Halcyon Days

(© 2010)
by Terri

Chapter Five

Watching the girl across the car, Millie grimaced sympathetically.  “How long has it been since your last dose of aspirin, Annie?”
With eyes closed tightly, Annie rubbed her temples in an effort to rid herself of the blinding headache she’d woken up with that morning.  “Mmm….nearly three hours now.”

Thinking for a moment, Millie shrugged and said, “I don’t think it would do any harm to take another dose now.” Stifling a giggle, she added, “You look horribly uncomfortable!”

“I am!” came the muffled reply from where Annie had laid her head down on the desk in front of her.

“Well, I hate to say ‘I told you so’--”
“Then don’t!”

“…but I did, I told you so!” Millie said cheerfully.  “I told you all of that late night clubbing with ‘you-know-who’ was going to catch up with you….looks like it has.”
Raising her head slightly, Annie squinted against the brightness and shot back, “Yes, but you’re also the one who told me I should go have a ‘bit of a fling’!”

“So I did,” Millie concurred amiably.  “I did not, however, tell you should go out every night and drink yourself legless, now did I?”

“No….” Annie allowed haltingly. 
“Well, there you are then!” Millie summarily stated as she rose from her chair.  “Listen, love, I’m just going to pop off to the buffet car for a cup of tea.  Shall I bring you back anything?  How about that aspirin?”

“Yeah, aspirin would be good,” Annie replied, her head back on her arms.

“Alright, darling,” Millie said with a chuckle.  “I won’t be long.”

Annie gave an unladylike grunt in response, prompting Millie’s smile to widen just a bit.  

No sooner had she opened the door and stepped down, than she popped back up in the doorway again.  “Heads up, Annie, your man’s coming just now!” she stage whispered to her co-worker inside.

Reluctantly, Annie dragged herself upright, deciding against any attempt to make herself look more presentable.

Moments after Millie had vacated the doorway, George appeared, bounding noisily into the car.  “Good morning, Annie!” 

Flinching in pain, she snapped, “How the hell can you be so friggin’ chipper?  You had more to drink than I did!”

Taking in the girl’s state, George gave a small laugh before wisely checking himself.  “Hangover, eh?” he clucked in sympathy. “I’ve had more than my share of those the next morning!”

“Yeah?  So how are you avoiding it this morning?” Annie groused, not really expecting an answer.

George smiled enigmatically.  “Here, I’ll show you how,” he told her as he moved over to her desk and propped himself on its edge.

Misinterpreting his intention, Annie held up a hand to stop him, joking, “Not today, dear, I have a headache…really.”

“No, no,” he laughed again.  Reaching into the inside pocket of his jacket, he withdrew a small brown vial.  “No, here, try…this,” he said, as he tapped a tablet into his hand.
Leaning forward, Annie looked into George’s outstretched hand, finding a small white pill in his palm.  “What is that?” she asked suspiciously.

George turned and, picking up the water pitcher from the small table next to Annie’s desk, he carefully poured half a glass.  “Just something that will have you turning cartwheels in no time,” he answered with a wink.  Holding the glass in one hand, he leaned in with the pill pinched between his fingers in the other, and, raising his eyebrows suggestively, ordered, “Open wide!”

Annie pulled back a bit.  “Are you sure it’s safe?”
“Perfectly safe…I promise!” he assured her.

Annie complied, allowing George to place the pill on her tongue, and, accepting the glass of water with a mumbled “thanks,” drank it half-way, washing the pill down.

“There you are!  You’ll be feeling better in no time!” he told her confidently.

“I sure as hell hope so!  I’m not used to drinking like that.  I don’t know how you guys do it.  I wasn’t even trying to keep with you all!” 

“Practice!” George quipped with a grin.  Turning serious then, he asked, “So listen, I thought perhaps we’d meet for lunch later…?”

Annie glared at him.  “George…,” she said warningly.

Widening his eyes, he cried, “What?”

“I thought we’d agreed we were going to be discreet.  I don’t need people spreading rumors, and, if you think about it, neither do you.”

