True Love Ways

(© 2007)

by Terri
Chapter Twenty- Five

Tell Me Why

Katie was lying snug in her bed, savoring the last ten minutes before she had to get up and get ready for school.  She heard the telephone ring and heard Mrs. Clancy answer it.  A minute later, she called for Katie to come to the phone.  Throwing on her robe to stave off the chill in the hall, Katie went and took the receiver from Jeannie’s mother.

“Hello?”

The next thing she heard was a quartet of familiar voices singing “Happy Birthday” slightly off key.  The impromptu serenade was followed by a very enthusiastic George shouting, “G’morning, birthday girl!

“Well, good morning to you, too,” she replied with a giggle. “Is it still morning there?”

“Ah, no, luv.  It’s – let’s see… - it’s just after two here.”  George replied.  

“Okay, then…good afternoon, George!”

“So, are ya feeling a year older?”

“Mmm…no, not especially….”

“’ere, George, doesn’t that mean two years less on yer prison sentence?” Katie heard John yelling in the background.  The fact that George had an underage girlfriend provided John with much fodder for off-color jokes at his friend’s expense, but George took it all in stride.

“Well, what’s all that rubbish?  ‘Sweet sixteen and never been kissed?’” he asked.

“Eh?  What’s that?  ‘Sweet sixteen and never been missed?’”  John yelled again. Katie could hear the others laughing in the background.

“’ere you….will ya bugger off?  I’m trying ta talk to me girl ‘ere!”  George jokingly yelled at John.

“Aye, well we’ve got a press conference and concert ta get ready fer, so put a leg to it, mate!  Happy Birthday, Katie!”  John yelled one last time.

“Anyway…are ya going ta school today?” George asked.

“Of course I am!  Why wouldn’t I?”

“Well, I just reckoned ya might sag off what with it being yer birthday an’ all!  I mean, it’s Friday as well…why bother?”

“Nope.  I’d have a tough time explaining how I was too sick to go to school today, but miraculously well enough to have a party tonight, wouldn’t I?”

“Yeah, I reckon ya would at that!” he laughed.  “”ey!  Did ya get yer pressie?”

“Oh yes!  It was delivered yesterday!”

“Ya didn’t open, did ya?”  he asked warningly.

“Gee, no, George.  You only wrote “Do not open until 8 p.m. on November 22nd” about a half dozen times on the outside of the box!  So, I kinda figured you didn’t want me to open it until eight o’clock tonight!”

“Clever girl, you are!”

“I am, aren’t I?  So, where are you guys now, anyway?  I can’t keep it straight!”

“’Salright, luv, neither can we!  Tonight, we’re in…let’see…oh! Durham, a place called Stockton-on-Tees.  It’s a bit over three hours from Liverpool, just on other side of the country!”

“Will you be going home to Liverpool afterwards?”

“Nah, we’d love to, but tomorrow we have ta be in Newcastle, an’ it’s not far from ‘ere, so….”

 “Aw, that’s a shame, George!  I’m sure you’d love to see your family, and I’m sure they’d love seeing you, too!”

“Actually, I’d love ta see you more!” he said sadly. “’specially on yer birthday.”

“Aw, me, too, George.  I do wish you were here,” she replied wistfully.  Deciding to change the subject to one less melancholy, she asked, “How’s the recording going?”

“Ah, well, I’m chuffed ta tell ya that it’s released today!  And, Katie, Brian told us that there’s more than a half-million copies already ordered…before the bloody thing’s even released!” he laughed.

“Oh George, that’s wonderful!  I’m so proud of you, and I can’t wait to hear it!”   On the other end, George toyed with telephone cord, blushing and grinning madly.  It had pleased him to no end to hear her say that she was proud of him.

“Yeah, well, the studio wasn’t too keen about the photo on the cover, but we like it, and we ‘ad to fight like mad to keep it.  George Martin came to our rescue though – good ol’ George did! – and the cover stayed….so they can sod off!”

Katie had to laugh.  He sounded just like a giddy little boy!

“Oi, George, we’re waiting fer ya to bring in the reporters,” Katie heard Paul calling to George.

“Right, I’ll be along,” George answered, then to Katie, “I’ve got ta go, luv, but I’ll ring ya at eight, alright?”

“Okay,” she replied happily.  “Then can I open my present?”

“Really, Kate!  Yer worse than a little kid!” he laughed.

