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George’s eyes fluttered open as he waded to consciousness, struggling to comprehend where he was and what he was doing there.  The room was dark, but not entirely so.  Night.  It must be night then.  He listened to the cacophony of small sounds surrounding him, and slowly, it registered.  Hospital….right….I’m in hospital. 
Something had woken him, but he wasn’t sure what.  He’d long since grown used to the continual pips and beeps coming from the many machines he was tethered to, their ghostly illuminations casting a strange ethereal glow all around his corner of the room.  He heard the sound again, and was able to identify it.  It was the sound of paper being quietly shuffled. With some difficulty, he turned and bent his head so he could see the source of the sound at the foot of his bed.  Struggling to focus, he froze when he saw the young nurse making notations on his medical chart.  But that’s impossible! Though she stood in the shadows, he recognized her….her stature….her shape….her hair….
“K-Katie?” he rasped in disbelief.

Raising her head from the chart, the nurse whispered kindly, “Did you say something, Mr. Harrison?” 

…her voice!  Ah, but I must be dreamin’ or something.  All that talk of the old days with Paul yesterday.  That must be it.  Through sleepy eyes, he watched the young nurse come around beside his bed and raise her hand to check his IV bag.  He gasped aloud when he saw it, a shaft of light from the corridor holding it like a spotlight.
“Mr. Harrison?” she asked in concern.  “Are you alright?”

She wore it on her right hand, but it was unmistakable.  He’d have known it anywhere….even after all these years.  The engagement ring I’d given….

“Katie?” he rasped again, growing visibly agitated and confused.  She’s not much older than when I last saw her!  How is that possible?  I’m in New York?  Aren’t I?  What the fuck is happenin’?  Am I already…gone?  

Noreen had seen this happen many times before in the decade since she’d started working with oncology patients.  In pain and heavily medicated, they were easily confused, and the awareness of their own confusion could cause them to panic.

Reaching behind the bed, she pulled the cord, bathing the room in a soft glow. Instantly, George appeared to calm down, although he remained staring at her intently.  Not Katie then…. he thought with a mixture of relief and disappointment.
Smiling at him indulgently, the nurse asked, “Did you think I was someone else?”

George nodded slightly as he took in her hair….brown, not red…and eyes….brown, not green….and the tag on her pink scrub shirt that bore her name….Noreen, not Katie….but there still was….

“Yer ring?” he mumbled.

“My what?” she questioned, leaning closer to hear.

“Yer ring….the emerald….”

Lifting her right hand, she held it out for him to see.  “This ring, you mean?”

Again, he nodded almost imperceptively.  “Where…?”

“Where did I get it?”  Another nod.  “Oh!  Well, it’s my mother’s ring.”

“Katie’s?” he asked softly.

Noreen’s eyes went wide with surprise.  “Y-Yes!  My mother’s name’s Katie….but I don’t see how you would know her!  Besides, she’s from Illinois .  Her name’s Katie Antonelli....well, she used to be Katie--”

“Kelly,” he finished for her.

Noreen just stared at him in shock.  Slowly, she started to lower herself to the chair beside his bed, but shot back up when she saw his smile turn to a grimace. Seeing the pain etched on his face, she checked the measurement on the morphine pump to see how many times he’d administered himself the designated dosage in the last hour.  Her brows furrowed when she saw that he’d activated the dispenser only twice.  Checking to ensure there was nothing impeding his ability to administer the medication, she asked, “Why aren’t you taking the morphine?  If you wait until you’re in extreme pain before pressing the button, it won’t work as effectively.”  She pressed the button once, waited the three minutes and pressed it again.  She saw the tension leave George’s body and his face relax.  Satisfied that his pain levels were under control for the moment, she placed the trigger back into his hand, lecturing gently but firmly, “You must use the dispenser when you need it, George.  Don’t wait until you are in that much pain.”
He turned his head toward her, opened his eyes and smiled slightly.  “Thank you.”

She smiled distractedly in return and sat down.  “So, ‘Mr. Arias,” she joked, using the alias of his wife’s given name that he was using while staying at the hospital.  “How on earth does George Harrison know my mother?”
The pain relief loosened George’s tongue and thoughts, and he found it much easier to talk.  “She never told you about me?” he slurred with a twinkle in his eye.

“No,” Noreen replied, shaking her head.  “I know that she must’ve been a fan back in the day, like everyone else, but that’s only because she had every Beatles’ album you guys made!  I had no idea that she had met you!”

