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Chapter Seventeen

“Oh Diana, I’m so sorry!” Mary cried into the telephone receiver.  “I shouldn’t have rung and upset you this way!  It’s just that when Pattie didn’t come home, I thought perhaps – well, she has been somewhat out of sorts lately – so, I thought she might have just popped off for a visit back home.  Now, all I’ve done is gone and upset you as well!”

On the other end of the phone, Pattie’s distraught mother reassured her daughter’s flat-mate that she had done the right thing in phoning her.  Before hanging up, both women promised to phone the other if and when they heard from Pattie.  
As Mary replaced the receiver, she sent out a silent “thank you” to George who had been the one to furnish the girls’ flat with a private telephone when he first started regularly dating Pattie.  Of course, then again, it’s George himself who’s at the bottom of this whole mess!  

Although she had been quite put out with Pattie’s recent behavior, Mary was nonetheless genuinely worried.  It just wasn’t like her friend to stay out all night without checking in.  She tried to brush away the hideous mental images that her anxiety crafted in her imagination while, at the same time, she tried to think of who else she could possibly ring to ask after Pattie.  It was no use trying to get through to any of the Beatles, she knew.  Even when George and Pattie were still on good terms with one another, his telephone number was top secret.  It seemed ages before even Pattie herself had access to it.  Mary had no idea where Dick Lester lived with his wife, so contacting him was out of the question.  Suddenly, she was struck with an idea, and, had she not been so excited, she would have kicked herself for not thinking of it earlier.
Running into the bedroom she shared with Pattie, she headed to the nightstand next to Pattie’s bed and yanked the top drawer open with such force that she nearly pulled it free from the cabinet.  Pushing it in a bit, she started rooting around for her friend’s address book.  Sure enough, it was there, buried under a stack of floral stationary.  Sitting on the edge of the bed, she flipped through it, looking for any name she recalled Pattie mentioning in connection with the film.  She didn’t have to look far.  Under the “B’s,” she saw an entry reading, “Bury, Pru,” followed by a telephone number.  “Perfect!” she whispered to herself.  She remembered the morning she found Pattie in the kitchen, irate and frustrated, ranting about something this girl “Pru” had told her about George and Annie.

Jumping up from the bed, she ran back into the sitting room, and, grabbing the telephone into her lap, picked up the receiver and quickly dialed the number.  Her call was answered on the third ring.  An older woman answered, and Mary politely inquired if she could speak with Pru.  She was told in a clipped, impatient tone of voice to hold the line, and immediately thanked George again for the pleasure and convenience of having a private line.  Several moments later, a different voice came over the line….

“Hello?”

“Er, yes….hello.  Is this Pru Bury, please?”

“It is, and who, may I ask, is this?”

“M-My name is Mary….Mary Bee,” she stammered nervously. “I’m a friend of Pattie Boyd’s…?”

“Oh yes?”  There was something odd in Pru’s voice as she said this that made Mary take notice.

“Er, yes.  Anyway, the reason I’m ringing is because I know that Pattie was expected at a party for the cast and crew of the film.  Really, I can’t even say that I know that she made it there --”
“Oh, she made it alright!”  There’s that tone again!
“She did?  Oh!  Well, that’s good --”

“Not for everyone, ducky!” Pru tittered in response.

“Sorry?” Mary momentarily held the receiver away and looked at it in confusion.  Bringing it back to her ear, she explained, “Listen, the reason I’m asking after her, you see, is because she didn’t come home last night --”

“No, well, she wouldn’t have, would she?” Pru interrupted a second time, the amusement even more pronounced in her tone.

Growing frustrated with the arrogant actress, Mary said, “Look here, I wouldn’t be ringing you at all, except that I don’t know who else would have been at that party for me to contact.  Now, do you or don’t you know where Pattie went afterwards?”

“Oh, don’t get your knickers in a twist, luvvy.  She left the party with a very attractive, very virile young American man.  There now, does that help?”

 “American, you say?” Mary asked suspiciously.
“Mmm-hmmm….right down to his stars and stripes, ducky!”

