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Chapter Fifty-One
I’m Down
George had been wrong….before the week’s end, Katie did feel imprisoned.  With each passing day, she felt herself growing more and more isolated.  Being a Beatle, it seemed, was a twenty-four hour a day job, and she was finding it increasingly difficult coming up with ways to occupy the long hours spent on her own.  George, however, had no such problem.  When not working on the final scenes of the film, he was spending his evenings in the recording studio, all in addition to continuing successive rounds of television appearances and radio interviews.  What few hours he did get to himself, he spent either sleeping or clubbing….the latter, often without her.  Once in a while, he’d accept an invitation to dinner or to a private party.  For the most part, these were people Katie didn’t even know, and she considered herself fortunate if he bothered to give more than just a few hours’ notice beforehand.

George appeared to be oblivious to the increasing distance between them, or, if he did notice, he chose not to acknowledge it.  Katie understood that he had responsibilities to the group, and she tried to be patient and understanding when he explained that he sometimes just needed to unwind over a couple of drinks with friends at a club following the long, stressful days he put in. However, it seemed that he was spending more of his free time away from her than actually with her, and he’d long since stopped limiting his himself to “just a couple of drinks.”  He’d quickly developed the habit of coming home just shy of dawn - frequently, in various states of inebriation - only to wake her so they could make love, and even that was suffering.  She no longer enjoyed it as much as she used to, especially since he’d so often seemed interested only in his own satisfaction and not particularly concerned with hers.  When he’d fallen into a sound sleep afterwards, she often ended up quietly crying herself to sleep from the sheer frustration and loneliness….feelings that were not conducive to helping the couple move past their earlier troubles over George’s infidelities.  As much as Katie loved George, she struggled with mounting resentment almost daily, all but certain things were going to come to a head in the not so distant future.
Perhaps the adjustment to life in London with George might have been made easier if she could have cultivated a friendship with someone outside of the Beatles’ inner circle, or even with one of the other “Beatles’ girls.” Surprisingly, however, she hardly ever had occasion to see them, and she was too shy to just call them up herself and extend an invitation.  The one person she did feel comfortable with and enjoyed spending time with had been apparently been banned from the flat when George wasn’t around.  Since that was most of the time now, Katie got to see Neil very infrequently.  
Her loneliness had grown to such a critical extent that she even found herself looking forward to going back to school.  One of the many promises Kevin had secured from Brian before agreeing to allow his only child to remain behind in London was that she would complete her secondary school education – the equivalent of graduating from high school in the U.S.  Wanting to leave the possibility of college open for Katie, though, Kevin further insisted that she should complete the sixth form and attain her “A” or “Advanced Levels.”  George openly scoffed at the idea.  “She doesn’t have far to go fer her O levels, and, fer that matter, it’s silly worrying about this anyway.  We’re to be married! What need has she of O or A levels?  It’s a waste of time!”
Katie was inclined to agree with him…at first.  When she found herself living the life of the proverbial “bird in a gilded cage,” though, the idea of returning to school started looking more attractive.  At least it would give her something to do.  Not wanting to alert George to her plans just yet, she spoke privately with Brian who provided her with the brochures from the several schools George had asked him to look into months earlier.  She was sitting at the breakfast nook one evening, looking through the information, when George unexpectedly came home early.  She just barely had time to hide the materials away before he came bounding into the room.  “Hello gorgeous!” he exclaimed as he came to her and gave her an enthusiastic kiss.  “We’ve been invited to a party at Mick’s, so go get yerself ready, yeah?”
She followed him down the hall and into the bedroom they shared.  “Mick?  Jagger?”

George gave a chuckle as he was changing clothes. “Do ya know another Mick?”

“Uh, no….I just wasn’t sure that’s who you were talking about.”

