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Chapter Twelve

Despite Millie’s protests, Annie decided to head back to her flat, steeling herself for the confrontation that awaited her at home.
“Don’t you think you’ve been through enough today, Annie?  Stay here, darling,” Millie pleaded.  “I’ll fix up the couch for you.  It’s really quite roomy and comfy, you know.  We can just enjoy a girl’s night in.  What do you say, love?”

“Aw, Millie, that sounds wonderful, but the longer I put this off, the harder it’s going to be,” Annie explained as she slipped into her coat.  “Joey’s already going to be pretty put out that I stayed gone over-night and most of the day.  He’ll be absolutely livid if I’m gone another night….but thank you so much for the offer.  Really, you’ve done more than enough already!”

Reaching out, Millie raised the coat’s collar around the girl’s neck, saying, “Well, it was no bother, Annie, none at all.  I’m here if you need to talk…or if things go badly.  Promise me you’ll come here if they do, eh?”
Touched by her friend’s thoughtfulness, Annie laid her hand affectionately on top of Millie’s and smiled.  “I will….I promise.”  Stepping forward, she hugged the older woman.  “Thanks again for being such a wonderful friend, Millie.  I don’t know what I would have done without you.”

Tears welled in Millie’s eyes.  Embarrassed, she laughed.  “Oh, go on then!  What are friends for?”

Opening the door to the flat, Annie paused. Raising her brows she took a shaky breath and said, “Wish me luck!”

“Good luck, darling!  I’ll be anxious to know how you make out, so don’t leave me too long in suspense.”

“I won’t.  Goodnight, Millie.”

“Goodnight, love….safe home.”  She watched Annie descend the flight of stairs, only closing her door when she heard the front door to the building open and close.

Annie walked the two blocks to the bus stop in a light drizzle.  She didn’t really mind.  The weather suited her mood, and, as guilty as she felt, the discomfort felt like a sort of justifiable penance.  Arriving at the stop, she was relieved to see no one else waiting.  Getting drawn into mindless polite conversation with a total stranger was the last thing she felt like doing.  Glancing up the block, she saw a bus slowly making it’s way toward her.  As it neared, she was able to discern that it was the number fifty-two bus to Knightsbridge.  Millie had once told her that was the bus she took to Harrods.  Harrods.  Near William Mews.  Where George lives.

As the bus to roll to a stop, Annie hopped on before she could change her mid.  Then, lingering by the exit, she spent the trip desperately wondering what on earth she could say to George to set things back on course.  It was an impulsive decision, but, the more she thought about it, the more she allowed herself to believe that she was doing the right thing.  She knew that she’d truly wounded George earlier that morning when she lied to him.  It hadn’t occurred to her until later he must have just up and left Pattie at the Ad Lib to go looking for her, driving from one friend’s house to another, searching for her all night, only to have her lie to him when he finally found her.  She shifted her shoulders at the memory as if the movement alone was enough to dislodge the guilt that overwhelmed her.  
In truth, though, it wasn’t George’s anger that had gotten to Annie.  It was the fleeting expression she’d caught right before the anger….hurt.  More and more, she felt she had to make things right…and sooner rather than later  Even if he refused to talk to her, she felt she had to try.

After George had left, John debated ringing Paul.  After all, he reasoned, if George is that peeved with me, there’s no way we’re going to be able to keep it from the others.  Better I tell them first.
He already knew, though, that neither Paul nor Ringo was going to take his side if it came to that.  After they’d found him with Annie at Jagger’s party that night, they’d lost little time before giving him a right good telling off….
“What were you thinking, John?” Paul demanded heatedly. “You know how George feels about the girl!  Why would you do that?”

