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Chapter One

Not from successful love alone,
Nor wealth, nor honor'd middle age, nor victories of politics or war;
But as life wanes, and all the turbulent passions calm,
As gorgeous, vapory, silent hues cover the evening sky,
As softness, fulness, rest, suffuse the frame, like freshier, balmier air,
As the days take on a mellower light, and the apple at last hangs
really finish'd and indolent-ripe on the tree,
Then for the teeming quietest, happiest days of all!
The brooding and blissful halcyon days!

                      (Walt Whitman, “Halcyon Days,” 1891)

Back then long time ago when grass was green
Woke up in a daze
Arrived like strangers in the night
Fab - long time ago when we was fab

(George Harrison, “When We Was Fab,” 1987)
The shrill alarm sounded at six a.m., causing Annie to bolt upright in her bed.  Suddenly ripped from a sound sleep, she slammed the alarm off with a single slap of her hand and, plopping her head back down on her pillow, she laid there feeling confused and disoriented…until she remembered why she had set the alarm to begin with.  The familiar sensation of butterflies invaded her stomach as nervousness sent a rush of adrenaline coursing through her body.  It was her first day of work…ever.  

Despite all of the preparations she’d made the night before and the fact that she’d allowed herself more time than she really needed to get ready, she practically jumped from her bed and, donning her robe and slippers, quickly went about her morning routine.  Running to the kitchenette, she lit the front burner on the cooker and put on the six-cup percolator, already filled with water and coffee, to begin its slow perk.  Running then to the small bathroom down the hall from her tiny flat, she offered a small prayer of gratitude that none of her neighbors were already occupying the room.  Perched on the edge of the tub, she plugged the drain and ran the water in the bath, repeatedly adjusting the temperature until she was satisfied.  Leaving the bath to fill, she ran back into her flat.  Just as she ran into the small sitting area, she caught her shin on the sharp edge of the low table in front of the couch.  Letting out a loud yelp of pain, followed by a litany of words that would have made a sailor blush, she grabbed the injured leg with one hand, while simultaneously pushing the offending piece of furniture angrily with the other.

Plopping down on the couch, she inspected her shin, knowing that she would be sporting an ugly blue-green bruise for a week or so that her stockings would not hide.  In resignation, she sighed heavily and reached for the pack of cigarettes and lighter she always left on the end table.  She prematurely lit the cigarette that she would normally have waited to have later with her coffee.  Drawing in the smoke, she allowed the nicotine to work its magic on her nerves.  As she exhaled a long plume of spent smoke, she ran a hand through her hair.  I should have had it trimmed and styled before starting the job today!  What was I thinking?  Shit!  For that matter, what was I thinking allowing Dick and Deirdre to talk me into taking this job in the first place?  Jesus!  Joey will be furious when he finds out!  Guiltily, but not entirely without reason, she added,….IF he finds out!  

Giving another heavy sigh, she stood and thought, Well, it’s too late now!  I said I’d do it, and it’s too late to back out.  Taking a last drag from the cigarette, she stubbed it out in the ashtray and went back to her preparations, albeit at a much less frantic pace.

Since it was her first day, Annie splurged and treated herself to a taxi instead of the bus she would have to take in the future.  As the vehicle turned onto Praed Street, approaching Paddington Station, she gaped in awe at the crowd already gathered just outside the structure.

Pulling over along the adjacent London Street, the driver turned back toward her.  “Ain’t gonna get you any closer than this, Miss!” he informed her in a tone that broached no argument.

“Uh, yeah, okay….this is fine,” she stammered nervously, leaning forward to pay the fare.  “Keep the change.”

She heard the driver mumble something she supposed passed for “thanks,” but was too distracted to take much notice.  Standing across the street, she peered through the crowd of what looked to be exclusively young girls, trying to see a way into the station.  Glancing anxiously around her, she crossed the street, heading for the nearest policeman.

“Excuse me, officer?”  she called to him, but the bobby took no notice of her.  She tried a second time, tapping his shoulder softly, “Excuse me?”  

His head whipped around to face her, his expression was so stern that she instinctively took a step backward.  “May I assist you?” he barked gruffly.

“Y-Yes, please.  I’m with the film crew, and I’m supposed to report for work…in there,” she said, indicating the station with a nod of her head.  “…but I can’t seem to see a way in.”

“You’re working on the film?” he asked suspiciously as he looked her over with an appraising glare.  “Have proof of that, do you?”

