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Chapter Two

Stepping down from the bus, Annie made her way along from the stop on Portobello Road to her home nearly two blocks north.  Tired and disillusioned, she felt increasingly certain that it had been a mistake taking the job and began to brainstorm ways she might yet get out of it gracefully.  Pulling the ring of keys free from her purse, she wrestled the key into the lock of the door.  With growing frustration, she struggled with the heavy key that would neither turn nor pull out from the lock. Suddenly, the door swung open, and, startled, Annie jumped, just managing to grab hold of the lintel to keep herself from falling backwards down the four stone steps.  A thin arm clad in grey wool reached for her, taking hold of the edge of her coat.

“Easy now, Annie!” the old woman shouted in alarm.  

Annie righted herself and gave her neighbor a hesitant smile of appreciation.  “Oh!  Mrs. Sparrow!  Thanks for getting the door….”

“Don’t know if you should rightly thank me, luv.  You looked about to do yourself in, so you did!  Thank God you didn’t take a tumble!” the woman said in apparent relief.  Her expression shifting then, she asked somewhat irritably, “Didn’t you see me at the door?”

A blush colored Annie’s cheeks as she admitted, “I guess I wasn’t really paying attention.”  Nodding toward the ring of keys hanging from the door, she explained, “My key got stuck, you see --”

The frail old woman nodded knowingly, and, reaching up, easily pulled the offensive key from the lock.  “I’ve been after Mr. Barnett to replace that old lock for years now!  Jiggle the key a bit before trying to turn it, and you’ll have it easily enough,” she instructed.  Handing Annie’s keys back to her, she closed the door and smiled affectionately.  “Come on up to mine now.  I’ve tea laid out for us, and you can tell me all about your first day at work.”

Surprised and touched, Annie replied, “Oh, Mrs. Sparrow, you shouldn’t have gone to the trouble!” 
The old woman was already climbing the stairs as she answered over her shoulder, “It’s no trouble at all, dear….I’m looking forward to hearing how you enjoyed working on the film!”

As if by the power of suggestion, Annie’s stomach growled at the thought of the food waiting on the next level.  Smiling gratefully, she followed the woman up the stairs. “Well, that’s very kind of you….thank you!”  

“Oh, you’ll earn your meal, sweets,” the woman laughed.  “I want to hear everything….no detail spared!”

Entering her neighbor’s small flat, Annie’s eyes lit up when she saw the portable table all set for tea.  When not employed as a dining table, the compact furniture’s sides were dropped down, and it was wheeled against the wall to serve as a console table, accentuated with a vase of fresh flowers.  Since moving to England, it fascinated Annie to see just how utilitarian the Brits could be, especially the older folks who had long been used to having to “make do.”

While the old woman went to the oven and withdrew the two full plates of food she’d left warming there, she called to Annie, “Why don’t you pour the water into the pot, luv.  It’s already fixed and the water boiled just moments before you arrived, so it should be fine.”

With a nod of acknowledgement, Annie stepped aside and waited for Mrs. Sparrow to exit the kitchenette before going to the stove to do as she was asked.  Cautiously, she brought the pot of steeping tea to the table, checking to make sure the milk and sugar were both already out.  With everything seen to, the two women sat.
“So, now,” Mrs. Sparrow began, shaking the cloth napkin open and laying it across her lap, “Did things go well, Annie?  Did you enjoy it?”

Staring at the plate in front of her thoughtfully, Annie debated just how forthcoming she should be.  Mrs. Sparrow was one of the biggest supporters of her taking the job when it was offered by Dick Lester, and, she suspected, that was due in no small part to the old woman’s longing to live a bit vicariously.  At that moment, sitting across the table from her neighbor, she felt pressured by the question hanging between them, feeling an almost strange sense of responsibility to her…as if saying her day had been anything less than perfect would be a betrayal.  “It – It was different,” Annie offered lamely.

Alerted by the lack of enthusiasm in the girl’s tone, Mrs. Sparrow perked up immediately.  Narrowing her eyes, she asked pointedly, “Did something go wrong?”

“No, no…not at all, “Annie quickly countered.  “I…uh, I guess I just have to learn to have a bit more confidence in myself is all.”

“But you enjoyed it…?” the woman prompted warily.

Annie gave in, and, smiling, lied, “Oh yes!  It was wonderful!  As I said, I just need to get used to the way things get done, you know?”

