“Thank you Deirdre, for all of your assistance,” Brian said tersely.

“Certainly….”

“Kevin,” Brian acknowledged Katie’s father with a curt nod before he walked away.

When Brian was out of earshot, Kevin exclaimed, “I don’t believe it!”

“What?” Deirdre asked in bewilderment.

“The queer bastard didn’t even fucking ask how Katie was – he didn’t even mention her!”

“This has been a difficult time for everyone, Kevin,” Deirdre offered reasonably.  “Perhaps he simply doesn’t know what to say or even if he should say anything.”

“You know, Dee, your willingness to see the best in people is something I usually admire about you, but right now, it’s really pissing me off!”

Deirdre looked at Kevin in surprise.  “And do you know Kevin Kelly, how very hard I am trying to keep my patience with your temper?  I know you’re upset and overtired, darling, so I suggest you go home and get some sleep before you say something you’ll regret.”

Kevin glared at Deirdre.  Although her tone had remained soft and quiet, the threat was clear.  He was still angry that she had gone behind his back and met with George, but he also knew himself that he was in no condition to have a conversation about that now…not without risking their relationship….and he’d already lost so much…too much.  So, with a murmured, “Alright,” and a quick peck on the lips, he turned and walked away.

Deirdre watched Kevin leave the hospital before she walked back toward the room where George waited with Brian.  Standing before the closed door, Deirdre lifted her hand and knocked tentatively.  The door was opened seconds later by a rather cross looking Brian. He appeared taken back to find Deirdre on the other side.  Smiling at the manager, she looked past him at George.  “I’d like to speak with you, George, if you’re feeling up to it.”

“I’m sorry, but he really isn’t, Deirdre --” Brian interjected only to be interrupted by George.

“Come in, Dee.  Bri, will you give us a mo, please?”  George asked quietly.
His hand still on the door knob, Brian turned toward the Beatle, “George, I really don’t think that’s a good idea.  You’ve only just recuperated --”

“It’s fine, Brian,” George insisted softly.  “Please….”

With a sigh, Brian leaned toward Deirdre and whispered, “I am begging you not to upset him now, Deirdre.”  She nodded her agreement, and, with a last glance back at George, Brian left the room, closing the door behind him.

George continued to button his shirt and fasten his tie.  With one hand, he signaled for Deirdre to have a seat.  The two sat quietly for several very awkward seconds.  

“I’m sorry ‘bout that…ya know…what happened earlier,” George said with a measure of embarrassment.  “I don’t know what came over me.” 

Deirdre smiled indulgently, “The doctor told us that it was stress…anxiety.”

George nodded reflectively. “Yeah…,” he murmured.

“I’d hate to think that I was responsible for putting you in such a state!”  George, however, was already shaking his head, negating the belief.

“Dee, I’ve been a wreck fer the past month.  I know you might find that hard to believe right now – and I don’t blame you one bit – but when this happened to Katie, it gutted me….it still does!”

Deirdre thought for a moment before speaking.  When she did, she chose her words carefully. “I believe you, George.  I never thought for a moment that your worry and concern for Katie was anything less than totally genuine.  And I also can understand why you may find this all too much to bear.  You’re only twenty-one, after all!”

George’s head shot up.  “Have you been talking to Louise?” he asked suspiciously.

“No, not since she left London.  Why?”

“Ah….no reason, really….it’s only that she said something very much like what you just said.”

“Well, that should tell you something, George.  Anyway, instead of sneaking around with that girl, you could have talked to us – or to me at any rate.  You should have told us that you had met someone else, George.  We would have understood.”

George raised a brow in doubt, prompting Deirdre to add, “Well, I would have understood, and Kevin would have come to understand eventually.”

“Deirdre, I know I may very well have scuppered everything, but, see, the thing is, I don’t want to lose Katie, and right now, it seems as though I’ll lose her no matter what.  I was wrong, Dee, and I know that.  What I did….it was stupid and selfish, and I would give anything if I could go back and undo it all!”

“You’re telling me you’re not in love with this girl you took to Ireland?”

“No, no, I’m not,” he answered emphatically.

“Then why, George? Why risk so much over someone who means so little?  I don’t understand!”

Throwing his hands up helplessly, he ranted, “I can’t explain it, Dee!  Why?  Because I didn’t think it through…because I was sick and tired of sitting beside Katie day after day, night after night, listening to those bloody machines, and watching her slip further and further away from me…because Pattie was beautiful and interested and available…because I’m a prick!” Closing his eyes against the memory, he sat silently, elbows on knees, holding his head in his hands.

Deirdre quietly allowed all that he confessed to sink in for a while.  “I see,” she finally whispered.

“I’m sorry,” he said, his voice muffled by his bowed head.  Slowly, he raised his head and looked into Deirdre’s eyes, “I - am – so - sorry!”