“I see….”  And she did….sort of.  She knew in an instant the man Pru was referring to was Annie’s husband.  But what of Annie herself?  He wouldn’t have been there without her, surely?
“Your friend will have quite the story for you when she does make her way home!” Pru laughed.

“Yes, well thank you, Pru.  I just wanted to know that Pattie was alright.”

“No worries, ducky.  I’m sure by now she’s better than alright!”

Mary had no idea how to reply, but, as it turned out, she needn’t have worried about it as the next thing she heard was the hum of the disconnected line.  As she slowly replaced the receiver, she contemplated just how it happened that Pattie ended up leaving the party with Annie’s husband when Pattie’s own words returned to her….
“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!”
“She did it!” Mary whispered in awe to the empty room.  She went and seduced Annie’s husband to get back at Annie and George!  Annie and George….George was there, Annie was there, Pattie left with Joey, so….did Annie leave with George?  “Oh Pats, what have you done?”
“Good morning, Sleeping Beauty!” George’s voice called to her softly, penetrating the deep layers of sleep.
Somewhere in the room there came a familiar sound of something clattering….dishes….like a cup against a saucer, Annie reasoned in that separate part of the mind that tells you when your dreaming and when it’s reality.

Reluctantly, she swam her way to consciousness from the deepest sleep she’d had in days.  Whether it was the exhaustion from her recent emotional struggles or the security of being somewhere safe, she couldn’t say.  All she knew is that she would have loved to have stayed asleep, letting the world carry on without her that morning.  George, however, had other ideas.

“I’ve brought you a nice hot cuppa, luv,” he told her as he tilted the venetian blind to light the room just a bit.  “Do you fancy something to eat?”

Her eyes fluttered open, and she slowly rose up from the pillow.  
Turning to face her, George smiled and asked, “Sleep well, did you?”

Annie nodded and stretched. 
“Well, you would have slept even better had you slept with me, you know!” he teased with a flirtatious wink.

“George…,” she warned in a sleepy voice that hadn’t yet gained its volume.

“Yeah, yeah, I know….you need time to think and suss things out,” he said, echoing her words from the previous night when he’d invited her to share his room…and his bed.  “Just know that it’s a standing invitation, yeah?” he added more seriously.

“Okay,” she replied quietly.  Before the sense of discomfort could escalate, she asked, “What time is it?”

“Half-ten,” George replied with a laugh.  “I reckoned I should wake you and see if you fancied some breakfast while it was still morning!”

Annie grinned self-consciously.  “I guess I was more tired than I realized…sorry.”

“No worries, luv.  In fact, Rings and I have to meet the others at the studio by noon, so you can go back to sleep if you like.”

“Nah, that’s okay,” she said, accepting the cup of tea George was handing to her.  Suddenly, she realized what he’d said.  “You have to be at the studio at noon?  Are you recording today?”

“Yeah, for a bit.  A couple of songs John and Paul wrote last week for the film.  I should be home by eight or nine.”
“Oh,” she said, the dismay evident in her voice.

Picking up on this, George offered, “Listen, if you feel up to it, why don’t you come to the studio when you’re up and around?”

“Uh…maybe.  I should probably go home to pick up a few things --”

“No!”

Annie’s eyes widened in surprise at the urgency in George’s tone.

“Annie, you must promise me that you will not go near that place by yourself!”

“‘That place?’  My home, you mean?” She laughed anxiously.  “George, I have nothing with me but the dress I was wearing last night!  If you’re worried, I can ask Millie to go with me.”

Lowering himself to the edge of the bed, George said, “Here, I’ve got an idea!  Why don’t you ring Millie, and the two of you can go to the shops.  You can just buy yourself new things.  I’ll have Brian set it up so you’ll have credit at any store you want to shop in.  It’s how we do it when we want to shop….Cyn can tell you how it’s done, if you’ve a mind to ask her to go with you.  The two of you seemed to really get on, and I’m sure she and Millie would take to one another as well!”

Though Annie only smiled at the suggestion, she thought to herself that, after the conversation of the previous night, Cyn probably wouldn’t even want to give her the time of day.  “George, that’s really sweet, but --” 

“Annie,” he interrupted, “…please.  I don’t want you going there while Joey’s at home, and while I’m not with you.  I want you to promise me you won’t.”