Bemused, John looked from Paul to Ringo.  Uncharacteristically, the drummer stayed silent, but the steady, angry glare emitting from his heavy-lidded blue eyes spoke volumes.  John wondered for a moment how he could have expected any other reaction from Ringo.  After all, George was a large part of the reason why the band had befriended the drummer to begin with and later, came to hire him over Pete Best.  Of course Ringo’s loyalty laid with George….but Paul?  Now, Paul was a different story.  Of everyone, John would have guessed Paul would be the one to understand.  With total clarity, John recalled the day Paul’s ex-girlfriend, Dot, confronted him after hearing rumors of numerous dalliances with the barmaids and strippers in Hamburg.  It had impressed John that Paul didn’t blink an eye when he “explained” himself to Dot.  Smirking, John threw the line back at Paul with a casual shrug. “A stiff cock has no conscience, mate!” Paul winced at the familiar words, prompting John to grin with satisfaction.

His satisfaction was short-lived, however, when Ringo asserted, “You don’t do that to a mate, John.  It’s not hardly right. It’s just not done.”

No, it isn’t, John thought, sighing at the memory.  He knew that, as far as George was concerned, what he’d done was nothing short of betrayal, and he also knew that both Paul and Ringo would agree with George.  So, he decided to forego the telephone call to Paul and, instead, just stretched out on the large double bed he shared with Cynthia.  With his one arm tucked behind his head, he laid there and dragged deeply on his cigarette, blowing smoke rings at the ceiling.  Despite the trouble it had caused, he smiled as he remembered lying in bed with Annie the night before.  
He hadn’t meant for it to happen…. Not that anyone will believe that, he thought ruefully.  It was only that, when the barkeep shouted out “Last call!” and an inebriated Annie dejectedly lamented the idea of going home to her husband, he felt it was only sensible –chivalrous, even! - to suggest a place they could go for the night.  He couldn’t bring her home to his place….not with his wife there waiting for him to return.  That left only one logical choice....and he made the suggestion without any hesitation at all.  “Right then….we can let a room for the night.  You know, a hotel room.”
Annie stared at him blankly, the drink making it hard to focus.  It felt like an eternity before she lowered her eyes and answered quietly, “I don’t think that’s such a good idea, John.” 

It wasn’t until she’d finally said something that John realized he was holding his breath awaiting her answer.  The realization perturbed him as he wondered yet again what it was about the girl that attracted him so much.  Sure, she was a bit of alright, but he knew a lot of beautiful women who didn’t come close to having that effect on him.  She was clever…a good conversationalist, but why should that arouse him physically?  He wanted this girl, but, then again, he’d wanted – and had – lots of girls before her.  No.  It was more than that.  He cared about her….she mattered….and he found it all very unsettling.
In the end, she’d gone with him. Even now, he had to smile when he remembered her quiet acquiescence.  It seemed as though she was embarrassed to say “okay” aloud.  
After that, John made sure that he did all he could to make it as easy for her as he could, fearing that, at any moment, she might change her mind and dart away.  But she didn’t.  The thought made him smile.

Rising halfway from the bed, he leaned over with a grunt and stubbed out the spent cigarette.  As he did, he thought he caught a whiff of Annie’s perfume lingering on the white cotton dress shirt he was still wearing from the day before.  Self-consciously, he unfastened two more buttons and, lifting the collar of his shirt to his face, he closed his eyes and inhaled her scent deeply.  The light floral scent so suited the girl that, from that day on, John would associate that subtle aroma with Annie and that early Spring of ‘64.  He shook his head as if to rid his mind of such fanciful ideas and smiled self-deprecatingly.  “You’ve gone fuckin’ soft, Lennon!”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               
Flopping his head back on his pillow with a sigh of frustration, he mentally berated himself….  From the other room, he heard the doorbell ring.  Christ!  Who’s this now?  Hope it’s not for me.  I don’t want to see anyone!

It rang a second time.  Idly, he wondered what was taking his wife so long to answer the door.  “Cyn?”  he called out irritably.

When it rang a third time, he called louder, “Cynthia? The door! Someone’s at the bleedin’ door!”  What the hell’s taking her so long? 
When it rang a fourth time, John gritted his teeth and bolted up from the bed.  He stomped from the bedroom on into the sitting room, alternating between curiosity and annoyance.
Reaching the front door to the flat, he threw open the door, completely prepared to inform whoever waited on the other side that the intrusion was most unwelcome.  “What the fu-” He stopped short and stared in confusion. When he found his voice again, he could only croak, “P-Pattie?!”

