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Girl
“Who works on a Sunday, anyway?” Ringo groused jokingly.  “S’posed ta be the Lord’s Day an’ all that!”
“Aye, well, tell that to Dickie, then, why don’t ya?” Paul replied disinterestedly as he flipped through the pages of a magazine.  “’Sides, it’s the only day the station’s closed fer us to film, remember?”

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” Ringo acknowledged grudgingly.  “What are ya reading there, anyway?”

Paul went to answer, but was interrupted by John. “Ah, he’s only looking fer articles and photos of himself!” he joked, prompting appreciative snickers from Ringo and George as well as a look of derision from Paul himself.

George’s good humour shifted quickly into panic when, across the station platform, he spotted Pattie Boyd, along with the other young actresses playing the roles of the schoolgirls on the train in the film’s opening sequence.  All four were dressed in the gym slips that served as their costumes.  “What’s Pattie and the other girls doing here?” he hissed anxiously.
Paul laughed.  “You ask that like it’s a problem, mate!”

“It is!” George replied agitatedly.  “Christ!  I can’t see her!”

Perplexed by his friend’s reaction, John commented, “Ye’ve left it a bit late fer that, George.”

“How’s that, then?” Paul asked conversationally.

“I’ve told you!  We were raided by the press in Ireland.  Everyone was trying to suss out who the ‘mystery girl’ with George was.  The press has ‘em all but getting married!”

“Aye, well, give ‘em ‘til next week.  They’ll have George and Pattie married and expecting!” Paul laughed.

George glanced back at John and Paul in annoyance.  “I’m glad you find things such a big fucking laugh!  I all but came to blows with Kevin Kelly over this shite!”

Growing serious, John said, “Well, there’s nowt you can do about it, George.  Yer in the film, Pattie’s in the film, and Kevin Kelly will just have to understand that.”

George snorted derisively.  “Yeah, fancy that….Kelly ‘understanding’ anything….he’d just as soon see me dead as with Katie!”

“Yeah?  Well, he might just get his wish,” John said, with a nod indicating that George should look behind him. Turning around, George’s stomach dropped when he saw Pattie walking his way.  He’d avoided talking to her since the day after they returned from Ireland and he was fairly certain she was going to have plenty to say about that.  

“Ya going to tell her then, George?” Paul asked with concern.

George gave a half smile and a nod at Pattie to let her know he saw her coming over.  Turning back to face his friends, he said softly, “I reckon I’ll have to.”
Both Paul and Ringo stood, and Paul tapped John’s knee with the rolled up magazine.  “C’mon lads, let’s get some tea, eh?” he hinted.

John sat grinning mischievously.  “What?  And miss this?”

George glared at him until, giving a huff, John stood and joined the others.  “Some people are such spoil-sports!” he mocked jokingly.

Without any time to prepare what he was going to say, George heard Pattie speaking behind him.  “Hello, George.”

With a feeling of dread, George twisted himself around on the stool and forced a smile.  “Hello, Pat.  How’ve you been?”

Folding her arms in front of her chest, she looked at him silently for several seconds before answering.  “Confused, George.  That’s how I’ve been.  I’ve rung your flat several times and left messages with Ringo and your housekeeper.  Why haven’t I heard from you?”

Good question!  “I’ve been, er, busy.”

“You are joking!  It’s been almost two weeks!”
“Yeah,” he said with a sigh as he pinched the bridge of his nose.  “Er, listen, Pattie, we have to talk.”

“I’ve been trying to, George,” she replied flatly.

Nodding his head nervously, he said, “Yeah, well, what I mean is that I need to talk to you….I need to…er, explain something.”

George couldn’t tell if her expression conveyed worry or intrigue as she took a seat opposite him and waited for him to continue.

Thinking to himself that there was nothing else for it but come right out with it, he began, “Katie woke up a few days ago, Pat.”

“Did she?!  Well, George, that’s just marvelous!  You must be so relieved….and her family, I imagine!  Why didn’t you just say so?”  Her genuine happiness at the news made him feel all the more guilty about what he had to tell her.