Seeing the intensity in his expression, Annie felt she had little choice but to simply give in.  “Okay, I won’t go home, and I’ll pick a few things up at the shops, but just a few things.  George, I didn’t agree to come here to take advantage.”

Smiling, he leaned in and happily gave her a quick kiss.  “I know that, luv, but let me do this for you, eh?  It’s not like I can’t afford it, you know!”

Moved by both his concern and his generosity, Annie said, “Well….thank you, George….for everything.”

“It’s my pleasure,” he replied awkwardly.  Brightening, he asked, “Now how about that brekkie?”

Under the covers, she drew her knees to her chest and wrapped her arms around them.  Smiling, she asked, “What do you have in mind?” 

“Well, I can’t give you a Full English – not one that you could actually eat, I mean.  I can manage a boiled egg okay.  Oh, and I can do porridge if you fancy that.  Beyond that, I can pour a bowl of Corn Flakes!”
Annie laughed.  “Corn Flakes sound wonderful!”

George brightened.  “Yeah?  They’re my favorite!  I’d have starved in Hamburg had it not been for Corn Flakes!”

“Okay, why don’t you go cook us up a couple of bowls of Corn Flakes, and I’ll be out in a minute.”

“Right then.” He pushed off the bed and stood up to head out to the kitchen.  At the door, he paused and turned back.  “Hey Annie?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m glad you’re here.”

She could see he meant it and smiled.  “So am I, George.”

As she watched him leave the room, she realized that she meant it, too.
At eleven-thirty, George left the flat for the studio.  Although he didn’t mention it, Annie knew there was no way he was going to get there by noon.  He wouldn’t be much later than that, but he wouldn’t be on time, either.  The thought left her feeling just a tad guilty, and she vowed to herself be more aware in the future – to make sure she didn’t become a distraction or keep George from doing what he had to do…on time.

Right after he departed, Annie telephoned Millie and asked her to bring over a change of clothes for her to borrow for the day.  Without going into too much detail, she briefly explained George’s concern about her going back to her flat for her own things and his idea that she should just use NEMS’ credit line at local stored to buy some new things.  Millie seemed thrilled by the invitation to go shopping, but, after Annie hung up, she found herself wondering if the older woman was more “thrilled” by the idea of a shopping trip or by the recent developments in Annie and George’s relationship.

“Annie, love, I simply do not understand why you’re hesitant at all!  George has been nothing but lovely to you and for you while Joey has repeatedly proven himself to be a positive ogre!  I think the choice is really quite clear.”

As Millie went on, Annie continued sliding each hanger along the rack disinterestedly, giving each garment a cursory look, but not really seeing anything it at all.  After a few minutes, she stopped, faced her friend, and with a sigh, said, “All true, Millie, and, if I were not married, then I‘d agree, the choice would be clear….but this isn’t high school, and I’m not just considering choosing my prom date.  Joey is my husband, Millie.  We’re talking about ending my marriage!”

Millie reached out and maternally brushed the fringe from Annie’s eyes. “I know that, darling,” she said softly, “…but it’s not as though it isn’t done.  You wouldn’t be the first woman to realize your marriage was a mistake and do something to correct it.”

Annie had no doubt that Millie had the best of intentions, but the words, though said kindly, still smarted.  Gazing absently out the large front window of the shop, Annie replied in a choked whisper, “I know, Millie, but I can’t help but wonder how this all would have been different had I not met George.”

Seeing Annie’s eyes well with tears, Millie opened her purse and, discreetly pulling out a clean handkerchief, she passed it to her young friend.  As Annie used the linen to dab at the corner of her eyes, Millie gently reminded her, “You weren’t the only one having an affair in your marriage, Annie.”

Regaining her composure, Annie nodded as she slipped the handkerchief into her coat pocket.  “I know….you’re right.  I guess I just figured that when Joey’s tour of duty on the Maddox was up, he’d have to let her go.  He’d come home to me, and we’d try starting a family again.  Everything would eventually work itself out…you know?”
Millie didn’t answer right away, but stood looking at Annie, deep in thought.  

When the silence became too much for her, Annie pressed, “What?”

