True Love Ways

(© 2007)

by Terri
Chapter Fifty

In Spite of All the Danger
Katie watched her father stacking the luggage by the front door, the constant banging and slamming telling her he was still far from okay with her decision to remain in London.  Worriedly, she looked at Deirdre whose only response was a helpless shrug.  A quick glance in Jeanie’s direction made it clear that she, too, was still angry.  Brian, sensing the girl’s distress, came up behind her and discreetly patted her shoulder in reassurance.  Turning his way, Katie gave a fleeting smile of gratitude for the gesture.
“Are you quite sure there’s nothing I can help you with, Kevin?”  Brian asked yet again.

Kevin set the largest of the suitcases down and rose with a sigh.  “No, that’s the last of them, thanks.”

“The taxi’s here,” Jeanie announced listlessly from where she stood looking out of the window.

“Right.  Well, why don’t I go down and let him know we’ll need some assistance with these bags.”  Before Kevin could object, Brian was gone.  

“Jeanie, let’s double-check our rooms to make sure we haven’t forgotten anything,” Deirdre suggested with a wink.  Picking up on the hint, the girl followed her out the room, leaving Kevin and Katie alone to say their good-byes in private.

Kevin turned to his daughter. “It’s not too late to change your mind, sweetheart….are you really sure you want to do this?”  he asked earnestly.
“I’m sure, Dad,” Katie stressed.

Looking away, Kevin sighed in frustration.  “I don’t understand, Katie.  Why do you still trust that boy?  How can you --”

“Dad!” she interrupted in exasperation.  “I believe him.  That’s all that matters.”

Looking into her eyes then, he sternly asked, “Even after he’s lied to you before?”

I’m not getting dragged into this argument again!  “Pattie was at his apartment because Ritchie brought her there,” she reiterated quietly.  “George had no idea she would be there, but, since she was, the two of them talked about things and parted friends.  That’s why he was hugging her when you just happened to show up in the middle of the night.”

The passive chastisement wasn’t lost on Kevin.  “Says him,” he grumbled.

“I believe it,” Katie stated firmly, but, seeing the worry etched in her father’s face, her indignation melted and her tone softened.  “Daddy, I know you just don’t want to see me hurt again, and I love you so much for that, but – you have to understand – I love George, too.  I have to give us a chance to work things out.  Please tell me you understand!”

Kevin said nothing at first.

“Dad?” she prompted.

“Katie, if I didn’t understand - love be damned - I’d drag you to the airport and put you on a plane today,” he answered in resignation.
Katie smiled sympathetically.  “Thanks, Dad.”

Lost in thought, Kevin shook his head slowly.  “I’m not sure you should be thanking me, sweetheart.”

Katie was about to respond when Deirdre walked back into the sitting room with Jeanie in tow.  “Darling, it’s after nine.  We should think about heading out now.”  
Returning with the taxi driver, Brian overheard and added, “Yes, the traffic can be dreadful even at the best of times!” 
Together, the three men made short work of moving the pile of luggage from the second floor and into the vehicle.  Deirdre gave a last look around the flat to ensure nothing was being left behind, and then led the girls outside to where the taxi waited.  As the women made their way down the flight of stairs to the ground floor, Katie whispered to Jeanie, “Aren’t you even going to say goodbye?”

At the bottom of the stairs, Jeanie stopped and turned back toward her best friend.  “Yeah, I am,” she replied thoughtfully.  “…but what kind of a friend would I be if I didn’t tell you that I think you’re a making a big mistake?”
“I’m not,” Katie protested unconvincingly as she looked away and picked at the chipped paint on the banister.

“Katie, catch a clue, will you?” Jeanie exclaimed.  “George has shown what kind of guy he is, and he isn’t going to change!”  Then, as if the thought had just occurred to her, she asked coyly, “….and do you know what I think?”
“What?”

“I think that if he wasn’t who he is, you’d be leaving with us today.”

“What do you mean?” Katie asked defensively.

“Oh come on, Katie!” Jeanie said, with an exaggerated roll of her eyes.  “Do you really expect me to believe you’d put up with his shit if he wasn’t a Beatle?”

“George being a Beatle has nothing to do with it, Jean!  I loved him before he was even famous in America --”

“Yeah, yeah, I know the tune, Kate!”  Jeanie interrupted.  “…but he didn’t cheat on you repeatedly when he ‘wasn’t famous in America,’ now did he?”