Only half-listening, George said, “He and Chrissie up and decided to have a few mates around fer drinks and such, so shake a leg, baby girl,” he called out over his shoulder as he headed into the bathroom for a quick shower.
With a sigh, Katie went to the closet and began the painful deliberation over which outfit to wear.  The girls in Miami made her feel insecure, but the girls in London made her feel positively out of their league.  She sighed heavily as she stared at the contents of her wardrobe.  It didn’t matter how many new outfits George bought her, she just didn’t feel that she measured up around girls like Chrissie Shrimpton and her “uber-model” sister, Jean.  Both were professional models, and both were considered among the elite of the city’s ‘in-crowd.”  Next to those two, no matter what Katie did to make herself look attractive, she felt like an absolute frump.  
Although she didn’t feel that she could tell George, she hated these gatherings with a passion.  Without exception, she’d end up spending the night trying to keep track of him, consistently finding him at the center of several beauties, all of them vying for his attention.  It sickened her the way people – both men and women – tripped over each other trying to get to George simply because he was a Beatle.  However, as she was learning, that’s the way things were….if the Shrimpton sisters and their ilk were the elite of “Swingin’ London,” the Beatles were its veritable gods.
Several minutes later, George came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist.  Finding Katie still staring at the closet, he snapped, “Aren’t ya dressed yet?  C’mon, Kate, move it along!”

Without turning around, she shrugged and replied feebly, “I don’t know what to wear.”  
Giving a loud huff of annoyance, George came around the bed and stood beside her at the closet.  Rifling through the hanging garments, he passed over several before coming to a red silk shift.  Pulling it from the hanger, he tossed it at her, “Here, this’ll do,” he said decisively, and he went back to getting himself dressed.

Katie sighed, resigning herself to another night of sheer hell, and started to change her clothing.  Pulling the dress over her head, she walked over to George and wordlessly turned her back to him.  Almost instinctively, he reached out and zipped up the back of her dress for her.  Returning to the closet, she chose a pair of low heeled red sling-backs, tossing them beside the bed until she was ready to slip them on.  As she moved, she caught a glimpse of herself in the full length mirror.  Even though she hated to admit it, George had chosen well.  The dress was form fitting but comfortable, accentuating her curves and flattering to her figure.
Sitting before the mirror at the vanity George had purchased for her, she did a quick but light application of make-up, the only exception being the darker shade of red lipstick she chose to highlight her green eyes.  Knowing that George was within minutes of pushing her to hurry, she scraped her hair back in a high pony tail, holding it in place with a bejeweled clasp.  One quick brush of the fringe over her eyes, and she was ready to slip on her shoes and head out the door.  As she did so, she looked up and was surprised to find that she was actually ready before George was.  She decided to passively make that point.  “Uh, I’m all ready to leave when you are,” she said quietly.  

Glancing up, George did a double-take when he saw that she really was ready.  A smile slowly spread as he looked her over.  “Ya look gorgeous, baby girl!”

“I clean up okay.”  She’d meant it as a joke, but instead, it came out sounding sad and self-deprecating.

In response, George’s brows knitted in concern, and he countered, “Katie, ya do better than ‘clean up okay’….yer a beautiful girl!”  He went to her and kissed her.  Breaking the kiss, he looked in her eyes and gently said, “Ya do a fella proud, so ya do!”  Giving a soft laugh, he added, “I’ve often wondered what a girl like you is doing with a berk like me!  Ya could have done better, luv, and it’s well I know it.  I can’t say the same about me.”
She stared into his eyes, searching for any sign of insincerity, but found none.  Now this is my George!  This is the boy I came here to be with!  She felt tears stinging her eyes.  “Oh George!” she exclaimed emotionally as she slipped her arms around his neck.

“’ey now, what’s this?” he asked kindly as he held her tighter.  “I didn’t mean to go and make yer cry!” he said with a chuckle.

“It’s not that,” she whispered over his shoulder.

Pulling back, he looked at her worriedly.  “Well, what then?”

She wanted to tell him….tell him all of it…but he had a party he wanted to get to, so she kept it to herself.  At least, that’s what she told herself.  Dabbing at the tears, she laughed dismissively.  “It’s nothing.  I’m just an emotional slob is all!”
Smiling uncertainly, he joked, “Oh, well, if that’s all then….”

“Come on, let’s get going,” she urged before he had a chance to question her any further.
“Okay,” he agreed hesitantly, reluctantly letting her slip from his arms.  As she was walking out of the room, he called, “’ey Kate?”