“I’m not worried, luv,” he countered dismissively.  “You shouldn’t be either.  Besides, when we’re out in public, we have others around.  It doesn’t look nearly as suspicious as you think it does, Annie…really.”

Annie shrugged in resignation.  “Maybe you’re right….I don’t know….”
Moving closer, George reached out and ran a finger through a loose strand of hair by her face.  “I am right.  You just need to relax and stop worrying.  We’re supposed to be having fun, remember?”

After a moment, Annie whispered, “Yeah, okay.”

Brightening, George said, “Brilliant!  Now, what about lunch? Will you meet me?”
Something about being seen with George on set made Annie very uncomfortable.  Perhaps it’s the way people talked after we’d only gone for a drink that night.  If they see us together – even with other people around – what will they say then?  It’s all well and good for him to tell me not to worry, but he’s not the one who’s married! 
She gave a forced smile, “If I can.” Seeing the displeasure in George’s expression, she quickly amended, “I’ll try, okay?”

George was still not satisfied with her response, but, giving in for the moment, he stood and looked at her stoically, “Yeah, alright…try hard, yeah?”

Annie merely nodded in reply as George turned and walked out of the car. Watching him go, she felt a pang of regret that immediately gave way to defensiveness. He’s upset, I know he is, but I can’t help it.  He’s just going to have to understand.  

Standing outside the buffet car with Millie, Dick saw George exiting the office car, and he sighed heavily.  Interrupting what Millie was saying, he nodded in George’s direction and asked in a low voice, “Has Annie said anything to you about that…situation?” 
Looking over where Dick indicated, Millie saw George walking toward them.  “Oh! Ah….no, not really….not much.”

Dick regarded her doubtfully.  “You girls are locked together in that office for hours at a time, and you don’t talk?”

Giving a nervous laugh, Mille replied, “Well of course we do, Dick!  What I meant to say is that there really isn’t much for Annie to discuss!  She and George are friends, and while the two of them have been going out together these past couple of weeks, there’s always a few of the others along with them.”  She could see that Dick wavering, so, with the proper amount of incredulity, she risked adding, “It’s not as though they’re dating, Dick!”

Dick looked intensely at the assistant.  “No?”

“Of course not! Why on earth would you even suspect such a thing?  Annie only has eyes for Joey….I’d have thought that you, more than anyone, would know that!”  Goodness, but I missed my true calling!  I should have been an actress!

Millie couldn’t have known that she overshot her mark.  Dick knew the young couple personally, and he had ample opportunity to see them together.  Even he knew that their relationship was often one of strained politeness.  The two were virtually strangers to one another.  While there was a certain level of fondness they had for each other, Dick seriously doubted that they were even really in love, especially since Joey had confided in him that he had married Annie out of a sense of duty, not love. Which begged the question, Why is Millie covering for Annie?  More importantly, what is she covering?
Glancing over to see George nearing, Dick smiled insincerely and said quietly, “Well, I’m glad to hear that, Millie.”  

“Of course, Dick!  You’ve nothing to concern yourself over…nothing at all!” Millie assured him.

However, as George spotted him and called out, the only thing Dick ultimately was sure of was that he did indeed have something to be concerned over.
Unbeknownst to either Dick or Millie, a young woman stood just a few feet away, smoking a cigarette and listening to their conversation with a growing fury.  As the director and his assistant turned their attention to the approaching Beatle, Pattie Boyd dropped the smoldering cigarette butt on the ground and crushed it beneath her heel.  Hidden by the pole she stood behind, she hazarded a quick glance at the trio as they spoke among themselves. Her blue eyes seemed to turn several shades darker as she angrily turned and walked toward the make-up car.
Later that morning, George sat at a table with John and Ringo as well as two of the film’s “schoolgirls,” Pattie and Pru.  Any contribution he had to make to the conversation at the table was stilted and distracted as he impatiently waited for Annie to join him.  From across the table, Pattie watched his behavior with increasing frustration.  Leaving the conversation for John, Ringo, and Pru to continue, Pattie leaned forward and asked George sweetly, “Is there er, anything wrong, George?”