As the bus rolled to a stop, Annie allowed several other passengers to exit in front of her while she bit her lip indecisively, debating the wisdom of her impulse to seek George out.  She was never comfortable with confrontations and had spent the greater part of her childhood learning ways avoid them. Since marrying Joey, she had raised that avoidance to an art form.  So, there she stood, frozen still, her hand wrapped around the pole so tightly, it whitened her knuckles.  Nonetheless, in the last seconds before the bus started moving again, she found the courage to leap from the small platform and onto the sidewalk.  Before she had a chance to change her mind again, she started making her way steadily toward Seville Street, knowing she was only a few minutes’ walk from George’s flat.  If she could just keep herself moving while also keeping herself from thinking too hard on it, she’d be there before she successfully talked herself out of it.
She’d covered more than half the distance to William Mews when the light mist started coming down in a proper drizzle.  At that point, she had no other choice but to pick up her pace.  She walked around the last bend of William Mews and glanced up through the rain, her heart skipping a beat as Whaddon House came into view.  Although she hadn’t really considered it until then, the rain proved to be a blessing in disguise as it kept away the usual crowd of fans that tended to gather in front of the building.  Grateful that, at the very least, she wouldn’t have that obstacle to contend with, she increased her pace to a half-jog just as the rain came down heavier.
Joey stood under the awning of the building across from George’s flat, smoking his last cigarette.  The damp cold did little to improve his disposition, already made worse by the two fruitless hours he’d spent waiting for any sign of the Beatle.  Posing as a reporter, he’d initiated a brief but cordial conversation with the doorman, ascertaining, much to his disappointment, that neither George nor Ringo was currently at home.  Grumbling irritably, he’d crossed the street to take a post underneath the only visible shelter that would allow him an unfettered view of both the drive and main entrance.  Checking his watch, he huffed in frustration, noting that two hours had already passed.  

As the drizzle gave way to a downpour, he cursed inwardly, pulling his collar up around his ears and yanking his jacket closed around his shivering body.  He had just tossed the butt of his cigarette toward the curb when he spotted a young woman running diagonally across the street.  Though she’d had her head down as she walked, she lifted it just for a moment to quickly check the street for any oncoming traffic.  What struck Joey was that she’s looked left, not right.  Careful, sweetheart, your American is showing! he thought mockingly.  How many times have I made fun of Anne for doing that same thing?  No sooner had the thought hit him than the realization followed….Jesus!  That is Anne!  

In just two paces he stood at the curb, calling her name loudly.  Annie, however, couldn’t hear him over the sound of the downpour and continued on into the building, oblivious to her husband trailing not far behind. 
George sat in the same spot on Millie’s couch vacated by Annie only hours earlier, frowning with displeasure into his teacup.

“Really, George,” Millie tried to reason, “…please try to understand my position.  Although I’d dearly love to help you - and most certainly would love to help Annie - I simply cannot betray her confidence, regardless of the reason!”

“I’m not asking you to betray her, Millie.  I just want to know what’s going on with her and John!”  With a hard edge to his voice, he blurted out, “I already know they spent the night together!  But, was it a one night stand or is she having an affair with him?  Is she in love with him?”  Seeing Millie slowly shaking her head, he groused, “I just want to know where I fucking stand with her!”

Although her eyes and smile conveyed sympathy for his predicament, she remained resolute.  “Oh, George….”

“Yeah, yeah….I know….you can’t tell me!” he snapped, his frustration causing him to slam the cup down onto its saucer.  “Sorry,” he murmured sheepishly.

Smiling kindly, the woman said, “Listen, what I can tell you, George, is this….Annie cares very deeply for you.  She knows she hurt you this morning when she…er…told you she’d passed the night here, and she feels just awful about it.”

“Then why’d she do it?” he shot back snidely.

“She did it, George, because you were the last person she expected to find waiting for her….the last person she thought she’d be expected to explain her absence to….and it threw her.  Think about it, love.  If she didn’t care, why would she even have bothered to lie about where she’d really been?”
Cocking a brow at Millie, George asked incredulously, “That’s supposed to make me feel better?!”