Stopping, she turned back.  “Yeah?”

“I love ya, ya know.”

She smiled, “I love you too, George.”

“Georgie, luv, there you are!” Chrissie greeted him effusively.  Turning to Katie, she politely added, “Katie, lovely to see you as always.  I adore that dress, darling.  Mary Quant?”
“Uh, I-I’m not --” Katie stammered as she looked to George for help.

George gave a short laugh.  “Yeah, yeah, it is.  Looks great on her, doesn’t it?”

“Divine,” Chrissie gushed, making Katie cringe inwardly at the obvious disingenuousness.  “Come, come, we’re gathered in the sitting room.  We were beginning to think you weren’t going to make it!”
George reached back and took Katie’s hand in his.  The couple then followed Chrissie as she led them to the other room, both of them well past the point of tuning out her endless platitudes.  Suddenly, George stopped short and his eyes grew wide.  Quickly recovering, he continued toward the sitting room, steering Katie toward a divan nearest the doorway.  Turning back, Chrissie appeared momentarily surprised that the two had chosen to sit down on the first available couch.  Playing the good hostess, however, she asked, “So, what can I get you both to drink?  I must tell you, we have everything!  Mick insists on a well-stocked liquor cabinet!”
With a tight smile, George leaned in toward Chrissie and spoke quietly. “Ya didn’t say anything about Pattie Boyd being here, Chris.”

She giggled lightly and replied, “Didn’t I?  Oh, I was certain I did!  Then again, I was ever so busy putting things together at the last moment, it must have slipped my mind!  Do forgive me, won’t you, darling?” she asked, punctuating her words with an insincere pout. George’s eyes bore through Chrissie’s, but, finally, when he looked away and sighed, she perked up, “Now, about those drinks…?”

Maintaining a dour expression and tone, George answered, “I’ll have a scotch and coke….Kate?”

Katie was still reeling from the revelation that the girl George had cheated on her with was in the very same room.  “Umm…I guess I’ll have wine,” she replied distractedly.
“And how would you like that, love?” Chrissie asked.

Katie looked at her oddly. “In a glass….”

This time, Chrissie’s laughter was genuine.  “No, no, darling!  Would you like a red, or a white, or a nice blush…?”

Embarrassed, Katie quickly answered, “Red, please.”  At that moment she rather wished she could drink scotch.  Her nerves were on edge even more than they usually were in these situations, and she would have welcomed something that would anesthetize her more quickly and thoroughly than wine.

“One scotch and coke and one red wine coming right up!” Chrissie said brightly.  Then, giggling she added, “…in a glass! Oh Katie, you are too, too precious!”  As the girl walked off to get their drinks, Katie entertained fantasies that she would trip on the edge of their expensive Persian rug and fall flat on her perfect face.  

She felt George squeeze her hand gently and looked over at him.  It was obvious from his grin that he, too, had found her faux pas amusing, but when he spoke it was to ask, “Alright, baby girl?”

“Yeah,” she replied in a tone that clearly indicated she was anything but alright.
“Listen, Kate, about Pattie being here….I really didn’t know.  I wouldn’t have asked you to come if I’d had.”

Yeah, but would you have just come without me?  “It’s okay,” she conceded.
“No, it’s not, luv.  We’ll have one drink - just to be polite, ya know? – and then we’ll leave.”  When Katie didn’t respond, he added, “Ya know, ya look so fab, we’ll just go out to a club on our own, eh?  Perhaps I’ll even let ya drag me out on the dance floor.  What d’yer reckon?”

It was obvious that George was trying, and she didn’t have the heart to spoil the evening by sulking or insisting they go home.  “That sounds wonderful, George!  I’d really like that!”  she responded with as much enthusiasm as she could muster.  Feeling generous, she added, “….and we don’t have to leave the party so quickly if you don’t want to.  It’s okay.  I mean, Pattie is obviously here with a date, so….”