“Pattie….there’s something I have to tell you….about Katie…and…me.”
Her smile faded as his meaning became clearer.  “You told me she was a friend of your family’s.”
He heard the tremble in her voice and his guilt increased tenfold.  “Not…exactly.”
“Well, what exactly, George?” she asked, raising her voice enough that passers-by glanced curiously at the two of them.

Nervously, George looked around to make sure that no one was listening before continuing.  “I wasn’t being dishonest, Pattie.  Katie is my sister’s neighbor in Illinois….that’s how we met.”  He paused, uncertain how to go on, but quickly realized there really was nowhere else to go but to the heart of the issue.  With a deep breath, he closed his eyes and just said it.  “Me and Katie….we’re…together.”

Pattie narrowed her eyes.  “Together?  Together in what way, George?”  

Though he felt sure she already knew the answer, he knew she needed to hear it.  “We’re…er, we’re lovers.  In fact….we’re engaged.”

“WHAT?!” She shouted and shot up out of her seat.

Anxiously, George stood and looked around.  “Pat, please, keep yer voice down!”

“You’re not serious!” she laughed unkindly.  “You have the nerve…the utter gall…to ask me to dinners and on outings….you ask me to go on holiday with you….and all this while your – what? – fiancée is in hospital in a coma?!  What sort of a man are you, George Harrison?!  Who would even think of doing such a thing?!”  She stood with her hands on her hips, staring at him in astonishment.
Feeling emotionally deflated, George plopped back down on the stool and ran a hand through his hair.  “What I am….a fool….a selfish bloody fool, Pat….that’s what.”

Pattie sat back down across from George, prompting him to look up in surprise.  He’d half-expected that she would just walk off, never to speak to him again.  “I’m sorry, Pattie.  I really am,” he said softly.
She didn’t answer for a while.  Then, keeping her voice low, she asked, “Do you love her?”

George looked at the girl, and answered, “Yes…yes, I do.”

Uttering a sound of disgust, she added mockingly, “But only when she’s conscious, is that it, George?”

“No!” he shot back.  “I – I….”
“You what?” she sneered.

Her anger made it easier for him to answer honestly.  “I’ve always loved her.”

His candor took Pattie off guard and the hurt was evident in her large blue eyes.  George felt the guilt emerging again.  “How can you say you’ve always loved her while you were…dating…me?” she challenged quietly.
Blowing a sigh through pursed lips, George labored to explain, “I have no reason, Pat…not any reason that will matter, anyway.”  He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees.  “I spent so many nights beside her, watching her sleep, watching her breathe, listening to these bloody machines with all their beeping and hissing, my heart stopping every time the rhythm went off.”  He paused and straightened, looking into Pattie’s eyes, willing her to understand, “It was driving me mad, Pattie!”  Standing up, he stuffed his hands into his trouser pockets and paced as he spoke.  “Nobody knew what it was like….what I was going through.  It was like I was living two different lives, ya know?  I would come here or to Twickenham and other places as well….being ‘Beatle George’….one of the ‘Fab Four’….a ‘Mop Top,’” he laughed mirthlessly, continuing, “…but, later, I’d be alone in that hospital room with Katie and all of those blasted machines…watching and waiting…day after day…week after week.”  Taking a seat again, he added, “I started feeling like I was in a coma.  I wanted – no, I needed – to feel alive again.”  He stopped, struggling for control over his emotions.
After a few seconds, Pattie asked softly, “And did you?”

“Hmmm?”

“Did you feel alive again?” she asked expectantly.

George nodded thoughtfully, “Fer a bit…yeah, I did.  Until I remembered, anyway.”
“Remembered that Katie was in coma?”

“Remembered that I loved her,” he half-whispered.

“I see,” Pattie said slowly.  “You know I left Eric for you, George...to be with you.”

“I thought you said it was over between the two of you anyway?”

It was Pattie’s turn to sigh.  “And so it was, but George, I wasn’t planning on going anywhere until I had a better notion as to what I wanted to do…where I wanted to go.  After all, he’s a very successful photographer and I’m a model.  When I met you, though, I thought I’d found that.  Now you tell me that there was someone else all along.  I can’t help but wonder, were you ever going to tell me?  I mean, if Katie hadn’t awakened?”

George thought about the question for a moment.  “I don’t know,” he replied honestly.  “Eventually, I s’pose.”