“Wha-?  Oh!  No.  I was just expecting someone is all,” he answered.  With a forlorn glance at the door to the car, he added, “Doesn’t look like she’s coming, though.”

“Are you talking about Annie?”

“Er, yeah, why?” George asked warily.  Although he continued to see Pattie on occasion, he hadn’t given any indication that the two were exclusive.  Still, experience had taught him the hard way that doesn’t always stop a girl from presuming that very thing.

“No, reason really,” Pattie replied breezily.  “It’s just that the two of you seem to spending an awful lot of time together lately.”

So she knows!  George thought with some surprise.  “Er, yeah….we’ve become rather good friends, you know?”

Pattie lifted her water glass to her lips and peered at George over the rim.  “Just friends?” she asked coyly.

George froze in alarm.  If Annie catches wind of any rumors, that will be the end of us!

The idea worried George more than he cared to admit, even if he couldn’t quite put his finger on the reason why.  “Yes, just friends,” he confirmed resolutely.
Pattie stared at George, trying to assess the truth of his words.  Sensing his disapproval, she smiled innocently.  “Okay!”

What is she playing at?  he thought cautiously.

Setting her glass back on the table, Pattie lowered her eyes and continued, “It’s only that I saw her earlier…before coming in here.  She was sitting in her office with a young man from the crew.  I’m sure you know him….he’s one of the cameramen.  Attractive young fellow….oh, what’s his name?  Graham, I think.  It’s funny because, at first, I thought he was another fellow on the crew – the one I’d seen her leaving with yesterday.  Anyway, I do wish I would have known that’s who you were waiting for, George.  I could have saved you the disappointment.”

Taken back by this sudden revelation, George murmured a confused, “Oh!”

Pattie could barely suppress the glee she felt seeing George so miserable.  Forcing herself to sound sympathetic, she reached across and laid her hand on top of his.  “Should I not have told you, George?  You did say the two of you were just friends.”

Averting his eyes, George subtly moved his hand from beneath hers.  Clearing his throat, he shook his head, and said, “No, no that’s fine.  We are just friends.  She can see whomever she pleases.  I’m just surprised is all.”

“Because she’s married, you mean?” Pattie whispered conspiratorially.  “Yes, that’s what I thought, too.  Who knows, it may be nothing, but she certainly does seem to enjoy the attention of other young men!”
George winced at her words, knowing that Pattie obviously counted him as one of these “other young men.”  He wasn’t used to that…anymore.  Not since the Beatles became famous anyway.  He couldn’t even remember a time when girls didn’t clamor to be at his side…or in his bed.  There was no missing the implication of Pattie’s words though…he was one of several…or many.  He wasn’t so sure anymore.  But Annie was so concerned about people talking – about risking her marriage.  It doesn’t make sense. Could it have been an act all along?  
Realizing suddenly that Pattie was waiting for him to say something, he shrugged, and forcing a lighter tone, said, “Well, it doesn’t matter to me!  She’s a great girl, and I enjoy talking to her, but that’s all there is to it.”
“I’m happy to hear that. George,” Pattie replied.  Reaching out, she laid her hand back on top of his and looked meaningfully into his eyes. “…very happy.”  

This time, George left his hand where it was.

Filing the last of the large pile of forms away, Millie slammed the drawer shut with a jubilant cry. “Finished!”

From where she sat at her desk, Annie looked up and giggled. “It sure has been a busy morning, hasn’t it?”

“I’ll be so happy to be on firm ground from here on out!” Millie told her as she plopped into her chair and kicked her heels off.  “I never thought it would be such a mess doing this job on a moving train!  Just having to remember all the telephone calls needing to be made at the stations was enough to drive me mad!”

“Well, I’m impressed with how well you handled it all,” Annie said, as she, too, finished her task.

“How’s your headache?  You look worlds better!”