Shrugging, Millie looked somewhat pained as she replied, “In a manner…?”

George rose with a sigh and walked to the window where he stood with his hands stuffed in his trouser pockets, contemplatively watching the rain pouring down.  Without turning to face her, he asked Millie, “And what of John then?  Or Joey, even?  Does she ‘care very deeply’ for them as well?”

The softness with which he asked the question told Millie how difficult it was for him to ask.  “She does, I’m sure, though perhaps not in the same way.  Joey?  He’s her husband, even if it is for all the wrong reasons. They both have been holding on to this odd sense of obligation toward one another, and I believe that they’re both only now beginning to consider the possibility that one mistake doesn’t need to result in a life sentence. Their marriage cost them both their families, George.  For a long time now they’ve only had each other…for better or worse,” she added wryly.  “John, on the other hand, has been a friend to her.  A good friend or a not-so-good friend, I can’t say.  What I do know is that, more than once, Annie’s felt that he’s been there to pick her up when she’s felt you’ve let her down.”
George swung around to face her.  “Bollocks!  When the hell was I supposed to have done that?”

The sympathetic smile never wavered.  “Every time she found you and Pattie together.”

“Every time she --- !  Oh aye?  What about her husband, eh?  How about what I was feeling every time I knew she was going home to him?  Or was I supposed to just sit in every night on my own and wonder?”
“I didn’t say it was logical or had to make sense.  You asked me how she felt.  I’m answering you as honestly as I can.”

George appeared to consider this.

“Besides….it’s not as though you didn’t already know all this, George.  Or, at least, that you didn’t already know what was most important.  You heard what Annie told me.  She thinks she’s in love with you.”

“Right!” He laughed humorlessly. “She thinks she’s in love with me so she legs it and spends the night with John?” he spat angrily.

“She had been drinking quite a bit, you know, George,” Millie offered by way of explanation. 
One look at George’s expression told Millie he was having none of it.  “The drink doesn’t make you do things you don’t want to do, Millie, it just helps you do things you wouldn’t have the nerve to do otherwise.”  
“Oh George!” Millie, sighed as she stood and replenished their teacups.  Holding his out to him, she continued, “I said I wouldn’t betray Annie’s confidence, and I won’t, but ask yourself this….do you really think she would have taken off with John had Pattie not insinuated herself last night?”

He silently stirred the sugar into his cup.  “Oh, I don’t know….I reckon not,” he relented quietly.

Setting her tea aside for the moment, Millie shifted forward on the chair and regarded George seriously.  “You know, sweetheart, I’ve already said far more than I should have, and I imagine, if Annie were to find out what I’ve told you already, she’d be very cross with me, very cross indeed…and justly so!  However, since I’ve said this much, I might as well tell you the rest.”

Mirroring Millie’s posture, George set his tea on the table, and, clasping his hands nervously in front of him, sat forward expectantly.  “Please do, Millie….I need to know!  Things were fab….things were just perfect….until that prick showed up!”
Millie went to speak, but something in George’s words caught her attention.  “Were they ‘perfect,’ George?  Were they really?” she asked dubiously.

Taken back, George answered rather defensively, “Yeah, I thought so anyway.”

“Ah, you thought so….”

“Here, Millie, what are you getting at?” he demanded.  “I have good reason to think they were.  Annie and I would have dinner now and then, and we’d spent several nights at the clubs after filming.  We’d have a few drinks, chat a bit, dance….it was a larf. We had fun!”

“You had…fun,” she repeated thoughtfully.  “Yes…,” she nodded decisively.  “Yes, you’re right. and Annie looked like she was having fun, She started dressing more her age, wearing make-up, smiling and laughing more.  She seemed to relax…to look and behave like the eighteen year old girl she is!  Oh, and how much she looked forward to those nights!  Yes, George, when she was with you, she did have fun.”  Raising her eyes to his, she stared intensely and asked, “…and when one or more of the other lads were with you?  Was it still fun?”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               
Perplexed by Millie’s strange tone and uncertain what point she was heading toward,                                                                                             George answered simply, “Yeah, of course!  Why not?”

