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Chapter Fifty-Four

Your Gonna Lose That Girl

The deafening thunderclap shook the entire building, startling Katie awake.  Bolting upright in bed, she struggled to shake off the disorientation of being rousted from sleep so abruptly.  As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, she was shocked to see the silhouette of a man slipping out the bedroom door.  Frozen at first with fear and confusion, she quickly jumped from the bed when she remembered the sleeping child in the room down the hall.  “Jules!” she whispered in panic as she ran from the room.  Without a thought for the intruder moving steadily for the front door, Katie ran into Julian’s room, breathing a heavy sigh of relief when she found him safe and sound, fast asleep in his bed.  Allowing herself a moment to steady her nerves, she cautiously made her way from the bedroom into the hallway, alert for any movement among the shadows.  Halfway down the hall, however, she was forced to a sudden stop when she was momentarily blinded by the bright hall light being flicked on.

“Katie?” she heard Cynthia calling to her, the urgency evident in her tone.
“I’m right here,” Katie replied raspily.

“Christ!” Cyn swore in relief.  “Are ya alright, luv?” 
Shielding her eyes with her hand, Katie squinted against the light and saw Cyn and Maureen looking at her wide-eyed and frightened.  Behind them, John stood, tapping the wall in agitation, awaiting her answer.
“Y-Yeah…what’s going on?” The sleeping pill she’d taken earlier muddled her mind and slurred her speech.  What little control of her faculties she still possessed was expended in the mad rush to Julian’s room.
“He didn’t hurt you, did he?” John demanded angrily just as Paul and Jane entered the flat.

“W-What?” Katie asked in confusion.  “Who?”  Seeing Ritchie leaving Julian’s room and softly closing the door behind him only fueled her anxiety.  “What’s happened?  What’s wrong?”  
Seeing the girl’s reaction, Paul asked gently, “Katie, was George here just now?”

“George?”  She thought for a moment.  Looking back up a Paul, she asked, “Is that who that was?”

“He was here then?” John asked heatedly.

She wanted to tell them what she’d seen, but the barbiturate was still potent in her system, making it difficult for her to understand or make herself understood.  “I-I think so.”

“You think so?  Don’t you know?”  John’s questions felt almost like an accusation, and Katie couldn’t understand why.
Laying her hand on his arm in placation, Cyn urged quietly, “John, that’s enough.  She was asleep.  Clearly, he didn’t mean to wake her.”  As she said this, Cyn looked to Katie for confirmation.  
The girl nodded. “The thunder….that’s what woke me.”
“I don’t understand,” Paul said, shaking his head.  “He stole John’s keys, hoofed it over here, snuck in, and then – what? – peeked in on her and left?  What was he thinking?  What happened?”

“I’ll tell ya what happened,” John began, finally calming down.  “He came to his bleedin’ senses, that’s what!  ‘cept fer the fact that the jammy little bastard still has me keys!”

“No worries, John,” Ritchie informed him as he dangled the ring of keys in front of John’s face.  “They were left on the table.”