Annie perked up.  “Gone!  George gave me something that really worked miraculously!  Not only did it take care of my headache, but I can’t remember ever having so much energy before!”

“Really?  What was it? Perhaps I should stock up on some!”

Looking guilty, Annie gave a small laugh.  “I don’t think it’s anything you’ll find in a pharmacy…at least not just on the shelves.”

“Oh?” Millie asked, realizing moments later what Annie was implying.  “Oh!  Oh, no!  Annie dear, you really must be careful about that…business.  You don’t know what’s in those pills.”

Annie sighed and said, “Whatever it was, it worked.  As bad as I was feeling this morning, I would have taken or done just about anything to feel better!”

“Well I certainly hope this doesn’t mean that you’re going to be making a habit of going out drinking every night!” Millie lectured sternly.

“Not to worry, mother!” Annie replied amiably.  “I’ve learned my lesson.”

“I’m glad to hear it!” Millie answered. Glancing at her watch then, she informed Annie, “It’s almost half-one.  Have you even had your lunch, Annie?”

“No, I got busy with all of the paperwork that came in this morning.  I haven’t even stepped out for a cigarette!”

“Well, shall we go grab a bite to eat?” Millie asked.

Annie looked at her desk, mentally sorting the tasks she had yet to work through.  “Yeah, maybe a short break would be a good idea.”

“Lovely!” Millie said as she reached for her purse.  “Here, grab your things….I’ll lock up and meet you outside.”

“Okay,” Annie said, slipping into her cardigan.

Once she was outside, she pulled a pack of cigarettes from her pocket.  Withdrawing one, she propped it between her lips and lit it with the lighter, noticing as she did, that it was George’s lighter.  Hmpf!  I must’ve picked up last night by mistake.  I’ll just return it to him when I see him. 
 Slipping the pack and lighter back into her pocket, she drew deeply on her cigarette and blew a long plume of smoke, having the first real look around her since stepping outside.  The platform was more crowded than usual since it was the last time the train would stop before returning to London at the end of the day.  Through the crowd, she saw a familiar figure ahead in the distance.  It’s George!  she noted, feeling a touch of angst over standing him up at lunch.  Well, I didn’t promise I’d be there, after all!  I do have a job to do here. 
Even as she thought this, however, she knew that George wouldn’t accept that as a valid reason for not showing up.  The four of them have grown so used to having their own way. ‘No’ is not a word any of them accept easily.  
Peering through the crowd, she looked for George again.  Perhaps I should just go and explain what happened…just so he won’t think I did it deliberately.  
Pulling the door to the office car open a few inches, Annie called inside to her friend, “Millie!  I just have to take care of something for a moment.  I’ll meet you in the buffet car, alright?”
“That will be fine, Annie,” Millie called back in reply. “I’ll only be a few minutes more!”
Closing the door, Annie stepped down and started walking along the platform toward where she’d spotted George.  As she drew closer, though, she realized that he wasn’t alone.  Stepping behind one of the large cameras that had just been offloaded, she kept out of George’s line of sight and watched him and Pattie.  The two of them were talking and laughing.  At one point, they playfully slapped at one another, and Annie could hear their laughter even where she was standing.  Suddenly, George grabbed both of Pattie’s hands and pulled her to him.  Pinning the blonde model’s arms to her sides with his, he leaned down and kissed her.  Slipping her arms out from beneath his, Pattie’s arms went around his neck, her lithe body pressing against his invitingly as the kiss continued uninterrupted.
Annie hadn’t realized she had been holding her breath until she started to feel her heart pound in her ears.  When she finally did take a breath, it came out sounding more like a gasp.  Her stomach churned and her eyes stung with tears.  She forced herself to turn away from the scene she’d been watching, jumping as the train sound its warning for everyone to board.

“Y’alright, Miss?” asked one the crewmen anxiously. 
Her mind reeling, Annie stammered, “Y-Yes, I’m fine.  Th-Thankyou.”  Quickly, she walked towards the buffet car, hoping like hell it would be empty.