George glanced over to see who Pattie’s date was and snickered.  “That’s Ossie Clark.  He’s a dress designer or some such thing and a friend of hers’.  He probably just escorted her here.”  Leaning closer, he lowered his voice.  “It’s well known he pulls both birds and fellas, even though he has a regular girlfriend.”
“You don’t like him?”

George shrugged.  “He’s alright….a bit of a pill-head, though.”

“Oh,” Katie mouthed soundlessly just as Chrissie returned with the drinks.

“Well, here we are!” she exclaimed, then announced as she handed them each their drinks, “A scotch and coke and a red wine…in a glass,” she added with a grin.  Katie wondered just how long Chrissie was going to milk the joke.
It wasn’t long before the revelers’ “Beatle-radar” signaled and, within minutes, a slow trickle of admirers gave way to an increasing flow of sycophants who made their way to the divan, surrounding George on all sides.  They all but tried to push Katie aside, but, to George’s credit, he’d steadily kept his arm about her shoulders or held her hand, making sure as he talked to make frequent references to the girl at his side and going out of his way to include her in conversation.  Even though Katie was never comfortable being the center of attention, in those moments, he nevertheless made her feel every bit of the fiancée he claimed she was, and she felt both gratitude and relief.
She wasn’t sure just what caused the change in George’s behavior.  Perhaps he’d finally noticed how unhappy she had been…or perhaps someone – one of the boys, or even one of their girls – said something that opened his eyes.  In truth, she didn’t care why he was behaving differently, she was only glad he was.  The entire experience even made her initial offer to remain at the party feel more sincere.  As long as he continued to treat her the way he was, she didn’t mind staying at all.  In fact, she found that she was actually enjoying herself for the first time in what felt like a long time.  
Every now and then, she would glance in Pattie’s direction, but the other girl was deeply engrossed in a very animated conversation with a small group on that side of the room. Only once did Pattie glance up and find Katie looking at her.  The model offered a fleeting smile to which Katie gave a slight nod in acknowledgement.  Funny, we’ve never even met….yeah, maybe this won’t be so bad after all! Katie thought happily as she sipped her second wine and snuggled closer to George.  At that moment, there was nothing….no hint, no indication, no omen of the trouble that was to come.  If there had been, Katie would have insisted to George that they leave immediately.  As it turned out, those first couple of hours spent at Mick and Chrissie’s party would be the last Katie and George would enjoy together.
As the night wore on, the couple got drawn into separate conversations with other people.  George was the first to wander off when, after a protracted but good-natured debate with Brian Jones over a chord used in some old Muddy Waters song, the two men – along with Mick Jagger - went off to another room to have a listen to the E.P. and put a definitive end to the argument.  With George otherwise occupied, the crowd around the divan quickly dispersed to other areas, leaving Katie alone with a very drunk Chrissie Shrimpton.  The girls watched their men leave the room, then Katie heard Chrissie say, “That George certainly is a attractive man….quite sexy, too!”  

Uncertain where Chrissie was going with this, Katie agreed apathetically, “Yes, he is,” and she took a sip from her wineglass.
“I imagine it must be quite a challenge trying to hold onto him!” Chrissie said, grinning.
Katie was taken back by the girl’s forwardness.  “We’ve had our problems,” she answered quietly.

Startled by Chrissie’s sudden cackle, Katie jumped and demanded, “What’s so funny?”

As quick as a flash, all traces of humour were gone from Chrissie’s face.  “Did it ever occur to you, Katie, that the reason you and George have problems is because you expect him to behave as a common boyfriend?”  

“So, what’s wrong with that?”

The model rolled her eyes derisively.  “What on earth is he doing with you?  You’re not only young, you are incredibly naïve!”

Stunned and insulted, Katie replied hotly, “George and I are none of your business, Chrissie!”

“Oh dear!  Now I’ve gone and ruffled your feathers!”  Leaning closer to Katie, Chrissie lowered her voice and said, “See, little one, I’m only trying to help.  What I mean is that there is nothing at all common about George Harrison…about any of them, really!  So, if you want to remain with George, you’re going to have to learn to be a bit more thick-skinned.”
Confused, Katie shot back, “You’ve had too much to drink, Chrissie, and you’re not making any sense at all!”