“Bloody good thing,” John grumbled.
While the group slowly trickled into the sitting room to continue their discussion, Katie slipped back into her bedroom to don her robe.  By the light from the hallway, she found her robe and pulled it on, securing the belt snugly. On a whim, she went to the window, and, pulling back the heavy brocade drapery, let out a small gasp of surprise.  There, under the streetlamp across the road, stood George, sheets of rain soaking him through.  He was just standing there, staring up at her window.  Looking down at him, Katie felt moved nearly to tears.  He looked so lost, so dejected.  Why had he come? 
Leaning her forehead against the cold pane, she watched him for a few moments, her breath creating a small circle of condensation on the glass.  She reached up and laid the palm of her hand flat against the window.  From the street below, George gave a slow, sad nod, then turned and walked away.
He didn’t run….he didn’t even hurry his pace.  He knew no one was coming after him.  He knew there was no reason to.  However, he also knew that it all could have turned out differently….very differently.  At what point did he realize what he was doing?  He wasn’t sure.  He didn’t remember removing his necktie…didn’t remember winding the ends about his hands.  Only when he saw his outline in the mirror across the room, looming over Katie’s body, the tie poised above her neck, did he snap out of it.  In horror, he had pocketed the tie and quickly left the flat.  
Would he have actually done it?  He didn’t know.  And that scared the hell out of him.  He was in a rage…an indignant rage…a jealous rage…a drunken rage…just like that night he attacked her.  What the fuck is happenin’ to me?  What if Katie had seen what I was about to do?  Or John or Cyn or one of the others?  
They’d come close.  Though the Lennon’s flat was six flights up in the building, there was no lift.  George was on his way down the stairs when he heard them rapidly making their way up.  Thinking quickly, he’d ducked behind the door on the floor below….the floor the photographer’s flat was on.  He’d waited until he heard them enter the flat above him, then snuck down the remaining flights and out into the night.  He was surprised he even had the wherewithal to notice that the doorman wasn’t at his post as he left.  Surely, he would have had some questions.
Arriving at his car, George unlocked the driver’s door and slid in behind the wheel.  Inserting the key in the ignition, he let out the choke and sat waiting for the engine to warm.  When it did a few minutes later, he blasted the heater in an effort to quell the uncontrollable shivering he was sure was due to more than just being wet and cold.  Switching the windscreen wipers on, he let their rhythm lull him into a strange sort of calmness.  He wouldn’t think about Katie.  He wouldn’t think about what once was or what might have been.  She was right to have left him….he knew that now.  So, he would do the one thing he swore he would never do….he would let her go.  Let her go home…before I do something to keep her from ever going home again.  
He hadn’t gone home right away.  His mind a mass of confusion, he’d spent hours driving aimlessly around the London suburbs.  When he finally did arrive back at his flat, it was almost dawn.  From where he stood in the foyer, he saw Ritchie asleep on the couch.  Trying to keep quiet so as not to wake him, George walked softly across the floor, heading for his bedroom.  He stopped, though, when he heard Ritchie ask him, “Where’ve ya been, George?”

Turning to face his friend, George replied with a question of his own.  “What are ya doing out here?”

“Waitin’ fer you, whack,” Ritch replied curtly.  “We couldn’t find ya anywhere, and ye’ve been gone fer hours.  We were all worried.”

“All?” George snorted disbelievingly.  “An’ who’s this ‘all’?”
“All,” Ritchie emphasized seriously.  “Me…John…Paul…Cyn…,” hesitating a moment, he added, “Katie.”

At the girl’s name, George’s head reared back in surprise.  Biting his lower lip, he asked tentatively, “Katie was worried about me?”

“Of course she was!” Ritch answered impatiently. Standing, he walked into the kitchen, and, filling the kettle, put it on the stove and lit the burner.  “Ya know, if you’d pull yer head out yer arse long enough to stop feeling sorry fer yerself, George, you’d realize the girl still loves ya!”

“Right!” George responded snidely.  “Then why’s she leaving me, eh?”

Staring George down, Ritchie answered evenly, “You know the answer to that one better than me, mate.”

George held Ritchie’s glare for several beats before finally collapsing into the kitchen chair.  Holding his head between his hands, he moaned, “I can’t bear this, Ritch!  It’s all wrong!  An’ I’ve no idea how to make things right again.”
Laying a hand on George’s shoulder, Ritchie replied quietly, “Perhaps ya can’t, George.  Perhaps yer not meant to.”

Staring straight ahead, but focused on nothing, George nodded slowly, “Yeah, I know.”

Out of George’s line of sight, Ritchie’s eyebrow flew up in surprise at the admission.  It was the first time since everything happened that he’d heard George make any sort of concession.  Taking advantage of the opening, he prompted, “Ya know, we wrap the film soon, George.  Ya should think about getting away fer a bit—“

Before he could finish what he was saying, George gave a sardonic laugh and said, “Get away, eh?  Me and Katie are s’posed to go to Hawaii with John and Cyn.  Reckon she’s up fer the trip still?”
The drummer smiled sympathetically.  “No, I don’t imagine so.”