“…and when Pattie would join you? Was it fun then as well?”

 “Er, yeah, I reckon so…,” he replied, a bit less certainly.

“I see….would you ‘reckon’ it was still fun for Annie herself, George?”

George tried to think back to those times when things still seemed okay between him and Annie.  Those times when the two of them agreed they’d see each other – have a bit of a fling, a bit of fun, nothing serious.  As for Pattie…well, she shouldn’t have mattered a whit between us.  One thing had nowt to do with the other…not really.  Except, over the course of a few weeks, things started to change.  Chastened, George confessed, “No, perhaps not.”

“Do you know what I think, George?”

George shook his head.

“I think that you were perfectly content to have things go on the way they were….seeing Pattie publicly whilst seeing Annie secretly….until you realized – first with Joey and then again with John – that Annie’s affections might not be your’s alone.” 
George said nothing for a time.  Then, picking up his cup, he sipped the cooling tea.  “I think I liked to pretend she was my girl,” he confessed.  “At least for a bit.”  He went quiet again for a moment before admitting further , “John says it’s because we always want what we think we can’t have.”

“And do you?”
“Want Annie, you mean?”

Millie nodded.

Looking suddenly uncomfortable, George shifted his gaze toward the window. “Yeah,” he whispered.

“Ah, but why do you want her?” Millie teased.

But George didn’t even crack a smile.  In fact, Millie thought he’d looked oddly sad when he answered, “Because I love her.”

“You’ve got to tell him, Pattie, and soon!” John stressed angrily.  “What the fuck were you thinking, girl?”

“I can’t, John….I just can’t!” Pattie sobbed into her handkerchief. 

“There’s nothing else for it!  He’ll be done for!  Joey will kill him!  Christ!”

“Can’t you tell him, John?  Please….can’t you warn George?” she pleaded.
John thought back to George’s face earlier that afternoon…when George realized what John had done.  Shaking his head vehemently, he said, “No, no I can’t Pattie. It’s got to be you who tells him.”

“But he’ll hate me!” she started wailing anew.

“He won’t,” John snapped irritably.  The whining was starting to grate on the one never he had left.  “At most, he’ll be pissed off for a bit, but he’ll get over it.”

After a few minutes, Pattie’s sobs abated to the sporadic hiccoughs.  “I didn’t want George harmed, you must believe me, John!  I only wanted….well, I wanted….”

“You wanted Annie well and out of the way for good,” John sneered.
Rather than take offense, Pattie replied, “As if you didn’t want her to yourself as well!  You don’t fool me, John.  I’ve seen the way you are with her.”

“Is that right?” he asked, bemused.
“We could help each other, you know,” she suggested coyly.

With an arrogant chuckle, John asked, “And just what sort of help do you think I’d need from the likes of you?” 

Scowling at his patronizing tone, Pattie went on, undeterred, “Listen, we have the same problem, you and I do, John.  You want Annie….I want George.  It’s as simple as that.  You and I are in a position to help each other.  So, the question is, are you interested?”

Part of John wanted to tell her to “sod off,” another part of him wanted to try to pull her, and yet another part - the part that remembered only too well the warmth of Annie’s body next to his in bed that morning – that part was the one who answered, “Right….I’m not saying I am, but, if I were, what do you have in mind?”
Pattie just smiled knowingly.

Standing in the doorway of Whaddon House, Annie looked dismally out at the downpour, at once feeling both relieved and disappointed. She was surprised when she first entered the building that the doorman appeared to recognize her from the few times she’d accompanied George home so he could change clothes before going out to the clubs.  As it turned out, it made it that much easier for her to ask whether or not George was at home.
“Ach, ‘fraid not, Miss.  Both lads have been gone since yesterday morning!  It’s like that with them two, you know,” he stage-whispered.  “Always on the go, so they are!  And them girls always hanging about, trying to catch them at it so’s they can tear their hair out or whatnot!”  The large Irishman laughed boisterously, but Annie could only conjure a distracted smile.
“Do you know when George is expected back then?”