For a moment, Annie froze in panic, but, remembering the form Dick had given her to complete – a form that would allow her, an American citizen, to legally work in England – she quickly answered, “Yes….yes, I do.”  With surreptitious glances at the officer, she rooted through her purse, smiling in genuine relief when she found the form.  Unfolding it, she handed it over, explaining, “Mr. Lester…Dick Lester – he’s the director, and he’s expecting me by seven.  A quick check of her wristwatch sent her anxiety soaring….it was already after 6:45.  If they let me in now, I might just have enough time to find Dick and let him know I’m here!  God!  I don’t want to be late for my first day of work!

After scanning the paper, the officer folded it and handed it back to her.  Pointing to another police officer closer to the entrance, he said, “Right….you show this to him, and he’ll let you pass.”

Relieved, Annie smiled.  “Thank you! Thank you very much!”  

She hurried over to the second policeman, and, after repeating almost the exact same exchange, breathed a heavy sigh when she was finally allowed to pass into the restricted area.

Walking rapidly through the station concourse, she took in all of the frenzied activity around her in awe.  Numerous groups of crewmembers were moving equipment from the concourse onto the train.  Dick had explained that the first week of filming would actually take place on a moving five-car train that would carry the cast and crew from London to Minehead and back.  From a short distance away, she looked down the platform and, seeing the number of people milling about the restricted area, wondered how on earth they were going to fit everyone along with all the equipment.  Drawing closer, she saw the familiar receding hairline of her friend, the film’s director.  Dick Lester was standing with several other men, deeply engrossed in conversation.  Nearing the small gathering, she hung back awkwardly until an opportunity arose when she could make her presence known.  After several long minutes, the group dispersed, and, looking up, Dick saw her and smiled widely.

“Annie!  How long have you been there?!” he exclaimed happily, giving her an affectionate hug.

“Not long!” she replied with a nervous smile.  “So…here I am!” 

“Yes, indeed!” he grinned.  “…and I’m so glad!”  Pretending to grow serious, he asked playfully, “You’re not nervous, now are you?”

Shyly she answered, “A bit.”  Then, breaking into a laugh, she admitted, “A lot, actually!  I’ve never done anything like this before, remember?”

“Sure, sure, I do, Annie,” he replied, and, draping a supportive arm around her shoulders, led her along the platform.  “But listen, this job will give you something to do with your days, you’ll make a bit of your own money, and, most importantly, you’ll finally get to meet some young people like yourself instead of being stuck with stodgy old farts like us!”

Annie laughed appreciatively.  “Well, I really am grateful for the opportunity, Dick….to you and to Deirdre for suggesting it to begin with!” Her smile faltering a bit, she added, “I just hope that it will be okay with Joey.” 

The admission was not news to Dick…or to his wife, Deirdre.  The older couple knew the girl was worried about what Joey’s reaction would be to her working.  “Aw, look, Annie….you’re a young woman left on her own in a foreign country for God knows how long --”

“Eighteen months….Joey said the billet is for eighteen months,” she interjected, uncertainty coloring her tone.

“Okay, but eighteen months is still a year and a half,” he countered gently, “…and that’s quite some time.  I’m sure even Joey would agree that you need to have friends your own age….other girls you can have lunch with or go shopping with…or whatever it is you women do when you get together!” he laughed.  “This will be a great place to start meeting people, and – who knows? - your next new best friend may be someone working on this very film!” 

Taking in the hesitant smile and the worry in her eyes, he added, “Okay, so, even if it’s not your next new best friend, at least you’ll get out of that damn flat and be with other people, right?”

“I guess so,” she allowed, her smile growing a bit more confident.


“Good!  And the work isn’t hard.  You’ll basically assist wherever assistance is needed….running scripts and errands, helping out with some administrative tasks…whatever’s needed really.  I’ll introduce you to Millie.  She’s my personal assistant. You’ll see her each morning to find out what needs doing….and Annie…?” 

Noticing Dick had stopped walking, she paused, too.  “Yes?” She turned to him expectantly.  

Laying both hands on her shoulders, he looked her in the eyes and said meaningfully, “If you need anything, anything at all….or, if there are any problems, you just let me know, hmmm?” 

“Okay,” she said with a nod.

“Promise?”

“Promise,” she smiled, and this time, the smile was genuine.