“This is about the baby, isn’t it?”

Annie’s eyes went wide in surprise.  “W-What do you mean?”

“The baby…,” Millie repeated.  “Somehow you feel like you owe it to Joey to stay with him because of the baby.”

Annie looked around the shop anxiously to make sure no one was listening.  “Millie!  I don’t know what you’re talking about!”

“I think you do,” Millie challenged kindly.

Annie shook her head vehemently.  “No, Millie, you’re wrong.  The baby has nothing to do with any of this!”

“You told me yourself, darling.  Joey defied his parents to marry you when you found yourself pregnant with his child.  They rejected him because of his choice to marry you.”
“Yes….so?” 

“So…,” Millie began, stepping closer to her young friend.  “It’s only just now struck me how odd it is that you always seem to talk about the sacrifice he made for you and the baby.”

“Why is that odd?” 

“Because you never seem to mention the sacrifice you made to marry him.  You were rejected by your family as well, Annie.  Yet, it’s always about what marrying you cost Joey when you tell it.  You feel guilty about that, and that’s led you to feel this false sense of obligation to him, but Annie, you’ve no valid reason to feel that way.  You didn’t force his hand, he made a choice….and while, yes, you made a choice as well, you were young, you were pregnant, and you were scared.  That’s not a proper state of mind in which to make such an important decision, much less a decision you’re making for the rest of your life.”
Wordlessly, Annie stared at the blouse she held in her hands.  “Joey wasn’t always like this,” she said quietly. “He was actually very sweet at one time.  If I feel obligated to anyone, it’s to that boy.”

“But that boy doesn’t exist anymore, Annie,” Millie said softly as she draped her arm about the girl’s shoulders encouragingly.  “If last night didn’t prove that for you, I don’t know what will.”

Her head still bowed, Annie whispered, “I know.”  She reached up then and quickly wiped the tear from her cheek before it could fall.
For a moment, Millie worried that she was pushing the girl too hard and too fast, but quickly reasoned that this moment of brutal honesty might be the only opportunity to help Annie se the bigger picture before she made any permanent decisions.  “As for George, love, let me ask you this….if you’d been single when you met him, would you have any doubt about being with him now?”

She hesitated only a moment before answering, “No….no, I wouldn’t.”  

“You see, darling, I believe you already know in your heart what you need to do.  The question is, do you have the courage to do it?”

Annie said nothing for a while.  Then, with a last glance at the blouse she was holding, she slipped it back on the rack and sighed.  “There’s nothing here I want.”
Knowing that Annie had heard but ducked the question, Millie asked, “Do you know what you want, Annie?”

Just as surely, Annie knew that Millie wasn’t referring to clothes.  Stuffing her hands into her coat pockets, she shrugged sheepishly and gave her friend a weak smile.  “Let’s go, huh?”
Cynthia was surprised when John came home before eight o’clock that evening.  She knew that the boys were at the studio all day, working on two last-minute songs they’d written at the behest of Dick Lester.  When John said he’d be home by a certain time, however, it was usually the case that it would be at least two hours past that time when he’d finally saunter in.  That evening, though, he was actually home early.  Any idea Cynthia might have had that they would spend that time together, though, went out the window when John withdrew a reel of tape from underneath his jacket and informed her that he was going into the other room to give it a listen.

Sighing in resignation, she went about her evening as though John wasn’t even there.  An hour later, after seeing the baby to bed, she returned to the sitting room, looking forward to a bit of quiet relaxation.

As she entered the room, she took care stepping around the myriad of toys that Julian had left scattered all over the sitting room.  For a moment, she’d considered corralling them to one corner, but thought better of it when she heard John’s voice in her head, berating her….“For Chrissakes, Cyn!  What the bloody hell am I paying the housekeeper wages for if you’re going about doing her work for her!”
Instead, she picked up her half-empty mug of tea, now grown cold, and headed into the kitchen.  At the sink, she stood with the kettle poised near the tap, and strained to listen to the song John was playing in the room that served as his workspace.  Curious, she set the kettle down and walked quietly through the hall to stand outside the door.  She knew that John had brought home a tape of the completed songs he and Paul had penned for the film, but she had yet to hear any of them.  
There was something vaguely familiar about the song coming through the door, and she realized that it was a song she’d heard John composing several weeks prior.  Even then, while it was yet in its genesis, she had thought the melody of the ballad was lovely, noting that he’d not written a song like that since “This Boy,” which she had loved.  Stepping closer, she listened and tried to make out the lyrics she was hearing for the first time.
….If I give my heart to you 
I must be sure 
From the very start 
That you would love me more than her 