Ignoring Katie’s rebuke, Chrissie continued, “Take Mick and me, for example.  We’ve been with each other since last year, and we’ll stay together.  Why?  Because I know what is expected.  See, I understand that Mick will have his slags on the side….tarts like Marianne Faithfull, for instance,” she grimaced as she said the girl’s name and glared in the direction where Marianne and her husband were chatting with a few others.  “Anyway, the unspoken agreement is that he won’t do those things publicly where people will find out, and in return, I pretend not to know.  Do you see how it works, young Kate?”

Katie stared at the girl in amazement before answering slowly, “I think that’s the saddest thing I’ve ever heard.” Although Chrissie maintained a cocky demeanor the whole while she spoke, there was no hiding the underlying sorrow.  Setting her wineglass on the low table in front of her, Katie stood and said softly, “I have to go find George now, Chrissie, excuse me.”
As the teen was walking away, Chrissie called after her, “You’ll learn, little bird…. you’ll learn or you’ll lose him!”

Katie didn’t turn back….nor did she acknowledge Chrissie’s last words.  She just kept walking, scanning each room she passed through for any sign of George.  Although she had been to the house before, her visit was limited to the sitting and dining rooms, so she wasn’t familiar with the layout of the rest of the house.  She felt, therefore, that she was wandering a bit aimlessly, uncertain where George and the two Rolling Stones would have gone to listen to records.  As she searched the crowd, there wasn’t a single face she recognized, and, just as she was beginning to fear she would never find George in the mazelike configuration of rooms, she heard familiar music coming from behind a closed door.  Pressing her ear against the door, she listened.  Muddy Waters!  She knocked and waited until someone from the other side called out, “Enter at your own risk!”  Opening the door, she saw Brian Jones spread out on a large couch, drinking wine straight from the bottle.  Looking around the room, she didn’t see George, or Mick, or anyone, save Brian. 
A smile spread slowly on his face as he started to rise up from the couch.  “Kit-Kat!” he exclaimed happily, using the odd pet name he’d christened her with at their first meeting.  “Come on in, love!”

Nervously, Katie said, “Hey Brian!  I was looking for George. I thought he was in here.  Do you know where I can find him?”

He didn’t answer her right away, but rather, stood and went behind her to close the door.  When she looked at him curiously, he offered by way of explanation, “We don’t want just anybody wandering in here, do we, Kit-Kat?”

“I-I suppose not.  So….George….do you know where he is?”

Brian giggled drunkenly.  “Oh, yeah, I probably do!”  Taking her hand, he led her to the couch.  “Here, sit with me and have a drink.  There’s nothing better than a beautiful girl, good wine, and the blues!”  He was already pouring her a glass from the bottle in his hand.  Handing it to her, he said, “You intrigue me, Kit-Kat, you know?”

Katie felt herself growing increasingly anxious.  Even sober, Brian Jones made her feel uneasy, but being alone with him drunk and high flat out scared her.  Trying to be polite, she took a sip from the glass and, setting it on the end table, said, “I really need to find George, Brian.  Do you really know where he is?”

Reclining against the arm of the couch, he ignored her question and regarded her with a grin.  “Red-heads.  I fucking love red-heads!  Who’s the other one with your lot?  Paul’s bird?”

“Jane?”

“Jane!  Yeah, that’s it!  Jane Asher, right?”  

Katie nodded.  “Listen, Brian --”

“Red-heads are the best shags, I find!”  he laughed.  “Of course, the Beatles must know it, too, since they have two of you as their girlfriends!  If there’s one thing those lads know about, it’s shagging!”

Katie wanted to ask what he’d meant, but thought better of engaging him in any conversation further than what was needed to find George.  “Brian --”

He had sprung from the other side of the couch and was on top of her before she realized what was happening.  Letting out a yelp of surprise, she simultaneously pushed him and pulled herself out from underneath, landing on the floor.  Rising quickly, she backed away from his reach and yelled, “What the hell do you think you’re doing?!”

Still grinning, he replied, “Seems how turnabout’s fair play, sweetheart!”
“What? What are you talking about?” she demanded angrily.