“Well…,”

“Yeah, okay, tonight…when I ring ya! Have a gear birthday, baby girl!”

“I will, I’m sure!  Thanks for calling me…it was really nice hearing your voice first thing today!”

“Ta, luv,” he replied shyly.  “Ya reckon ya can get used ta that, can ya?” he teased, prompting another giggle.  “I’ll talk to ya later, then?”

“Okay, George.  I love you!”

“I love you, too, Katie!” he replied quietly.  However, the ruckus of voices imitating and jeering him told her the boys had overheard anyway.  The two said their goodbyes in a hurry, and Katie hung up the phone feeling genuinely sorry for George, knowing he’d have to put up with their teasing all day because of her.  She laughed to herself at the thought of it, and returned to the room she shared with Jeannie to start getting ready for school.

That night, the four had returned from the concert all wound up.  There’d be no one getting to sleep for hours yet.  The boys bathed and relaxed for an hour or so before a bevy of local beauties was bought up to their rooms.

“Are ya certain, George?” Neil asked him for the third time.

“Dead certain, ta!” Goerge replied.

“Ah, c’mon, George!” Paul interjected.  “It will feel awkward with four girls and just the three of us paying them any mind!”

“Then only bring three girls up,” George shrugged and suggested logically.

“Yeah, but there’s four of us!” Paul argued.

George gave a good-natured laugh as he combed his wet hair in the bathroom mirror.  “Glad ta see those O-levels weren’t wasted on you, McCartney!”

“Nah, what I mean is that they’ll be expecting the four of us ta be…ya know…available.”

Still smiling, George reasoned, “Speak fer yerself, Paul, but I’m not available, so it serves no good purpose allowing any girl Neil brings back ta think I am!”  He strolled out of the bathroom and into the bedroom with Paul dogging his every step.

“Nobody says ya have ta shag ‘er, then, but can’t ya just talk to ‘er?  Ya know, so that there will be four o’ them an’ four o’ us?”

“Do what ya like, Paul!” George stressed, busily sorting through his unpacked suitcase and hanging up his shirt for pressing in the morning. “But I’m ringing Katie at three a.m., and I don’t want any bird in the room when I do.  I almost lost ‘er over that shite once already!”

Unfortunately, Paul saw an opening, and George realized it too late to amend it.  “So, lemme understand this….As long as there’s no girls around fer Katie ta overhear on the phone, then ye’ll at least talk ta one o’ them, yeah?”

George sighed and stood staring at his best mate since school.  “No girl’s coming in this bedroom, Paul!”

John stuck his head out of the bathroom door, and said through a mouthful of toothpaste, “Oi, Georgie, ya make ‘er come wherever ya like, mate!” 

George grimaced, “Yer disgusting, nobody cares ta see yer mouthful of suds and such!”

“Okay!” Paul said affably. “So, we’re agreed, then?” 

“I mean it!” George stressed seriously. “Not even a whiff of perfume!”

“Right! Done!” Paul agreed further.

“An’ we talk…in the sitting room…that’s all!”

Christ!  John was right!  This girl has George jumping through fucking hoops!  Paul thought, but smiled and said, “Sure, George, whatever you like!”

“Well…okay,” George gave in, and Paul visibly relaxed.  “…but, I’m warning ya, she makes one move, an’ I’m off ta bed…alone!”

“Right…alone...okay!”  Paul agreed once more, his tone making George pause and glare at him warningly.  Paul merely responded with a wide smile.  Clapping the youngest Beatle on the back, he said, “Ta, mate!”

Once George was out of sight, Paul raised an eyebrow at John who raised his back in response.  However, since George could still hear them, they said nothing.

Within the half-hour, Neil walked in with four very attractive young women.  The records were stacked neatly by the phonograph with one playing at a low volume, and the bar was stocked full, ice included.  Led by the Beatles’ road manager, the girls sauntered into the suite, looking perfectly at home doing so, prompting George to wonder if these young ladies weren’t, in fact, “professionals.”  Not that it would have bothered him much…before Katie.  Right.  Talk…that’s all we’re going to do is talk.  There’s nowt wrong with that, now, is there?  I mean, even Katie would have to agree I have to talk to girls from time to time…it’s the girls who are mostly our fans!  He felt eyes upon him and looked over to find one of the young women smiling at him.  Returning her smile, he nodded a “hello,” and averted his eyes, taking a sudden interest in the glass of scotch and coke he was holding.  Nah, nowt wrong with just talking.  He continued trying to convince himself of that as he downed the contents of his drink in one go.