“I would make the same decision either way!” Katie insisted.

“Would you?” her friend asked doubtfully.

Indignantly, Katie challenged, “I can’t believe that you’d think I’d allow myself to be blinded by – what? – his ‘fame and fortune’?  How cliché, Jean!”  

“You said it, not me!” Jeanie replied sarcastically.  “Anyway, I give it two weeks, no more.”

“You give what two weeks?”

“Two weeks before you finally figure out that it ain’t gonna work, that’s what.”
Katie stared at Jeanie in disbelief.  “I swear…it sounds as though you want me and George to break up!”

Hearing the quiver in Katie’s voice, Jeanie’s demeanor softened.  “That just goes to show what you know, Katie!  I just don’t want to see you end up hurt, that’s all.  As much as I’ve always hated the idea of your moving to London, I’d eventually be okay with it if I knew you’d be happy.  The problem is….I don’t think you will be.  As mom says, ‘a leopard doesn’t change his spots.’  George isn’t going to change, Katie, and your being here in London rather than at home with us in Benton isn’t going to make a damn bit of difference…but I guess you’re going to have to figure that one out for yourself.”
Just then, Deirdre popped her head through the doorway.  “Girls!  We have to get going!”

Sighing, Jeanie turned back to Katie.  “Write me…often.  And when things do go south, Katie, come home.  Don’t let your pride keep you from admitting you were wrong, okay?”

“I’m not wrong….” Katie replied sadly.  Jeanie’s words had stung, especially as they had given voice to Katie’s worst fears.
“Yeah, okay, whatever.”  Jeanie allowed.  “Just remember, we love you.”  Pulling Katie into an embrace, she gave a tight squeeze for emphasis.
The girls walked outside arm in arm to join the others on the sidewalk.  “Well, kiddo, this is it, I guess,” Kevin said with a forced smile, his eyes betraying his true feelings.

Throwing her arms around her father’s neck, Katie hugged him tightly.  “Thank you for everything, Dad!” she exclaimed, struggling to keep the tears at bay.

Deirdre and Jeanie suddenly found the ground very interesting as they averted their eyes.  They both knew what the leap of faith cost Kevin, and the emotion of the parting finally was taking its toll on them all.

Stepping in before things could get out of hand, Brian took charge smoothly and efficiently.  “Everything will be fine, Kevin, I assure you.  I will look after Katie as if she were my own daughter.  With just a few more weeks of physiotherapy, she’ll be good as new!  Isn’t that right, Katie?”

The girl looked at him over her father’s shoulder and caught the message his eyes were conveying:  Stop this…now!  She sniffed back the tears and, pulling back, smiled and said, “He’s right, Dad.  There’s no reason for you to worry.  I’ll be fine, and I promise I’ll phone home often.”

“And, of course, you and Deirdre are more than welcome to phone anytime,” Brian added. “….or visit even, if it suits you!
Clearing his throat, Kevin extended his hand toward the manager.  “Uh, yes, well…thank you for all of your help, Brian.”  Katie noticed that he refrained from looking at Brian as he spoke. 
Shaking Kevin’s hand firmly, Brian responded, “No thanks necessary, Kevin, it’s my pleasure.”

With a surreptitious glance at her wristwatch Deirdre saw that they were already late heading out to the airport.  She needed to get things moving and fast, before Kevin changed his mind. Approaching Brian with her arms open, she embraced him stiffly.  “We want to thank you again, Brian, for all the trouble you went to for our girl here.”
“Oh, please, it was no trouble at all!” he answered with a blush.  “That room had been sitting unused anyway, and, once Katie’s through with it, I’ll have a lovely guest room already prepared for any visitors.  I’m sure my mother will appreciate that when she visits.  So, you see, it all works out for the best!”

“Katie,” Deirdre spoke as she hugged the girl to her, “…we’ll call you when we arrive.  I’m sure you’ll give Brian no trouble, right?” she asked with a smile as she ran her hand through the girl’s auburn curls.
“Huh?”  Katie asked in a daze, her emotions in a muddle.  “Oh, no…right, no trouble.”

The group finished saying goodbye, and, minutes later, Brian and Katie were standing together on the sidewalk, waving at the departing vehicle.  As she watched the large black taxi grow more and more distant, Katie started to panic.  
She glanced sideways at Brian.  Smiling, he said, “Well, shall we go?  I’m sure George is anxious to see you.”