Millicent “Millie” Davies was a middle-aged widow who had worked with Dick Lester as a secretary and personal assistant on and off his sets for a number of years.  Incredibly down-to-earth with a natural maternal disposition, she was a warm and friendly woman, who made Annie feel welcome and comfortable within literally minutes of their meeting.  Leading Annie toward the back of the train, Dick explained that the last car had been set up as a makeshift office for the week.  Boarding the train, he then introduced her to Millie, and left her in the assistant’s care. The two women spent the first half hour following their meeting just getting acquainted over a pot of tea and a plateful of biscuits. During their initial discussion, Millie pointed out that many of the crew working on the film had worked together previously.  She seemed to know everything about everyone and loved to share, and Annie imagined she could look forward to numerous “gossip sessions” in between the tasks she’d be doing.  

When they’d finished their tea, Millie took Annie around and introduced her to those members of the crew the girl would work with most often. In between, she regaled Annie with funny stories of exploits and mishaps that occurred on past sets and dispensed sage wisdom about whom and what Katie should try to avoid.  They’d just reached the end of the other end of the platform when Millie checked her watch, and cried, “Oooh, we’d best hurry back, luv, before the madness descends….God help us!”

Katie’s eyes widened in alarm.  “Madness?”

Millie grinned coyly.  “Themselves, luv….the lads.”

“Oh!” Annie nodded in understanding.  

In all the excitement and nervousness of her first day on set, Annie couldn’t believe it had slipped her mind, even for a moment!  The reason she was here at all….the reason why this film was being made….the “stars” of the movie all of these people were here to film….themselves….the lads….

“The Beatles,” she whispered to herself.

Millie winked at her and, sounding quite excited herself, said, “They’re due to arrive in just under ten minutes!  A fan, are you?”

“Hmm…a bit, yeah.  I really like their music, and, you have to admit, they’re the most exciting thing to hit England in a long while!”

“That, they are!” Millie agreed with a chuckle.  

The two hurried back toward the train.  As they walked, Annie felt herself growing increasingly excited about the idea that she would soon be working on the same film as the country’s most famous rock and roll group.  I hope I get to catch a glimpse of them once in a while and – who knows? - maybe I’ll even get to meet one or two of them and get an autograph!  “So, have you met them, Millie?” she asked.

“No, I haven’t,” Mille replied, “I’ve only ever spoken on the telephone with Mr. Epstein – that’s Brian Epstein…their manager? – and he’s a lovely young man…very polite.”

“I still can’t believe I’m here, working on their movie,” Annie giggled girlishly, “…or working on any movie…period!  When I first met Dick and Deirdre and found out what he did for a living, I was floored!  I mean, a real live movie director!”

“Ah, so you know Mr. Lester and his family, yes?”

“Yeah.  A few months back, Joey and I were sitting in a restaurant in Knightsbridge, and Dick and his wife was there, too.  When Dick heard our accents, he came over and introduced himself and Deirdre.  They invited us to dine at their table, and we all got on really well.  Once the conversation turned to films…that was it!” Annie laughed, recalling that night.  “See, Joey’s a really big movie buff, and he would get American films from the base at Mildenhall.  You know, movies that either weren’t available or weren’t out here in England yet, and, after that first night, we’d get together now and then with Dick and Deirdre, to have dinner and watch the films.”

The assistant regarded Annie curiously.  “And who’s this ‘Joey’?  You’re boyfriend?”

Annie blushed, bracing herself for the reaction the answer usually elicited. “Um…husband, actually.”

Millie pulled up short. Turning to the girl beside her, she exclaimed, “Your husband?!  You’re married?!”

“Yeah,” Annie giggled self-consciously.

“Dear Lord!  How old are you?”

“Eighteen….”

Checking herself, Millie observed a bit more calmly, “Well, you certainly married quite young, didn’t you?”  Though the older woman was smiling, Annie could hear the disapproval in her voice.

“That’s what I hear,” Annie replied wryly.

As they continued walking, Millie asked, “So, you mentioned Mildenhall….is your husband in the American military then?”

Annie nodded.  “Navy, actually….attached to Fleet Supply. Well, he was anyway,” she added sadly, explaining, “Last month he received new orders deploying him to the USS Maddox.  Now, he’s floating somewhere in the Sea of Japan…. for the next eighteen months.” 

“My goodness! That’s terrible that they’d take a man away from his family for that long during peacetime!”