“But you would have kept seeing me?”

Would I have kept seeing her?  “I-I think it all would have come out anyway, Pat.”
Just then, one of the other actresses called out to Pattie telling her that she was needed on the set.  “Looks like I have to go,” she said.  Standing, she looked down at George thoughtfully and said, “It’s interesting, though….”

“What’s that?”

“You didn’t really answer my question, did you?  You know, about whether or not you would have kept seeing me.” 

George went to say something, but she leaned over and placed a finger against his lips.  “No…don’t say anything, George.  Think about it.  After all, I’m not the only one learning what you’ve really been up to,” she said coyly.  Straightening then, she walked a few steps, then, turning back, she smiled enigmatically and asked, “….am I?”
George watched her walk away. Half way across the platform, she turned back again, and, with a smile, gave a flirtatious wink.  
“Well, that didn’t look like it went too badly.”  

George jumped, startled by the voice.  “Christ, John, don’t do that, eh?”

“Do what?” John asked, putting of his best expression of innocence.  Taking the seat vacated by Pattie, he asked, “So, did ya tell her?”

George nodded.  “Fer all the good it did.”

“Well, yer voice doesn’t sound any higher,” John remarked with a grin.

“What’s me voice got to do with anything?” George asked irritably.

Shrugging, John explained with a grin, “Just reckoned she’d have yer nuts when you told her about Katie.”

George pulled a face, and said, “Yeah, well, funny thing, that.  She doesn’t seem to much care.”

“No?” John asked, laughing in surprise.

“At the start, yeah, she didn’t find it too naff, but…,” he let the sentence hang unfinished and shrugged.

“She’s yers fer the taking, is that it?”

“I reckon,” George replied distractedly.  “Brian’s here.”

“What?  Does he want you, too?” 

“Cheeky bugger,” George smiled.  “He’s coming this way.”

“Ah, Brian’s a sport…he’ll come anyway he can!” John cackled.  “Won’t ya, Bri?” he asked as the manager drew nearer.  
“Hmmm?  What’s that, John?” Brian asked, looking from John to George and back.  George merely rolled his eyes and shook his head in response.

“Right,” Brian said dismissively.  “John, would you excuse me and George.  We’ve something of great import to discuss.”

John shrugged.  “So, discuss away.  Who’s stopping ya?”

Brian sighed impatiently.  “It’s of a personal nature, John.”

Hoisting himself to his feet, John teased, “Oh, well, it’s personal then!”  As he walked past George, he leaned in and grinned at the boy.  “What I said, eh?”  He walked off cackling still.

“What is it, Brian?” George asked nervously.  “Is Katie alright?”

“Yes, yes, Katie’s fine, George.  No, it’s another matter that I need to speak with you about - related, but different.”

“Oh….well, what then?”

Leaning in towards the Beatle and keeping his voice low, Brian said conspiratorially, “We found the girl, George.” 

George looked genuinely bewildered.  “Girl?  What girl?”

A look of surprise came over Brian’s face.  “The girl, George!  The girl you were with the night of your birthday.”

“Oh….that girl,” George remarked with dread.  “Well, is it all sorted now?”
“Er, not quite.”

“Why not?”

“She won’t speak to us,” Brian replied.

“Us?”

“Alistair, me…she insists on speaking only with you, George.”

“I don’t want to speak with her, Brian,” George stated adamantly.

“Yes, yes, I know that, George, and I told her so.  I told her that what she was asking was quite impossible, but she would not be moved.”

Flustered, George asked, “Did ya offer her the money?”

“We did, of course.”

“And what did she say?”

“Well, that’s part of the problem, George.  You see, Carolyn – that’s her name – Carolyn is the daughter of Sir Richard Jenkins-Pyke.  The one thing this girl doesn’t need is money.”

“Shit,” George swore in frustration.

“Precisely,” Brian weighed in.

“So, what do we do, then?”

“As much as I loathe the idea of giving in to this brat, I believe the only thing you can do is to meet with her, George.  She obviously wants something or she wouldn’t want to talk…even with you.  Talk to her and find out what she wants…find out what it will take to assure her silence.”