Katie gave him a faltering smile and nodded her agreement.  Holding the passenger door open for her, Brian waited until she was seated then closed the door again before going around to the driver’s side and sliding in behind the wheel.  Inserting the key in the ignition, he let out the choke, and turned the engine over.  Looking at the girl beside him, he asked with concern, “Are you alright, Katie?”
“Hmm?  Oh, yes….yes, I’m okay,” she answered distractedly.

“Alright then,” he answered quietly, not quite believing her, but unwilling to push the issue.  Carefully, he negotiated the vehicle out onto the road.  As they entered the flow of traffic, a single thought kept Katie preoccupied the entire trip.  Oh God!  What have I done?
“So, it all went well, then?” George asked as he played with a stapler he’d picked up from the secretary’s desk.

“Yeah,” Katie answered softly from where she stood at the window, looking out over Argyll Street.  Turning back toward the boy, she added, “I still think you should have been there though.”

Lighting a cigarette, George shook his head and blew a plume of smoke, replying, “The last person yer dad wanted to see this morning was me, luv….I’m dead certain of it.”

Katie turned back toward the window.  “Still….”

Jumping off the desk he was sitting on, George went to her and slipped his arms around her waist.  Propping his head on her shoulder, he said, “C’mon, luv, cheer up.  We’ve done it!  Yer here in London with me instead of being thousands of miles away.  Now we can be a proper couple….no more hiding!”

Katie’s brows furrowed in confusion at the odd statement.  “What do you mean, ‘no more hiding’?”

George pulled back a bit.  “Ah…well, ya see, I didn’t want to bother ya with this while you were going through the whole bit with yer dad and such….”

Turning around, she faced him squarely and asked, “Bother me with what, exactly?”

Unnerved by her tone, George stammered, “Er…well, there’s this reporter….a fella from Detroit, I think.  Anyway, that lad from the Four Vests told him about us.”
“….….and….?” 

George sighed in resignation.  “And….he wrote about it.”  Walking over to the secretary’s desk, George picked up a newspaper lying folded in a basket.  Opening it, he folded it back and handed it to Katie.  “Here, ya can read fer yerself.”

Taking the newspaper, Katie looked down and gasped.  There, next to a familiar promotional photo of George was a photo of her, taken earlier in the year at school.  Above the two photos was a headline captioning, “Beatle George’s American Schoolgirl.”  As she read on, she felt her stomach turning somersaults….  
One of the best kept secrets in the Beatles’ camp is the continuing relationship between 21 year old Beatle, George Harrison and 16 year old American schoolgirl, Kathryn Kelly.  Harrison met Kelly while visiting his sister, Louise Caldwell, at her home in Benton, Illinois last October.  Sources say the couple have been dating exclusively since then, that the Beatle had even brought the teen to England to meet his family, and had her accompany the group when they took the U.S. by storm this past February.  NEMS Enterprises, the Beatles’ management company, has confirmed that Kelly was in London visiting the Beatle for his 21st birthday when she was struck by a vehicle outside his Knightsbridge flat on February 24th.  She was released last week after six weeks of hospitalization and is expected to make a full recovery.  In a statement released to the press yesterday, Beatles’ manager, Brian Epstein, has confirmed that Kelly will remain in London at his home, under his guardianship.  Family of the teen remains unavailable for comment.  The Beatles are currently in the last weeks of filming their first motion picture, “Beatlemania.”
“Oh my God!” Katie exclaimed.  Then, as the thought struck her, she added, “Is this the only paper that wrote about it?”
George answered hesitatingly, “Fer now…but, Kate, it won’t be fer long.  Brian’s already getting telephone calls from newspapers all over the world.”

“Shit!  What are going to do?” she asked helplessly.
“We’ll just have to handle it the best we can,” he shrugged.

“They’ll be hounding us, George!” she whined.  “We’ve gone through all this to be together, and now we won’t be able to move without the press following us all over the place!”

George sighed heavily and rubbed his eyes.  “Listen, Katie, there’s more….”

“More?!  More than this?” she shook the newspaper at him.

“Er, yeah.”

“What more can there possibly be?” she asked with a derisive laugh.

“Well…fer starters, Katie,” he braced himself before continuing.  “….Brian reckons it’s a matter of time before the press starts asking questions about where you were staying when you were here last Christmas….as well as when we were in America.”