Clutching his knees to his chest, he rocked back and forth and gazed at her steadily.  “What I mean, love, is that if George gets to shag my bird, then it’s only fair then that I shag his!”

“What?!”

“Changes things a bit, doesn’t it?” he asked triumphantly.  Patting the seat beside him, he added, “So, why don’t you come on back here?  You just might find you prefer me to him anyway!”

Katie’s thoughts were moving too fast for her to consciously keep up.  “I don’t believe you!” she said breathlessly.

Misunderstanding her, he insisted, “Why?  I have scores of girls say so!  Truly, that very thing!” 
What? Scores of girls?  George is screwing scores of girls? Or is Brian just screwing with my head to try and have his way?  “I’m leaving,” she stated simply and went to the door.

“Oi, Kit-Kat!” he called to her.  “It’s just up the stairs, third door on the left!”  He was grinning madly.

“What is?” she asked with obvious irritation.

“The room where you’ll…er, find George!”  Katie didn’t want to believe him, but she had to wonder why else he would be sending her to that room.  Reclining back on the couch, he added with a self-satisfied smile, “I’ll be here if you change your mind, pet!”

She left the room, closing the door tightly behind her.  Looking toward the stairs, she debated going up.  And what would you do if you found him with another girl?  She shook the thought from her mind.  Why would George go and do something like that after how sweetly he’s treated me all evening?  No, Brian’s lying….he likes playing mind games, especially when he’s been drinking or popping pills!  Even as she thought this, however, she was already moving slowly up the stairs.  When she reached the top, she glanced down the left side of the hall, trying to see around the several people milling about.  Keeping her head down so to avoid eye contact with anyone, she started walking down the hallway.  Suddenly, right beside her, a door opened and George came strolling out, fastening his belt.  She stood staring at him, speechless.

Raising his eyes and seeing Katie, George almost jumped in surprise.  “Kate!  What are you doing up here?”
Looking from his belt to his face, Katie replied hotly, “I could ask the same of you!”

Giving a small laugh, he said, “I was in the loo, luv!”

An eternity seemed to pass as Kate debated throwing open the door and seeing for herself if there was a girl in that room.  Before she could decide, however, George took her by the elbow and steered her toward the stairs.  “C’mon, Katie, let’s get going.”

“To a club?” she asked mechanically, her thoughts still on the room upstairs.

“Another time, perhaps, eh, Kate?  I’ve a scathing headache, and I’m dead knackered,” he answered.

She didn’t feel disappointed about not going out clubbing.  She just wondered why his attitude toward her reverted back to the way it had been before that evening.  That disappointed her.
She stood in the downstairs foyer while George went to retrieve their coats.  He was back in just a few minutes.  Holding her coat open, Katie slipped into it.  Just as she turned, she saw Brian standing propped against the doorway to the room in which she’d found him.  He was still grinning, but this one seemed to say, “I told you so.”  Katie glared at him without so much as cracking a smile.

Once George had his coat on, he murmured, “Right, let’s go.”

Breaking her stare, she looked at George in surprise and asked, “Aren’t we going to say goodnight to Mick and Chrissie?”
“Chrissie’s passed out in the sitting room, and Mick is, er, busy,” George responded with a snicker.  Reaching past her, he opened the front door.

“Kit-Kat!” she heard Brian call to her.

Looking his way, she saw that he had his arm around a girl she’d never seen before.  “What I said!” he called out and laughed.  
“What’s he on about?” George snapped.

Brian spoke before Kate could say anything.  “You’d best watch that one, George!  Your little kitten doesn’t just purr, she hisses!  Best watch she don’t scratch your eyes out, mate!” Laughing madly, he pulled the girl one step backward and started to close the door.  Before he did, she lifted her hand and gave a slight wave and wink.  Knowing it couldn’t have been meant for her, Katie quickly looked at George, just catching his smile and nod. Right then and there, she knew what Brian had told her was true, and the thought made her feel sick.
As the couple drove home in silence that night, Chrissie’s words repeatedly played in Katie’s mind….

“You’ll learn, little bird…. you’ll learn or you’ll lose him!”