The other woman smiled appreciatively.  “But of course, dear!  Goodness, you’re just learning, aren’t you?  No worries, sweets, you’re a clever girl….you’ll soon be running things yourself!”

While Annie rather doubted it, she nevertheless kept the thought to herself, and, for the remainder of the meal, recounted only the more innocuous events of her day….talking about how welcoming and kind both Millie and Dick had been, what it was like working all day on a moving train, and, although she censored the account quite heavily, she even talked about meeting the Beatles themselves.  If she embellished the positive merits of her first day of work and completely neglected to mention anything negative, she found her redemption in the delighted expression beaming froth from Mrs. Sparrow’s face.
“Oh my, it does sound simply brilliant, Annie!” she cried, emphasizing it with a self-satisfied clap of her hands.  “I just knew this was a good idea!”

Lifting the teacup to her lips, Annie offered a fleeting smile.  “Yes, I guess it was,” she agreed feebly.

When their meal was finished, the two women made short work of clearing the table.  Standing at the small sink, Annie washed the dishes, passing each item to Mrs. Sparrow, who stood next to her with the small towel in hand. After several minutes, the older woman broke the silence that had descended as they established a rhythm to their task.  “So Annie, I just happened to notice you’ve received a postcard from Joseph today,” the old woman said cagily.

Noting her neighbor’s tone and the surreptitious glances she caught peripherally, Annie suppressed a smile.  For all her kindness and generosity, Constance Sparrow was a stereotypical “nosey old biddy,” as Joey was often wont to call her.  Not one thing happened in that building that she wasn’t aware of.  One night, just a few weeks before Joey left for Tokyo, the young couple had her to dinner.  Over the course of the meal, they’d learned that she was a war widow who’d never remarried…. “No children,” she’d explained with the staunch resolve only those who’ve lived through terrible times can manage to pull off.  “Malcolm and I had a son, Terrance, but the croup took him two days before his third birthday….before we could conceive another, the Gerries took my Malcolm, and he was gone as well.”
She’d told them that she had lived in that same Notting Hill flat for more than twenty years, and, although she could well afford something much nicer, it had never occurred to her to move elsewhere, not even during the notorious race riots in the summer of ’58 when the local working class Teddy Boys pitted themselves against the area’s West Indian immigrants.  “This is the last place – the only place, really! – where my Malcolm and I made our home.  I’ll leave when they carry away my cold, lifeless body and not a moment before!” she’d affirmed tenaciously. 
Handing Mrs. Sparrow the last cup, Annie dried her hands and challenged amiably, “You just ‘happened to notice’ Joey’s postcard, hmmm?”

Knowing she’d been caught out, the older woman grinned wryly.  “Well, everyone’s mail does arrive in the post all together….”

“It’s okay, Mrs. Sparrow!” Annie laughed then teased, “Did you ‘happen to notice’ what he’d written?”

“Oh, nothing of import!” Mrs. Sparrow replied breezily.  “He mentions something about the ship moving through the East China Sea, I believe.  Didn’t you say he was in the Sea of Japan, Annie?”

“Yes,” Annie replied with a furrowed brow, unable to imagine why the destroyer was sent south.  Shrugging, she added, “But that’s the military for you!  The only thing you can plan on is that the plan will change!  Was there anything else he wrote?”


Laying a hand on the girl’s shoulder, Mrs. Sparrow smiled sweetly.  “Only that he loves you and misses you very much.”
Annie draped the damp towel over the rack near the sink, and, with a sad half smile, said, “It must be hard for him, too.  I mean, when we left home to move here, at least we had each other, but now, he’s all alone out there….and let me tell you, I’m sure my ‘fly boy’ is catching all kinds of teasing for being Air Force!  All the military branches are like that, you know!”
“Well, he’s alone except for the more than three hundred others on board, yes?”  the old woman laughed, trying to lighten the mood.  Remembering the loss of Mrs. Sparrow’s own husband, Annie didn’t have the heart not to indulge her.  “Shall we have another cup of tea, Annie?” she offered brightly.

Checking her wristwatch, Annie conceded, “Well, perhaps just one more, but then I really have to get myself to bed.  Six a.m. comes very early!”