“‘Back in the day,’ eh?” he asked with a wry smile, feeling much older than his fifty-eight years.  That would make Katie – what? – fifty-two?  Hmpf!  Doesn’t seem like such a big age difference now….it sure did back then, though!  He looked at the young woman appraisingly.  “Ya look a lot like yer mum, ya know that?”

“So I’ve been told!” she laughed.  “…but you’re not answering my question.  How do you know my mom?”

George sighed.  “I didn’t just meet her or know her….we were engaged once.”

“Engaged?!”  Noreen echoed in astonishment.
George nodded.  “We’d met before the Beatles were even famous here in America.  She lived next door to my older sister, see?  We started dating, fell in love, planned to marry…,” he faded off with a shrug.

Noreen’s head was spinning.  When she was called into the meeting with Dr. Lederman along with the rest of the clinic staff and told that they would be treating George Harrison, she’d signed the confidentiality agreement and took it her stride.  SIUH was the only facility that offered the radical sterotactic radiosurgery for the treatment of advanced cancer.  Between that and the hospital’s proximity to Manhattan, George Harrison wouldn’t be the first – or last – celebrity to be treated at the clinic.  Now, however, this man, who was one-fourth of the most famous and beloved rock and roll group in the world, was telling her that he’d almost married her mother!  And Mom never even mentioned she knew him!
George watched the young woman closely as she struggled to process what he’d just told her.  Interesting that Katie never told her about me!  I wonder why that is…. “What did Katie tell you when she gave you that?” he asked, pointing to the ring.
Noreen looked at the ring and back at George.  Biting her bottom lip, she answered haltingly, “She didn’t give it to me…exactly.”

“No?” he asked with a raised brow.  Grinning mischievously, he added, “Fancied it and just helped yerself to it then?”

“No,” she smiled sadly.  She grew thoughtful and quiet for a moment as she sat gazing upon the ring.  “Mom always wore it…like this…on her right hand.  I never thought to ask where the ring had come from.  I guess I just always assumed it was my grandmother’s, you know?” She raised her eyes and looked at George curiously.  “But she always wore it.”

“Well, then…,” George hesitated, wanting to ask the obvious question, but afraid he already knew the answer.  “How did you come to have it?”

Noreen sighed heavily.  “My father gave it to me after Mom passed.”

George squeezed his eyes shut.  Ah, no!  Katie!  “When?” he asked, his voice cracking.

“Twenty years ago this April,” Noreen answered softly.  Anticipating his next question, she said, “It was ovarian cancer.  She was only 32….I was 17.”
“Twenty years?!  She’s been gone these past twenty years?”  George asked in disbelief.  Against all logic, he found it incredible that he hadn’t known…hadn’t sensed it somehow.  How could I have been in a world without Katie for that long and not have known it?
“George?” She seemed to be remembering something, as if from very far away or long ago.  “You didn’t by chance know a man named ‘Neil,’ did you?  I only ask, you see, because he was British, too, and I know that he and Mom had known each other for years.”

George’s eyes narrowed as he slowly asked, “Neil?  Neil Aspinall?”
Noreen stared off in the distance and slowly began to nod her head.  “Aspinall.  Yes…yes, I think that was it.  Tall guy, good looking, kind of reddish hair-- ”

“That’s him.  Yeah, he worked for us…still does…fer now.  They only knew each other fer years because of me.  Why do you ask, Noreen?”

“He used to visit….a lot at first, but then less frequently after Mom and Dad married.  When Mom was dying though, he came to the hospital.  The two of them holed up in that room and talked for hours.  They were both in tears when he left that day.  It was almost as if they both knew they’d never see each other again.  When Mom died that spring, I was surprised that he didn’t come to the funeral….but, about seven years ago, I found out that, every year on her anniversary, there’s a dozen red roses delivered and placed on her grave.  I checked into it – I guess it was four or five years ago – and I was told it was a standing order, paid in advance for the next fifty years.  The florist told me the order came from Great Britain.  I’m pretty sure they’re from him.”
George was flabbergasted.  “Neil stayed in touch with Katie?  He knew she’d passed?  He never told me…never said a word.”  He was more stunned than angry.  “Ya know, I always did think he was in love with yer mum himself.”

“That’s funny.”

“What?”