George thought for a few minutes, finally coming to the inevitable conclusion….  If he wanted to ascertain that this girl stayed out of the picture, he was going to have to do as she asked and meet with her.  Disgusted with himself and the situation, he told Brian, “Arrange it….but at NEMS, not my flat, right?”
“I’ll see to it myself,” Brian assured him.  Changing the subject as he stood to leave, Brian commented, “You’re looking tired, George, you should get more rest, hmmm?”

George gave a sardonic laugh.  “Yeah, I’ll do that, Brian.”

The young student nurse helped Katie back into her freshly made up hospital bed.  “Thank you, Jillian,” she said appreciatively.  

Just then, the head matron came in to reconnect her IV.  “Feeling better after a nice hot bath, are we?” she asked.

“Oh yes!” Katie replied, meaning it.  “I could have stayed in there forever!  Our bathtubs in America aren’t half as big or deep as they are here.  It’s wonderful!”

The matron smiled kindly.  “Well, love, it looks as though it’s done you a world of good!”  Once Katie was tucked back in bed with IV reconnected, the older woman looked around the room.  “My goodness, what are we to do with all of these flowers?!”
Jillian giggled and added, “No doubt there’ll be more delivered this afternoon, they’re coming in everyday!”

“There won’t be any room for them all!” the matron exclaimed.

“Perhaps we could give some of them to other patients. You know, once I see them and who they’re from,” Katie suggested.

“I think that’s a lovely idea!” the matron agreed.  “Jillian, perhaps you can see about securing a cart or two for this afternoon.  It will make them easier to move about.”

“I’m sure I can find a couple!”  Jillian agreed amiably.  “Goodness, who are they all from?”  Katie knew that the girl was fishing….she’d noticed earlier how star-struck the girl had become when George and Ringo stopped by.
“Oh….the roses there by the window are all from George, but he brings them with him.  The rest are from the other boys and a few of their friends, George’s family, and that big bunch back there, that’s from George’s manager’s office.  Some of them are from people I don’t even know!” Katie explained with a laugh.

“Well, you’re obviously quite a popular young lady since waking up!” the matron joked.  Growing more business-like, she then consulted Katie’s chart and said, “Well, now, Katie, it says here that you’re due to begin your physiotherapy today.  Someone will come up with a chair to fetch you at approximately two this afternoon, alright?”
Physical therapy was not something Katie was looking forward to, but she knew it was a necessary part of her recovery.  Uneasily, she answered half-jokingly, “Do I have a choice?”

“No,” the matron answered with a smile.  “Well, you should get a bit of rest before then.  Are you aware of any visitors coming before lunch, dear?”  Once again, Katie knew that the matron was referring to any “famous” visitors she may need to keep the other nurses away from.
Katie tried to remember, something she continued to have difficulty with.  “I-I’m not sure,” she replied tentatively.

Sensing the girl’s uneasiness, the matron comfortingly patted her hand.  “Well, never you mind, love.  If they come, they come.  I’ll see to it, and if you’re sleeping, I’ll let them know, alright?”

Katie looked at the woman gratefully.  “Yes, that will be fine, thank you.”

“Fine, then.  I’ll just leave Jillian to help you finish up.  Cheers!”

When the matron was gone, Katie said to the student nurse, “She is such a nice lady.”

Jillian pulled a brush and comb from the bedside table drawer.  Very gently, she started to comb through Katie’s damp hair, talking as she worked.  “Aw, Matron P. – that’s what we girls call her, she’s a Mrs. Peyton – she’s a right sweetheart, she is.  We’re lucky, most matrons are pinch-faced bitches!” She said, making Katie laugh.

“How much longer until you’re an actual nurse?”

“Let’s see now….five months, two weeks, and five – no, four – days….but who’s counting?”  The girls shared another laugh, and Katie felt herself really warming to the young student nurse.  Lowering her voice, Jillian said, “Can I ask you something?”
“Sure!” Katie agreed, intrigued.

“What’s it like being the girlfriend of a Beatle?” Jillian asked excitedly.

Katie thought about the question, or, more to the point, how to answer it.  Misunderstanding Katie’s silence, Jillian quickly said, “Oh, sorry, I don’t mean to pry….”