George’s smile faded a bit.  “Nah, neither do I.”  He lapsed into a reflective silence while Ritchie fixed two mugs of tea, setting one before George and sipping gingerly from his own steaming cup.

George toyed with the handle of the mug in front of him. Furrowing his brows thoughtfully he said, “Funny thing, that.”

“What is?”

Before answering, George paused and shook a cigarette loose from the pack in his front pocket, pulling it free with his lips.  Offering one to Ritchie, he flipped open his lighter, and lit first his, then Ritchie’s.  “Well, we’re the almighty Beatles, aren’t we?” he started with a sad smile.  “We’re s’posed to be able to get whatever we want, yeah?”

“Yeah,” Ritch grinned wryly.

Looking toward the window, George’s voice hitched as he asked, “So how is it I’ve lost the only thing I really do want?”
Shrugging, Ritchie answered sagely, “Reckon coz she’s not a ‘thing,’ George…she’d have to want it, too.”

George pondered Ritchie’s words for a moment.  “Yeah,” he agreed quietly.
Finishing his mug of tea, Ritchie stood and stretched.  “Well, I’m off fer a proper sleep then.”  He rinsed the mug, leaving it in the sink, unwashed.  “You’d do well to get a few hours yerself, mate.”

George, still sipping his tea, merely nodded.

Ritchie waited for any further response.  When none was forthcoming, he said, “Well, g’night, George.”

“’ey, Ritch?”

Pausing in the doorway, Ritchie turned back, “Yeah?”

“She really was worried?”

Sighing in exasperation, Ritchie looked at George warningly.  “Leave it, George,” he advised kindly.
Resuming his nervous habit, George chewed his bottom lip thoughtfully then nodded, “Yeah,” he said sadly.
“Yeah,” Ritchie echoed more firmly.  “G’night then.”

“G’night,” George replied without turning around.

Alone in the breakfast nook, safe and sober in the light of day, he allowed his thoughts to wander back to hours earlier.  Suppressing a shiver, he grimaced, realizing just how close he’d come to the brink of total madness.  Katie….my baby girl….look what you’ve done to me!  Look what I almost did to you!  I understand now why they call it a “crime of passion.” I couldn’t bear the thought of you with another fella….so much so that I was prepared to see that no one would have you if I couldn’t.  
In his mind’s eye, he saw himself in the mirror once more.  The madman with the necktie taut and at the ready, poised above the girl’s prone body, ready to…to….  
It hit him so suddenly he almost didn’t make it to the sink.  His body was suddenly seized by wave after wave of nausea as his stomach contracted, causing him to violently wretch bitter bile into the kitchen sink.  It was as if his body was purging itself of the madness that almost led him to take Katie’s life the night before.  Running the water to rinse the sink, he cupped his hands and splashed his face repeatedly, swishing an occasional mouthful to rinse the sour taste from his mouth.  When the worst of the sickness had passed, he turned off the tap and forced his legs to carry unsteadily him to his bedroom.  Without even removing his jacket or boots, he fell face down onto his bed, praying that sleep would soon take him into blissful oblivion, far from the dark thoughts and memories that plagued him.
Not far away, Katie slept fitfully, unaware of just how close she came to never waking again.  After tossing and turning for an hour, she finally gave up.  She had things to do in preparation for her trip back to the U.S. the next day, and, although she wasn’t looking forward to those tasks, she knew they wouldn’t get any easier the longer she waited.  Pulling her tired body up from her bed, she showered, dressed, and began the process of getting ready to leave.  