Less than an hour later, Annie was climbing the two further flights to her tiny dwelling on the top floor.  Upon entering her flat, she hung her coat on the hook just inside the door and tossed her purse on the small table.  Kicking off her pumps, she unzipped her skirt and was unbuttoning her blouse as she walked through to the bedroom.  She peeled her clothes off, tossing them unceremoniously onto the chair near the bed.  Then, slipping a nightgown over her head, she sat on the edge of the lumpy mattress that was most certainly older than she was and lit a cigarette.  Alone at last, her thoughts drifted back over her day for the second time that evening.  However, unlike the recollection she shared with Mrs. Sparrow, this time, Annie allowed it all to flow back…the good, the bad, and the parts she dared not think about too closely, physically wincing as she remembered her first face-to-face meeting with the film’s stars….

At the door to the make-up car, Annie stood just behind the large man who’d introduce himself as “Mal,” holding on to the four Equity forms tightly, and debating running off.  

“’eads up, lads!” Mal bellowed.  “This here is Annie and she has some forms fer each of you to sign, so get to it!” He quickly passed a form to each of the four, doing a quick check to make sure the name matched the correct Beatle. 
Stepping aside, he offered a hand to help Annie up the steps.  Damn!  Too late!
Conjuring as sincere a smile as she was able to at that point, she placed her hand in Mal’s and stepped up into the car.  From where she stood in the doorway, she scanned the room, mentally accounting for each of the four Beatles.

Turning to the girl beside him, Mal asked, “Are introductions needed, or d’yer know their ugly mugs already?”

“N-No,” she stammered self-consciously.  “I-I know who they are.”

“Brilliant!” John exclaimed from where he sat with his booted feet propped on the long studio make-up table.  “I’m George McCartney….and who might you be then?”

It took Annie a moment to realize he was talking to her and another moment to register hat he’d said.  Giving a nervous giggle in response to his introduction, she replied, “Oh!  I’m Annie….Annie O’Shea.”

Tilting his head back a bit, John peered down his long aquiline nose at her, a cheeky grin spreading across his face.  “Hullo Annie-Annie!  And what d’yer do here?” he asked, adding mockingly, “….if ya don’t mind my asking, that is.”

Trying to act as calm and professional as she could under the circumstances, Annie replied, “I work for Mr. Lester….Dick Lester --”

“Aye, we’ve heard of him,” John interjected as the other three grinned appreciatively.

Oh Annie!  Pull it together! she chastised herself.  “Of course,” she acknowledged.  “I’m sort of…well, sort of his assistant, I suppose.”

John’s brow flew up as he asked knowingly, “Oh?  And what d’yer ‘assist’ ol’ Dick with exactly?”

The other three didn’t even attempt to stifle their giggles.  Still smarting from the incident on the platform, Annie’s indignation flared as she caught the innuendo.  I’ve had quite enough of being the brunt of their jokes for one day!  Squaring her shoulders, she explained haughtily, “I assist Mr. Lester with whatever it is that he needs.”  
The moment it was out, she’d realized her error.  Their giggles erupted into full-fledged laughter then.  Flustered and embarrassed, Annie face grew hot as her cheeks turned scarlet, and this only compounded an already bad situation.  Noticing her reaction, the boys laughed even harder….even Mal couldn’t keep an errant chuckle from escaping as he collected the forms.  

Turning to their minder, Annie pointed to the forms and anxiously asked, “Are they signed now?”

Caught off guard, Mal looked to the forms in his hands as though he’d just noticed they were there.  “These?” he asked, holding them up.  “Yes, each of them signed, luv.”

Taking the four forms, Annie averted her eyes and announced to no one in particular, “It was very nice meeting you!”  Then, throwing a quick “thanks” over her shoulder at Mal, she all but ran from the car.  Out on the platform, she walked briskly back toward the last car where the makeshift office had been set up.  Yanking open the door, she practically leapt inside, unintentionally slamming the door shut behind her.  Inside the office, she leaned back against the door and breathed a sigh of relief.

“Annie?” Millie called to her, causing the girl to jump nervously.  “Are you alright?” the older woman asked in concern.

In her haste to find refuge from the humiliation of her first meeting with the pop group, she’d momentarily forgotten that Millie was still in the office car.  Unable to come up with a viable reason for the state she was in, she opted to go with the truth.  “They certainly are a bunch of practical jokers!”  She’d tried to say it with good humor, but the quiver in her voice gave her away.

Slipping her glasses from her face, Millie regarded the girl sympathetically.  “Oh dear!  Things didn’t go well then?”