“So did I,” she smiled.  “In fact, for years I thought that Neil was my biological father.”

Taken off guard, George asked tactlessly, “Yer biological father?  Wasn’t yer mum’s husband yer dad?  Ya called him yer dad.”

“And he is…in all the ways that really matter.  Phil Antonelli married my mom in ’68 when I was four years old.  He raised me right alongside my two brothers, and I never once felt that they were treated with any favoritism.  In fact, I was my dad’s ‘princess,’” she laughed.  “Sometimes, being the only girl in the family has its advantages!”  She pulled a lanyard, heavy with keys and a clear plastic photo frame, from her pocket.  Handing it to George, she said softly, “Here’s the last family photo we had taken while Mom was still alive.  Those are my brothers, Kevin and Mike,” she pointed to each one in turn.

George stared at the photo, feeling overwhelmed by all of the night’s revelations.  One face stood out from the others in the photo…Katie as a grown woman…a wife…a mother.  I always knew you’d grow up to be even more beautiful, baby girl!  He could tell that her smile in the photo was genuine, and it pleased him immensely to know that while she yet lived, at least she was happy.  It was several minutes before he could tear his eyes from her face to even look at the others – Katie’s husband and children.  “Yer the odd one out, aren’t ya,” he laughed.
“Hmmm?”  Noreen leaned over to see what he was talking about.

“Yer the only dark one!  Yer dad and yer brothers are all blondes!”  Katie, of course, had retained the lovely shade of auburn George had always loved and admired.  So where does Noreen get her coloring from?  In embarrassment, George remembered that Phil hadn’t actually fathered her.  Ah, she must get it from her real dad then. 

Suddenly, a thought struck him….  With sudden clarity, George looked from the photo to the young woman sitting beside him.  She said she was 17 when her mum passed in ’81.  That would mean she was born in….’64!  His heart hammering against his chest, he attempted to keep his tone conversational as he asked her, “When’s yer birthday, Noreen?”

“What? Why?” she laughed at the odd question that seemed to come out of nowhere.

Smiling self-consciously, George shrugged.  “Oh, I don’t know….I may want to send ya a birthday card or something!  Humour an old man, eh?”

“It’s December, December 22nd.  Shall I expect a gift, too?” she joked.
“Ya never know,” George replied, struggling to do the math, despite the medication that kept him fuzzy.  No matter which way he approached it, though, he kept coming up with only eight months between the time Katie was with him in London and the day Noreen was born.  “Were ya born here in New York?”

“New York?  No, no, Mom would never have left Benton or my grandparents.”

George’s head reared back.  Yer grandparents?  Kevin and….”

“Dee…Deirdre,” she confirmed, asking curiously, “Did you know them, too?” 

So they married after all!  Good on them!  “Yeah,” he answered nostalgically.  “In fact, you could say I’m the reason they met.”  Who knew that the nurse I’d had hired all those years ago to care for Katie’s dad after his accident would end up as his wife?  
“Really?”  Noreen asked in surprise.  George proudly nodded.  “It’s amazing how many people knew about you and Mom and never said a word!  But why?”  she asked, not really expecting an answer…but, for his part, George was fairly certain now he knew why his name had been anathema.

“So,” George began, wanting to return to the topic of the day Noreen was born.  “Ya were born in Benton then?”

“No,” she replied, momentarily distracted by a tube she was untangling.  “St. Louis….I was a bit premature, so they sent Mom to a hospital with more modern facilities.”

“You were premature?”  That explains things.

Noreen leaned forward again, and flipped the photo case in George’s hands.  Looking down, he saw what appeared to be a recent photo of Noreen, a good-looking young man he assumed was her husband, and two children – a toddler and a baby. He smiled.  “You’ve a beautiful family, Noreen.”

“Thanks,” she replied proudly.  “I think so, too.”  She pointed to each face as she identified them.  “That’s my husband, Mark.  He’s from New York.  We met in college.  And these good looking munchkins are Kevin, he’s four, and my nine month old baby girl…Katie.”
George looked at Noreen, his emotions all in a whirl.  “You named her fer yer mum,” he noted with a sad smile.  “Ya know, she named you fer hers.”

Noreen shook her head.  “No, my grandmother’s name was Nora – similar, but not the same.”

“Ah, but ya see, if you understood the Gaelic of yer Irish heritage, then you’d know that ‘Noreen’ means ‘little Nora.’  So, ya see, she did name you after her!”