Later that day, she was sitting on her bed, folding her freshly laundered clothes and placing them in the suitcase.  Cynthia had kindly offered to help, but Katie had declined the suggestion, preferring to face the task alone.  Packing to leave England – and George – was difficult enough. She didn’t want to deal with the chore of carrying on a conversation while she was doing it.  After all, she reasoned, it’s not just my clothes and things I’m packing away, it’s all my plans and dreams for a life here with George.  
George.  She wondered what was going through his mind last night when he had stolen John’s keys and snuck into the flat.  He’d been in her room, that much she knew, but….Why didn’t he wake me?  How long had he been here?  And what was he doing here to begin with?  
Even though it had been her choice to leave – a choice she knew was right - she still found herself wishing she could talk to George one last time.  But, if I did, would I be strong enough to still walk away afterward?  
For the next couple of hours, she debated the idea.  She thought back to the night he’d attacked her, remembering the cold look in his eyes, the cruel things he’d said, the way he goaded her and humiliated her…she remembered begging him to stop and the way he’d laughed at her, taunting her to fight back.  Tears sprang to her eyes, and she had to force herself to stop thinking about it.  Oh George, what happened to you?  
As if to combat the disturbing memory, she conjured memories of other times…happier times…loving times….and she wondered which memories hurt her more.  I’ve got to see him again…just this one last time….if only to say good-bye.
Decided, she left her room and went in search of Cynthia to tell her she was going out for a while.

“But Katie, it’s not as though you can just walk around London on yer own!  The fans, they know who you are.  I’ve told ya what they can be like.  You can get hurt!” Cyn objected.  Katie felt bad lying to her, but she knew she couldn’t tell Cynthia where she was really going.
“Okay, so…I’ll take a taxi.  How’s that?” Katie countered blithely.

“Well, why not just ring Alf then?  He’ll take ya where ya need to go.”

“Oh, I can’t do that, Cyn.  He’ll be waiting for John to call him.  Really, it’ll be okay.”

Cynthia looked unconvinced.  “I don’t know, Kate, I don’t like it.  It sounds too risky.”

“Honestly, I’ll be fine.”  Katie’s patience was starting to wear thin.

“Well, I can’t stop ya if you’ve made yer mind up,” Cyn yielded.  “But I do wish ya would have thought about seeing London earlier.  It’ll be getting dark soon!”

“I won’t be long, I promise.  There are just a couple of things I want to get pictures of, that’s all.”

Sighing, Cyn finally surrendered.  “Alright, Kate.  Go get yer photos, but please don’t be out after dark, and do be careful, eh?”

“I will, I promise!” Katie agreed enthusiastically.  She was out the front door before Cynthia could raise yet another objection.

Downstairs, the doorman spotted Katie just as she came through the door and into the foyer.  “Good evening to you, Miss Kelly!”

“Hi, Paddy!  Listen, would you mind calling a taxi for me?”  she asked, pulling her jacket around her.  She could hear the fans gathered just outside the door calling her name.  Ignoring them, she added, “I’m in a bit of hurry.”
“Certainly, miss!  It’d be my pleasure!”  he answered genially.

As she stood waiting for the taxi to arrive, she tried to ignore the girls who had grouped themselves around the door, gaping at her and snapping photos, making her feel a bit like an animal in a zoo.  Self-conscious by nature, she felt incredibly uncomfortable being “on display,” and, not for the first time, wondered how the boys could stand it all the time.  Her thoughts were interrupted by Paddy informing her that her taxi had arrived.  “Shall I escort you out, Miss Kelly?” he asked with a nod toward the fans.

Smiling gratefully, Katie replied, “If you wouldn’t mind, Paddy, I’d appreciate it.”

“Not at all!”  he answered in his booming voice.
She had to admit he was pretty good in the role of substitute bodyguard.  Of course, he was six foot four and probably tipped the scale somewhere in the twenty stone range, and that helped.  He got her safely ensconced in the taxi without any problem.

“Where to, miss?” the driver asked, glancing at her in the rearview mirror.

