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Chapter Fifteen

Deirdre walked into the bedroom, and, after giving her husband a quick glance, stopped and backtracked.  Rounding the bed to stand in front of him, she regarded him with a glare of consternation.  “Darling, we’re hosting a party, not a wake!” she chastised sweetly. 
He indulged her with a distracted smile, but said nothing in response.  
Forgetting for the moment whatever task she’d been on her way to see to in the bedroom, she sighed and lowered herself on the edge of the bed to sit next to her sullen husband.  Draping an arm loosely about his shoulders, she affectionately ran her fingers through his receding hair and said, “Dick, you simply cannot take on the responsibility for what’s happened between Annie and Joey.  Those youngsters were headed for trouble from the day they married.  They’re both so young and neither one was really prepared for marriage, much less the trauma of losing a child!  This…thing that’s developed between Annie and George is not your doing.  Really, you must let it go, and stop blaming yourself!”
“Well, no, I’m not, DeeDee…,” he started to counter until he saw the arched brow and dubious expression on his wife’s face.  Giving a hapless laugh, he relented, realizing then and there that she knew him too well.  “Okay, okay….you’ve got me!” he laughed.  Throwing his hands up in the air, he explained, “Ah, Dee, it’s just that I thought I was doing Annie a favor when I offered her that job!  You know, helping her to find her way here in London and make a few girlfriends her age with whom she could pass the long months while Joey was away….but now….” Shrugging in defeat, he added, “I suppose I do feel somewhat responsible.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                
Shaking her head resolutely, Deirdre challenged, “How on earth could you possibly have foreseen any this or have known what was going to happen between George and Annie?  Really, darling!  You have to accept that none of this is your fault!”  Rising from the bed, she walked into the small dressing room off the bedroom, but continued to talk as she went.  “They all may be young, Dick, but none of them are children!”
“Mmmm…,” he uttered reluctantly as he stood and retrieved his necktie.  Standing in front of the mirror, he knotted it, talking while he worked.  “You know, I have to admit sweetheart, I’m not especially looking forward to this dinner party tonight.  In fact, I was going to suggest earlier that we just ring everybody to tell them that one of us was down with the flu and that we’d have to cancel.”
“Why, Dick!” Deirdre cried in surprise. “I really don’t see the need for doing something that drastic!  I’m sure that everyone will behave appropriately in mixed company.”  Rising, she went to her husband and took over the necktie.  Within seconds, she had knotted the tie perfectly.  “After all,” she said to his reflection, “…nobody likes airing their dirty laundry in public.  Believe me, darling, you have nothing to worry about.”
Dick stared absently at the two of them in the mirror, looking but not seeing.  “Yeah, perhaps you’re right,” he replied pensively.

Laughing aloud, Deirdre warned him with mock-sternness, “Now you listen to me, Richard Lester!  We’ve nearly two dozen guests coming this evening, and you will not leave me on my own to keep them all entertained, do you understand me?  If you insist on feeding this silly guilt complex, then do it after the party, not during it!”
Yielding to his wife’s persuasion, Dick grinned and responded, “You’re right….as usual!” He smiled and said jokingly, “I promise to be the epitome of charm and wit this evening!”  Then, taking her hand, he raised it to his lips and said, “In case I neglected to tell you Mrs. Lester, you are looking even more lovely than usual tonight…if such a thing is possible!”

Smiling, Deirdre slid her arms around his neck.  “And you, Mr. Lester, have been well trained by a very clever woman!”

Dick planted a quick kiss on the tip of her nose.  “…by an extraordinarily clever woman!”  Pulling her closer, he grinned suggestively and said, “You know, we’ve a bit of time before our guests arrive…?”

“Dick!  I’ve had my hair done!” she protested, laughing.

“Oh, right!” he replied, seemingly serious until he added facetiously, “You’ll have to go on top!”

“Richard Lester!” Deirdre exclaimed, taking a playful swat at his arm.  “That is quite enough out of you!  Now get yourself out to the sitting room, and make sure everything is prepared!”
Grinning, Dick backed out of the room, teasing as he went, “You’re sure you won’t change your                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   mind?  I am quite irresistible, I know!”