Noreen laughed.  “I didn’t know that!”

“Well, we’re both learning quite a bit tonight it would seem,” George observed wryly.

“It certainly does,” she agreed.  She saw George suppressing a yawn and stood, saying, “Wow!  I should’ve finished my rounds a while ago!”

“Ah, well, don’t you know Beatles get preferred treatment everywhere we go…even ex-Beatles!”  he joked, his eyelids growing heavier from the lack of sleep and the opiate medication.

“Is there anything I can get you or do for you before I leave?”

“No, luv.  This has been the best medicine I’ve had yet!”

“That’s so sweet of you to say!  Even if you are full of it!” she giggled.  If he’d have closed his eyes, George would have sworn it was Katie laughing.  “Well, I’ll leave you to get some sleep.”  She reached over the top of the bed and switched off the light.  With once last glance at the machines, she started walking away.

“Noreen?” George quietly called out to her.

Turning back in the doorway, she answered, “Yes?”

“Ya know….”  He seemed to hesitate.  Noreen took a few steps closer in encouragement.  “I married…twice.  Both great girls.  The first time….just didn’t work out.  But the Lord gave me an incredible gift with my second wife – we’re married nearly twenty-two years now, and we have a twenty-one year old son.”
“That’s wonderful, George.  I’ve seen your family, and it’s obvious they love you very much.”

“Yeah,” he agreed softly.  “The thing is….the thing I want you to know is that I think I know why yer mum wore the ring…even after she married yer dad.  I reckon it’s the same reason I never forgot her, either.  Ya see, I loved yer mum very much, Noreen…always have, always will.  We couldn’t be together….the reasons why, they aren’t important now, but, in all these years, I’ve never stopped loving her.  I think – or I’d like to anyway – that she felt the same.  We both moved on, found love and a life with others, and raised families, but…well, it’s like they say, isn’t it?” he grinned.  “…ya never ferget yer first love.”  Silently, he watched the young woman standing in the doorway.  Although he couldn’t see her clearly, he could see that she was twisting the ring on her finger, deep in thought.
Slowly, she walked back to the side of his bed.  Slipping the emerald ring from her finger, she held it out to him in the palm of her hand.  “I want you to have this, George.  I think you should, it’s only right….and I think Mom would want that, too.”

George looked at the ring twinkling in the low light.  Reaching out to her with both hands, he gently closed her fingers around the ring, and, just as he had done to her mother more than thirty-seven years before, he lifted her closed hand to his lips and gently kissed it.  Raising his eyes to hers, she could see the tears glistening and wondered if he could see hers.  Softly, he told her, “I think that ring is exactly where it needs to be and who it needs to be with.  You wear it, baby girl, and one day perhaps, yer baby girl, Katie, will wear it, okay?”

He couldn’t see her face in the shadows, but, somehow, he knew that she’d understood.  After a moment, she whispered, “Okay.”  

Opening her hand, he took the emerald ring and slipped it onto the ring finger of her right hand.  Holding her hand up, he smiled and said, “There ya are!”

“Thank you, George…for…everything.”  Awkwardly, she leaned down and placed a light kiss on his cheek, but, before she could straighten, George reached out pulled her into a warm embrace, holding her for several seconds before letting her go.  “Be sure to come back and see us, eh?  I’d like ya to meet the family, okay?”

Smiling brightly through the tears she no longer bothered to hide, she wiped them from her cheeks and answered, “Yeah, if you like.”

He grew serious and said, “I would like it, Noreen.  I really would.”

“Okay,” she agreed softly.  Clearing her throat and swallowing back the lump of emotion that lingered there, she added tersely, “And don’t forget to use your pain medication, mister!”

“I won’t,” he grinned sleepily as he held up the trigger so she could see and pushed the button, feeling the medication coursing warm throughout his body, lulling his consciousness closer to sleep.
“Goodnight, George,” she whispered from the doorway.

“Goodnight, Katie,” he mumbled in reply.  Noreen just smiled and walked away.

Running her fingers through what was left of her husband’s hair, Olivia looked at George sympathetically and asked, “Rough night, darling?”

“Incredible night, Livvie!” he replied.

Bemused, she asked, “Incredible, huh?  What?  Did you find some pretty blonde nurse to give you a massage or something?”

George lifted his head from the pillow with some effort and joked, “Oh, have ya seen one?”