“Whaddon House, William Mews, please” she answered guiltily, as if somehow, the driver was privy to her secret.  
The trip passed quickly…a bit too quickly.  Katie had no idea what she was going to say to George….or what he was going to say to her.  The driver pulled over in front of the building with its numerous balconies, and Katie handed him the fare, tipping him far more generously than she realized when she absently instructed him to “keep the change.”  Exiting the taxi, she moved quickly past the fans assembled in front of the building.  Unfortunately, not quickly enough to keep one fan from grabbing on to the edge of Katie’s jacket, nearly pulling her over.  “Let go!” Katie shouted angrily.  She didn’t stick around long enough to hear the rude comeback from the girl, but entered the foyer of the building, grateful that she recognized Jimmy, the regular four-to-midnight doorman.

“Well, hello there, Miss Kelly!  I haven’t seen you about these past few days!” he greeted her.

Without stopping, Katie smiled and answered, “No, I was visiting a friend.”  It wasn’t a lie…exactly.
“Well, it’s good to have you home!” he called to her just as the door closed.  Though she kept the smile frozen to her face, the remark felt like a knife in her heart.  Home?  No, not home.  Not ever.  With heaviness in the pit of her stomach, she started to climb the stairs, making her way to flat number seven.

When she arrived at the top floor, she paused.  What if this is a mistake?  What if he doesn’t want to see me?  Or….what if he has another girl in there?  She almost turned back right then and there.  But…I’m leaving tomorrow, and I’ll probably never see George again.  Do I really want to leave this way?  We loved each other.  I mean, why can’t we part…better?  Not as “friends” exactly – no, I know we can never do that, but at least…better…wishing each other well?  She felt a lump forming in her throat and tears stinging her eyes.  Giving herself a moment to gain control of her emotions, she quickly opened the door to the top floor, and, standing before George’s door, she rapped loudly before she could change her mind.
From the other side, she heard him moving toward the door.  “Ferget yer key again, 
Ri--?” The door swung open and the unspoken word hung there while he gaped and blinked in disbelief.  “K-Katie?”

Her heart was hammering in her chest, and her knees felt like they were going to give way.  Even so, she offered a faltering smile.  “H-Hi, George.”

From his shocked expression, she couldn’t tell if he was happy to see her or not.  She decided to offer them both an escape.  “Um, look, if this is a bad time…?”

“No!” he practically shouted, lightly grabbing hold of her arm.  “No, of course not!  I’m just so – so surprised to see ya!  Surprised, but pleased, that is!” he smiled.
Feeling a bit relieved, Katie looked around awkwardly.  “So….is it I okay if I come in?”

“Wha’?” George asked in genuine confusion.  Her question hit him a second later.  “Christ!  Sorry, bab--, er, Katie.  Yeah, yeah, come on in, luv.  I’ll put some tea on, eh?”
“That would be nice,” she smiled shyly.

“’ere, let me take yer coat,” he offered as they walked together toward the kitchen.  “Ya needn’t have knocked, Kate, don’ ya have yer key?”

“Uh, yeah….yeah, I do,” she replied, reaching into her jeans pocket and withdrawing the single key hanging from a key chain.

While George put her coat away and went about putting the kettle on to fix the tea.  Katie covertly slipped the key onto the hook just inside the kitchen door.  She then slid into a chair and scanned the flat.  How odd it feels being here like this.  For a while, it was like this was my home, too.  Now, it feels so…different…colder.  Hard to believe it’s only been days since I was last here….it feels like ages!  She remembered the first day when Neil brought her there from the airport.  Although it was only a mere four months prior, it felt like a lifetime….so much had happened since then.  Katie felt a strong melancholia come over her.  Maybe coming here was a mistake after all.

Just then, George sat down at the table across from her, and she forced a smile.  Looking at George, though, she was struck by the idea that being forced to smile when one least felt like it had really paid off for him.  If she didn’t know any better, she would have thought his pleasure was real.  

“How’ve you been?” she asked.