“Out!” she yelled, pointing toward the door.

Lingering at the threshold, he called back, “Last chance…?”

“Go!” she yelled back, laughing.

Once he’d left the room, she stood for a moment staring thoughtfully at the doorway.  Her smile faded a bit as she considered their conversation about the young American couple they’d befriended months earlier.  It concerned her that her husband was so worried about the recent developments in Joey and Annie’s marriage.  She knew him well enough to know that the sense of responsibility he had been clinging to could very well lead him to involve himself in their problems….lead him to try to do something to “fix” the situation.  It wouldn’t even occur to him that doing so might be perceived as an intrusion and an unwelcome one, at that.  That’s just the way Dick was and always had been since Deirdre first met him.  
Playing the armchair psychiatrist, she put it down to the possibility that he’d developed a particular hypersensitivity stemming from years of loneliness and isolation, the result of growing up a child prodigy.  Surrounded by adults who had so many expectations of him and no peers or friends with whom he could decompress and just be a child, his unique aptitude was frequently a source of emotional hardship for young Richard.  Even now, as an adult, despite the fact that he knew many, many people and was “friendly” with virtually all of them, he had very few real friends.  Those relationships genuine enough to be called “friendships” were crucial to him, and when any one of his friends hurt, he hurt, too… literally. It would not be enough for him to merely listen and empathize, he would need to do something about it. Couple that impulse with a feeling of responsibility and self-blame, and what resulted was often a volatile mixture.  Deirdre knew that she had to help Dick recover from his self-imposed culpability – for the sake of his well-being and of their marriage.
Her arms loaded with packages from an afternoon’s shopping, Mary entered the small flat, calling out, “Pattie?  Are you home?”

“In the bedroom, Mary!” Pattie called back in reply.

Dropping the packages on the sofa, Mary removed her coat as she walked through the sitting room and on into the bedroom.  Crossing the threshold, she spotted an unfamiliar pink sequined formal dress hanging on the outside of the wardrobe.  “Ooh!  That’s lovely!  Is it new?” she asked her flat-mate, who sat at the vanity, applying her make-up.

Pattie kept her eyes forward, focused on the task of drawing a painstakingly perfect line above and below the lashes of each eye before answering, “Mmm-hmm…just purchased it yesterday.” Setting the eyeliner brush down on the table, she straightened and did a quick appraisal of her work.  Satisfied, she turned to Mary and smiled. “So, you like it, do you?”

“I love it!” Mary enthused.  “Pink is most definitely your color.”

Tilting her head to the side, Pattie studied the dress.  “Yes, I think so, too.  You know, one always hears that women should own at least one black cocktail dress, but, truly, it just doesn’t suit some women!  I much prefer pink…or white, even.  Black makes me appear too pale.”
Plopping down on the edge of the single bed, Mary sighed wistfully. “I wish I had your flair for fashion, Pats!”

Pattie accepted the compliment with a modest smile before turning back to her preparations.

“So, what’s the occasion?” Mary asked innocently.  Leering, she giggled and added, “A date with George, perhaps?”

In the mirror, she saw Pattie grimace.  “Not likely!  No, it’s the dinner party at the Lester’s.”

“Oh! Is that tonight?”

Nodding, Pattie said, “I’ve been dreading it all day!  I just wish I could think of a good reason to beg off!”

“Whatever for?” Mary asked in surprise.  “Won’t George be there?”
Giving her friend a tight smile, Pattie replied sarcastically, “Oh yes, he’ll be there…as will Annie.”

“Oh!  Well, you certainly can hold your own against her, can’t you?” Mary asked encouragingly.
Sighing, Pattie propped her chin in her hand.  “I wish I could say yes, Mary, but the truth is it’s not really her who’s causing the problem.  Well, not directly anyway.  It’s George himself!  For a boy who was supposedly so smitten with me the first time he saw me, he certainly appears as though he couldn’t care less about me lately!”

Hearing the quiver in the model’s voice, Mary sat forward and placed her hand on Pattie’s shoulder comfortingly.  “What do you mean, love?”