It was difficult nowadays to determine women’s ages with much accuracy – some managed to make themselves look much older than they really were – but George reckoned this group to be in their early to mid-twenties, all probably older than him, anyway.  It didn’t take much time for “couples” to pair off…predictably, George ended up with a petite girl with a blonde bob who introduced herself as “Evie.”

He invited her to take a seat on the couch. “So, “Evie”…is that a pet name fer “Eve,” then?” he asked, nervously attempting to make conversation,

“Oh no” she grimaced.  “My mum called me after her’s, “Evelyn.”  I think it’s simply awful, don’t you?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” George replied diplomatically.  “If a girl with yer looks has that name, then it must be okay.”

Her smile brightened at this, but her gaze lingered on George’s just a beat too long.  He knew he’d have to extricate himself from this girl quickly before she got the wrong idea.  If she did, however, George had to admit he’d only himself to blame for it. It’s not that he meant to lead these girls on, it’s just that he’d spent so many years flirting with girls that it had become second nature to him now.  He vowed then and there to try and be more careful about it.

An hour later, it was only he and Ritchie – along with two of the young ladies – left in the sitting room.  John had left almost immediately after an older brunette staked her claim on him.  Paul, who had been doing a smashing job as host since the girls were brought in, had up and left discreetly with the strawberry blonde he’d gravitated towards.  George wasn’t even certain when it was that Paul and his “guest” had disappeared from the room.  The blonde who had chosen him – what was her name?  Evie – she was prattling on about something, and George had stopped listening.  At the moment, he was too intent on making sure that Ritchie didn’t sneak out as well.

“George!” Her tone caught George’s attention.

“Hmmm?” he answered.

“You’re not listening, are you?” she pouted prettily.

“Sorry,” he said sheepishly.  “I reckon I’m a bit…er…distracted tonight.”

“Oh dear!” she exclaimed as she slid closer to him on the couch.  “Is there anything I can do?”  As he was already pinned at the corner of the couch, there really was nowhere for him to go but the floor should she make a move.

“Er, no, Evie, ta…but, it’s nice o’ ya ta ask!” he assured her with a uneasy smile. 

Throughout their conversation, George kept stealing glances the clock.  At two a.m., he decided it was time to start making Evie a passing acquaintance.

“So, Evie,” he said with a grin, “do ya ‘ave a boyfriend?”

“Well,” she began with a sly smile, “…if I did, I hardly think I’d be here with you now, would I?”

“Ah, good point, that!” he laughed in spite of himself, and Evie joined in.

She seemed alright, so George decided to just tell her the truth.  “Well, Evie, ya see, the reason I ask is coz…well…coz I do.”  Still smarting from the biting remarks of the stewardess back in Sweden – “It wasn’t you I’d wanted to shag, anyway.  I wanted Paul” - he waited for her reaction.

“You have a boyfriend?” she asked teasingly.

“What?  Oh!  No…no, I have a girlfriend.”

“You don’t!” she exclaimed in polite surprise.

Nodding his head, he clarified, “I do, though…straight up!”

“My!  Well, what does she think of you entertaining other young ladies in your room, George?”

“Er, she doesn’t much like it, I’m afraid…,” he said, feeling the blush rise from his neck and over his face.

“No, well, I wouldn’t imagine she would!” she replied with just a touch of noticeable irritation in her voice.  George, however, was so glad to have avoided a repeat of the scene in Borås, he accepted her disappointment with genuine contrition.

“Today is her birthday, and I’d promised I ring her at three….”

“That’s rather late for a telephone call, don’t you think?”

“Well, yes, if she was here, but she’s in America ya see, seven hours behind us.”

“Oh, I see,” she answered, placing her half-finished drink on the table in front of her and rising from the couch.  “Well then, I suppose I had better be going, then.”

George felt even more guilt because of her kindness and understanding.  “Wait, Evie!” he said as she turned to go.  “You don’t have ta go….”

She smiled kindly, “Oh, I think I do, but thank you for the drink, George.  It was lovely meeting you.”

“At least let me have Neil or Mal escort you home.  I mean, it’s late, an’ I would hate it if something….”

She laid a perfectly manicured hand on his arm to interrupt him.  “It’s alright, George, I’m staying here at the hotel, only three floors down.  I’ll be fine.  Thank you for your concern, though.”