Dee gasped when she saw the tears standing in his eyes.  Realizing then that all of Kevin’s anger couldn’t possibly hurt George more than his own self-recrimination, she stood and extended her hand towards the boy.  “C’mon, George….come with me,” she ordered softly.

George looked at her questioningly.  Her only reply was a nod toward her proffered hand.  Wiping his eyes self-consciously, George gave a single sniffle, and, taking Dee’s hand, allowed her to lead him from the room.

As the two came through the door, Brian swiftly approached them.  “Everything alright?” he asked, his smile giving way to worry when he saw the redness of George’s eyes.

“Yes, Brian, everything is fine…or it will be.  I’m just going to borrow George here for a little while.  If you’d like to wait in the canteen, I’ll come and get you when he’s ready to go.”

Brian looked from Deirdre to George and back again.  “That’s quite impossible, Deirdre!  I’ve many things to see to this afternoon, and I simply must return to my office,” he explained brusquely.

Deirdre smiled sweetly and replied, “That’s fine, Brian.  You go ahead then and go. I’ll see that George gets home safely.”

Growing annoyed, Brian snapped, “What?  Certainly not!  George is not well – he needs to be looked after, and --”

“Nonsense!” Dee interrupted.  “He had an attack of the nerves, that’s all.  He’s fine….aren’t you George?”

Confused, George merely nodded.

“There, you see?  Fine, like I said.”  Leading George to the lift, she pressed the call button as she continued speaking.  “So, if you have someplace to be or something to do, you just go right ahead, Brian.”  The lift arrived and was opened by the operator just as Deirdre finished speaking.  As she and George entered, she requested, “Fourth floor, please.”

“But….where are you going?” Brian sputtered.  However, the doors to the lift closed before George could answer with anything more than a shrug.  Perplexed and riled, Brian stared at the doors.  Fourth floor?  Katie’s floor!  Christ, Kevin will kill him if he finds out George has snuck in to see her!  

“What’s going on?  Where’s George?  There’s no one his room,” Neil was saying as he approached Brian.

“I imagine he’s gone to see Katie,” the manager answered contemptuously.

“Oh,” Neil replied evenly, causing Brian to do a double-take.  “Are we going then?”

Now what’s this about?  “Yes…yes, I suppose there’s nothing more to be done here.  We’ll let security know that George is still here on our way out.”

In the lift, George anxiously whispered to Deirdre, “Yer going to let me see her?”

Deirdre’s heart softened at the sound of the quiver in his voice.  It had been more than a week since he’d been near Katie.  “Yes,” she whispered back.  “….but George, Kevin is not to know about this…at least not yet.  He needs time.  In the meanwhile, I’ll help you to see her as often as I can….”  The lift stopped at the fourth floor and the two of them exited.  Deirdre stopped him with a hand on his shoulder.  “….but mark my words, George Harrison.  If I find out that you’ve lied to me….if you pull anything like that again….,” she paused and stepped closer to him, her face mere inches from his, “….Kevin will be the least of your worries.  Do we understand each other?”

“Y-Yeah…yes…yes, we do,” he stammered nervously.

“Good,” she smiled and continued walking.  

George mechanically followed her lead, the combined effects of the sedative and the past week’s events finally taking their toll.  As they came to the juncture where the corridor they were walking met the corridor leading to Katie’s room, he nearly bumped into Deirdre when she suddenly stopped short.  George turned to her in confusion and saw her eyes go wide.  Looking in the direction she was staring, he saw a flurry of activity just outside Katie’s room.  The call light was on and several nurses and interns were rapidly walking in and out of the room.  

What’s all this about then?

Two nurses came out of the room, rolling a cart between them.

What’s that machine?  I don’t recognize it!

In an increasing haze, George was just about to ask Deirdre what she thought it was when he heard her cry suddenly, “Oh my God!  Katie!  No!” He watched in confusion and fear as she took off running down the corridor towards the room.  

He started to follow her.  What? What’s happening?

He walked faster.  Why is she crying?  What’s wrong?  Something must be wrong!

Despite the sedative, his heart started pounding so hard he could feel it in his temples and hear it in his ears.  Katie?  What’s wrong with Katie?

It hit him then.  No.  Ah, fuck no!

He started to run.  Please God!  I’ll do anything!

He came to the doorway, but was afraid to look beyond it ….he could hear the voices of those inside….orders being shouted in staccato bursts….the clanging of metal against metal….Deirdre sobbing uncontrollably….and the silence of the machines that had informed him for the past month that Katie was alive.  Christ….NO!

His legs gave out and he slid down the wall outside the room, hot tears flowing down his cheeks, his hand clamped over his mouth to stifle the sounds of his anguish.  Oh God!  My Katie!  My Katie is dead!