A fat teardrop plopped on Pattie’s lap and she quickly reached for a tissue.  “Oh, blast it!  I’ve spent the last twenty minutes getting my make-up just right, and now I’ve gone and ruined it!”  She carefully dabbed the tears from around her eyes.

“Ah no, Pat….there, it’s fine!” Mary said confidently, making a show of examining each of the girl’s eyes closely.
“Honestly, Mary, I don’t even know what the point of my going to this party is!”  Her voice took on a hard edge as she added, “George certainly won’t care whether I’m there or not!”

“Oh, Pattie, I’m sure you’re wrong about that!”

Pattie gave a baleful laugh. “Oh no I’m not!” she insisted. “He as much as said so!”

“What?!”  Mary asked in disbelief.  “What did he say…exactly?”

“Well, first off, everyone knew that the entire cast was invited --”

“Wait a moment!  Cast?” Mary asked in confusion.  “Then how is it Annie is going?  She’s not part of the cast!”

“No, she isn’t,” Pattie concurred, adding cattily, “…but she and her husband are personal friends of Dick Lester and his wife.  So, there you are!”

“Oh, I see.  Go on.”

“Anyway…George has known all week that I was invited as well, so all week, I waited for him to ask about going together.  I’m telling you, Mary….even if it hadn’t occurred to him to ask, I certainly dropped enough hints!  When he still hadn’t asked by this morning, I decided to take matters into my own hands and made the suggestion myself.  ‘George,’ I said to him, ‘Will you be attending the Lester’s dinner party this evening?’  He tells me that he is.  So I tell him, ‘Brilliant! I’ll be going as well, you know.  Why don’t we just go together?’  And do you know what he had the utter gall to say?” 
“No, what?” Mary asked, thoroughly engrossed.

Pattie’s cornflower blue eyes filled with tears again as she answered, “He told me that it would be too far out of his way to come fetch me…that it was shorter and easier for the two of us to go from our own homes!  Can you believe that, Mary?  And I’ll tell you, he was none too apologetic about it.  Honestly, Mary, I couldn’t have been any more wounded had he simply told me to sod off!”

Rivulets of tears, blackened from the makeup, ran down both cheeks, and Pattie was helpless to stop them.  “It was too much bloody trouble for him to drive to Chelsea to escort me to this party!  That certainly wasn’t the case when he was busy chasing me, was it?!”

Rising from the bed, Mary went and put her arms around her friend.  “Oh Pats!  There now….no man is worth all this upset….even if he is a Beatle!  I say….if you don’t want to go to this party, don’t go!  I’ll even ring the Lester’s if you like.  I’ll just tell them you’re feeling poorly.”
Pattie, though, was vehemently shaking her head.  “No!  Thanks all the same, Mary, but no.  I will not allow George to get away with humiliating me so!”  Resolutely, she continued, “I will wear my lovely new dress, I’ll have my make-up absolutely perfect, and I’ll not have a hair out of place.  I’ll be charming and flirtatious, and, more than anything, I will make that boy rue his behavior…you mark my words!”  
As she looked at her friend, Mary wasn’t sure if Pattie was talking to her or to her own reflection.  Regardless, Mary cheered her on.  “Right you are, Pats!  You’ll show them…George, Annie, the lot!”  For the next several minutes, she watched Pattie repair her ruined make-up in silence.  “Er, Pats…?”
“Hmm?”

“You don’t think it’s possible that George didn’t want to take you because he was already taking someone else, do you?”

Surprised by the question, Pattie froze with her make-up brush mid-way to her face.  “Someone else?” she repeated.
“Yeah,” Mary replied, adding haltingly, “…someone like Annie, perhaps…?”

Pattie appeared to physically deflate in relief before her eyes.  Giving a small laugh, Pattie answered, “No, George isn’t bringing Annie.”

“Are you so certain?”

“As a matter of fact, I am,” she answered, blotting the fresh application of the frosted pink lipstick on a tissue.  As she started removing the large curlers from her hair, she continued, “Annie will be going with Joey.”

“Joey?”

“Her husband.  That’s his name….Joey.”

“Oh.”  Mary grew thoughtful for a moment before saying, “You know, you never did tell me anything about him.  What was he like, this Joey?”