“Oh! Ya know…busy like,” he replied, crossing his arms in front of him and tipping back on the back legs of the chair.  “We’re just about finished with the film.  Ritch has a small bit he has to do yet, and that will be the last of it.”  Giving a small laugh, he added, “I won’t be sorry to put all that behind me!”
“Not cut out for the movie star life, huh?” Katie asked with a sly smile.

Scratching the back of his head, George grimaced and answered, “Not really, no.”

“Well, I’ll be looking forward to seeing it when it comes out anyway,” she said with a smile, curious at the strange way George looked at her as she said it.

The kettle started to whistle shrilly just then, and George got up to pour the boiled water into the waiting teapot.  In short order, he moved all the fixings, cups, and utensils to the table and took his seat again.  The silence between the two hung heavily and uncomfortably.  At last, George broke the ice.  Awkwardly, he said, “I really am glad you’re here, Kate.”

“I wasn’t sure I should come,” she admitted honestly, prompting George to nod in understanding.

“Ye’ve more courage than I do,” he laughed.  “But that’s just like you, isn’t it?  You decide to do something and do it….an’ sober at that!”   She wanted to share in the joke, but it didn’t seem at all funny when she thought back to the things he’d done after he’d been drinking.
Growing serious, she suggested, “You really should think about cutting back on the drinking, George.”

Seeing that she was serious, George, too, lost the smile, and agreed hesitantly.  “Yeah, I know, Kate, I know…an’ I promise I will.  I know how much trouble it’s caused us.”  Reaching out across the table, he laid his hand on top of hers and added sincerely, “I know how lucky I am that ye’ve decided to give me another chance, luv.  I promise I’ll never give you a reason to regret it.”

Katie froze, stunned into silence.  Squeezing her eyes shut, she opened them again and said gently, “George….I…I haven’t come back.  You’ve misunderstood.”

It seemed to Katie that he visibly paled several shades right in front of her eyes.  “What?” he asked in a half-whisper.

“I’m leaving tomorrow.  George, I came…to…well…to say…goodbye.”  
He stared at her expressionless, saying nothing.  The sudden lack of conversation seemed to amplify all other sounds.  She could hear the ticking of the clock on the mantle in the sitting room, the water rushing through the pipes of the central heating, and the sounds of cars honking and passing on the wet street several stories below…but from George, there was only silence and shock.  After what felt to Katie like an eternity, he said softly, “I thought you’d come home to me.”  He’d said it as a simple, declarative statement, void of any emotion. 
“I’m sorry,” Katie said, meaning it.  “Perhaps I should leave.”  George had lapsed into silence again, staring off at nothing in particular.

Katie gave a decisive nod and started to rise when George called out, “Wait!”  Taking her seat again, she looked at him expectantly.  “You…you haven’t had yer tea!”  He was reaching, and they both knew it.
“George….” 
“But it’s ready just now!” he implored desperately.  “Ah, Kate, please…please don’t go.”

Katie vacillated.  On the one hand, she didn’t want to cause any more trouble or hurt feelings, but, on the other hand, she had come to make peace with George.  If it could still be done, then she wanted the chance.  “Alright, one cup, but then I really must go.  If Cyn and John find out I’ve been here, they’ll be really upset with me.”
“Since when do you answer to Cyn and John?” George snapped snidely.

A bit taken back by his tone, Katie nonetheless remained calm.  “Since they were kind enough to open their home to me this past week, George.”
Chastened, George lowered his head and grumbled, “I still don’t understand why it’s their business if yer here or not.”

Wanting to move on from the subject of Cynthia and John, Katie took the upper hand and poured out the tea for the both of them, saying as she did, “I saw you in my bedroom last night --”

“Yer ‘bedroom’ is here,” George snapped again, albeit a bit more quietly.

Katie paused and glared at him meaningfully for a few seconds before continuing.  “John said that you’d stolen his keys to let yourself in.  Seems like a lot of trouble to go to just to sneak and peek and leave again.  Why didn’t you wake me?”