“Ah, no, love.  They come and go at all hours so there’s no saying.”  Laughing again, he continued, “But what am I telling you for?  You’re friendly with the lads, I’m sure you know how it is!”  Seeing that the girl appeared somewhat preoccupied, he asked more calmly, “Was your young man expecting you perhaps?”
Annie felt inclined at first to correct the man’s perception that George was her “young man,” but stopped herself before she said anything foolish.  “No….no, he wasn’t expecting me.  I was just, uh…shopping…at Harrods.  So I thought I’d drop by.”
“Oh, I’m sure he’ll be sorry to have missed you!” the man said amiably.

Annie almost wanted to ask him why he thought that at all, but, again, she stopped herself.  “That’s okay!” she said brightly, forcing a smile.  “I’ll see him another time!”
The smile disappeared from the man’s red face as he looked at the rain coming down in torrents.  “Ah, and but now you’ll be stranded here until the rain lets up!”  Following his gaze out the glass door, Annie shared his dismay when she saw the sheets of rain.  Resuming his usual jocular demeanor, he added, “Ah, but perhaps himself will come home before then, and your trip won’t have been for naught!”

Annie froze at the thought.  She had just reconciled herself to the notion that see wouldn’t be seeing George – that this was a discussion for another day.  The doorman’s prophecy felt like a psychic bucket of cold water being thrown at her.  Perking up, she said, “Unfortunately, I have to be back in Notting Hill soon.”  Making a show of checking her wristwatch, she cried, “My goodness, I had no idea it was so late.  No, I definitely have to be on my way!”  She started backing away toward the door, buttoning her coat as she walked.  “Thank you very much for your time!”

“But Miss, you’ll be soaked through!” the doorman exclaimed worriedly.

“I’m afraid there’s nothing else I can do!” she laughed lightly. 

“Hang on, I can at least ring for a taxi for you!” he reasoned as he reached for the telephone.

“I’m afraid I can’t.  I haven’t the money for the fare you see!” she called from the doorway.

The man was quite nearly flabbergasted.  “I’m sure Mr. Harrison --”

“Oh no, I couldn’t possibly!” she interrupted, using her back to open the door.  “But please do tell him I stopped in to say hello, and thank you again!”  She had to practically shout the last few words to be heard over the cacophony of the downpour.  Without glancing back, she started half-walking, half-jogging back up William Mews.
Across the street, Joey stood beneath the same awning he’d spent hours under most of the afternoon.  When Annie hadn’t heard him calling out to her, he thought better of attracting her attention and decided to just wait and watch.  There was no doubt now that what the model had                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         told him was true.  Why else would Anne just “drop in” on George at his home.  Proper young women didn’t do such things.  Certainly proper young married women didn’t.  He had to accept the fact of it.  His wife was indeed having an affair with the young guitarist he’d met earlier.  In fact, if Pattie was to be believed, Anne was having not one but two affairs….the second being with George’s friend and band-mate who was himself married and the father of a young son.  Joey’s mind was reeling.  This wasn’t the girl he knew…the girl he’d married.  He didn’t know who this girl was.  None of it seemed a bit like Anne…but he’d seen the proof before his very eyes. 
First, she stays gone all night…with one of them, I imagine!  Then, she doesn’t bother to show her face at home at all the next day!  No….instead, where do I finally see her?  Running through the rain to meet her lover!  No wonder she didn’t seem all that upset when she found out about Miyo.  Hell, she probably felt relieved…justified. She probably figures I’ll just give her a divorce now because she’s discovered that I’ve been having an affair.  Well, Anne, you’re in for a surprise.  Regardless of anything else, you’re my wife….and no one takes what’s mine….no one.  
Stepping out from underneath the protection of the awning so that he could watch his wife’s retreating form in the distance, Joey remained as equally oblivious to the deluge that drenched him as he was of the uneasy glances of passers-by who, unnerved upon seeing the vacant stare of the strangely stoic man, gave him a wide berth as they hurried past him.  Inside the pockets of his jacket, his hands involuntarily closed into fists….fists clenched so tightly they drew blood from where the nails cut into the skin.  Yeah, you’re in for a big fucking surprise!                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       