“Well, as the saying goes in the military, ‘If we wanted you to have a wife and family, we would have issued you one with your duffle bag’!”

“Oh, Annie, I’m so sorry, dear,” Millie replied sympathetically.  “And you’re left all on your own here in England?  Why didn’t you go back to America to your family?”

Annie winced at the mention of her family.  While Millie certainly seemed nice enough, the last thing Annie wanted to do was discuss the reason why she couldn’t go back to Boston.  Forcing a smile, she shrugged and answered brightly, “Nothing to go back to, really….and, since Joey wasn’t stationed at Mildenhall anymore, I had to move out of base housing.  There was nothing much keeping me in Mildenhall, so, shortly before he left, we found a nice little flat here in London…Notting Hill.”

Millie was just about to speak when suddenly a roar went up outside from the crowd surrounding the station.  Laying a hand on Annie’s arm, Millie said excitedly, “It sounds like they’ve arrived.  Shall we go and see?”

Though Annie eagerly agreed, the women weren’t able to see much from their vantage point at the back of the crowd.  Following Millie’s lead, Annie had made her way toward the concourse where another group of crew and extras had gathered inside the station.  Standing on tiptoe, she tried in vain to see over the heads of the people huddled near the entrance where the Beatles would pass.  When she saw the crowd dispersing, she realized with dismay that she had missed the group.

Sounding nearly as disappointed as Annie herself, Millie sighed and offered, “Oh well, there will be other opportunities, I imagine.” 

“Yeah, I suppose so,” Annie replied dejectedly, wondering if there really would be.

The train was due to depart Paddington at 8:30 that morning.  Glancing out the window of the “office car,” Annie watched people rushing to and fro, seeing to last minute details in preparation for the trip.  Turning back, she saw Millie frantically typing away.  “Is there anything I can help you with, Millie?  My typing skills are a bit rusty, but I can give you a hand.”

Without looking up –or interrupting the flow of the constant “click, click, click” of the typewriter, Millie answered breezily, “Oh, no worries, dear, I just have to complete these Equity forms for the boys to sign before we get started.”

Moving away from the window to sit at the smaller of two vacant desks, the one she assumed was meant for her, Annie asked, “What’s an Equity form?”

Pulling the last sheet from the machine, Millie stacked the four papers neatly, and, looking over at Annie, gave a small laugh.  “Believe it or not, we’d actually forgotten that not one of the boys had ever been in a proper film before.  Here in England, anyone employed as an actor in film – no matter how large or small the role – must be a registered member of Equity….the professional guild of actors.  What makes it even more funny is that one must be nominated to the union by a member in good standing and have that nomination confirmed by another.  So, two other actors in the film, Wilfrid Brambell and Norm Rossington, did the honors just minutes ago!”

“Oh my gosh!  That would have been one heck of an oversight!” Annie exclaimed appreciatively.

“It most certainly would have!” Millie giggled.  “I can only imagine the fines we would have incurred!”

“Well, thank goodness someone realized before it was too late!”

“Indeed!  Now, all we need is everyone’s signature on the forms, and we’ll be all set!”  Standing, Millie regarded Annie with an enigmatic grin.  “Which brings us to your first assignment, young lady!”

Jokingly, Annie stood and saluted.  “Reporting for duty, ma’am!”

“Excellent!  You’ll need to bring these forms to the boys. You should find them in either the buffet car or the make-up car.  Make sure they each sign their own form….their names are typed at the top, and then you’ll need to bring all four forms to Mr. Brambell and Mr. Rosington for them to sign as witnesses.”

Accepting the sheath of papers from the secretary, Annie stared at them wordlessly.

Noticing the girl had neither spoken nor moved, Millie asked with concern, “Is there anything wrong, Annie?”

“Uh….you want me to get the boys…the Beatles, that is…to sign these papers…?” she asked quietly, still staring at the forms she held.

“Er, yes….that’s right…,” Millie answered warily.  “Is there a problem?” she asked slowly.

Raising her eyes, Annie half-whispered, “I didn’t think I’d actually be…you know…meeting them…all of them…today…at all, really….any day….”

Millie looked at her in surprise.  “But Annie, what did you expect, silly girl? They’re the stars of the film!  Of course you’ll be working with them!”  With a bemused expression, she awaited the girl’s response.

Annie took a deep breath and tried to slow her pounding heart, feeling all the while that the room temperature had suddenly increased by ten degrees.  “Right…okay….I can do this.  It’s just their signatures, right?”