It wasn’t until she was inside the car that she allowed herself to relax at all.  What she’d witnessed had really shaken her, and the worse thing was, she couldn’t really say why.
“Annie…?!”

Annie looked over to find Millie staring at her, worry etched in her brow.  “M-Millie!  I didn’t see you there!” Annie greeted her, forcing a smile.

“Dear Lord!” Millie cried.  “What’s happened?  You’re as pale as a ghost!  And look, your hands are shaking!”

As if to confirm this fact, Annie looked down at her hands.  “N-Nothing.  Everything’s fine.”

The look Millie gave her made Annie feel foolish for even trying to say she was fine.  Relenting, she collapsed into the chair across from her friend and said, “I just saw George with Pattie Boyd.  They were kissing.”

“Oh Annie!” Millie groaned sympathetically.  “I’m so sorry, love!”

Annie waved her hand dismissively and laughed.  “It’s okay,” she lied.  “I mean, I don’t even know why it should have bothered me at all!  It’s not as though we’re – I don’t know – a couple.  I’m married, so….”  She couldn’t bring herself to finish her thought, mostly because she wasn’t sure what she was thinking…or why.

Millie leaned toward the girl and spoke quietly.  “You know, Annie, perhaps I was wrong.  Perhaps you shouldn’t be seeing George, no matter how temporarily.  It’s obvious you have feelings for him.  Maybe you’re just not capable of remaining detached enough for this sort of thing.”

Annie suddenly felt very, very tired.  She stared out at the English countryside beyond the window and said, “Perhaps you’re right.”  After a moment, she continued, “You know, it’s odd….when we’re together, it feels like George really likes me – I mean really likes me.  It can almost feel as if there is no Joey, no Pattie, no Beatles.  It’s just me and him.  And you know, he really is a wonderful listener and a very gentle and caring man.  He’s not at all this guy who acts as though he knows he could have any woman he wants.  In fact, Millie, in these past few weeks that we’ve been seeing each other, we’ve never even…well…you know.”

Millie’s eyes went wide with surprise.  “No sex?” she mouthed.  

Annie slowly shook her head.  “No.  I told him that I just didn’t feel ready for something like that, and he’s respected it.”  Annie thought for a moment before adding with a laugh, “Well, mostly.  It’s not like he doesn’t test every now and then to see if I’ve changed my mind.”
“Do you think that’s why perhaps he’s with Pattie? “ Millie pressed gently.

Annie seemed to consider the idea.  “Maybe…,” she allowed.  “But that just doesn’t seem like him.”

“No?”

“He introduced me to his family,” Annie suddenly blurted out.  “Last week.  He introduced me as his friend, but I think they were hoping I was more.  Neither of us had the heart or nerve to tell them I was married.”  Turning to Millie, she asked, “Does that sound like a guy who’s only interested in sex?”

“Well, perhaps not, Annie, but then, how are you going to handle this…him and Pattie?  Will you confront him?”

“How?” Annie laughed helplessly.  “How on earth can I do that when I’m in the position I am.  I’m certainly no one to take him to task.  Besides, we’re not supposed to be that serious.  This is supposed to a ‘fling,’ remember?”

“So, what will you do?” Millie asked worriedly.
Annie looked out the window again as the train started to pull away from the station.  “I don’t know, Millie,” she replied sadly.  “I just don’t know.”

“So….the Ad Lib, lads?” Paul asked as the group was preparing to leave the train station for the last time.

John grimaced and offered, “I’d rather the Scotch.”

“The Scotch?” Pattie asked George quietly so the others wouldn’t hear.  “What’s the Scotch?”

“The Scotch of St. James,” George answered unenthusiastically.  “It’s just another pub we go to.  There’s privacy and good security there so we can relax a bit.”

“Oh!....are you going, George?” Pattie asked hopefully.

George glanced surreptitiously down the platform toward the last car.  “Nah, I’m not much up for it tonight.”

“Oh,” Pattie uttered in disappointment, covertly rolling her eyes at her cast-mate, Pru.
Standing, George said, “Well, goodnight, girls.”