“Where I was staying?” she echoed in confusion.  “Why should anyone care where I was staying?”

George looked at her and raised an eyebrow suggestively.

She nodded in understanding. “Ohhh….”  After a moment’s thought, she added, “…but still….why should they care?  I mean, why would that be news?”

“C’mon, Kate, are ya serious?” George asked in vexation.  “What d’yer reckon they’d make of it if they found out you and I – you know - ”  he looked around to make sure no one was listening and added in a whisper, “slept together?  I mean, they as much as hint at it right there!” he said, pointing to the newspaper in her hand.

Katie shook her head slowly.  “I just don’t understand why they’d even bother asking, George!”

Christ!  I love her, but she really can be quite naïve sometimes!  He spoke slowly and softly.  “Katie….yer only sixteen, luv.  You were only fifteen when we…er…ya know, started.”
“And you think that they’ll actually ask us about that?” she asked in surprise.

“I’d be surprised if they didn’t,” he replied evenly.

“Well…what do we say, George?” she asked, flustered.  “I mean, how the hell do you answer a question like that?  Tell ‘em to mind their own business?”
“No!” George answered quickly.  “Whatever you do, Kate, don’t say that!”

“George, I don’t want to say anything at all!” she replied anxiously.

Seeing how upset Katie was becoming, George went to her and took her in his arms.  “Listen, we don’t have to talk about this now, luv.  You’ve had a rough day, I’m sure yer knackered.  Why don’t we just go home, eh?”  He bent down and looked into her face.  “We can suss this all out later….there’s time.”
Raising her eyes to his, Katie asked in bewilderment, “What do you mean, George?  I have to go back to Brian’s.  He’ll be expecting me to.”

George gave a sly grin.  “Oh no, he won’t.”

“He won’t?” she asked suspiciously.

“Nah, we just said that you’d be staying with Brian so yer dad wouldn’t use that as a reason not to let you stay.  Brian can talk anyone into anything.  He’s quite clever that way!”
Interesting how nobody bothered to tell me Brian was just being ‘clever’!  Katie couldn’t keep the irritation from her tone when she asked, “So this was all a just set-up?” 

“Well, yeah, I s’pose…,” George replied, confused at the anger he heard in Katie’s voice.  “…but only so we could make sure you’d be able to stay.”

“Well, it looks like congratulations are in order,” she snapped.

Now George was really confused.  “Kate --”

Brian came into the reception area before George could say anymore.  “Oh!  I didn’t realize anyone was still here,” he said, checking his watch.  “Well, since you’re both here anyway….George, did you have a chance to talk to Katie about that, er, issue?”

“Sort of,” George answered uncomfortably.  Katie noticed that he appeared rather embarrassed by the question and wondered why.

“George, exactly how much is ‘sort of’?  We all must very clear about what gets said if the question arises.”

“Ah, Bri, let’s leave off fer now, eh?  Katie’s had a hard day, ya know?” George pushed.

“Yes, and as sorry as I am for that,” he gave Katie his best sympathetic smile. “…you could be approached by a journalist just leaving this building!  So, what has George told you so far, Katie?”
Katie looked at George, lost for how to answer.  When he finally looked back at her and shrugged, she answered Brian as completely and honestly as she could.

“Right.  Well, then, all that’s left for you to know, Katie, is that George could get in a tremendous amount of legal trouble if it’s ever proven that the two of you have been…er…well, intimate.  Therefore, if you are asked, you stayed with me when you were here in London. Further, we make it clear that you stayed with George’s parents when you were in Liverpool and shared a room with Louise while you traveled with the boys in America.  Whatever you say, Katie, there must be absolutely no hint of any impropriety whatsoever.  Is that clear?”

Shaken by the revelation that she could be responsible for George ending up in jail, Katie readily agreed.  “Yeah, yeah, absolutely, Brian!”

George stood and said, “Well, now that that’s all over and done with, Katie and I were just going home, Bri --”

“George!” Brian exclaimed in exasperation.  “Are you out of your mind?  Or perhaps you didn’t hear a word I just said!”

“I did!” George exclaimed defensively.  “So, what are ya on about now?”

“You and Katie can not just go back to your flat not to emerge again until tomorrow morning!”

“Why not?”