Annie made a half-hearted attempt at an indifferent shrug.  “Let’s just say I wish it would have gone better!”  Pushing off the door, she walked the few steps to Millie’s desk, leaving the signed forms on the edge.  “Oh no!” she cried.

“What?  What is it, Annie?”

“I forgot to get the signatures of the witnesses!”

Surmising that calming the girl was more important than getting the missing signatures just then, Millie answered, “Ah, no worries, dear!  The train’s about to pull out shortly.  We’ll wait a bit, and you can get Mr. Brambell’s and Mr. Rosington’s signatures before lunch, okay?”
Nodding, Annie practically stumbled to her desk, plopping into her chair with another loud sigh.  “I don’t know,” she mumbled.

“What’s that, luv?  What don’t you know?” Millie asked apprehensively.

As tears welled in the girl’s eyes, she shifted her gaze out the window and vented, “Maybe it was mistake taking this job.  Clearly, I’m not good at it.  I mean, you send me on a simple errand. ‘Get these signatures,’ you said. What’s so difficult about that, right?  Not only do I not get all the signatures needed, but I make a complete fool of myself!”

Stepping out from behind hr own desk, Millie came and leaned against the edge of Annie’s.  “Oh, Annie!  I don’t think any of this is your fault, dear!  I’ve heard these lads can be a handful when they’ve a mind to be.  They probably saw a pretty young girl and thought they’d have a bit of fun.  I don’t think they meant any harm, nor do I think you lack any ability to do this job.  So, please….don’t do anything rash.  Give it a bit more time, eh?  You’ll soon learn the job, and you’ll learn how to handle those hooligans when they act up.  What do you say?”
Tapping the end of a pencil mindlessly, Annie quietly considered Millie’s advice. Giving the older woman a weak smile, she replied, “I suppose you’re right.”

“Lovely!” Millie exclaimed.  Heading back to her own desk, she assured Annie sagely, “You won’t regret it, you’ll see!”
The rest of Annie’s morning continued uneventfully.  Millie kept her busy at her desk typing up the various forms needed for the film’s numerous locations including releases, contracts, and inquiries.  Finally at ease with a task she felt equipped to handle, Annie actually felt herself relaxing a bit as she grew accustomed to the work.  Maybe this won’t be so bad after all! she thought optimistically.
Though many of the crew and staff – Millie included – complained of motion sickness, the constant movement of the train helped lull Annie into a particular rhythm while she zipped through her tasks.  As she completed each form and letter, she set them aside, waiting until the train stopped for the forty minute lunch break to go and obtain all the signatures necessary.  Most of the forms needed to be signed by Dick himself, but there were also some requisition orders that required the signatures of other crew members, and she still had to get the signatures of the two co-stars on the Beatles’ Equity forms.
About an hour after they’d left Paddington Station, Millie called Annie over to join her at the window.  “Look at that, will you?  I can’t believe all these children sagged off school just to stand along the tracks and wait for the train!  How on earth do you imagine they even found out where the boys were going to be?”
“I don’t know,” Annie laughed.  “But you’re right!  My goodness, the track is practically lined with them!”

Slowly shaking her head in disbelief, Millie observed quietly, “It’s truly incredible the impact these boys are having upon the youth in this country…especially the girls!”

“Idols….every generation has them, don’t they?  Valentino, Sinatra, Elvis, and, I guess, now the Beatles!”

Looking over at her young colleague, Millie grinned.  “Very astute, Annie!” she laughed.  “….and very true!”

Around eleven o’clock, Annie felt the train slowing down.  Glancing out the window, she saw nothing but empty fields….empty, that is, except for the near one hundred prepubescent girls who somehow managed to find the pop group even there, out in the middle of nowhere.

“Well, that’s lunch then, Annie,” Millie informed her as she filed away the last of the morning’s paperwork.  Looking across at her, the older woman smiled, “Would you like to join me in the buffet car?”

“That would be great, Millie, but I have to just track a few people down to get them to sign off on a few things first.  It shouldn’t take me long though!”

“Oh, I shouldn’t think so,” Millie laughed.  “It’s not a very large train!”  Standing, she reached back and grabbed her purse off the back of the chair.  I’ll hold a chair for you, shall I?”
“Yes, please, Millie.”  Taking the stack of papers, Annie set off in search of the people she needed to sign them, saving Dick Lester for last.  As she’d suspected he would, Dick questioned her as he signed the numerous forms and letters.