Taking a comb to her freshly brushed hair, Pattie lifted a section at the back of her head and started to back comb.  “He’s nice enough, I suppose.  Good looking fellow….can be very charming when he’s a mind to be.  I imagine he’s quite dashing in uniform!”

“How good looking?” Mary pressed, giggling girlishly.

Pattie paused, remembering. “Very good looking, come to think of it…but in a very masculine way, if you know what I mean…but, yeah…very attractive.”  Pattie tapped the end of the comb against her bottom lip thoughtfully.  Suddenly, her face brightened and a smile gradually came to her lips.  “You know, Mary….I’ve a good mind to give George and Annie both a taste of their own medicine!”

“What do you mean, Pats?” Mary asked with a bemused smile of her own.

“Perhaps Joey O’Shea will find himself on the receiving end of some very flattering feminine attention!”  Smirking, she added, “It’s not as though his wife has been giving him any, I’m sure!”
“You’re talking about flirting with Annie’s husband?” 

“And why not?” Pattie asked indignantly.  “It’s not as though that yankee tart gave it a second thought before stealing my boyfriend, did she?”  Without waiting for an answer, she continued, “I do believe that Joey would be very appreciative of a bit of flirting….and – who knows? – with two days left yet of his leave, he may want to continue to show his appreciation!”

Giggling at the thought, she rose from the chair, and, removing her robe, pulled the dress from the hangar and over her head, turning her back toward Mary so she could zip the back.  

Mary had listened with a growing sense of unease.  She remembered the day Pattie received the telephone call from the agency telling her that she’d gotten the job, which, of course, made the model happy.  However, when she was told that the job Dick Lester had chosen her for would have her appearing in a film with the Beatles, happiness gave way to ecstasy.  “My God, Mary!  I’m going to meet Paul McCartney!  Never in my wildest dreams could I have imagined it!  I wonder if he’ll notice me.  How smashing would it be if Paul asked me on a date?  Oh, I wouldn’t tell Eric about it, of course…at least not until I was certain that Paul and I were a proper couple.  Oh, wouldn’t it be wonderful?” 
Pattie seemed to forget that her initial Beatle of preference had been Paul, not George…and even after she’d finally broken off a long-term yet dead-end relationship with Eric Swain,  leaving her free to see George, Pattie continued to frequent the clubs with her friends – both female and male friends - much to George’s displeasure. Yet now, she was incensed that George’s interest in her seemed to have waned in favor of another woman.  
It’s not fair! Mary thought to herself.  Here, Pattie has everything…beauty, charm, a successful modeling career, and a boyfriend who’s a Beatle!  Everything comes so easily for her, yet she appreciates nothing!  The only reason she’s upset now about Annie and George is because she’s so bloody competitive. When George would ring her, practically begging her to wait until he could join her at a club or – heaven forbid! – asking her to just stay in so the two of them could spend an evening alone, she laughed at him and just did as she pleased anyway, leaving the poor boy nonplussed and hurt! Now, she expects me to believe that she’s going to go after Annie’s husband just to teach her and George a lesson?  I’ve always been a good friend to her, but perhaps it’s time Pattie learns a thing or two about using people!   
Mary found it difficult to keep the edge from her tone as she asked, “So, what you’re really saying is that you’re going to try to seduce Annie’s husband?”
Oblivious to the change in Mary’s voice, Pattie answered, “It does sound rather naughty, doesn’t it?” Giggling, she added, “Still, you must admit, it’s bound to get both George and Annie’s attention!”  

“Oh, I don’t know, Pats,” Mary countered, “It doesn’t sound rather naughty so much as rather dangerous to me!  I mean, yes, George is your boyfriend, but Joey is Annie’s husband!  You’re talking about interfering in someone’s marriage!” 
Pattie said nothing while she slipped into her silver sling-back heels and fastened the tiny buckles at the side.  Standing, she tossed her blonde hair back over her shoulders and took an appraising look at herself in the mirror.  At last, she shifted her eyes to her friend’s reflection and replied austerely, “Well then, Mary, she should have remained faithful to her husband and just let George be.  Whatever happens now, it’s her own fault.”  Slipping into her dress jacket, she then smiled at her flat-mate and blew a kiss her way.  “Don’t wait up, love…nite-nite!”  
Mary watched in disbelief as Pattie blithely headed out, realizing only as she heard the front door close that, more and more, she secretly found herself pulling for Annie.
Checking the clock anxiously, Annie noted the late hour and wondered just how late Joey was going to make them for the Lester’s dinner party. She was standing in the kitchenette when he finally came through the door, fifteen minutes past the time they were due at the Lester’s.  “Where the hell have you been?” Annie seethed.