Brian sighed impatiently.  “What if there are reporters waiting outside, hmmm?  What if they are there specifically to catch the two of you doing precisely what you’re planning to do?  What then?”
George bit his lower lip and looked over at Katie.  “I didn’t think about that,” he murmured.
“No.  Clearly, you did not…but you must start thinking like that, George!  You too, Katie.  You haven’t the luxury of privacy anymore.  They know about the two of you, and you have to start acting accordingly.”

“How the fuck am I s’pposed to see her then?  We went through all this to keep her here in London, and now ya tell me I can’t even be with her?”

Brian was already making placating gestures before George had even finished ranting.  “Now, now, George.  I said you had to be careful, I didn’t say you couldn’t be with Katie.  You just have to mindful about how it appears, do you understand?”

“No, I don’t,” George grumbled.  “What the fuck’s good about all this fame and money when I have to be a prisoner in me own bleedin’ life?!”
Brian rolled his eyes discreetly.  “George, we live in the same building!  Just take Katie home to my flat.  She has her own room there.  The two of you can spend as much time with each other as you like.  When you take her to your flat, however, just be cautious about who sees you and how much time you spend there….no overnights until the press’ interest in the two of you has passed.  I think that is a sufficient compromise, don’t you?”  Knowing that nothing he could suggest was going to satisfy George at the moment, he’d addressed the question to Katie.
“S-Sure, Brian. That’s fine, thank you,” Katie answered nervously, avoiding George’s glare.

“Yeah, that’s just bloody perfect!” George groused.  “Let’s go, Kate.”

Katie picked up her purse, pausing at the door before following George out.  “Sorry, Brian….you know what he’s like when he gets like this.”

Brian smiled and nodded.  Oh yes, I do know, poor darling….the question is, how long will you be able to tolerate it?  

As the coupe left the NEMS office, they weren’t accosted by the press as Brian had feared they might be, but they also didn’t spot the young woman standing across the street watching them….nor did they see the hatred in her eyes when George casually put his arm around Katie’s shoulders.  
“Wow!  Brian really went all out, didn’t he?” Katie exclaimed as she walked around the newly redecorated bedroom.

George pulled a face at the excessively floral décor.  “It’s making me dizzy!  Christ!  I’ll feel like I’m shagging in the middle of fucking Kew Gardens!”
“George, stop!” Katie laughed.  “It’s beautiful, and I happen to think it was very thoughtful of Brian to go to such trouble!”

Going to her, he pulled her into his arms.  “Ah, see, that’s how much you know!  He had a decorator do all this, ya daft bird!”

“I know that!” she slapped his arm playfully.  “…but he still had to pay for it!”

Letting her go, he started exploring the room.  “Yeah, well, we’ve made sure Brian Epstein is a very rich man.  He can well afford it.”

Katie looked at him disapprovingly.  “George!  It still was very nice of him to do all of this.  I mean, he didn’t have to, you know.”

George stopped what he was doing and snickered.  “Actually, baby girl, he did.”

“What?” she laughed disbelievingly.  “Why?”

He shrugged as though the answer was obvious.  “Because I told him to.”  Seeing her frown, he quickly amended his words.  “Well, I asked actually because that’s the polite thing to do, isn’t it?  But he knew as well as I did that he had no choice….not really.”

There was something about the idea that bothered Katie immeasurably, though she was hard pressed to put her finger on what it was exactly.  “Oh,” was her only response before she turned her attention to her suitcase.

Seeing what she was about to do, George stepped up and grabbed her hand.  “Ah, don’t do that, baby.”  

“Why not?”

“Coz, I’ve been thinking….”

“Well, we both know how dangerous that can be,” she joked.

George just gave a distracted smile.  “Brian said we had to be careful about how things would look, right?”

“Right….” Katie agreed curiously.

“So, I’m thinking that as long as we’re careful not to let anyone see you coming and going, there’s no reason why you shouldn’t stay with me.”
Katie was taken back by the idea.  “Oh, I don’t know, George…,” she replied doubtfully.  “That sounds an awful lot like asking for trouble.”

George grew energized by the idea.  “No, no, luv, see, it could work.  Like I said, we just have to keep ya hidden from people in the building who might see you.  Beyond that, no one’s the wiser, see?”

Katie thought for a moment.  “Okay, George, but – remember how you were talking about feeling like a prisoner? – I pretty much would be!  I won’t even be able to leave the building without you or Neil or someone to hide me.  And now, I have to hide from people inside the building, too?  I don’t know, but that doesn’t sound like a whole lot of fun.”