“There’s some things no child should have to endure hearing his parents discuss, you know,” Dhani groused good-naturedly.  “Sex is first on the list!”

“’ey you, ya weren’t hatched from an egg ya know!” George affectionately chastised.

“I so don’t want to hear this!” Dhani laughed as he stood and looked out the window.  “Fancy a run about the yard today in the chair, Dad?”

“Er, yeah, maybe later,” George replied.  Clearly, he had something on his mind, and both his wife and son knew it.  Looking at each other quizzically, they shrugged slightly, and waited for George to tell them when he was ready.  Whatever it was, Olivia knew, it involved something that had happened the night before.  That, in itself, was a mystery since she had been with him until just after midnight.  What could have possibly occurred after I left?  Whatever it was, there was something different about her husband this morning.  There was a new spark of life in him…an excitement…and it was obvious to anyone who knew him.
When Olivia glanced at George, she found him staring at her, his eyes full of love and a smile on his lips.  “Yer a beautiful woman, Liv, and a fantastic one as well!  I don’t know what I ever did to deserve you, but I thank God fer you every day!”  
Olivia laughed aloud.  “I want whatever you’re getting in that IV!”

George laughed along, but stressed, “I mean it, Olivia!  And you!” he called to his son, waving him over.  Dhani laughed and walked to his father, perching on the edge of the hospital bed.  “No father could ask fer a finer son, Dhani.”  Seeing his son’s smile starting to quiver at the corners, George just clapped a hand around his son’s neck, “Yer  a right ugly little bastard, aren’t ya?”

“George!”  Olivia shouted as all three broke out in laughter. 

Laying back against the pillows, George continued to grin, looking from his wife to his son and back again.

“Okay, big guy!” Olivia began, using the nickname she’d given George years ago.  “Enough is enough….what’s up?” 

Holding onto each of their hands, George said, “I’ve something to tell the both of you, and I know I can depend on you to understand.”

Despite the smile he still wore, Olivia and Dhani knew George well enough to know that this was serious.  Whatever he had to tell them was big….very big.
George’s invitation notwithstanding, Noreen harbored strong misgivings about this visit.  After all, last night, it was just the two of them, it was late at night, and he had finally taken the morphine.  It’s entirely possible he might not even remember asking her to stop by.  Then again, she was a nurse who knew her stuff.  She recognized these last stages of the disease that was taking George’s life.  Right now, he was in the midst of that last burst of energy – of life, really – before everything starts to shut down.  When that process begins, she knew, it would only be a matter of weeks.
Although she hadn’t seen either one, she had heard that Both Paul and Ringo had been by the hospital and had spent hours with George….Paul being there only yesterday.  Perhaps that’s why Mom was on his mind so much last night.  After all, according to George himself, he and Mom had dated in 1964 – the same year the Beatles conquered America. Chewing her bottom lip nervously, she glanced at her husband who was frantically trying to keep their four year old from pushing every button in the elevator.  In her arms, nine month old Katie slept blissfully unaware of any tension or unpleasantness.  
When the elevator stopped at the floor on which Katie worked, the small family exited.  Reaching out Katie grabbed hold of her husband’s jacket.  Mark stopped and looked at her expectantly.

“I’m not sure this is such a good idea,” she whispered nervously.

Picking the toddler up in his arms, he turned to his wife and said, “Baby, we’ve been through this.  You yourself agree that it’s the only logical conclusion.  Think about it this way….when he dies – and it is when, not if – so, when he dies, if you haven’t done this, how much are you gonna regret it?  I mean, I love you, and it’s your call.  I’ll go along with whatever you want to do.”  Putting his one free arm around her shoulders, he pulled her to him, and, resting his forehead against hers, he said, “I just don’t want to see you fall apart later because you were too intimidated to not go through with this today.”
Noreen looked in her husband’s eyes.  God, I love him so much!  Nodding, she said, “You’re right.  It is now or never, and I need to do this for myself…and for the kids.”

Mark nodded his agreement.  “They’ll know one day that they at least met him.”

“Right,” Noreen said softy.

“Right,” Mark concurred, extending his hand for hers.  Walking hand in hand, each one carrying a child, they walked down the long corridor to the suite 

As the young family approached the area of the private suite, they were stopped by one of the private security agents hired by the Harrison family.  Handing Mark the sleeping infant, Noreen nervously showed the agent her hospital identification badge and explained that she was invited by Mr. Harrison himself for a visit.  Leaving Noreen standing awkwardly outside the suite, the agent disappeared behind the closed door, reappearing a few minutes later.  “You can go on in,” he informed her mechanically.