Unsure of the girl was talking to herself or to her, Millie nodded, unable to successfully stifle her laughter.  

Glancing toward the platform outside the window, Annie nodded.  “Okay….”

Millie busted out laughing, startling Annie and making her jump.  “You poor dear!  Really, Annie, you will need to move past being ‘star-struck’ as you’ll no doubt be running several errands over the next few weeks that will involve one or more of the lads, but…you don’t have to do that today,” she explained kindly.  “If you like, I’ll take care of this.”

Annie considered the offer with no small measure of embarrassment.  Finally, she relented.  “No, that’s okay, Millie.  Thanks, but you’re right.  I have to act professionally and do my job, and, if this is to be part of my job, well, then….”

Seeing how nervous Annie was, Millie’s heart went out to her.  “Goodness, Annie!” she giggled.  “You look more like you’re approaching the executioner than the Beatles!  Are you certain?”

Annie hesitated.  “Uh…yes…yes, I think so.” Squaring her shoulders, she bravely asserted, “I’ll take care of it, Millie.” 

“Alright, dear,” Millie replied, turning her attention back to the papers on her desk.  As Annie was heading out the door, she called to her, “Oh, and Annie…?”

Standing on the platform, Annie tuned back and poked her head through the door at the sound of her name being called.  “Yes?”

Millie grinned wryly and teased, “Try not to faint, will you?”

Slowly, Annie walked along the platform, making her way toward the front of the train.  Uncertain where anything was, she approached a crew member working nearby.  “Excuse me, can you tell me which car the buffet is in?”

“Certainly, Miss…you’ll find the buffet in the third car,” he replied deferentially.

“I see,” she smiled.  “…and the car for costumes and make-up…?”

“That would be the fourth car, Miss,” he said, pointing in that direction.

“Thank you,” she said. Turning to face the train, she stepped back a few paces to confirm the number of the car she was standing in front of.  Counting forward from the car she’d just left, she determined she was at the door of the buffet car.  Blowing a shaky sigh, she grabbed hold of the door’s handle and pulled herself up onto the small step, and, just as she was about to yank the handle down, the train came to life.  The sound so startled her, she fell back off the small step, twisting her ankle and just barely managing not to crumple to the ground.  Shutting her eyes tightly, she took a moment, allowing the worst of the pain in her ankle to pass. Composing herself then, she tried again.  Opening the door, she stepped up into the crowded buffet car and scanned the tables.  

“Can I help ya, luv?” a soft voice asked just to her left.

Annie peered around the doorway to find a young man with reddish hair sitting alone at the table, a cup of tea in front of him.  “Oh!  I...uh…I work for Dick Lester, and I have some forms for the…the Beatles to sign.  Would you happen to know where I can find them?”

“Ah!” he nodded knowingly.  “Are those the Equity forms then?”

Annie looked at him curiously.  His accent was definitely not a London accent, and he was obviously familiar enough with the Beatles’ that he knew their business. I wonder who he is?  “Um, yeah…yes….the Equity forms,” she confirmed with a smile.  “So…do you know where I can find them?”

“You’ll find them in the next car down…the make-up car.  They should be close to finishing up with make-up, but they’re using the car as a sort of dressing room.  Ya know….staying clear of the press and fans.  Give the door a sound knock, though, and someone will let you in.”

“I see….well, thanks very much for your help!” Annie replied, trying desperately to sound as though she did this all the time and was completely unfazed.

“Not at all, luv,” he answered with a smile and a wink.

Blushing, Annie stepped back down onto the platform and shut the door.  It felt like it had been ages since any man flirted with her, and the exchange with the attractive young man in the buffet car – harmless though it was - left her feeling a bit rattled, but, she had to admit, rather flattered as well.  

Walking back the short distance to the fourth car, two thoughts hit Annie with a sudden force.  The first was an acknowledgement of a pleasant surprise.  The Beatles will be spending most of their time in the car next to mine!  The second thought, however, unnerved her thoroughly.  In just a few moments, I’ll actually be talking to them!  

She would have been giddy with excitement had she not been so dead-nervous about meeting Liverpool’s four most famous sons.  Standing outside the make-up car, Annie took several slow deep breaths, trying to calm herself.  With a furtive glance around, she nervously wiped the dampness from first one hand then the other against her wool skirt.  Bracing herself, she stepped forward and gave three successive knocks on the door…then stepped back and waited.