“How are things going, sweetheart?” he asked without looking up from his task.

“Great!” she replied enthusiastically.

“Millie looking after you?”

“Perfectly!  She’s really been very nice and very helpful!”

Affixing his signature to the last of the papers with flourish, Dick capped the fountain pen and handed it back to her along with the papers.  “Be sure to get yourself some lunch, Annie.  It’s all free, and there’s plenty of it!  Actually,” he laughed, “…there’ll be even more left over since so many of the crew are feeling sick to their stomachs!  I dread seeing the sides and back of the cars….there were a lot of heads hanging out the windows as we rolled along!  I imagine those folks will be taking advantage of the terra firma and spend their break off the train, but you make sure you grab something to eat and relax for a while!
“I will,” she replied absently as she shuffled the pages, complete now with all the required signatures.  “As a matter of fact, Millie’s waiting for me in the buffet car now.” Glancing up at him, she asked, “Will you be joining us?”

“Nah,” he shook his head.  Rising from the desk, he explained, “I had Will fix a plate for me.  I’m hoping to be able to get some things taken care of before we start back to London.”

“Okay….I guess I’ll see you later?”

“Count on it!” he answered with a big grin.  Annie turned to leave, but stopped when Dick called out to her.  “Oh, and by the way, Annie…?  Tomorrow, we’re going to be boarding in Acton.  We want to avoid a repeat of this morning’s fiasco.”   
“Acton…right, okay,” Annie replied even as she worried how she was going to deal with the change in transit.  Maybe Millie will know.
As she walked back to the last car of the train to drop off all of the papers, Annie looked around at all the cast and crew mingling outside on the platform, nodding at them in greeting.  Her mood was miles better than what it had been just a few short hours before, and she was finally feeling more confident in her new position.  After she left the stack of papers on her desk, she exited the car, prepared to walk back the way she’d come toward the buffet car where Millie waited, but, realizing her task didn’t take nearly as long as she’d anticipated, she decided to head around the back of the train for a quick smoke first.
Digging in her purse for her cigarettes and lighter as she walked, she found a bench a bit further down the platform, away from the crowd and noise.  Propping the cigarette between her lips, she lit it, slipping the pack and the lighter in the pocket of her cardigan.  As she smoked, she smiled to herself as she watched the local police rounding up the youngsters who’d skipped school to sneak off the station in the hope of seeing even one of the Beatles.  One enterprising young girl had actually managed to crawl between a policeman’s legs in an attempt to avoid capture.  “Unbelievable!” she laughed softly.

“Pardon…but would you happen to have a light, luv?”

“Certainly!” Annie replied without looking up as she dug in her pocket.  Withdrawing the small gold-plated lighter, she held it out, raising her eyes in the direction of the man’s voice.  “Here you….”  Stunned, her smile froze and her eyes widened as she stared at the young man.
Anxiously, he kept his eyes locked on hers as he hesitantly reached for the lighter, clearly uncertain just what her reaction was going to be.  He lit his cigarette and handed it back to her.  “Ta,” he smiled uneasily.

“You’re w-welcome,” she answered, unable to keep from staring.  

Giving her a short nod of thanks, he started to turn away.

Damn it, Annie!  Snap out of it!  “Umm….you’re George, aren’t you?”

Stopping, he turned back, his heavy brows raised, though whether in question or surprise, Annie couldn’t tell.  Struggling to stay calm and poised, she forced a smile of self-assurance.  “You’re George Harrison?”

George took a few tentative steps back in her direction.  “Er, yeah,” he grinned crookedly.  “I am.”

“We met earlier,” she offered.  “I’m Annie O’Shea…?  I brought the Equity forms for you to sign…”

Looking down at his feet self-consciously, he tapped a foot against the pavement.  “Yeah, I remember you,” he replied shyly. 
A little thrill ran through Annie’s body.  Don’t be an idiot, Annie!  He only remembers you because he and his buddies made a horse’s ass out of you earlier!  “How’s the filming going?” she asked, trying to make conversation.

“Not bad….but we’ve really not done much of anything yet,” he replied, moving closer.  “D’yer mind?” he asked, waving at the bench.

“No, no….not at all!  Please, sit!” she said eagerly….perhaps too eagerly.  Okay, easy Annie….