Turning to Mark, she raised a finger indicating that he should give her a minute then she walked through the door and into George’s room.  As she’d suspected, his wife and son were present.  They smiled and greeted her pleasantly when she entered, but it didn’t escape her notice that the two of them were looking at her oddly.  Walking to the side of George’s bed, she felt relieved when she saw him smiling at her warmly and holding out his hand to her.  Taking it, she allowed him to pull her down to sit on the edge of the bed.  “I-I, uh, brought a few people I thought you might want to meet,” she told him, quickly adding, “…but, if you’re not feeling up to it--”
“No, no…that would be fine!”  George had some idea as to who her companions might be, and, if he was right, he was very anxious to meet them indeed.

“You’re sure?” she asked shyly with a glance at Olivia who nodded her approval.

“Positive!” he replied enthusiastically.  “Bring ‘em on in, Noreen!”

Rising from the bed, Noreen went to the door and waved to her husband.  
Huddled together in the doorway, Noreen launched into the introductions.  “This is my husband, Mark Kennedy…our son, Kevin…and this little one….” Noreen said, taking the baby, now awake, from her husband.  “This here is little Katie.”
Propped against his pillows, George’s eyes misted over as he looked upon the little family, a smile playing at his lips.  Out of the corner of her eye, Noreen saw Olivia dabbing a tissue at her own tears while Dhani slipped an arm around his mother, giving her an affectionate squeeze.  Once she was recovered, Olivia grabbed her purse and said, “I think Dhani and I are going to give you folks a chance to get acquainted privately--”

Noreen immediately came forward.  “Oh, please, you don’t have to do that!”

Placing her hand on the young woman’s arm, Olivia said softly and meaningfully, “There’ll be plenty of time for all of us to get to know one another.  We want to allow George his time right now.  After all,” she added, as she reached out, allowing Katie to wrap her pudgy little hand around her finger, “…you have a lot of catching up to do.”
Noreen was moved by the gesture and the understanding.  “He’s right…you are an incredible woman.”

Placing her hand against the side of Noreen’s face, Olivia said gently, “From what I’ve been told, he has a history of falling for incredible women.”

With that, Olivia slipped past her and out the door.  As Dhani followed, he smiled and winked at her, giving her arm a slight squeeze, “We’ll see you later.”  Noreen nodded, still amazed at just how much Dhani resembled his father.  Turning back, she found that Mark and George were conversing easily, as though they’d known each other for years, while Kevin, sitting on the bed between George’s legs, was happily eating the red jell-o that had come with George’s lunch.  Looking at the trio, Noreen felt a certain poignancy.  How sad we couldn’t have had this all along, yet how wonderful we found each other before it was too late!
Glancing up as he was talking, George saw Noreen looking at them wistfully.  With a huge grin, he said, “Come on over here, and let me see that baby!”
Noreen brought Katie over to George, tilting the baby so he could see her better.  Putting his hands out, he asked, “D’yer mind?”

Surprised, Noreen asked, “Are you sure she won’t be too much for you?”

With a wink George answered, “Ah, luv, I haven’t met a bird yet who was too much fer me, yeah?”

Noreen blushed while Mark laughed at the ribald joke.  Kevin, not understanding what was so funny, but not wanting to be left out either, laughed along boisterously.  Gingerly, Noreen placed the baby into George’s waiting arms. Cooing softly, the infant raised her arm and touched his cheek with her little hand.  Wrapping a single auburn ringlet around his finger, he gazed into her big green eyes and said quietly, “Hello gorgeous!” 
Kevin perked up and stated authoritatively, “She likes you!”

“Well, I’m certainly glad to hear that!” George laughed.  Looking down at the child in his arms, he commented, “You’ve named her perfectly, Noreen, she’s the picture of her grandmum!”
“I’m called after my grandpa!” Kevin stated proudly.

“No, Kev,” Noreen corrected.  “Papa Kevin is Mommy’s grandpa.”

Disappointed, the boy asked, “Well, who’s my grandpa?”