Saying nothing, George nervously toyed with the teaspoon as he thought about how he would answer her.  Finally, he sighed, and decided to be as truthful as he dared be.  “I wasn’t sure ya’d be all that chuffed to see me, Kate.  I was pissed and not thinking clearly.”  Setting the spoon down, he raised his eyes and looked at her.  “Had I been sober, I would probably not have come at all.”

Nodding her head slowly, Katie whispered, “I see.”

“Listen Katie, I know I don’t deserve it – I’ve certainly no right to even ask ya – but….we could work this out, ya know?  If ya stay, I mean.   Ya don’t even have to stay here with me if ya don’t want to….just don’t go back to America…not yet.”
“George, I can’t,” Katie stressed.

“Why not?”

“Well, among other reasons, because Dad and Deidre are expecting me back --”

“So? Just ring ‘em and tell ‘em ye’ve changed yer mind!” he suggested as if it were the most obvious answer in the world.
“I can’t!”

“Why not?” he demanded, raising his voice.
“Because I just can’t, George!” She hated the way she’d suddenly found herself on the defensive.
“Ye’ve gone and told them what happened, is that it?” he accused her heatedly.
“No!” she shot back.  “Of course not!”

He continued to badger her.  “Well, then why can’t ya just tell ‘em ye’ve changed yer mind?”

“Geo--”

He interrupted, insisting eagerly, “We can ring ‘em right now….it’s not terribly early there!” 

“No--”

“Why?” he pushed impatiently.

“Because I don’t want to!” she shouted in exasperation.
Her words felt like a slap on his face and George went instantly silent as he stared at her with a mixture of disbelief and sadness.  “You don’t want to.” he echoed softly.

“George, this isn’t about Dad and Deirdre or John and Cynthia.  It’s about us.  God, this so hard to do, don’t you get it?  I love you, but it’s just not going to work between us.  Even I see that now. Louise was right….as long as the Beatles are this popular, there’s no way we can be together.”

“Louise?!” George asked in surprise. Surprise giving way to anger, he demanded, “What has she to do with all this? Right about what exactly?”

Katie found herself wishing she hadn’t brought George’s sister into it.  Trying to play it down, she explained, “Back when you and I started seeing each other, George, she tried to warn me that this would happen.”  In her mind’s eye, she saw George slapping her again…tasted the blood in her mouth, and amended quickly, “Well, not everything, but she warned me about the other girls, about what you would do--”

“Stupid bloody cow,” George swore under his breath.

“Don’t go blaming Louise, George, she was only looking out for me….and she was right, wasn’t she?”

George’s eyes grew dark with anger, but he couldn’t refute the truth of her words, so he said nothing.

Katie continued, almost pleading with him to understand, “I didn’t want any of this to happen.  I mean, I love you, George, but I just can’t be with you.  As much as it kills me, I’ve got to go.”

As much as it kills you, eh?  If you only knew!  He looked across the table at her, and his guilt was nearly overwhelming. Though now faded, he could still see the remnants of the bruises he’d left on her face and neck.  He’d hurt her that night, but, what he’d almost done the night before….well, that was even worse. Again, he saw himself hovering over her with his tie in his hands…anger, indignation, and pain in his heart.  There was little point wondering if he would have gone through with it or not….that no longer mattered. The fact was….he’d already crossed a line, and, in his heart, he knew there was no turning back.  The lying, the cheating….those things, as hurtful as they were, were kids’ play compared to what he’d done to her….compared to what he’d come close to doing.  No, she’s right to leave me, and, if I love her, really love her, I’ll let her go.