Lowering himself onto the bench next to Annie, George leaned forward and propped his elbows on his knees, glancing back at her periodically as he spoke.  “Funny thing about making a film, that.  Surprising how much time one spends just larking about, waiting!” he laughed.  “Reckon you keep busy though, eh?”
Annie nodded.  “Yeah, I’ve been going since I got here.”

“See, yer the one who needs the rest,” he smiled self-deprecatingly.  “Me?  I’m bored out of my wits!”

God!  That grin is just adorable!  And he’s even better looking in real life than in his photos!  “Well, if you’re that bored, you’re welcome to come back to the office car and take on some of my work!” she offered jokingly.
George gave her a sly sidelong glance, that endearing grin widening almost imperceptively…almost.  “Oh, I can, can I?” he asked flirtatiously.

Annie’s heart started pounding, and she felt her face grow hot.  She really hadn’t meant it the way it came out, the way he obviously took it…but, taking in his expression, she wasn’t sure at that moment whether or not she regretted the misunderstanding.  Summoning courage, she answered, “Anytime!”

She was sure there was a twinkle in his eye when he replied, “I’ll keep that in mind!”

And there it was.  The look, the smile that lasts just a beat longer than it should….
Just then, the red-headed young man who had proved to be so helpful when Annie was looking for the group that morning called out to George.
Waving to let the man know he’d heard him, George turned back to Annie.  “Reckon I’d best get going.”  
The depth of her disappointment surprised Annie.  “Oh, okay,” she said with a forced lightness.

“It was nice talking with you, Annie,” he said, rising from the bench.  Shoving his hands in his trouser pockets, he started walking away, but, as he passed the fifth car of the train…the office car…her car…he turned back to her, and, tapping it, asked, “This one, yeah?”

She could only nod.  
Walking backwards, he called out, “See yer, Annie O’Shea!”

“See ya!” she called back.

Annie never did make it to the buffet car that afternoon, and, while she felt badly about standing Millie up, she couldn’t help but revel in that warm glow that would encompass her entire being at the thought of George’s mesmerizing stare and seductively boyish grin.  She found herself returning to that impromptu meeting several times throughout the remaining day.
In her bedroom, Annie stubbed out her cigarette in embarrassment and frustration.  Oh, for crying out loud, Annie, you’re not some teeny-bopper!  You’re a married woman….and you should be well past the stage of swooning over teen idols and such!  Besides, he’s probably in the habit of talking to girls that way!  Don’t be stupid, it means nothing….you mean nothing….and, even if it was something more, you’re married!  What would Joey say if he knew?  Grow up, Annie!
“Grow up, Annie!”  She wondered just how many times since their first meeting Joey had chastised her with those very words.  At twenty-five, he certainly had more life experience than she did, and, for that reason - among others - she’d always looked up to him, deferred to his wisdom and experience, and allowed him to “teach” her how to be more “adult” - but…every now and then, especially when she’d see other girls her age congregating and having a good time, she’d wonder what her life might have been like if things had been…well, different….if she’d been more careful….if she hadn’t been in such a hurry to “grow up,”  if she hadn’t let Joey pressure her into doing something she was clearly not ready for….  

“If I hadn’t gotten pregnant,” she whispered sadly to the cracked and dingy walls.
She shook her head rapidly as if the act could rid her of the unwanted memory.  Then, slipping beneath the bedclothes, she reached over and turned off the bedside lamp.  To keep her mind from wandering to less pleasant things, she lay in her bed, making a mental checklist of all those tasks – in and out of work – that she needed to see to the following day.  Try as she might, however, no matter where else her thoughts took her, that pair of heavily-lashed, distinctively chocolate brown eyes kept invading her psyche.  The more she tried to swat the image from her mind, the more pervasive they became until she finally just gave up and gave in, allowing herself to bask  in that dark velvet gaze as she drifted off to sleep.   It’s harmless, after all, isn’t it?  That’s what teen idols do…stoke the fantasy….and that’s all it is, right?  A fantasy….nothing more….harmless….it’s harmless….George is harmless…. 
Somehow, even as she thought this, she knew it was a lie, and, if she’d had the slightest awareness of the smile she wore as she slipped off to sleep, she would never have reported to work in Acton that next morning….for that morning, Annie O’Shea’s life was to change irrevocably.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       