“What’s the password?” a distinctly scouse voice called from inside the car.

Annie’s eyes widened in shock and fear.  “Password?” she mouthed to herself.  No one said anything about a password!  

Looking to the chaos around her, she hoped help of some form would magically appear.  When none did, she gulped anxiously, and, hoping to make herself heard over the noise of the train engine, called back, “Um….I’m sorry!  No one told me about a password…but I…uh….I have the Equity forms for you all to sign…?”

“Sorry…can’t hear you!  Will ya repeat that?” the voice replied pleasantly.  Annie could have sworn she heard the sound of giggling.

Her eyes darted back and forth anxiously as she became aware of the attention she was attracting from those on the platform. Raising her voice, she attempted again, “I have the Equity forms….each of you need to sign them.”   Waiting for a response, she huffed in frustration and embarrassment.  With a self-conscious smile and nod to the several people who stood by watching the exchange in amusement, she leaned toward the car door and loudly clarified, “Mr. Lester asked that I deliver these forms and get your signatures….”

“Eh?” the voice shouted.  “Signatures, ya say?  Yer wanting our autographs, are ya?!”

Panicked, she called back, “No!  No, I’m not asking for an autograph!  I need --”

“How’s that?!  Ya don’t want our autographs?  Not good enough for ya, eh?”

Now Annie really started to panic. Feeling a bit lightheaded from hyperventilating, she shouted back, “Oh no, please!  That’s not what I meant!  I’m only saying I need you to sign these forms!”

“What forms?” the voice asked casually.

Annie eyed the door quizzically.  How many times have I said?  “These Equity forms.  You know….the actor’s union you joined this morning?”

She listened carefully for a response.  Was that laughter I heard?  “Sorry, luv?  What did yer say?”

The group watching the spectacle was increasing the longer things drew out.  Oh God! I don’t believe this is happening to me!  Self-consciously, she raised her voice even more and called out, “I- have - your – Equity – forms – for – you – to- sign!”

There was silence for several seconds.  Then, she listened in horror as the voice answered, “Nah…it’s no good.  We still can’t make yer out.  Shame, that.  See, if ya only knew the password, ya could come in and just explain yerself….”

She was practically in tears by this point, fearing that she not only had proven herself incompetent at her first – and possibly last - job, but that she also was embarrassing herself terribly in this first encounter with the Beatles.  The fact that her small audience was sporadically breaking out in giggles only compounded her humiliation, but, just then, a tall blonde man with black horn-rimmed glasses and a bright smile approached her, shaking his head.  At first, Annie thought he was shaking his head at her, but, as he drew near, he said, “Here, just c’mon in, luv!”

“You’re with them?” she asked in surprise and confusion, glancing away for just a moment when she thought she detected two mop-haired heads peeking through the curtain from inside the car.  The moment she looked, though, the curtain dropped.

“Yeah. Mal Evans, at yer service,” he beamed.  

“I’m…I’m Annie O’Shea,” she returned, distracted by the continuing movement of the curtain she’d just catch out of the corner of her eye. “I work here as an assistant on the set,” she introduced herself, adding morosely, “…until now, that is!”

Mal laughed amiably, “I wouldn’t worry yerself, Annie!”

Giving the large man a feeble smile, she held out the sheath of forms to him.  “Well, Mr. Evans --”

“Oh, it’s Mal, please…just Mal.”

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     Giving him a faltering smile, she said in a quivering voice, “Okay, Mal….if you would, will you give them these forms?  They’re the --”

“…Equity forms they need to sign,” he finished with a big grin.

“You heard me?” she asked, embarrassed beyond the telling of it.

Mal laughed.  “Everyone heard ya, luv!”

“Right,” she tried to smile, but felt too sick for any real attempt.  Oh God, I just wish I could disappear!

“’sides, ya should come on in, meet the cheeky buggers yerself, and give ‘em a proper telling off fer giving ya such a hard time.  I’ll make sure they sign these forms for ya!”

She looked around to make sure no one could overhear.  “I can’t,” she confided nervously.

Mal tilted his head to the side and asked, “Why’s that?”

Closing her eyes momentarily in mortification, she leaned in and whispered, “I don’t know the password!”

Mal’s smile widened.  “Nobody does, luv!”

“What?!” she cried.  Why on earth would they ask for one then?!

With a huge grin, he leaned in conspiratorially and whispered back, “There isn’t one!”