As he walked away, Pru turned to Pattie and asked, “Aren’t you going with him?”

Pattie looked crestfallen as she answered, “He didn’t ask me.”

“So?  You have got to get creative, Pat!  Just because he’s not going clubbing doesn’t mean your out in the cold.  Crikey, this is the last night you’ll have a chance….take it!”

Pattie bit her lip and looked over where George was trying to make his way out to where the car and driver waited for him.  Almost everyone he passed, though, stopped him to chat briefly or call goodnight.  One or two even had pulled out a pen and paper for him to sign.  Taking a deep breath, she decided to make a move and followed after him.  “George?” she called to him when she was close enough for him to hear.

Turning back at the sound of his name, George saw Pattie struggling to make her way through the crowd.  He stopped and waited for her to catch up.  “What is it, love?” he asked with a tired smile.

“Er, I-I was wondering if I might share a ride with you,” she asked.  Then, doing a quick calculation of how much it would cost her to make her way back to the outskirts of Chelsea, she added, “You are going to Knightsbridge, aren’t you?”

“Yeah…,” George replied slowly.  Didn’t she say she lived near Chelsea?  
“Do you mind?  I could hail a taxi, but….”

“No, that’s fine, Pattie,” George interjected.  “I’d be happy to give you a lift.”  Perhaps another girl is just what’s called for!
“That would be lovely, thanks, George,” Pattie said, smiling brightly.  “I have to get my things….I’ll just be a moment.”

George nodded.  “I’ll wait here then.”

“Alright,” she said, and she hurried back the way she’d come.

George scanned the area, seeking somewhere nearby where he could wait without being constantly accosted by the crowd.  Seeing a small area behind a closed ticket booth, he hurried over before anyone could see him.  Leaning back against the wall, he lit a cigarette and watched people pass by, all on their way home for the night.  Many, he knew, wouldn’t return when filming resumed at Twickenham the next morning.  Suddenly, he spied Annie walking alone toward the exit. Before he could stop himself, he called out to her.

Annie paused and turned in almost a full circle.  She heard George calling her name, but couldn’t see where he was.  
“Over here!  Annie!” he called out, waving his arm high in the air, wondering at the strange sense of desperation he felt as he did so.
Several feet away, she saw an arm waving and headed in that direction, the crowd impeding her progress.  Oh God!  What do I say?  “I don’t want to see you anymore?”  But I do!  Maybe Millie is right.  Maybe I shouldn’t see him for that very reason.  But then how do I work around him every day?  I’d want to see him, talk to him. What is happening to me?
George blew a sigh in relief when he saw that Annie had spotted him and was walking his way.  Should I just confront her?  Ask her just who these other fellas are who’ve been hanging about, chatting her up?  But that’s just silly!  I didn’t care that she was married….why should I care if she’s seeing other men?  Then again, her husband’s not around, is he?  It’s different than her being with some man who’s right here. Really,  I don’t know why I should care…I only know that I do.

As Annie cleared the crowd, she slowed her pace…her eyes locked on George’s.
“George…,” she said in acknowledgement.

“Annie…,” he said in reply.

“I’m ready!”

Both George and Annie turned toward the voice that seemed to come out of nowhere, breaking the spell.
Having seen George calling out to Annie, Pattie had hurried back, trying to reach George before the other girl could reach him.  She’d gritted her teeth in frustration as a couple of men held her up while they rolled a case of equipment out toward the exit.  Trying to make up for lost time, she’d practically run the rest of the way, arriving mere seconds after Annie.  Noticing the odd way they were both looking at her, Pattie steeled her resolve.  “Are you ready, George?” she asked more calmly.

Flustered, George looked from Pattie to Annie.  “Er, yeah, okay,” he mumbled.  Pausing, he looked back at Annie.  “Goodnight, Annie.”

“Goodnight,” she murmured as she watched George and Pattie walk away together, wondering – not for the first time that day – just why she was feeling so lost. 