Like a bolt of lightning, the words struck her, rooting her to the spot where she stood. Although she knew that John didn’t tend to write lyrics that held any personal meaning for him, these lyrics were different….these lyrics resonated true, causing her breath to catch in her throat.  


If I trust in you oh please 
Don't run and hide 
If I love you too oh please 
Don't hurt my pride like her 
A sickening sense of vertigo came over her as the full impact of the realization hit her.  Bloody stupid cow!  How fucking foolish I am!  I was so certain, so fucking certain!

'Cause I couldn't stand the pain 
And I would be sad if our new love was in vain 
Love?  Oh Christ!  He’s in love?  Weakened, she fell back the inch or so against the wall next to the door, and, as her legs gave way, she slid down to the floor.  As she continued to listen, each word felt like a knife twisting in her heart.

So I hope you see that I 
Would love to love you 
And that she will cry 
When she learns we are two 
If I fell in love with you

She knew John had had other girls - many of them…but this was different.  Hadn’t she herself said so, after all?  Even then, though, she hadn’t known, hadn’t realized…but she understood now.  She understood the moment she heard those words.  They weren’t meaningless lyrics. They were personal – as personal as they could be.  Cyn understood then that John had written the song…for Annie.   The tears rolled down her cheeks in rivulets, and she was helpless to stop them.
“Cyn?”

She reared her head back so hard, she banged the wall.  “John!” she gasped in surprise.

“What are you doing?  Why are you crying?” 

In lieu of an answer, she said, “I thought you were in there…listening to the – where were you?”

“In the loo.  What’s going on?”  His confusion, coupled with the lack of an answer, was making him panicky.

Using the wall for support, Cyn rose from the ground, roughly wiping the tears from her face.  Forcing a smile, she answered, “N-Nothing.  I was just sneaking a listen to the new songs.  You’ve just caught me out is all.”

He continued to stare at her dubiously, and she widened her smile in reassurance.  Finally, he chose to take her at her word though doubt continued to nag at him.  “Right then,” he said, “I realize it’s no bloody Beethoven but is it really so awful it makes you cry?”

She laughed a bit too forcefully to be believed and responded, “No, no!  It’s lovely, John!  Really, lovely.  Oh, you know how sentimental I am.  I love a good love song!”  The waver in her voice didn’t go unnoticed, and she knew it.  “Fancy a cuppa, luv?” she asked brightly, desperate to change the subject.

Though still uncertain why he found his young wife on the floor in tears, John was equally keen to move past the strangeness of the moment.  “Sure, yeah….that would be great, Cyn, ta.”

“Right,” she said, smoothing down her jumper.  As she passed him, she reached up to give his cheek a quick kiss.  “I won’t be five minutes.  I’ll bring it in.”

“Okay,” he replied slowly as he watched her walk away.  
He entered the room and plopped down on the divan.  Paul’s “Can’t Buy Me Love” was playing on the machine.  Aye mate, you can’t hide it neither!  He thought wryly.

Looking toward the doorway, he pondered the odd state in which he’d found Cynthia.  He knew which song she had been listening to and didn’t believe for a moment that she had been crying simply because he’d written a love song.  Sure, it was about her…in part, but, more than that, it about Annie.  Despite Joey O’Shea’s damning tirade of the previous night, Cynthia had not even so much as raised the question as to what Joey had been talking about when he quite publicly accused Dick Lester of having pushed Annie into an affair with “two of the boys.”  John thought he’d just been lucky, but now, he knew differently.  If Cyn held any suspicion about how he felt about the young secretary, he knew she harbored no such delusions anymore….and a song he wrote himself cemented it.  She knows.  She knows I’m in love with Annie.