“Oh no,” Katie clarified quickly.  “It’s not that, it’s just that….well, I’m not sure how to answer exactly.  I mean, first of all, nobody is really supposed to know about me and George….I’m just supposed to be a friend of his family.”

“Oh, you can trust me, love!  Besides, there aren’t that many of us on staff that know the truth, and we’ve been sworn to secrecy,” she giggled.

Katie smiled and shrugged.  “Well, since you know anyway….there are some things that are wonderful, but, honestly, what’s best about being with George is just that…being with George, not necessarily being with ‘a Beatle.’  In fact, the whole Beatle thing can be really difficult.”

“How so?”

“It’s hard, you know?  There are girls – women really – and I mean really gorgeous, sexy, sophisticated women who will flirt with George when I’m standing right beside him!  I try not to think about what they do when I’m not around!” she explained, adding sadly, “or…what he does.”
Jillian stopped combing and looked around at Katie’s face. “You don’t mean that you think he’s unfaithful to you, do you?”

“I hope not, but, honestly?  I don’t know.” 

“Have you, er…you know?”

It took Katie a moment to understand what Jillian was asking.  When did get it, she started laughing.  “Oh my God!  I can’t tell you that!”

“Well, Miss Kelly, I believe you just did,” Jillian joked.  “You didn’t say no, and anything else is an admission of guilt.”

Amused by the deduction, Katie asked, “Is that so?”

“Oh yes…common knowledge and all that rot.”

“Well, I’ll have to remember that,” Katie giggled.

Resuming her task, Jillian whispered, “So, is he any good?”

“Jillian?!”  Katie shouted, jokingly chastising the other girl.  When their giggles subsided, Katie got them started over again when she said, “Oh yeah!”

Over the noise of the girls’ laughter, a new voice said, “Hey, is this a private party or can anyone join in?” 

Not believing her ears, Katie’s eyes shot to the doorway.  The girl stood in the doorway, nervously smiling. In her hand, she held a bouquet of flowers and small stuffed bear.  Overcome with surprise and emotion, Katie struggled to find her voice.  “Jeanie?”

Brian had returned to the office late that afternoon.  Not surprisingly, Wendy was still there, hours past the time she should have gone home.  Once Brian was settled back behind his desk, she came in, shrugging into her coat.  Handing him a stack of telephone messages, she apprised him of all that happened in the office during his foray down to Marylebone Station to speak with George.
“Oh yes,” she began, remembering something she’d wanted to tell Brian.  “….you’ll notice there’s a message there from a Mr. Michael Yourisin from The Detroit Press.  He repeatedly stressed that he needed to speak with you at your earliest convenience.  He left both his desk telephone number at the newspaper and his home telephone number, and asked that you phone him at any time, but soon.”

Brian looked annoyed.  “Did he say what he wanted?”

“Oh yes,” Wendy replied in a way that made Brian think he wasn’t going to like the answer.

“Oh dear….what is it this time?” he asked in resignation.

“Apparently, he went to George’s sister’s hometown --”

“Benton?”

“Yes, that’s it.  He spoke with a young man who had spent some time with George when he’d visited last autumn.  This young man told Mr. Yourisin about a sixteen year old girl George had dated quite frequently --”

Brian had covered his eyes and was already groaning aloud before Wendy had finished.

“It gets worse,” she said plainly.

Glancing up from beneath his hand expectantly, he repeated, “Worse?”
“Apparently, Mr. Yourisin has just discovered that the girl in hospital is the same girl George was dating.  He knows, Brian.  And what he doesn’t know for sure, he suspects…and he won’t have a difficult time proving it.”

Brian’s head was starting to pound.  “Proving what exactly?”

Biting her lip nervously, Wendy wore that familiar “Don’t shoot the messenger” expression.  “Proving that George is intimately involved with an under-aged schoolgirl.”

Brian leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes.  Amid visions of damning headlines, possible arrests, protracted court battles on both sides of the Atlantic, and promising careers going down the toilet, Brian banged his fist on his desk in frustration, “Oh fucking hell!”

Anxious to be far from Brian’s temper, Wendy asked hesitantly, “Is there anything I can bring you before I leave, Brian?”

Looking straight at her, he grimly replied, “Yes, Wendy….the head of George Harrison!”