“Nah!” he said dismissively.  “It wouldn’t be nearly as bad as yer imagining, Kate.  If ya wanted to get out, ya could just ring Alf or someone else.  You’d have the freedom to come and go as you like.  You’d just have to do some things a bit different is all.  Besides,” he added with a grimace, “I don’t know how much yer going to wander out by yerself now that the press not only knows about us, but the fans as well.”
The fans!  I’d forgotten about them!  Immediately, Katie remembered all the horror stories the other girls had told her about being the girlfriend or wife of a Beatle.  At the time, she didn’t have to worry about it, but that was all going to change now.

George wondered if it had been his imagination or if he’d actually seen Katie’s face blanch.  “Kate?” he asked timidly.  “Are ya alright, luv”
She gave a feeble laugh and looked around her.  “Sure!  Yeah, what’s not to be alright about?”  she asked acerbically.  “I’m here in London with you, right?  No family, no friends, no idea about where I’m living or what I’m doing, and now I have to worry about being harassed by the press and beat up by fans!  Yeah, George, I’m just peachy!”

George stood by, speechless.  He’d grasped the fact that leaving everything familiar behind would be tough for her, but he had no idea just how tough.  He asked the one question he wasn’t sure he really wanted to know the answer to.  “Kate, you don’t regret staying here with me….do you?” he asked softly.
She wiped the tears away before they could fall, and sat on the edge of the large double bed.   Sighing deeply, she replied, “No, George, I don’t regret it….it’s not that.  I’m just feeling so….I don’t know….lost, I guess.”  
Going to her, he sat beside her on the bed and put his arm around her.  Pulling her head to his shoulder, he kissed the top of her head, inhaling the floral scent of her hair.  “I’m sorry, baby girl,” he whispered.  “I’ve been so busy with the film and coming up with ideas to keep ya here, I never stopped to think about how you might be feeling about all this.”
Katie smiled sadly.  “I know you’ve been busy, George,” she replied.  Turning toward him, she slipped her arms around his neck and held him close.  “We sure haven’t had an easy time of it, have we?”

“Hmpf!” George muttered into her hair.  “That’s an understatement!  It was starting to feel like no matter what I did or tried to do, I was going to end up losing you.”

Pulling back a bit, Katie looked into his eyes.  “But that’s all behind us now, isn’t it?”  Her words came out sounding more like a plea than a question.
George gently pulled a single ringlet that had fallen over her eye, allowing it to spring back when he let go.  Pushing it back behind her ear, his brows furrowed thoughtfully.  “I can’t promise that things will be perfect, Kate, but I promise I’ll do everything I can to properly take care of you and make you happy.”
Looking away, she asserted, “I don’t need you to take care of me, George, I just need you to be true to me.”

“Hey!” he chastised gently as he put a finger under her chin and turned her face back toward his.  She raised her eyes to meet his.  “I’ll do both, eh?  It’s my job to look after ya, baby girl.” He smiled then and added, “Especially once we’re married and have little ones, yeah?”

Katie thought that the idea of marrying George and having his children should have thrilled her, but, in place of joyful anticipation she felt only dread.  God!  I’d really be trapped!  Even Daddy wouldn’t let me walk away so easily then!
“Kate?” George called worriedly, interrupting her reverie.  “What is it?”

Panicked that he might figure out what she was really thinking about, Katie hugged him tightly and exclaimed, “I love you, George!  I love you so much!”  Don’t I?

George gave an uncertain laugh, clueless as to what Katie’s strange behavior meant. “Yeah, okay!” he chuckled.  “I love ya too, ya daft bird!”

They sat together, holding each other closely for several minutes before George broke away.  “What d’yer say we get yer things together and go home?”

“All the way upstairs?” she asked wryly.

“Yeah,” he laughed.

Katie still felt uncomfortable with the impromptu change of plans, especially since she knew they were defying Brian’s instructions.  The notion of inviting George’s displeasure, however, served as an even greater source of discomfort, so Katie merely nodded and picked up those pieces of luggage she could manage on her own, leaving the rest for George to take care of.  It took the two of them only two trips to fully move her things fro Brian’s flat up to George and Ringo’s ….the flat that would now be her home as well.  Once she was settled in, Katie stared out of George’s bedroom window and considered how many girls would give all they owned to be in her place…and wondered why, at that moment, she was feeling like she’d gladly change places with any one of them.