“Aw, my loving wife was worried?” Joey mocked.  Moving closer to her, he made a show of looking at her face.  “No?  Oh well! Perhaps if I grew my hair long and took up playing guitar, huh?”  Turning away, he walked into the sitting room and plopped down on the couch.

She ignored the dig and struggled to stay focused on the problem at hand.  “You’ve been drinking again,” Annie stated in disgust.

“You’re very observant, my dear,” he answered apathetically, stretching out along the couch and closing his eyes.

Moving to stand above him, Annie crossed her arms in front of her and asked, “Did you forget that we’re due at the Lester’s for the dinner party you insisted we attend, Joey?”

His eyes flew open.  “Shit.”

“Deirdre has already telephoned, asking where we were.”

“What did you tell her?”

“What could I tell her?” Annie laughed helplessly.  “I said that you had to go out on ad hoc business at Mildenhall, and we’d be there just as soon as you returned.”

Pulling himself up with an effort, Joey stared vacantly at his wife.

After several seconds of his unnerving stare, Annie cried, “What?!”

He grinned coldly.  “Ad hoc military business, huh?”

Shrugging, Annie explained, “It was the only thing I could think of on the spot.”

Joey rose from the couch, and started unbuttoning his shirt.  “You’re getting very good at this deception business, Anne.  Getting a lot of practice, are you?”  he called over his shoulder as he headed for the bedroom.

Annie refused to be baited.  She was counting the days until Joey deployed for duty aboard the Maddox again, and though it still pained her to admit it, she was looking forward to his departure immensely. She knew she needed only to get through the Lester’s party…to pretend just a bit longer, and then she’d be free…for a while at least.   “You should shower first.  I could smell the alcohol on you the instant you came in.” 
“I thought we were late?” he called back from the bedroom.

“Yes, well, we are…but better you be later and clean than late already and stinking of booze. I’ll just go downstairs to call them back and make our apologies….let them know we’ll be a while yet.”

Joey came out of the bedroom with a towel slung over his shoulder.  Leaning in as he passed her on his way out of the flat, he said snidely, “Well, haven’t you become the paragon of social etiquette!” 
Annie glared back without expression.  “Just hurry it up.  I think Deirdre’s holding dinner for us.”

With his hand on the knob of the door, he turned back and grinned coldly.  “I bet you’re counting the days ‘til I’m gone, aren’t you sweetheart?  Well, you just hang in there, Anne! It won’t be long now before you can act like I don’t exist. I’m sure George will never keep you waiting! Or, at least, you won’t mind so much when he does, right?”  Just as he was about to leave, he paused and turned back. “Then again, considering how much you’re going to inevitably cost him, he should be able to do pretty much any damn thing he pleases!”
Gritting her teeth, Annie struggled to keep her temper in check.  “I never said I was going to stay with George!”

Joey’s grin hardened.  “You didn’t have to, Anne, it’s written all over your face.”  Opening the door, he turned back once more.  “‘Stay…?” he repeated thoughtfully.
“What?” Annie snapped irritably.

“You said ‘stay’….‘I never said I was going to stay with George’…implying you are with him now.  Interesting….”  He left, closing the door behind him, before Annie could respond.

She wasn’t sure just how long she stood staring at the closed door, but, at some point over the following few minutes, she became aware of the familiar sting of tears in her eyes.  As she tried to calm herself, she debated telephoning Dick and Deirdre to tell them that she and Joey regrettably had to miss the dinner party.  Then again, she knew that Joey wouldn’t let such a golden opportunity pass….with days of his leave left yet, her humiliation was far from over, and, that night, she feared he was going to take it to a whole new level.  After all, this time, he’d have an audience, and that audience was going to include George.