“Yer sure?”

“I am, yes,” she replied with a smile. He walked her to the door of the suite where they paused to say their “goodnights.  “I’ll always remember tonight…after all it’s not everyday one gets to meet someone so famous, and a Beatle at that!”

“Ah, well…,” George stammered in momentary embarrassment.  “It was fab meeting ya, Evie!”  He’d thought about offering her an autograph, but was afraid that he would come off sounding full of himself, so he let it pass.

“Same here, George,” she replied sincerely.  Before he knew what was happening, Evie reached up, and, cupping his face with one hand, kissed him squarely – and sweetly – on the lips.  Drawing back, she smiled, “Good-night, then, George,” she said softly, and then, she was gone.  Glancing back at Ritchie, who was deeply engaged in conversation with a pixie-ish brunette, George waited a few minutes to make sure that Evie would be gone from the corridor and then slipped out of the suite to find a quiet room from which to phone Katie. 

Entering an empty, darkened room, he closed and locked the door and went directly for the telephone.  After placing his call with the operator, he waited, hoping like mad that the transatlantic call would go through right away at this hour of the morning.  Exactly four minutes after he placed the call with the overseas operator, she rang back, connecting his call.

“’ullo?”

“Hey George!”  He smiled at the sound of Katie’s voice, but noted….She sounds a bit…off.

“’ey you! I didn’t expect it would be you answering the phone!  Do ya have a cold or sommat?  Ya sound like ya ‘ave the sniffles, luv!  Anyway, I reckoned you’d be busy with yer party and wouldn’t even notice the time an’ all…ya know, dancing with all the lads there, an’ counting pressies, an’….”

“The party was cancelled, George!” she interrupted.  It was then that he noticed…She doesn’t have a cold, she’s been crying!

Taken back, he asked apprehensively, “Cancelled?  Why, Kate?”

“You haven’t heard?” she asked in surprise.  

Oh Christ!  Her dad…something’s happened to her dad!  “No, luv, we’ve been stuck here at the hotel and then in the dressing room at the Globe,” he answered softly.  “Why?  Did you try ringing me?  Did ya leave a message, Katie? What’s happened?”

A few short minutes later, he had anxiously rang off with the promise to ring her back within the hour.  Running from the room back to the suite, he bounded into the sitting room, banging the door open as he entered, and shouted, “Quick, turn the telly on!” as he entered.

“Wha’?  What is it, George?” Ritch asked in confusion.

“Fucking ‘ell, George, what’s all the ruckus fer?” John hollered as he threw open the bedroom door.

“The stations will be signed off for the night, George!” Ritchie’s pixie reminded him.

“The radio then…turn on the radio!” he insisted.

By now Paul, along with the two girls, who’d been secluded with him and John in their respective bedrooms, were all in the sitting room, startled by George’s outburst.  Even Neil and Mal rushed into the boys’ suite, alarmed by George’s sprint through the corridor moments earlier, 

Practically leaping over the low table in front of the couch, George reached for the beige box himself and turned the dial, the volume of the familiar whine alternately increasing and decreasing as he tried to get a clear signal.  Finally, the clipped sound of a BBC broadcaster came over the airwaves, and, turning up the volume, George waved at everyone to be quiet and listen.  Picking up the station midway through the broadcast, they waited on edge for the full story to be reported from the start….

President John Fitzgerald Kennedy has been assassinated as his motorcade wound its way through Dealey Plaza at 12:30 p.m. Central Standard Time in Dallas, Texas. The President was riding with his wife in an open car when several shots rang out and the President collapsed into the arms of his wife. The President was rushed to hospital, where he was declared dead thirty minutes following the shooting. The Governor of Texas, Mr John Connally, who was with him, was also shot down, and remains in critical condition at Parkland Memorial Hospital. Dallas police announced that they have arrested a suspect following the fatal shooting of a Dallas police officer who was in pursuit following the incident. Lyndon B. Johnson, former Vice-President, was sworn in as the 36th U.S. President aboard Air Force One immediately prior to its return to Washington, D.C. from Dallas, Texas.  Both Mrs. Lyndon Johnson, and Mrs. John Kennedy, widow of the  late President Kennedy, were in attendance.   Again, confirmation has been received via newswire that President John F. Kennedy is dead, the victim of an assassination….