For several minutes, he struggled inwardly….part of him wanting to make her stay…part of him knowing he’d already lost her.  At last he said, “I’m sorry, Katie.  You deserved so much better than what I gave you.  I’ve been a selfish prick, and I know I’ve no one to blame but meself fer losing ya now.  I just wish…I wish…,” he gave a small helpless laugh.  “Ah, but as me mam used to say, ‘if wishes were horses, then beggars might ride,’ eh? ‘sides, I’ve left it a bit late fer wishing, haven’t I?”  
He raised his eyes to meet hers, a small, sad smile playing on his lips.  Katie’s stomach flipped when she saw the unshed tears standing in his eyes.  Not wanting to impinge on his northern male pride, she pretended not to see them and averted her eyes to the cup in front of her.  Leaning back in his chair, he stretched and, using the ruse of rubbing his face, wiped the tears away.
When she thought he had regained control of his emotions, she began, “George….”
“Nah,” he interrupted her, shaking his head slowly.  “Don’t, baby girl.  You don’t have to say anything.  I’ve lost my right to any excuses or reasons.  You do what you have to do, luv, an’ don’t worry about me. I’m sorry I’ve made it so hard on ya…I’m sorry fer….everything.”  
Standing then, he went to her, and, taking her hand, pulled her up out of the chair and into his arms.  Holding her tightly, he spoke softly in her ear, his voice quivering with emotion.  “I wanted things to be different, Kate.  I hope you know that.  I never wanted to hurt you, and I hate that I have.  I love ya, baby girl.”

Katie clung to him, wishing the moment could last forever.  Soundlessly, she cried in his arms, knowing then that it was well and truly over between them.  She could swear she actually felt her heart breaking.  

“Do us a favor, will you?” he asked softly.  Letting his one arm drop from her body, he reached into his trouser pocket and pulled out the emerald ring.  “Keep the ring--”

She started to object, shaking her head, “No, George, it wouldn’t be--”

“Yes…please,” he stressed gently.  “Keep it, and, if yer ever feeling lonely or sommat, pull it out and just remember….”  Choking up, he paused for a moment.  Then, clearing his throat, he continued, “….remember that I love you, Katie, and that I always will.”  
He placed the ring in the palm of her hand and closed her fingers around it.  With her hand in his, he raised it to his lips and kissed it.  “One other thing…,” he said, bending to catch her eye.  “If you ever need anything, Katie, anything at all, you just let me know, okay?”

With her eyes downcast, Katie didn’t answer.

“Okay?”  he repeated.
“Okay,” she whispered.  Wrapping her arms around his neck, she buried her face in his shoulder, wishing like hell he would have pushed harder for her to stay with him and wondering what made him finally give up.

That night, they made love for the last time.  Katie awoke before it was light and quietly slipped from the bed.  She dressed quickly, constantly stealing glances at George while he slept.  When she was fully dressed, she went and stood beside him.  Resisting the urge to reach out and touch him, she studied his face, committing every detail to memory.  As the first crack of light emerged through the draperies, she leaned down and kissed him lightly.  Then Katie Kelly left George’s room - and life - forever.

He cursed softly as he felt the first light drops of rain.  Looking toward the sky, he said, “Ah, give us just a few more minutes, eh?  Can’t ya at least allow that much?”
The answer came in the form of bigger, heavier drops.  He sighed in frustration and pulled his jacket around him more tightly.  Reclining on the bonnet of his car, he laid his head back on the windscreen and waited.  After several minutes had passed, he checked his watch.  Should be any minute now, he thought sadly.  
He was fairly soaked through and shivering by then, and the wind only made him feel the chill all the more.  He heard it before he saw it, marveling at just how loud the sound actually was…how he seemed to feel its vibration everywhere all at once.  In the back of his mind, he wondered how people could stand to live in the area, hearing that noise day in and day out.  All of a sudden, it was above him…so low, so close, he felt he could reach out and touch it.  Christ!  If only I could, I’d pull the bloody thing from the sky!
The 707, with its Pan Am logo easily visible on the tail, seemed to drag across the sky above him, the wind escalating with noise where he laid back on his Jaguar, parked just on the other side of the fence of the Heathrow runway.  With no one around to see them, George let the tears come then, sliding in rivulets out the corners of his eyes, disappearing into his hair.  His heart heavy and breaking, he laid there watching the plane overhead until he could see it no more.  As it ascended and disappeared into the bank of low-lying clouds, he whispered, “Good bye, Katie….”