Noreen thought she would die of embarrassment.  My God!  Talk about bad timing!  But just as she and Mark were exchanging expressions of sheer exasperation, they heard George say quite plainly, “I am, Kevin.”
Noreen’s head reared back in surprise while George continued to explain to the toddler, “See, Mummy is loved so much, she has two dads…yer granddad Phil and me-- ”

“I want two daddies, too,” the child whined.

“Ah, but see, you have two grandpas, three if ya count yer dad’s dad.  Now, that’s a lot of love, isn’t it?”

“Yeah!” Kevin giggled, and Noreen was left in awe of George’s wisdom and sensitivity in handling a potentially very awkward situation.
The family visited for another half hour until Noreen noticed the tell-tale signs that George was overdoing it.  Though he resisted, even George saw the inevitable sense in calling it a day.  He kissed each child, and, laying a hand upon each of their heads, invoked a silent blessing.  Then, shaking Mark’s hand, he politely asked if he might “hang on” to Noreen for another few minutes.  Once they were alone, George sighed and laid back, exhausted but happy.  Patting the edge of the bed, he asked Noreen to sit beside him.  Taking her hand in his, he grew pensive.  “I hope that was okay.  Ya know, telling Kevin that I was his granddad.  I probably should’ve discussed with you first.”
Shaking her head, Noreen smiled, “No, it was better than okay…it really meant a lot…to me and to Kevin.”

He ran a hand through her hair.  With a sad smile, he said quietly, “I never thought I’d live to hold my own grandchild.”  After a moment, he added, “Promise me ye’ll bring ‘em back before I get too…ya know….”

She nodded, struggling to keep the tears at bay.  

“You’ve given me two beautiful gifts, Noreen….three, including yerself…thank you.”

Again, keeping her eyes cast down, she could only nod in response.  If she looked at him, if she tried to speak, the damn would burst.  Despite her best effort, though, a single teardrop escaped her lashes and dropped onto the back of George’s hand.  He reached out and pulled her to his chest.  “C’mere, baby girl….”
The tenderness in his voice and the gentleness of his touch was more than she could bear.  She let go with a torrent of emotion she’d kept pent up for near twenty-four hours….longer really...her entire life.  With a sob, she exclaimed, “It’s – so – fucking - unfair!”

He held her as tightly as his weakened arms could, running his hand through her hair.  As he spoke to her, he tried to reach the little girl within, the wounded child who was convinced her father had abandoned her.  He would never judge Katie or condemn her for any decision she felt she needed to make all those years ago, but he’d be damned if he was going to go to his grave allowing his only daughter to believe her father wanted neither her mother nor her.  “Hush, baby girl…hush, now.  I know, I know.  It is unfair, Noreen, but don’t ya see, it’s also a miracle that we found each other at all!  We both know I haven’t much time left, but at least we have time left, which is more than some people can say tonight.  It hurts, I know – it hurts me, too.  I would have loved to have known you, to have cared fer you and raised you, but, fer whatever reason, it wasn’t meant to happen that way--”
“M-Mom,” she sobbed angrily.

“No,” George said firmly.  “No, Noreen, it’s not yer mum’s fault.  There are things you don’t know, things I hope you never learn.  Yer mum did what she thought was best, I’m sure of it!  She obviously loved you so much, so don’t you go blamin’ her fer any of this now.  You an’ me, we’ll make the best of it – make the most of the time we’ve left, okay?”

“Okay,” she whispered, hiccoughing as her tears abated.  “S-Sorry.  I don’t know what came over me,” she said after a few minutes.  “It’s ridiculous…a thirty-seven year old woman crying for her daddy!”  As she went through tissue after tissue, George had to smile.  So much like Katie….so much like me!

Patting her hand, he comforted her, “Oh, I don’t know….parents matter regardless of how old one is, eh?”  He thought back to the loss of his own parents.  Perhaps if Noreen could have seen him then, she’d feel considerably less embarrassed about her own outburst.  
Once she had calmed down and thrown some cold water on her face, she felt much better….purged somehow.  “So, I’ll see you tomorrow?” she asked George tentatively.

“I’m holding ya to it,” he answered with a smile.  Kissing her hand, he said, “G’night, luv.”  

She stood, regarding him for a moment longer.  What a good man!  I guess he’s right….it is a miracle we ever found each other!  Leaning down, Noreen kissed his scruffy cheek and said softly in his ear, “Goodnight…Dad.”

As George Harrison watched his daughter walk out of the room, he smiled and whispered, “G’night, baby girl!”

THE END
